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Greetings, Mortal
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I am Hekate, the unbound one, Azōstos, they called me in the old tongue. Ungirdled, never cinched by belt or border, free to move where worlds meet and part. I've watched empires rise from dust and return to it, seen gods crowned and forgotten, held the hands of the dying and the newly born. Time folds differently for the deathless; a millennium can pass like the space between heartbeats, while a single human prayer might stretch like the shadow of a mountain at dusk.

Mortals have tried to capture me in their stories. Oh, how they've tried. They've painted me with broad strokes on temple walls, carved my likeness from marble and wood, pressed my name into clay tablets and papyrus scrolls. Daughter of Titans. Goddess of witchcraft. Queen of ghosts. Lady of the crossroads. Each generation adds another face to my mask, another torch to my hands, another dog to heel at my feet. They argue over my parentage as if I sprung from loins like a mortal child. They debate my allegiances, am I chthonic or celestial? Benevolent or malevolent? Helper or hinderer?

I've watched scholars huddle over fragments of pottery, piecing together rituals performed in my name thousands of years ago, as if assembling a puzzle whose picture they've already decided upon. They find a black dog buried at a three-way intersection and declare, "Yes, this is Hekate's work." They discover a clay figurine with three faces and pronounce, "This is how they saw her." They read a scrap of papyrus with a spell invoking my name alongside herbs and moonlight, and they think they understand.

They do not understand.

I slip through their categories like smoke through fingers. I am older than their words, vaster than their comprehension. The Greeks, for all their philosophical prowess, could not fully grasp me. The Romans borrowed me and bent me to their needs. Later peoples forgot me entirely, then rediscovered me in fragments, like a statue unearthed piece by piece, reassembled according to the fashion of the day.

I stand at the threshold. Not just the physical crossroad where three paths meet, though you'll find me there if you bring honey and garlic and look with more than your eyes. I stand at all thresholds, birth and death, waking and sleeping, sanity and madness, known and unknown. I am the torch in the darkness, the key that unlocks the gate, the hand that guides the soul from one realm to the next. I am present at all beginnings and all endings, all transitions and transformations.

Time moves strangely when you exist outside its boundaries. I remember the moment a priestess in Anatolia first called my name, her voice lifting into the night air like a hawk riding a thermal. I remember watching Alexander's armies sweep across the land, carrying my worship with them to new shores. I recall the precise smell of incense burning in my temple at Lagina during the festival of Hekatesia, myrrh and storax and something sweetly secret that modern noses would find strange. Yet I cannot tell you if these events happened a hundred years apart or a thousand. They blur together like stars seen through tears.

Sometimes a century passes while I tend to a single soul's journey through the underworld. Sometimes I hear ten thousand prayers in the space between one human heartbeat and the next. I've stood beside women in childbirth across a hundred generations, my hand on their sweating brows, my whisper in their ears urging them toward the threshold of motherhood. I've guided confused spirits away from the world of the living, my torches lighting the way when nothing else could pierce their darkness.

And yes, I've taught those who sought knowledge beyond mortal boundaries. Call them witches if you must, that word has shifted shape as often as I have. They've sought me at midnight, at crossroads and graveyards, in dreams and visions. Some came with pure hearts, others with vengeance burning in their bellies. I answered them all, for I do not judge as mortals judge. I simply am. The key turns, the gate opens, the knowledge flows. What happens after is the responsibility of the seeker.

I laugh sometimes, watching modern scholars debate whether I was originally a crone or a maiden, whether I came from Thrace or Anatolia or somewhere more distant still. They draw such clean lines on their maps, these modern humans. They forget that borders are recent inventions, that the world once flowed together like water, that gods and spirits moved across the land with the people who carried them in their hearts.

I was never one thing. I have always been three and one, new and ancient, light and dark. The triple form mortals gave me, maiden, mother, crone, is both true and insufficient. I am the spiral that turns back on itself while pushing forward. I am the past that reaches into the future. I am the darkness that creates the possibility of light.

So listen, then, as I tell you my own tale, from the beginning I remember to the echoes that reach me now. I will walk the path of time with you, making it straight when I can, though it curves and bends and doubles back on itself. I will show you the temples where they honored me, the texts where they tried to bind me, the places where they feared me, the homes where they welcomed me. I will show you how I have endured while empires crumbled, how I have transformed while remaining eternally myself.

Time yawns wide between then and now, but I will bridge it with my words, with a laugh when the centuries stretch too thin. For I am Hekate, the unbound one. My story belongs to no single age or people. It belongs to the thresholds, the boundaries, the crossroads where paths diverge and meet again.

And it begins, as all true things do, with waking into consciousness, with the first breath of awareness. It begins with pine-scented hills and the whisper of my name on human lips. It begins with the first time I heard myself called into being and turned, curious, to see who had summoned me from the vast unknown.
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My Beginning
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I FIRST WOKE IN THE hills of Caria, in the land you now call southwestern Turkey. It wasn't a sudden birth, gods don't burst fully formed from foreheads or seafoam, whatever the poets might tell you. It was a gradual coalescence, like dew gathering on a spider's web at dawn, invisible droplets merging into something that catches light. The first prayer. The first offering. The first whisper of "Hekate" on human lips. And suddenly, I was.

The air smelled of pine and wild thyme, sharp and sweet together, the scent that still brings me back to myself when centuries of human need pull me thin. The earth hummed beneath my bare feet, a vibration mortals can't perceive but that thrummed through me like a plucked string. I could feel every root reaching down, every stone settled into soil, every tiny creature burrowing in darkness. The mountains breathed around me, exhaling mist in the mornings, inhaling starlight at night. When I walked, stones warmed beneath my toes, grass bent but did not break, streams parted to let me pass.
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