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PROLOGUE

Under the Sea, Again




AT THE CRADLE OF CIVILIZATION, CLOSE TO THE belly button of the world, there is a sea like no other on Earth. This sea is unique for many reasons—the particular wine-dark color of its water, the fact that it is at the nexus of three continents, and of course because of the vast population of Immortals who call it home. Up until about an hour ago, it was also unique because on it there sailed a yacht like no other—but there is not much of that yacht left anymore, thanks to the ministrations of a rather vengeful, extremely giant, giant squid.

At this moment it is not the wreckage of this yacht like no other that currently makes this sea unique, nor the number of Immortals in formal wear speeding away from that wreckage, nor even the body of the gargantuan Ketos that lies at the bottom of this sea a few miles away—no, what makes this sea so very, very special is the man (or something very like a man) currently inside that Ketos’s belly.

And him, surely, you recognize. The black pointy hair, pale skin, red eyes, and unmistakable air of megalomania? That is Philonecron, former Underworld Assistant Manager of Sanitation, grandson to Poseidon, would-be usurper of Hades’s throne, brilliant schemer, beautiful dreamer, impeccably clothed, paragon of good taste, victim of vile villainy, endlessly persecuted, but always resilient, able to rise from the ashes of ignominy better and more diabolical than ever. And something very special has just happened to him.

For, what is that object in his hands? Mighty, mystical, and decidedly misplaced? That couldn’t be the trident of Poseidon, one of the artifacts fashioned for the three sons of Cronus in their epic war against their father for control of the Universe? Its magic—great and terrible—is dependent on the presence of Poseidon himself. Or, it turns out, someone who shares his blood—if that someone happens to be an evil genius.

And isn’t it fortunate that Philonecron is?


Philonecron certainly thinks so. It is quite something to have your destiny made manifest to you in an instant. To the uncultivated mind, his presence in the belly of the Ketos at the very moment his grandfather’s trident happened to come sailing inside might seem to be the greatest of luck. But Philonecron’s mind is nothing if not cultivated, and he recognized in the incident the white-gloved hand of Fate. Fate—so judicious, so clever—who truly understood the Universe’s greatest problem: that he, Philonecron, was not in charge of it.

Now, perhaps there have been times in your life that you have been presented with the object of your heart’s most fervent desire, and perhaps in those times excitement overtook you to such an extent that you may have behaved in a way that one might, in retrospect, call rash. And if so, you will understand all the things that happened next.

Let us just say, hypothetically, that you’d been trapped inside the stomach of a Ketos, tossed around in its stomach acid a few times, and that stomach acid was currently disintegrating your lovely silk cape. You’d also been anticipating an escape through the creature’s digestive process that was sure to be the most unpleasant thing you had experienced in a life that had recently been quite full of unpleasantness—and then, suddenly, the creature died on you and suddenly digestion did not look so bad compared to spending an eternity where you were—and then you were presented an object that was capable of granting your every wish? What would you do?

Well, you explode the Ketos from the inside.

Afterward you find yourself standing on the floor of the Mediterranean Sea, and you recall how very much you do not like being wet. You are also now covered in Ketos-goo, and technically you have no one to blame for that but yourself. Nonetheless, you are quite uncomfortable. And so you do the natural thing.

You get rid of the sea.

Afterward you find yourself standing in a vast cylinder surrounded on all sides by a wall of swirling sea, and you are so happy to be dry again and breathing air—which, while not as good as the dank darkness of the Underworld, is a great improvement on water—though there are still bits of Ketos on your tuxedo.

It is at this point that you notice that you are not alone in this cavern in the sea. For some distance from you is a tangled mess of chariot and some very cranky-looking horses, and emerging from that tangled mess is the owner of the trident.

He looks confused at first—perhaps wondering where the sea went—but his expression changes when he sees you.


“Grandson,” he breathes. “My trident, you found it. Give it to me!”

Now, you are nothing if not methodical. That is the point of being an evil genius—one doesn’t just follow one’s impulses wherever they might lead. One considers. This is what you do, you consider. You ponder your goal, meditate on all the options, deliberate on the ramifications and/or permutations. This is why your plans are always so very, very brilliant.

Sometimes, though, sometimes there is not time to meditate, ponder, or even deliberate. Sometimes you are standing in the muck covered in Ketos-goo while the second most powerful god in the whole Universe is staring at you, and he wants his trident back. And so you do the only thing that is really possible at that moment.

You aim the trident at him.

“What, this?” you say, purring slightly. “You want this?”

And this seems, suddenly, a very good time to get a few things off your chest. Because when you don’t let these things out, they build up inside you, and that’s simply not healthy for anyone.

You take a step forward. “Do you know, Grandfather, that you are really quite tacky?” you say, your voice like silk. “You think your taste is so very well developed, but really you are the most vulgar creature in the Universe. Truly, I don’t think you deserve this trident. I think it belongs to someone who can use it to make a better world.” A slow smile spreads across your face. “Don’t you?”

Silence then, while you watch the dawn of comprehension on your grandfather’s face. It takes some time, as he is really quite stupid.

And then he roars and charges toward you. “You can’t use that,” he yells. “It’s worthless to you.”

And you say, “And that is just another failure of imagination on your part. Would you like to see?”

And then it seems there is nothing to it but to act. And in a few moments, Poseidon, Lord of the Seas, second most powerful god in the whole universe, has vanished, and in his place is a small blue sea cucumber. A shiver of great portent passes through you as you stare at the creature’s small body as it flaps tackily in outrage. Then you look down at your trident—your beautiful, brilliant trident—and you cannot help yourself. You give it a hug. Finally, after all your searching, you’ve found love.

“That,” you coo, “went rather well, don’t you think?”









PART ONE

Water













CHAPTER 1

Holes




A FEW DAYS LATER, HALF A WORLD AWAY, ONE ordinary eighth-grade girl was lying on the couch in her den, stroking her cat and feeling sick. There was nothing too extraordinary about this situation; this girl stayed home from school, and if you looked at her you would not be surprised. For Charlotte Mielswetzski (you know how to pronounce that by now, right? Meals-wet-ski?) was covered in gross yellow bruises and small cuts and wore her wrist in a splint and generally looked as if she had had an unfortunate encounter with a very large falling piano.


But Charlotte’s sick feeling had nothing to do with her injuries, at least at the moment. It was caused instead by the most extraordinary images on the television screen in front of her.

Her mother entered the room and looked from her daughter to the television. She watched silently for a few moments, and then shook her head.

