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For you who

is still searching.

I hope you find

what you are looking for.
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Dramatis Personae [image: ]



    	
Hekate Goddess of Magics, the Crossroads, Keys, and Necromancy; daughter of Perses, God of Destruction, and Asteria, Goddess of Falling Stars and Night Oracles

    	
Styx Goddess of the river that brings the dead into the Underworld

    	
Pallas consort of Styx; God of Warcraft

    	
Charon ferryman of the Underworld

    	
Thanatos God of Peaceful Death

    	
Nyx Goddess and personification of the Night

    	
Hermes herald of the Gods

    	
Hades God of the Underworld

    	
Demeter Goddess of the Harvest

    	
Kore Goddess of Spring; daughter of Demeter

    	
Hecuba Queen of Troy

    	
Cerberus hound of Hades; protector of the gates into the Underworld








The Titanomachy [image: ]


A ten-thousand-year war erupts within the most ancient family in the universe: the old Gods, the Titans and the new Gods, the Olympians. Son takes arms against father, cousin fights cousin.

The stakes are impossibly high.

The Gods that win, win control of the entire universe.

The Gods that lose face eternal imprisonment, their powers diminished, brutalized forever.






Prologue [image: ]



This is an ancient story written long before us.

It is a tale full of Gods and monsters,

divine wars and ghosts,

a tangled mess made

by the divine and the mortal,

mothers and daughters,

the sacred and the courageous,

wounds both healed and unhealed

and the grief that grows

in the absence of love.

There is joy and friendship too,

homegrown and pieced together

by careful, gentle fingers.

At the heart of this story

is a girl looking for answers.

At the soul of this story

is the divine Goddess within us all.








[image: Part One: A Child of War.]








The Day I Was Born


The universe was on fire.

And the reason for this burning

was a family at war with itself.

They called it the Titanomachy.

The war between the old Gods

and the brand new.

Brother against brother,

sisters torn apart,

fathers fighting their children.

And what place does an infant

have among such bloodshed,

such divine terror?

They say on Earth that ichor,

the Gods’ golden blood,

rained from the sky.

They say that forests

turned from emerald green

to gilded with God-blood.

No one knows

how to stop a war

when you are immortal.

Which is why the universe burned

and as far as the eye can see

there were only embers. And ash.








Mother


was the Goddess of Oracles

and Falling Stars.

On the night I was born

she was all alone.

Her cries were heard by no one

as she drew me wailing

out of her womb,

wrapping me in her arms.

A thousand stars fell

together from the cosmos.

Some called it an omen,

others called it a blessing.

My mother knew better.

Her immortal body already

healed after the birth,

she carried me to

the balcony of her chambers.

As she held me in her arms

we watched a silver shower

rain across the midnight sky

behind the blazing fire

of a ten-thousand-year-old war.

She told me the stars fell

because she had granted

a thousand wishes in my name.








Father


was a God of Destruction.

Ancient and unbroken,

stronger than the core of the cosmos.

The most legendary of the Gods.

And this is why the new Gods

wiped out the stories about him.

A story is a powerful thing.

It can lead to another war

or even resurrect the strongest

of all your enemies.

He was a God so formidable

that the Titans knew no one

but he could win them this war.

My mother said she never believed

any different about my father.

She told me he had never lost

a game of dice, let alone a battle.

I was too young to understand this then.

But sometimes we tell ourselves

the most beautiful lies

just to survive the terrible things

that we are living through.








Home


Children born in wars

are made of a different kind of clay.

We become used to the din.

We grow used to the collapse

of crumbling buildings

and fire and develop a compassion

for broken things.

How can we not when we know

nothing else?

My mother raised me

in a palace where the marble floors

cracked under

the distant clash of God weapons,

adamantine against adamantine.

The cloud-coloured pillars

that held our home up

were disintegrating from the roars

of the heavens above us.

I was told these hallowed halls were

once visited by a thousand giggling nymphs

and hundreds of glittering deities.

But now it was just a haunting

where only my mother and I lived.

When the call to war came,

the Gods, my uncles and cousins, left.

Eventually everyone had to pick a side.

Most of the Titans chose to support my father:

it was after all the Titan God-King

Kronos who they served.

But some Titans betrayed their own.

They took up arms against us,

choosing to side

with Kronos’ children,

the Olympians.

The new Gods.








The Children of Gods


are born into deathless eternity.

Our fathers hold us up to the light

and bless us with our purpose as babes.

