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For my little godlings:

Dante, Athena, and Artemis.

Believe in yourself, and you will soar.

 


  CHAPTER 1

VISITOR FROM OLYMPUS

CHAPTER 2

THE PALACE ON MOUNT IDA

CHAPTER 3

THE QUARREL AND THE QUEST

CHAPTER 4

TRAGEDY

CHAPTER 5

THE TUNNEL INTO THE UNDERWORLD

CHAPTER 6

THE GUARDIAN OF THE UNDERWORLD

CHAPTER 7

THE GOD OF THE UNDERWORLD

CHAPTER 8

RETURN TO OLYMPUS

CHAPTER 9

THE TRUTH OF THE MATTER

CHAPTER 10

THE MAGICAL RED STRIPE

DISCUSSION

HISTORICAL REFERENCES

ON IRIS

ON HERMES

ON HEBE

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 




	
[image: Image]CHAPTER 1

	
VISITOR FROM OLYMPUS

Iris dipped her bucket into the ocean and filled it to the brim with water. She was in the middle of her daily chore: watering the clouds. The fluffy white pillows were almost full and ready to burst into raindrops!

Iris was the daughter of Elektra, a cloud nymph, and Thaumas, an ocean nymph. Every day, she would gather water from the ocean into her magical bucket, fly up to the sky on her golden wings, and pour the water into the clouds to make rain to water the earth. Iris felt proud to have such an important job. If she wasn’t here to do it, who would fill the clouds and make it rain so flowers and vegetables and trees could grow?

She was just about to spring into the air with her last load of water, when her mother and father called her over to them. They were speaking with a boy she had never seen before.

“This is Hermes,” Thaumas said.

“Hello. I’m Iris,” she greeted him.
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Hermes was about her age, with curly brown hair and wings on his sandals. He looked nervous, and hid his trembling hands behind his back.

“Nice to meet you, Iris. Zeus sent me to find you and bring you to Olympus. He needs your help with an urgent matter.”

Iris had never been to Olympus, but she knew it was a grand palace at the top of the tallest mountain, called Ida. The most powerful gods, called Olympians, lived there.

“Does this mean I have to leave my home?”

Her mother Elektra put her arm around her shoulders and gave them an encouraging squeeze. “If Zeus has commanded it, then you must go. He is the king.”
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“But who will water the clouds while I’m gone?” Iris felt a flutter of panic in her chest at the thought of not being here. What if it didn’t rain? What if the flowers and trees began to die because she wasn’t here?

“The king knows how important my job is, doesn’t he? There must be some mistake.”

Her mother looked at Hermes for an explanation.

“Zeus chose you because your job is so important, and because you do it so well,” Hermes explained.

Iris didn’t know what to say to that. Doing a good job usually meant a reward, but leaving her home and parents felt like a punishment. Tears gathered in her eyes. “Will I ever come back?”

Hermes nodded. “You can return home once you complete your task.”

Elektra smiled at Iris. “Your father and I will take care of the clouds for you while you’re gone. Don’t worry. It will be an adventure.”

Thaumas wrapped his daughter in a big hug. “It is always important to help others whenever we can. If Zeus needs you, then you must go.”
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Iris nodded and gave her mother and father a hug. “Goodbye,” she said, following Hermes.

Iris held tight to her bucket, trying hard to feel optimistic and not sad. Maybe it would be exciting to go somewhere new and see new things. She would miss her parents and her clouds.

I’ll be back soon, she promised. She straightened her shoulders, gathered her courage, and nodded at Hermes. An adventure.

Hermes took her free hand, and together they sprang into the air. She flapped her wings. Hermes’s sandals fluttered too, speeding them on.
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She looked down at her home and her parents, growing tinier and tinier as she rose higher and higher toward Olympus.
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THE PALACE ON MOUNT IDA

Hermes and Iris soared above the large, almost full, clouds. She wished she could have finished filling them.

“Olympus is just over there on that mountain peak.” Hermes pointed to a spec in the distance.

Iris nodded and held on tight to Hermes’s hand. As the two flew closer to Olympus, Iris was amazed. The palace glittered in the sun! It was so bright, she had to shield her eyes with her hand.

“Here we are,” Hermes said, his winged sandals landing softly on a wide balcony attached to the palace.

Iris touched down beside him. Her mouth flopped open as she stared at the glorious gates in front of them. “This is the home of the gods?”
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Hermes smiled and nodded. “The king and queen are waiting for you inside.”

Iris gulped. She was nervous to meet the rulers of such a grand palace. Then she remembered why she was here: they had a job for her, that only she could do. She couldn’t let them down. “I’m ready,” she said, and followed Hermes through the tall gates.

The throne room was even more magnificent, with gold and silver decorations and statues, fountains of crystal-clear water, and bursts of colorful flowers in every corner. “Wow!” Iris breathed. She’d never seen anything like this back home!

A flight of stairs was in front of her, and at the top were two golden thrones. A tall man and woman sat in them. They were dressed in golden robes and wore gold crowns. Two young girls stood at the bottom of the stairs. Their arms were folded and they gave each other mean looks. Iris wondered how someone could possibly be so unhappy in such a beautiful place as this.
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“Welcome, Iris!” The man on the throne boomed. “I am Zeus, the king of the gods.”

“We’re so glad you’re here,” the woman added. “I am Hera, queen of the gods.”

Both of them smiled kindly at Iris.

“These are our daughters, Aphrodite and Hebe.” Zeus pointed at the two angry girls.

“Hello,” Iris said, bowing to all of them.

“You must be wondering why we asked you here,” Hera said.

Iris nodded.

“Aphrodite and Hebe have a problem, and we hope you can solve it,” Zeus explained.

Aphrodite and Hebe looked at each other, stuck out their tongues, and then turned away again with their noses in the air. “They were supposed to go to the orchard of the Hesperides together, but both of them claim that the other didn’t show up,” Hera continued.
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“She forgot about me,” Hebe pouted.

“That’s a lie,” Aphrodite snapped. “You forgot about me! I waited forever!”

“Liar!” Hebe shouted.

“You’re the liar!”

“Girls!” Hera scolded, leaning forward in her throne dangerously. Both girls fell quiet again.

Iris hoped she could help, but how?

As if he could read her mind, Zeus said: “We need you to tell us which one is really lying.”

Iris was confused. “How can I do that?”

“We need you to collect a bucket of water from a magical river,” Hera said. “When someone who is lying drinks this water, they will immediately fall asleep. So, you see, since neither Aphrodite nor Hebe will admit they were the one who forgot about their plans, then it is up to the water to reveal the truth.”
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A magical river that could detect lies? Iris had never heard of this before. She wondered if the water in this river would look different from the ocean. Iris was excited to find out. This sounded like a grand adventure!

“I can do that!” She promised, grinning. “Where can I find this magical river?”

Zeus and Hera exchanged troubled looks. Then Zeus said, “The river is called Styx, and it’s in the Underworld.”
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