“Have they figured out what caused it yet?” she asked Charlotte in a grave voice.

“Uh-uh,” Charlotte muttered. On the screen in front of her, helicopters circled around the all-too-familiar wine-dark waves. Water swirled angrily around the great hole that had appeared suddenly in the middle, as if someone had carved out a piece of the sea. The gaping blackness at the center looked like it might suck the world into it at any moment. It was so wrong, it would have made Charlotte ill to look at even if she did not suspect the cause.

“They say all the sea life in a mile radius has just disappeared,” Mrs. Mielswetzski said. “Poof! Look!” She pointed at the TV screen. The image had changed to another part of the sea, near the coastline. An entire village worth of people huddled on the beach, staring at the sea in front of them. And it was no wonder why, for the waters in front of them were thick with dolphins. There must have been thousands, leaping frenetically in and out of the waters as if trying to escape. Charlotte’s stomach turned, and a low, wary rumble came from her cat Mew.

“You know”—Mrs. Mielswetzski turned to Charlotte—“I looked at a map, and I think the…incident…is very close to where our ship was. If we’d been there a little longer…”

Charlotte didn’t respond. There was no doubt in her mind that the cavern in the Mediterranean Sea was just where their cruise ship had bobbed helplessly only a few days ago.

“Honestly, Char,” her mother continued, “I know it sounds absolutely crazy, but sometimes I wonder if something really…strange is going on. After what happened to us…”

Charlotte eyed her mother. Mr. and Mrs. Mielswetzski had recently had the very strange experience of falling unconscious on a cruise ship off the coast of Virginia and waking up to find themselves on the same ship in the middle of the Mediterranean Sea. Everyone seemed to have accepted the cruise officials’ completely implausible explanations, because there was no plausible one. Only Charlotte and her cousin Zee knew the truth: The ship had been transported there by Poseidon, who was planning to punish Charlotte by feeding it, along with all its occupants, to a giant Ketos. Her parents, like most of the rest of the world, had no idea that there was any such thing as a Ketos, or that Poseidon and the rest of the Greek gods were anything more than half-forgotten myths.

“I know what you mean,” she mumbled. Something very weird was going on. It wasn’t just the half-mile-wide hole that had suddenly appeared in the Mediterranean Sea, or the behavior of the dolphins. Strange reports were coming in from the whole region. A fleet of ships from the Croatian navy had disappeared. Sharks off the coast of Rome had gone psycho, swimming after fishing boats and patrolling the beaches. A whirlpool had suddenly appeared in a shipping lane. The waters of the Aegean Sea had turned so choppy that no ship could travel on it. A several-mile-long swath in the Mediterranean had turned pitch-black and cold, as if it had simply died.

There was more, too, things that would never make it to the TV news. Someone had started a blog cataloging all the incidents, and Charlotte spent the morning pressing reload on it until she couldn’t stand it anymore. There was a tiny deserted island that had somehow become cloaked in eternal night. In Rome a fisherman showed up at a hospital covered in animal bites; he babbled some story about his boat being set upon by a monstrous woman with a pack of dogs for legs. On the small Greek island of Tilos, the mayor’s daughter had gone missing, and there were rumors she’d been seen chained to a cliff face above the sea. She wandered back into the town after a day with no memory, but a vague impression of being rescued by a tall, dark-haired man. The captain of a sailboat racing team was found swimming desperately for shore. He said his boat had been wrecked on a small island he’d never seen before. They were very surprised to find a young, beautiful woman living there, a woman whom the man could only describe as bewitching. When asked about his shipmates, he just shook his head and said they had decided to stay. On the isle of Rhodes, a twelve-person caving expedition had disappeared. In Croatia twenty people disappeared from a city street midday. Whoever had taken them had left, in their place, perfect stone statues of each person.

As the scene of the TV shifted to a reporter standing on the beach interviewing people, Charlotte’s mother shook her head grimly. “I guess I’d better pick up your cousin. How are you feeling, sweetheart?”

Horrible. Terrified. Furious.

“All right,” Charlotte said with a half shrug. Anything more hurt too much.

Her mother frowned at her, her face full of sympathy and concern. As far as she knew, Charlotte had woken up on the cruise ship with the rest of them, with no memory of how she’d suffered her injuries. There was no way for Charlotte to tell her they’d all been inflicted by Poseidon himself.

“Do you need anything?”

“No. Thanks, Mom.”

“All right,” she said, glancing between Charlotte and the TV. “Listen, don’t worry about all of that. I know it’s scary. But it will be okay. We’re safe.” She leaned in to kiss Charlotte gently on the forehead and then left.

On the TV the reporter was interviewing a white-haired, rough-skinned woman from Cyprus who was babbling excitedly in a foreign language. All around her, fish were flopping on the sand while children scurried to pick them up and throw them back into the water. A voice-over translated the woman’s words:

“It’s the end of the world.”

A terrible shiver passed through Charlotte, and the woman turned to the camera and said something to it, her dark eyes a challenge to everyone who saw her. But whatever she said, they did not translate. The scene cut to the newsroom, where the reporter appeared on a big monitor next to the shiny-haired anchor. “As you can see,” the reporter said, “explanations for the mysteries in the Mediterranean are in short supply, but”—she smirked—“theories abound. Susan?”

“Fascinating,” said the anchor. “What did she say at the end there, when she looked at the camera? Do you have it?”

The reporter looked at her notes. “More superstitions, Susan. ‘Find the heir,’ she said. ‘It’s our only hope.’”

“Huh. Another mystery in the Mediterranean!” exclaimed the anchor, as a banner appeared below her, echoing her words. “Thanks, Brittany. Coming up next, who says you can’t teach an old dog new tricks?”

Charlotte glared at the TV and changed to another news channel, then lay back on the couch to wait for her cousin.

 

It was not long before Zee appeared in the family room, looking rather out of breath. He was staying with the Mielswetzskis while his parents were in London on business, and Charlotte was glad, as she didn’t think she could endure any of this without him. Carefully shutting the door behind him, he whispered, “Any news?”

Grimly Charlotte filled him in on the day’s events, while Zee listened pale-faced. When she was done, he sat down on the couch, looking stunned. They sat for a moment, watching the images on the TV. A helicopter had flown into the inside of the immense cavern and shot video; the sea just stopped, like a wall of water.

“I don’t get it,” he breathed as Mew crawled on his lap.


“I don’t either. Maybe Poseidon was trying to destroy the ship by taking the sea out from under it? Anyway”—she lowered her voice more—“I guess he has his trident back.”