Our paths are chosen for us

long before we are even conceived,

but at my birth my father was long gone,

fighting a war so far away

he wasn’t even there to watch his first child

take her first steps into this world.

My mother told me,

‘You are special, my daughter,

which is why you must find your own purpose.

You are no ordinary child.

You are destined for greater things.

A path you must carve alone.

You are not yet a Goddess, Hekate.

That is a divinity you must seek.

And you will find it one day for yourself.’

I think that even then,

she knew what would become of us.

I think she had foreseen the end.








That Last Day


when it was just me and my mother

in behind those crumbling walls,

we found solace in a hidden garden

still untouched by burning ichor.

This secret sanctuary was full of herbs

both magical and mortal.

But my mother’s prize

was her soft grey moly flowers.

Legend will tell you that the moly herb

is what Odysseus used to protect himself

from my cousin Circe’s magics.

But it was here, in my mother’s garden,

that the first sapling of magical moly grew.

It was once a plant grown

only by Goddesses of Prophecy.

It smelt like a mix of lavender and rain.

I can still picture my mother’s face

as she took mortar and pestle,

ground the leaves into nectar

and gave it to me to drink.

‘I promise you

it will make you strong.

Stronger than anyone

Or anything that you see.’

I would drink the sweet

lavender-honey-rain drink

every time she gave it to me.

I once asked her,

‘Why do I need such strength?’

But she turned away

to hide the tears

that fell silently.








When the Messenger Arrived


the sound of his broken wings echoed

across this dilapidated palace.

When she saw him,

my mother knew.

He wore my father’s sigil

and when we rushed to help him,

he put his hand up to stop us,

his body crumpling to the floor.

We reached him just as

his bloodied mouth opened,

as the ichor from his wounds

pooled at his feet.

‘All

is lost.

They are on their way.

You must run!’








In the Blink of an Eye


everything changed.

My mother,

who was usually serene,

was suddenly a mask of despair.

She ran into her chambers

and I followed her as she took

a bag and filled it with

herbs and simples, draughts and—

‘Mother, what are you doing?!

What has happened?!’

I was only a child as yet.

I had grown quickly from an infant

as all immortal children did,

but I was still too young

to understand what was happening.

My mother did not answer me.

I did notice something

that made my heart pound.

No matter how hard I tried,

I could not hear the din.

The noise of the war… was gone.

My mother ran towards me

and knelt before me.

‘Hekate, you must be brave.

We need to leave.

There are wolves at our door.’








Chased by Wolves


Run

My mother wrapped me

up against her body.

Run

A loud roar and a thud

at our doors.

Run

Barefoot, my mother

rushed to the window.

Run

Just as we heard the doors

thunderously crash down.

Run

And as my mother leapt

from the window

Run

our home turned to rubble

under thudding feet behind us.

Run

When I opened my eyes

I saw what was chasing us.

Run

It was not wolves.

It was two men.

No.

Two hungry Gods.








The Earth After War

Cocooned in the nest of a disintegrating but safe palace, I did not know what the world outside looked like. But my mother, who had grown up playing in meadows and rivers and the ocean with her sister, Leto, and her cousins the Oceanids, knew this Earth well. As she carried me in an ivory cloth slung across her front, all I could hear was her fast-paced heartbeat. She had told me stories about her girlhood, but this Earth had no verdant pastures or vibrant forests like she described. Instead, God-blood still potent sizzled on fertile brown earth and coated dying trees – I could see none of the beauty from her stories here. My mother had brought nectar for us both, but as I grew hungrier for it, my stomach aching with want and then need, I noticed she gave more and more of her share to me. It was only when I saw the sapphire seas like sprinkled diamonds glistening with sunlight that I understood the beauty of the world. But it was fleeting, for my mother cradled me close and summoned the clouds to carry us from one island to the next. Her footsteps, running, made the birds scatter, but where she would have once stopped to soothe them, now she simply kept going. Behind us I heard the thundering chase. What else could we do but run with two hungry God-wolves hunting us down?






At the End of the World


We searched a thousand different homes,

a thousand different islands

and found nothing but ash at each one.

My grandparents’ once-grand palace

was now left in rubble and rust,

not a trace of them to be seen.

My mother sobbed at the sight

of her childhood home,

telling her the worst was true:

that my mother’s family, the Titans,

once Gods and Goddesses themselves,

had been enslaved by the new Gods,

taken by their own brothers and sisters,

and all that was left were crumbling ruins

just like our own.

With each disappointment, my mother’s shoulders

sagged and finally she had to let me

run alongside her on my own.