“Brilliant,” Zee muttered.

Charlotte grimaced. Zee had never even really seen Poseidon in his full glory. Poseidon had wanted to kill Charlotte before she stole his trident, aided in the destruction of his yacht, humiliated him publicly, and ultimately defeated him with the very timely help of her cousin. He hadn’t really seemed like the type to forgive and forget. And now he had his trident back. And Charlotte would have to spend the rest of her life staying away from oceans, seas, lakes, rivers, and possibly even showers or baths. She was going to be very stinky.

“But it’s everything. The shipwreck on the island—that’s Circe, right?” In The Odyssey, Circe was a sorceress who lured Odysseus’s ship to her island and turned all his crew into pigs. She and Odysseus canoodled for about twenty years while the pig-men roamed around and Odysseus’s wife waited for him to come home. Men were weird. “Someone was attacked by a woman with a pack of dogs for legs—that’s Scylla. The people turned to stone…there was a Gorgon in the city! In the city! Zee”—she lowered her voice—“they’re letting themselves be seen.”


Charlotte hadn’t even realized it until the words were out of her mouth—but that’s what was so wrong about all of this, even more than the great hole in the sea. The gods had retreated because Zeus didn’t want to deal with humanity anymore. And they kept it so humanity didn’t know they existed. That didn’t mean they didn’t interfere—some gods used the mortal realm as their playground, and people as their playthings. The policy seemed to be that they could do whatever they wanted as long as no one noticed them.

Well, people were noticing them now.

The implications didn’t escape Zee. “Something’s changed,” he muttered, almost to himself.

Charlotte looked at her cousin, eyes wide. “What do we do? People are going to get hurt.” An image flashed in her mind—the woman being interviewed on TV while the voice-over proclaimed, “It’s the end of the world.” She was just a crazy person, though. Wasn’t she?

The cousins looked at each other. There was nothing they could do, not by themselves. But they could join the fight. Because Mr. Metos was coming for them.

Mr. Metos had been their English teacher in the fall, but that was just a cover. He was really one of the Prometheans—a group of descendants of the Titan Prometheus who worked to protect humanity against the gods. The small mischiefs, the under-the-radar interferences, the stray monsters loose in the mortal realm—the Prometheans were there, keeping the worlds apart, keeping people safe.

And Charlotte and Zee were going to join them. It was all they’d wanted since they’d come back from the Underworld after seeing the condition of the Dead—left to fade and suffer because no one tended to them. But there was nothing they could do.

Now Mr. Metos was coming for them. Just after they came back from the sea, they’d gotten a letter from him. I believe that you are in danger, it had said. Since Zee had just been kidnapped by their immortal enemy Philonecron and Charlotte had nearly been killed by Poseidon several times over, this news was not exactly new. But the end of the letter was:


There is something afoot, something that may affect the fate of us all, and I’m afraid you two are involved. My first priority is to keep you safe. I will come for you soon.



Humanity needed protection—now more than ever—and the cousins were going to help. They were going to be god-fighters.

Mr. Metos did not say when he was coming—just soon. The cousins’ hearts ached for him to appear, for him to take them, for them to get started. In the meantime, they’d decided they would bone up on their myths so they’d be prepared for whatever awaited them. (It had been Zee’s idea; Charlotte was not prone to extracurricular research.) Zee’s backpack was bulging, and he put it down and began to pull out some books.

“I got these all from the library. There were a lot, actually. Mr. Peaberry said Mr. Metos had ordered a bunch in the fall.”

“Huh,” Charlotte said. “I guess he expected us to use them.” She watched as Zee’s stack of books kept growing. “Wow. Mr. Peaberry must have been impressed.”

Zee looked embarrassed. “I told him we were in a mythology club.” He glanced at Charlotte, who raised her eyebrows at him. “I froze under pressure. But I’m British; you lot believe we do that kind of thing.”

He had a point. “So what did you find? Did you get a chance to look at any of them?”

“Well, there’re a few collections of myths. I got some plays, too, though I’m not sure they’re really, you know”—he lowered his voice—“true. A lot of them are just about mortals, really, with gods pulling the strings in the background, but this one”—he lifted up a small green volume—“is about Prometheus.”

Charlotte exhaled. Prometheus made humans. When his creations were not faring well in the world of beasts, he appealed to Zeus to give them fire. Zeus refused, because that’s just the kind of guy he is, so Prometheus stole the fire that gave humans knowledge of the gods. As punishment, Zeus chained Prometheus to a mountain where an eagle would gnaw on his liver every day. The first time Charlotte had heard that story, she had thought it was particularly disgusting, and she didn’t even know it was real.

“Anything interesting about Zeus?” Like directions to Olympus and ideas for devastating insults?

Zee shrugged. “Not yet. Mostly he likes to change himself into various animals and chase mortal women.”

“Charming,” said Charlotte. “But probably not helpful.”

From downstairs came the sound of the doorbell. Mew looked around, then sprang toward the door of the room, leaping through as Zee opened it.

“Good watch kitty,” Charlotte said with a small smile. Mew liked to appraise anyone who came into the house, in case they carried with them ill intent (or maybe cat treats).

“Char,” said Zee, sucking in his breath. He was pointing at the TV screen, and, with a feeling of doom, Charlotte turned her head to look.

People running, carrying overstuffed bags, animals, children. A parking lot filled with buses and vans. Dark-haired men in suits, ushering them forward. A coastal town emptying out, its shell awaiting its doom, silent and brave.

Charlotte hit the volume button. In the background a siren blared.

“The tsunami will hit within the hour. The Italian armed services have been hurriedly evacuating the coastal villages since a naval ship called in the warning. Oceanographers are calling the tsunami mysterious; there was no seismic event in the area. For now, the cause will remain unknown. Now the focus is getting these people out of harm’s way.”

“It’s our fault,” Charlotte whispered, tears in her eyes. “Somehow. We did this.”

Zee did not disagree. They watched in silence, in horror, as the town emptied out and the wave approached.

Suddenly Mrs. Mielswetzski’s voice came traveling up the stairs. “Char! Zee!” she called. “Can you come down here?”

“Just a second, Mom,” Charlotte said weakly, unable to take her eyes from the TV.

“Somebody’s here to see you!”

Charlotte looked at Zee and shrugged. This was not really the time for a visitor, but what could they do? Charlotte wiped her eyes.

But when they got downstairs, everything changed. There he was, standing in the Mielswetzski living room talking to her parents as if no time had passed. He looked the same, tall and thin, with a gaunt face and messy dark hair and clothes that had seen better days. There was a time, way back before anything had happened, when Mr. Metos had seemed sinister to Charlotte. Now he seemed like the friendliest face she’d ever seen, and the sight of him almost made Charlotte want to hug him.

Almost.

Charlotte’s heart threatened to leap right out of her mouth. All the waiting was over. They were going. The world needed them now, and they were going.

“Look, Charlotte,” said Mr. Mielswetzski, “your old English teacher came by!”

“Isn’t that nice?” said Mrs. Mielswetzski.

“Very friendly of him, I think,” said Mr. Mielswetzski.

“Um,” said Charlotte, her voice squeaking slightly. It was important not to show how excited she was. “Hi, Mr. Metos. It’s nice to see you.”

“Hello, Charlotte, Zachary,” said Mr. Metos in his calm, stern voice. His eyes flicked over the cousins, and when they landed on Charlotte, they showed a flash of alarm.

“You’ve been injured?” he asked, his voice impassive.

“Um, yeah,” said Charlotte. “I had an…accident.” She could feel her parents shift behind her. It was hard to concentrate, so loud was her heart.

As for Mr. Metos, he clearly had no idea what had happened to them the week before. It was strange, for once, to have more information than he did. “I see,” he said, gazing at Charlotte. “Well, I’ve just come back into town, and I wanted to return one of your books, Charlotte.” He nodded toward a book on his lap that Charlotte had never seen before. “I found it while unpacking some boxes.”

Charlotte frowned. “Unpacking?” she repeated. Why would he need to unpack when they were just going again?

“Yes,” he said. “I’ve just taken out a lease on an apartment a few blocks from here.”

Charlotte and Zee exchanged a glance. “Are you…staying here?” Charlotte asked in a disbelieving voice.

Mr. Metos knitted his eyebrows. “Why, yes,” he said. “I have some…pressing concerns that have brought me back. I should be here for some time.”

“Oh,” said Charlotte, staring at him. “Because I thought…I thought you would be going away again.”

“No,” said Mr. Metos, a note of finality in his voice. “No, I’m staying right here with you.”









CHAPTER 2

Say What?




CHARLOTTE STOOD THERE STARING AT MR. METOS, his words reverberating in her head. What did he mean, he wasn’t going anywhere? Was he lying? Was it part of his grand scheme? Surely he was lying, surely there was a grand scheme, surely it was a trick for her parents, surely he’d come to take them with him.

But as Mr. Metos gazed upon her with an inscrutable expression on his face, she realized that he was telling the truth. He hadn’t come to take them to the Prometheans. My first priority is to keep you safe, he’d written. He’d come to protect them.


Charlotte didn’t need protection. She’d faced down Hades and Poseidon—and, okay, it was only the timely intervention of a giant squid and her cousin, not to mention the Lord of the Seas’ monumental anger management problems, that had allowed her to survive her Poseidon adventure, but still. She did survive. And Zee had saved everyone in the Underworld, and ultimately saved the cruise ship, not to mention survived a week as Philonecron’s Zee-bot. What had the Prometheans done?

They were kids, and thus somehow needed protecting. But it seemed to Charlotte that she and Zee had done most of the protecting of late, and lots of people were still alive because of it.

Zee was stock-still next to her, and she knew without looking the expression of disbelief on his face, while Charlotte tried hard to fight the angry tears that burned in her eyes.

“So,” said Mr. Mielswetzski, “Mr. Metos, will you be working at Hartnett again?”

Mr. Metos cleared his throat. “Yes. The middle school has employed me to do some tutoring and special projects for the rest of the year. I’ll be available there”—he cast a glance at the cousins—“should anyone need me. I’m in talks with the upper school about teaching there in the fall. English, of course.”


“Oh, that’s wonderful!” Mr. Mielswetzski exclaimed. “We’d love to have you.” Charlotte’s dad taught history at the upper school and was very enthusiastic about it. “Perhaps you and I could teach a joint class. I was thinking just the other day about how closely the study of American literature and American history parallel—”

Charlotte wasn’t listening. Mr. Metos was going to teach at the high school in the fall? Just in time for her and Zee to start going there? And then what, was he going to magically land a job at Charlotte’s college? Professor of Mythology and Ruining People’s Lives? He was going to follow them for the rest of their miserable, pathetic, useless lives, while people suffered the whims and neglect of the gods.

Her father was blathering on about the Civil War while Mr. Metos listened. It was all Charlotte could do to keep her rage from exploding her from within. Now they were just going to stand here, like everything was okay, and make conversation?

“Mr. Metos,” interjected Mrs. Mielswetzski, “have you seen what happened in the Mediterranean? What do you think?”

Charlotte stared at the Promethean, her eyes narrow. Yes, what did he think? Pretty scary, huh? Boy, wouldn’t it be nice to talk to people who had just come from battling with Poseidon and might have insight on the situation?

Mr. Metos’s face did not move, his eyes registered nothing. Charlotte had spent enough time with him to know his face only got blanker the more momentous something was. “It is…very unusual.” He paused for a moment and then continued, “But we can be sure good people are working to solve it.”

He did not look at Charlotte or Zee, but Charlotte knew he was speaking to them all the same.

“Really?” she said, unable to keep the quaver out of her voice. “Because there’s a tsunami coming. People are running away. It’s horrible. They’re terrified.” She articulated each word carefully. Next to her Zee was straight and still, but she could feel his anger and frustration in the air.

Mr. Metos turned his blank eyes to her. “Isn’t it fortunate there was warning? So they could all get out in time? You can be assured the whole town will be evacuated.”

Ah. Charlotte understood. The Prometheans were there. What did the blog say about the mayor’s daughter who’d been chained to the cliff? A tall, dark-haired man rescued her? The girl probably didn’t mention the shabby clothes because that might have seemed rude. The descendants of Prometheus, all of the same bloodline, were recognizable for their dark features, lack of fashion sense, and general cold black hearts.

So the Prometheans were in the Mediterranean. Keeping people from being sacrificed to sea monsters and saving them from tsunamis and rescuing them from dog-legged women-beasts. And still, Mr. Metos had left them to come to Charlotte and Zee. Because Charlotte was sure they could really spare people now. But she and Zee were apparently such babies that it was worth losing a Promethean to nanny them.