Once we used to rule everything.

Now there was no refuge anywhere

for old Gods like us, not anymore.








The Last Place Left


Where would you hide

if you were being

pursued by

two of the most powerful Gods?

Where would you hide

if you had already run

through the entire world

and still, still they chased you down?

You would go to the only place

where Gods were not allowed

to enter without invitation.

A place I had been taught to fear.

As my mother stood at

the mouth of the Underworld,

I buried my head

into her chest in fright.

But she was determined,

and she entered the obscure cave,

her feet careful over the rocks

that surrounded the riverbed.

I could hear the running water

of the legendary river the dead took

to enter this cave. But before my mother

could take us further inside,

a figure stopped her in the dark.








The Ferryman


He was a child of Nyx and Erebus,

The Night and the Dark, two of the oldest Gods.

It had been rumoured for a long time

that the ferryman, above all things, was kind.

For to lead the mortal dead was no easy task,

and yet the ferryman did it

without calling it a burden,

without demanding more than what was asked.

But while he had patience for mortals,

it was his own kind that made him wary,

and at the mouth of the Underworld,

it was his boat that stopped us from entering.

‘Asteria, you must go no further,’

he warned, but his voice was not unkind.

‘Turn back and be on your way; this is no place

for a Goddess and her child.’

My mother, however, was a determined woman

and spoke carefully.

‘Charon. It is Zeus and Poseidon that chase us,

they wish to enslave us.

And no, they do not care that Hekate is just a child.’

Charon looked at me, his face stormy,

a sea-God long forgotten.

Then something softened in his ancient eyes.

Without another word, he unblocked our path

and let us pass into the darkness.








Into the Underworld


We were so tired, our clothes were in ruins.

We resembled less a Goddess and her Godling

and more a pair of mortals, bruised and broken feet,

thin from lack of nectar and ambrosia.

I could count my mother’s ribs and the angles

of her face now sharp like a knife.

Pain wasn’t normal to Gods,

we did not naturally feel it often

and we were able to heal quickly,

but how could you heal when you were running

for your life without a moment’s rest?

When we were far enough inside,

we stopped running and my mother fell

to her knees beside the river,

praying, praying, praying.

Until, finally, the waters parted

and the River Goddess

rose up out of the depths before us.








The River Goddess


Styx came to us with fangs at the ready,

wet green hair in tangles down to her waist,

her skin so white it looked like

the underbelly of a dead shark I once saw.

Her eyes were pale as bones,

split irises like a snake’s,

and when she spoke,

her voice was hoarse.

She said so coldly to my mother

that I shivered at her tone,

‘Immortals are not welcome here, Asteria,

even with just cause.’

Tears streamed down my mother’s face and, still kneeling, she grasped my hand.

‘Zeus and Poseidon wish us great harm, Styx.

You are the only family we have left.

Please. Do you not remember how once

we had named each other sister and friend?’

Styx’s mouth curled but her split eyes softened.

‘I cannot help you, even if I wanted to.’

My mother’s head dropped into her hands

as a sob escaped her throat,

but then she lifted her eyes with fresh hope.

‘If not me, can you take your niece, Hekate?’








Fear


I stared at my mother’s hunger-sharpened face

and then back at the cold, fanged Goddess

that stood before us.

My voice was small, desperate and scared.

‘Mother, please don’t leave me.

You can’t leave me here!’

Without breaking eye contact

with Styx, she took my hand

and squeezed it and said,

‘Hush, my love,

my only child.

Let your aunt speak.’








The Answer


Styx’s hesitation was so long,

I furiously blinked tears from my eyes

and stared down at my bloodied

and bruised feet.

I wanted her to say no;

at least that way

whatever happened to my mother,

we were together.

Styx’s voice broke through my thoughts.

Quietly and cautiously

she said,

‘Yes.’

My mother looked up hopefully,

just as Styx added,

‘If Hades agrees.’








The God of the Underworld


His name acted as a summoning.

Before my mother could rise

he was already before us.

Hades of spirits.

Hades of death.

Hades, king of

this strange realm.

The whispers said that

Zeus, Poseidon and Hades,

the three Olympian brothers,

had a choice between the realms

of the sky, the sea and the Underworld.

And Hades chose this place,

where nothing shines

and nothing grows.

My eyes widened when I saw him.

He was more of a boy-God!

Long dark hair tied in a braid,

he wore no crown

and simple dark robes.

His eyes were dark but kind

and his soft mouth looked like

it knew at least a few smiles.