Charlotte blinked rapidly but could not keep the tears from her eyes. Mr. Metos’s gaze fell on her, and she flushed. That’s what babies do, isn’t it? Cry?

“It’s especially scary for us,” added Mrs. Mielswetzski. “Because we were just there.”

And then Charlotte saw something flash through Mr. Metos’s eyes, just a flash, and then it was gone. He turned to Charlotte’s mother and asked, ever so casually, “Just there?”

“Oh, yes,” said Mr. Mielswetzski. “It was all quite strange. There were navigational difficulties with the cruise ship, a gas leak, and a huge storm—it’s really a long story, but we were all on the Mediterranean! Except Zee, of course, who stayed here. We felt bad for leaving him behind, but it turned out he was lucky.”


Next to Charlotte, Zee let out a barely perceptible noise.

“We had quite the ordeal,” said Mrs. Mielswetzski.

“Well,” Mr. Metos said, “Charlotte and Zachary will have to tell me all about it.” He turned to them. “Miss Mielswetzski, Mr. Miller, I’m starting at school tomorrow. Would you come to my office for a meeting? I have a project I’d like to discuss with you.”

“Oh, no,” interjected Mrs. Mielswetzski. “Charlotte’s not—”

“No, it’s all right,” Charlotte interrupted. “I’m going to school tomorrow.”

Her mother turned to her. “Charlotte! The doctor said—”

“She said I could go back when I felt better. It barely hurts now.” This was true, in a way—the pain from her injuries had nothing on her fury and disappointment now. “Mom,” she added, eyes full of sincerity, “I really don’t want to fall behind at the end of the year. I mean, eighth grade is important.”

Mrs. Mielswetzski pursed her lips and eyed her daughter suspiciously.

“Tara, the girl wants to go to school!” said Mr. Mielswetzski.

“Fine,” Mrs. Mielswetzski said. “But you call me the instant you feel any pain at all.”


Mr. Metos watched this whole transaction so impassively that Charlotte knew he was desperate to talk to them. And it almost made her want to say forget it, she was not going back to school, she was, in fact, never going back to school ever again, and would spend the rest of her life in the company of her parents so Mr. Metos would never find out what had happened on the Mediterranean Sea.

And, were she not desperate to talk to him, maybe she would have.

“I will, Mom,” she muttered.

“Well, then, I’ll see you children tomorrow,” said Mr. Metos.

Charlotte’s ears burned. Children. That’s what they were to him.

Charlotte’s parents showed Mr. Metos the door, telling him all the while how nice it was for him to stop by and how glad they were that he was back and what a wonderful teacher he must be to take such an interest. Charlotte and Zee watched, silently, stonily, until her mother turned and asked, “Aren’t you going to say good-bye to Mr. Metos, Charlotte?”

“Good-bye, Mr. Metos,” Charlotte said as flatly as possible. And then, before her parents could talk to her, she turned and stalked up the stairs, with as much dignity as her body allowed her to muster. Which, in truth, was not much.


 

As Charlotte opened the door to her bedroom, she was hit by a strange rotting smell coming from the room. It seemed to match her mood perfectly. She plopped facedown on the bed. A few minutes later there was a soft knock on her bedroom door. Charlotte turned her head and mumbled, “Come in, Zee.”

Zee opened the door quietly and entered, followed closely on his heels by Mew, who promptly jumped up onto the bed and hopped on Charlotte’s back.

“Ow,” moaned Charlotte.

Picking up the cat, Zee sat down on the floor and leaned against the wall, then gave the wall a good bang with his head.

“Ow,” he muttered. His face crinkled up. “What’s that smell?”

“Dunno. The decay of my dreams, I think.” She groaned again. “I can’t believe it.”

“Yeah,” Zee said.

“We should have known,” said Charlotte.

“Yeah,” Zee said.

“Of course he wasn’t going to take us to the Prometheans. We can’t do anything. We’re just”—she spat the word out—“children.”

“Yeah,” Zee said.

“What are we going to do?”


“I don’t know,” Zee said.

Charlotte shook her head and glared off into the long shadow in the corner of her room. It seemed to flicker as she looked, take shape, a demon stalking her. She blinked and the illusion was gone.

“Well, we’ll just have to convince him,” she said. “Tell him we want to join the Prometheans. Tell him we can help, that he has to let us help!”

Zee nodded slowly. “We’ll do it tomorrow.”

Charlotte shut her eyes. The whole Mediterranean could explode by tomorrow.

“It’s not going to work. He’s not going to let us go.”

“I know,” said Zee, setting his jaw in a manner that would be best called Charlotte-esque. “But we have to try.”

 

That night Charlotte dreamt that she was running as fast as she could, clutching Mew in her arms. A great cartoon wave was chasing her, gliding along the ground. An endless line of half-glowing shadows stood off in the distance, passive and unmoving.

Shades. The Dead. They were always there in her dreams, lingering listlessly in the background, a constant reminder of her great failure. Sure, Charlotte and Zee had saved them from Philonecron and an eternity of torture. But they were left with an eternity of dreariness. Hades ignored the Dead, let them wander the plains of the Underworld aimlessly, let them fade into near oblivion. Everyone Charlotte had known who’d died—her third-grade teacher who was always giving Charlotte books, her grandfather who did magic tricks, her grandmother who burned every batch of cookies she had ever made but never stopped making them—had gotten lost in the endless void of eternity. They were only shadows now. After they’d gotten back from the Underworld, Mr. Metos had gone off with the Prometheans; he said they would try to find a way to help the Dead. That didn’t seem to have happened, and they were still down there, suffering.

They were ever-present in her dreams, a constant reminder that they were waiting for her. As she ran from the terrible wave, she could not help herself; she turned to the great line of them and called for help, but they did not move. They could not move. The wave was catching up, she could not outrun it, it was right behind her—

Darkness. Complete and total. Everything had changed, as if someone had changed the channel. Charlotte felt around and discovered she was in some kind of cage. The air around her was dank and cold, and it reminded her of the long passageway to the Underworld. She was in a cave, that was it, a cage in a cave and she had to get out, because she had something important to do.

Charlotte ran her hands up and down the bars of the cage, trying to understand her surroundings. The cage was small; she could touch both walls if she reached out in either direction. And the bars were thick and close together, much too close for her to slip through. And as she felt around she realized there was no door to the cage. It was impossible—there had to be a door somewhere. A feeling of horror crept over Charlotte suddenly—where was she? How did she get in here? And how was she ever going to get out?

“Hello? Is someone there?” she yelled.

Silence. Silence like eternity, silence like death.

Then a form appeared, one of the Dead, its soft glow seeming like the brightest light in the whole universe.

“Hello?” Charlotte asked. “Can you hear me?”

The Shade stared at her. It wanted her to do something, to know something. And then—

Light, there was light—somewhere off in the distance. It was uncertain, inconsistent, dimming and brightening like—like fire. Somewhere in the caves someone had lit a fire.

The Shade was gone. In the distance, though, a voice:

Charlotte. Charlotte Ruth Mielswetzski. Over here.


“Who’s that?” Charlotte asked. It didn’t sound like anyone she knew.

Over here, said the voice. It seemed to be female, and possibly young. I have to show you something.

And that’s when her alarm went off.

Charlotte blinked herself awake, then rolled over and hit the button. “Well, I guess I’ll never know what she wanted to show me,” she mumbled to Mew, blinking back the image of the oncoming wave.

“Meow,” said the cat, raising her head sleepily.

Charlotte lay back on the bed as the pain in her body began to announce its presence. Part of her wanted to go right to her computer to see what had happened overnight; the other part just didn’t want to know.

She cast a glance at her clock and sighed. “Do I really have to get up?”

“Meow,” said the cat. She climbed on Charlotte’s chest and began kneading it with her paws.

“Ow,” said Charlotte.

“Meow,” said Mew.

And Mr. Metos. They were going to go in today, to try to convince him to take them to the Prometheans. It was going to be an utter failure, but they had to try.

“We should have just left him in the Underworld,” grumbled Charlotte. Mew gazed at her reproachfully. “Okay, okay, maybe not. But we should have at least thought about it.”

Mew exhaled through her nose, turned around twice, and settled down on Charlotte’s chest pointedly, as if to keep her there.









CHAPTER 3

Missing Persons




CHARLOTTE FINALLY WILLED HERSELF OUT OF BED, got ready, and went downstairs to find the rest of her family gathered in the kitchen, watching the news. She glanced at Zee, who gazed significantly back at her.

On the TV, a coastal town was being assailed by wind. A line of cypress trees bowed to one direction, their branches reaching out to the side as if trying to flee. The dark sky roiled overhead. Houses shuddered and gave up pieces of themselves to the wind’s might. The air was thick with cloud and sand and debris. Not a soul was in sight; it was like not a soul existed on Earth—they had all abandoned it to the wind.

And then, just like that, the wind stopped. The trees snapped back in relief. All was calm. And then, suddenly, the debris began to stir, the wind started up again, the trees bowed exhaustedly—in the other direction.

“Whaaaa—,” breathed Charlotte.

“Because of the unpredictability of the squalls,” said the voice-over, “the Sicilians cannot bring in ships or planes to evacuate the island, so the people of Mozia must simply take cover and wait this strange storm out.”

“The wind’s been doing that all morning,” Mrs. Mielswetzski said in a low voice. “It hits, stops, and then changes direction. It doesn’t make any sense.”

“The people…?” Charlotte asked.

“In underground shelters. Sometimes it stops for an hour and then starts again, in a completely new direction. It’s like…it’s like the wind is…toying with them….” There was an odd expression on Charlotte’s mom’s face—wonder and disbelief, as if she was realizing the world was not quite the place she thought it was. Which, of course, it wasn’t.

“What about the town where the tsunami hit?”

Her parents exchanged a look. “Well, they were able to evacuate,” said Mr. Mielswetzski slowly. “But another one hit last night, even bigger, at the same place. There was no warning…. The town’s just gone. They’re watching for more and evacuating the nearby towns just to be safe. But it’s not just there; there’s a big storm brewing off Istanbul. That’s the Black Sea.”

“It’s like it’s spreading,” Mrs. Mielswetzski said quietly.

Charlotte and Zee exchanged a heavy look. She was right. From the Mediterranean to the Black Sea to…?

“Hey, look,” said Mr. Mielswetzski, pointing to the TV screen.

All eyes turned. The image was still of the wind-battered coast, but in the distance an enormous rainbow had appeared, spanning half the horizon.

“That’s…beautiful,” said Mr. Mielswetzski.

He was right. It was beautiful. Inhumanly so. The rainbow shimmered beguilingly in the dark sky, and even the clouds seemed to hang back to admire it. The colors were so vivid that they were difficult to look at, as if human eyes were not built to take them in. It was immense, awe-inspiring, ostentatious…

It looked like it was showing off.

And then another appeared, a little closer to shore, its bands of color thick and discrete. And then another, pouring down from the clouds to the awaiting sea.

“What the—,” exclaimed Mrs. Mielswetzski.

Even the reporter was stunned into silence. The scene suddenly flashed back to the shore, where the trees were now bent completely to the side. The sand was so thick in the air you could barely see. And then the wind shifted abruptly, like a car thrown into reverse, and the trees all lurched to the other side. A few snapped and fell to the ground, pieces flying off into the wind. Then a rainbow burst forth from the sky, right in front of the camera, spilling out onto the ravaged beach, grander than all that had come before. The wind swirled and then the trees were pulled upward, reaching to the heavens.

“I don’t understand,” said Mr. Mielswetzski under his breath. “It doesn’t seem possible.”

Zee had sidled up next to Charlotte and muttered in her ear, “They’re trying to show each other up.”

She nodded slightly. That’s what she thought too. In The Odyssey, there was some god who kept the dangerous sea winds captive on an island in the Mediterranean. Well, it seemed he’d let them out. And the rainbows—the goddess Iris was is charge of them. They were doing something—playing, battling, some kind of godly power-off. It was either spite or recreation, but either way the consequences would be disastrous. The world could not survive if enough gods decided to show off.

“We’d better go,” Charlotte said, her voice flat.

“You didn’t eat anything,” protested Mr. Mielswetzski.


“I’m not hungry.”

Her parents just nodded. There were no comments today about how breakfast was the most important meal of the day, no mention of a healthy breakfast building a healthy mind, nothing about how studies showed that kids who ate a good breakfast did better in school. Not today.

“All right,” said Mrs. Mielswetzski, with a glance toward the TV. “Let’s go.”

 

It was a quiet car ride that morning, everyone pensive and tense. Charlotte could not imagine what her mother was thinking. She must be scared. She had caught on somehow—not the truth, of course, but she knew something was horribly wrong. The things that were happening should not be happening—they were impossible. Any one of them would be frightening enough on its own, but together…

Was it scarier, Charlotte wondered, to see all this happen and know the cause, or to wonder at the dark? She was terrified for very real reasons; Mrs. Mielswetzski and everyone else watching were scared of the terrors that lurked in the vast unknown. Would it be better, in a way, if they knew?