He looked at my mother

and spoke with authority,

his young voice echoing.

‘Titanide, this is no place

For immortals that do not

know the ways of the dead.’








Asteria, Titan Queen


I had never seen my mother

beg anyone for anything.

For as long as I had known her,

she carried herself with an elegance,

sometimes even an arrogance.

No one could do what she did:

whisper divine secrets to prophets,

give cryptic tales to Oracles,

tell the stars when it was time for them to die,

showing them their way through the skies.

She invented ancient herbs like moly

that one day became legendary.

I remembered her laughter,

cascading rainfall after a drought.

It was said that Asteria was a Goddess

of such elusive things that other Titans

held her in great respect and with fear

of what they did not know she could do.

But that day she looked so small.

When I remembered my mother,

I tried not to picture that day,

but it was burned into my mind.

The moment she said,

‘Please take my daughter.

Give her a place here.

Remember, she is your blood too.’








Hades and Styx


The hesitation was there in both their faces.

Styx’s too-sharp eyebrows were furrowed,

Hades’ cool dark eyes harboured wariness.

A resounding crack and roar rose behind us.

Hades and Styx looked in its direction sharply,

then back at us as I flinched, my mother very still.

That was the sound of two angry Gods,

enraged at being denied entry to claim us.

Finally, the God-King of the Underworld

gazed at the River Goddess as his mouth set,

A quiet pact exchanged between them.

Then he reached out for my hand and said,

‘You have my word, Goddess.

We will keep her safe.’








‘Goodbye, My Child. Have Courage’


If I could go back and change anything,

it would be the last time my mother and I spoke.

I would have held her hand a little tighter.

Smiled into her eyes a little longer.

Told her how very much I loved her

and thanked her for what I knew now.

But I was too young to appreciate her sacrifice.

So instead, I looked at my hands

as she got up to leave

and simply wept as she pulled me close.

Then her warmth left me and she walked away

while I screamed and cried and tried

to chase after her as she left in the direction

of the roars and cracks.

Styx and Hades caught me

and held me back.

And as I struggled against their strong grip,

I cursed that I was only a Godling,

I had no powers, I was no Goddess yet.

All I could do was watch as her form

grew smaller and smaller until it disappeared

into the light at the mouth of the cave

that brought us here.








Endings


No one teaches you how to prepare

when you are a child of war.

One day your mother is with you.

The next she is gone.

We do not get safety and

stability. Both are snatched

at the whims of men and Gods.








A New Home


I was my mother’s flower child,

the one who helped her grow moly

and visit an open pyre

where we would build a small fire

and she would play with the smoke,

swirl it till it became messages

she would give to her waiting Oracles.

Her careful craft was hypnotic,

and there in the garden

with the distant sound of birds.

I thought it would be my life forever.

Between green grass and blue skies,

the sound of the sea so close by.

Here I was so far under the earth

I could only see the roots of trees.

I once ate fruit from

orchards that belonged to us.

Nothing grew underground.

Because nothing could grow

where everything came to die.

I was hungry and I was expected now

to name this dead place home.








In Those First Few Days


Styx did not speak much to me.

I asked her where my uncle Pallas was.

She told me her husband was out hunting

and would not return for a while.

Then she told me never to touch

the water within her river if I wanted to keep my voice, for her waters

were known to destroy immortal voices.

Hades vanished after my mother left,

back to his godly duties towards his realm.

So I kept myself occupied by the banks

of Styx, among the skeletons

and skulls of what were once mortals,

who now lay on these riverbanks,

long forgotten and long dead.

I had only lived five years.

And this was how my new childhood

began – full of warnings and old bones.








Abandonment


On the third day of sitting on the banks

I began to think all was lost

and that I had been cast aside

and forgotten.

That now that my mother had left

no one else would ever speak to me.

And talking to the dead was pointless

because what could they even say to help?

I was a lost child.

Perhaps I belonged

nowhere now. Not even here.

Perhaps that was why it happened.

Why the spirit-filled water

of the river began to beckon me.

It asked me to come closer,

for it had a tale I would like to hear.

The whispers filled the cave,

persistent, soft, like invisible hands

pulling me towards the edge.

And I covered my ears

but their voices still filtered in.

If you touch the water,

if you drink from it,

we can tell you where your mother is.

As the voices grew louder,

so did my misery.

My very bones felt tired,

and my head felt heavy.

I wanted to lie down,

to rest a little.

But the coarse earth

of the riverbank

and the chilly darkness

of the Underworld

was no match for my warm, soft bed

made of goose feathers at home.

So instead, I stood up, hesitant,

telling myself it was just a peek.

A small look into the river

to see who was calling to me.

As I approached the river water,

the voices rose in an excited crescendo.

I knelt inches away from it

and saw nothing but my own reflection.

My hand rose from my side

and reached for the water,

but before the river could grasp me

my whole body was dragged away

from the edge.








‘What Are You Doing?!’


an angry, familiar voice asked,

as I fell unceremoniously backward

onto the ground.

I looked up to see the ferryman’s face,

his dark eyes blazing with fury,

his hand still clenched around my wrist.

But before I could answer

his voice rose again.

‘No Godling has ever drank from that river

and lived to tell the tale!’








A Ferocious Rage Emerged


I wrenched myself free of his grasp

and glared at Charon

with burning hot fire in my body.

I wanted to scream

And scream

And scream.

‘They know where my mother is!

None of you are helping me!

They want to help me!’

Charon sighed. ‘They do not, child.

The spirits lie. That is what they do.

Did no one tell you this?’

I stared at him as though

he had three heads.

‘What is a lie?’

Charon rubbed his forehead

and then sat down on the riverbed,

patting the ground to show

he wanted me to sit

down next to him.

I wanted to hold my anger longer,

but my curiosity won

and instead, I sat down.

Charon told me gently,

‘You are now a child

of the Underworld.

There are rules here, Hekate.

All things here have a purpose.

Not every purpose is good.’

He took my hand and said kindly,

‘Promise me you will not

listen to the spirits again.’

My rage turned into a tearful lump

inside my throat at his kindness.

I nodded, unable to speak.

But what he said about purpose…

It reminded me I had none.

Neither good nor bad.

It was true, after all.

A God without a purpose

has no uses in any realm.

That was why it was so essential

to know why we existed,

to know what we were made for.








I Wanted to Weep


but I did not.

Since my mother left,

it felt like she took

my tears with her.

Instead, I looked Charon in the eye,

the hand not in his was shaking

with rage or sorrow,

I no longer knew which one.

‘What would you tell a Godling

that has never had

a purpose? What if she is the God

of nothing? Would she matter at all?’








A Lesson


Charon let go of my hand

and I let it fall to my side,

refusing to break his gaze.

Close now, I saw that he

was not as old as I thought.

But then Gods do not age like mortals.

He could have been twenty,

or centuries old, and I would be

none the wiser. He said gently,

‘You must see this differently, child.

For you are one of the fortunate ones.

I know it is unusual to be without purpose.

But clearly Chaos,

mother to all us divine beings,

trusts you so well that you

are destined to build your own

path in this realm and the next.

You will learn who you are.

Rely on no parent or God-King

for your eternal gifts.

This is a blessing too, if you see it.’








‘How Do You Build Your Own Path?’


I asked him,

my eyes full of wonder

at this thought.

He smiled and it was then

I noticed he was holding

a small golden chalice.

He held it out to me

and said, ‘Drink this. It will heal

the wounds of your long travels.’

I flinched at his words.

My travels, which involved my mother.

My mother who was no longer here.

But my thirst overcame me.

Any thoughts were removed

by the delicious scent.

I reached out and lifted the chalice to my lips,

and the sweet, immortal nectar

filled everything wounded within me.

It tasted like honey and home.

It tasted of life and lavender.

Instantly, the voices from the water

disappeared and my head cleared.

I was able to stand

on my own two feet.

I handed Charon the empty chalice

and wiped my mouth

with the back of my hand.

‘Thank you,’

I said quietly,

but even as I did,

he was already making his leave.

Charon paused, his back to me,

long coiled hair looking like the river.

‘To become a Goddess,

you must first find what

nourishes you forever.’








Styx’s Visit

Styx was as strange as her river. She finally returned two days after Charon’s gift of nectar. It had made me feel stronger than I had felt in days, weeks, months, but I craved more, much more than a small chalice. When Styx arrived she rose from the spirit-filled water. Her long green hair lay soaked to her waist and when the ghostly hands tried to pull her back, a snake-like hiss escaped her lips, causing them to disperse quickly in fright. I wished to be so terrifying one day that monsters and ghosts were afraid of me. Her fangs glittered as she smiled at me. It was a cold smile, but I had been alone long enough that any interaction with another one of my kind felt like a blessing. She put her hands forward and from the air, it seemed, a silver bowl and a chalice appeared, and she handed both to me.
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