Mrs. Mielswetzski pulled up in front of the school and turned to her daughter.


“Are you sure you want to do this, honey?”

Charlotte looked up the stairs toward the big double doors of Hartnett Middle School and exhaled. No. “Yeah.”

“How are you feeling?”

Bad. “All right.” She gazed up the stairs again. “Mom? Keep watch on the news, okay?”

Mrs. Mielswetzski rested her hand gently on her daughter’s head. “I promise.”

Charlotte expected to find a grim school when she walked in the doors: wide-eyed students talking in low voices, half-empty hallways as frightened parents kept their children home. But no. People around her moved by, talking and laughing, going about their day as if everything was perfectly normal. Who cared that half a world away everything was falling apart, that people were huddled in basement shelters while their homes blew away?

“You all right?” Zee muttered, standing next to her.

“Not really,” she said.

“Um, Char,” said Zee, his voice suddenly tight. “I have to go.”

She turned toward her cousin, but he was disappearing behind the doors of the school auditorium, where he had no reason on earth to be.

And then, from across the hall, a surprised voice called her name. Maddy.


It used to be that her cousin and her best friend got along really well—which was always a relief, since Zee mostly turned and ran when confronted with anything resembling a girl. But then Zee and Maddy started going out, and Zee dumped Maddy for one of the Ashleys. Maddy was devastated, and Charlotte was furious.

Except it hadn’t been Zee at all—he’d been kidnapped by Philonecron, and Proteus, a shape-shifting sea god, had taken his place and apparently decided to relive his youth through Zee. Which was sort of ironic, because Zee wasn’t really living his own youth.

So Charlotte was forced to tell Maddy things like, “You have to understand, Zee just wasn’t himself,” but of course Maddy didn’t buy it, and Charlotte couldn’t exactly tell her the truth, because (a) Maddy would never believe her, and (b) Proteus in real life looked like he was about a thousand years old, and some things it was just better to go through your life not knowing.

“I didn’t think you were coming back all week!” Maddy exclaimed, running up to her.

“I felt better this morning,” said Charlotte. “So I decided to come.”

“Oh, I’m so glad you feel better. I was so worried!”

The official lie was that Charlotte had been in an accident over spring break—which was technically true, if you consider being bounced around the deck of a cruise ship by Poseidon an accident. It was a lie that her parents were only too happy to participate in, as falling unconscious while your cruise ship was mysteriously transported half a world away and your daughter suffered serious, unexplained injuries seemed careless, to say the least. So Maddy had come over on the weekend, bringing magazines and cookies and movies and all kinds of sympathy. Because Maddy was a good person, she didn’t ask for the gory details about the accident, which was fortunate, since it never happened.

As they walked slowly through the hallways, Charlotte felt people’s eyes on her. It was like they’d never seen anyone beaten up by Poseidon before. She could feel how ridiculous she looked—black and blue with little cuts, and walking like she was made of sand. It grew worse with every step. She had already moved more that day than any since she’d gotten home, and it was not going very well.

“Did you see the news this morning?” Maddy asked. “The Mediterranean’s gone crazy.”

“Uh-huh,” said Charlotte.

“It’s got to be global warming. It’s the only explanation. Jack Liao thinks it’s aliens, but he thinks everything’s aliens. Oh,” she said, her face turning stony as they turned the corner to where Charlotte’s homeroom was. “I’d better go.”


A hurt expression crossed Maddy’s face, and Charlotte’s heart sank. It was very awkward having your cousin break your best friend’s heart, and even more awkward when it wasn’t your cousin at all but a geriatric shape-shifting sea god in disguise. The two people in the world she could count on weren’t speaking to each other. The purgatory of the rest of her life was already proving to be something very like hell.

When Charlotte entered her homeroom, she saw Zee huddled in the back, looking ashen. She made her way toward him, ignoring the eyes on her as she passed. Someone let out a low whistle, and she heard a whisper, “That was some accident.”

Charlotte slipped into the desk next to Zee and gave him a look. This Maddy thing was going to be horrid. “I’ve seen you braver,” she muttered.

“I think I’m going to go back to London,” he grumbled.

“That’s probably for the best.”

“Ashley’s not speaking to me either,” Zee added mournfully. “Neither’s the other one.”

“On the bright side,” Charlotte said, “the Ashleys aren’t speaking to you.”

Zee shot her a look, then lowered his voice. “This was on the message board for me,” he said, handing her a folded-up note.


On the outside, Zee’s name was written in Mr. Metos’s scrawl. Charlotte’s heart sped up, and she unfolded it.

You are excused from lunch, the note read simply.

She looked at Zee and nodded. They would meet Mr. Metos then. Now all they had to do was wait.

It was not easy. The day passed horribly slowly. It was already too much that Charlotte had to be here while the world was falling apart; it didn’t seem fair that she had to go to math, too. She spent the whole time staring at her blank notebook. Every once in a while she would glance up at the board where Mr. Crapf was solving equations, but finding nothing comprehensible there, she just looked back at her paper and waited for time to move.

Gym was no better. They were doing fitness testing, and since Charlotte could not participate, it was her job to sit on the hard bleachers and record everyone’s times for posterity, as if posterity cared a whit about how long it took the Hartnett eighth graders to run from one orange cone to another. At one point Chris Shapiro sidled up next to Charlotte and made some comment about how it was too bad her accident didn’t make her any less funny-looking. Charlotte rolled her eyes and then added two seconds to his time.

All morning she wondered about the world and what was happening to it now. She couldn’t figure out the connection between all the events—had Poseidon decided to let all the sea gods loose to unleash mischief? Was he looking for Charlotte and Zee? Was he punishing humanity for Charlotte’s sins? How many people were going to suffer because of her?

And then, finally, it was time.

As the Hartnett eighth graders moved en masse to the cafeteria for their meaty goop and tater tots, Charlotte and Zee walked away from them and down two flights of stairs, where Mr. Metos’s new office was. Whatever power Mr. Metos had that allowed him to keep getting employment near Charlotte whenever he needed it did not, apparently, extend to getting a decent office. They’d stuck him in a narrow gray hallway in the school basement, in between storage rooms. The sound of the boiler echoed through the hall.

“Ready?” Charlotte asked, her hand poised at the door. Her stomach churned. Everything seemed to depend on this moment.

Zee nodded.

Mr. Metos sat behind a big, old-looking wooden desk on which perched a school-issue computer. Charlotte couldn’t imagine that was going to get a lot of use; Mr. Metos seemed to think calculators were too modern to be bothered with. There were three boxes of books in one corner, and a file cabinet stood in the back. The room was dark and dingy, with one small egress window in the back providing a small bit of sunlight.

Urged on by Mr. Metos, the cousins sat down in two metal folding chairs. Charlotte didn’t know there was something that could make her body ache more, but the day was just full of surprises. “I am so glad to see you,” he said, his voice soft. “I have to apologize. I am very sorry for leaving you alone. It was deeply irresponsible of me. I meant to keep you safe, and all I did was endanger you. I mean to make up for my failure. First, Charlotte, what happened to you? I need to know everything. It’s very important. Leave nothing out.”

“Mr. Metos,” Charlotte interrupted, straightening, “we don’t need your protection.”

Mr. Metos raised an eyebrow. “You don’t? So those injuries of yours, they were from a car accident?”

Charlotte flushed. “Mr. Metos, we want to come with you. We want to join the Prometheans.”

Mr. Metos’s eyes widened. “Join the Prometheans? Goodness, is that what you thought would happen?” He sounded genuinely taken aback. “I see. Well, I’m sorry if I gave you that impression. But that is no job for young people. You two must live your lives. You’re young, you’re just—”

“Children,” Charlotte finished, her heart sinking.

“Mr. Metos,” Zee interjected, “we can’t just live our lives now. We know the truth, we saw the Dead, we know how the gods are. We can’t just sit around and do nothing, can we?”

“That’s exactly what you’ll do,” said Mr. Metos, a flash of anger in his eyes. “I don’t want you involved in this!”

“We are involved!” Zee said, his voice as forceful as Charlotte had ever heard. “Do you know what happened to Charlotte?”

Mr. Metos gazed at Zee. “That is what I am trying to get you to tell me.”

Zee exhaled and glanced at Charlotte, who shrugged. As Zee got up and started pacing around the room, Charlotte told him the whole story. She told him of Zee’s kidnapping by Philonecron, of Poseidon’s plan to lure her onto the sea, of the Siren and the cruise ship, Charlotte’s adventures on Poseidon’s yacht, her efforts to get his trident in order to defeat the Siren, and the ultimate confrontation that sent Poseidon into the watery depths, entombed in the tail of the creature that he had sent to destroy the ship.

Mr. Metos came as close to a real facial expression as Charlotte had ever seen. “This is all true?” He looked from Charlotte to Zee. Both nodded. He leaned back in his seat and exhaled.

“I—” He shook his head again, eyes fixed on a point on the floor. “We learned about the cruise ship and the Ketos, but too late. Our eyes were…somewhere else. I never dreamed…I see I was even more negligent than I thought. It’s all my fault.”

“No,” Charlotte said. “No, you see, we don’t need protection. We can take care of ourselves just fine.”

Mr. Metos looked grave. “No,” he said. “Charlotte and Zachary, you defied an Olympian. Word of this—” He stopped and continued, as if to himself, “I must inform the others. We may have to move up the timetable.”

Zee came back to sit down. “Timetable?” Charlotte asked. “For what?”

Mr. Metos did not answer. “You really handled Poseidon’s trident?”

Charlotte nodded again, even though it was not a question, really.

“And”—he eyed them carefully—“you do not know what became of it?”

“Well, it was, you know, in the Ketos,” Charlotte said. “He swallowed it. I’m sure Poseidon got it back eventually. Once he, you know, extricated himself…”

Mr. Metos shook his head in wonder. “An object like that…”

“Well, it only worked for a little bit,” said Charlotte. “Only Poseidon can use it. It only works for a little while once it gets out of his hands.”


“I suppose that is a blessing,” Mr. Metos said. “If that got into the wrong hands…And Philonecron, you know nothing about what became of him?”

“No. Not since we blasted him off the ship.” One of Charlotte’s last acts with the trident had been sending Philonecron shooting through the doorway of the ship out into the open sea. It was pretty fun.

“And Poseidon, the last you saw of him, he was being dragged under the sea?”

The cousins nodded. “Why?” asked Charlotte.

Mr. Metos looked at them, as if considering. “It sounds impossible,” he said finally. “I am still not sure I believe it. But Poseidon is…missing.”

“Missing?” the cousins echoed in unison.

“Yes. Missing. There is no sign of him. Naturally this has caused some…disruption within the sea realm. For all his faults, the Lord of the Seas maintained a certain…order. The prospect of his rage was a powerful deterrant.”

“I’ll bet,” muttered Charlotte.

“Is that what’s going on?” Zee asked. “The tsunamis, the windstorms…”

“Yes. Some of the gods are…having a little fun. While the cat’s away, the mice will play….”

“What about the hole in the sea?” Charlotte added.

“We don’t know. No one knows. It doesn’t seem possible that it’s unrelated to Poseidon’s disappearance, but…”

“So it’s only going to get worse?”

Mr. Metos nodded. “I would imagine so. All the…activity is concentrated around the Mediterranean now, but I fail to see how it will stay contained there. One god’s misbehavior begets another’s.”

Charlotte’s stomach tightened. “You think…that could all happen here, then?”

Mr. Metos gazed at her. “You can rest assured we are working on it. We are keeping watch, that is our job.”

“But,” protested Charlotte, “we can help. We want to help.” We need to help, she added silently. An image popped into her head: Maddy and her parents running for their lives.

“You can help me by staying safe,” Mr. Metos said, his voice on the border between firm and angry. “For once, I want you two to listen to me. What I need is for both of you to be on alert. Keep your eyes out for anything unusual, no matter how small it may seem. You must let me know.”

“Are you expecting something?” asked Zee. “About us, in particular?”

Mr. Metos gazed at them impassively. “Just be on the lookout.”


That sounded promising. When they left Mr. Metos’s office, Charlotte and Zee walked down the hallway in silence for a few moments. “So, what do you think that was about?” Charlotte asked finally. Just be on the lookout. It occurred to her suddenly that Mr. Metos might have very real reasons to think they needed protection.

“I don’t know,” said Zee. “But we’re going to find out.”

Charlotte shot him a tired look. Right, Zee. But…“How do you propose we do that?”

“We’re going to sneak in and search his office,” Zee said. Charlotte stared at him, and he grinned. “When you were telling the whole story about Poseidon? I unlocked his office window.”
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