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A STRANGE, GLITTERY BREEZE WHOOSHED into Athena’s bedroom window one morning, bringing a rolled-up piece of papyrus with it. She jumped up from her desk and watched in amazement as it swirled above her.


“A message for Athena from Mount Olympus!” the wind howled. “Art thou present?”


“Yes, I’m thou. I’m present. I mean–I’m Athena,” she replied in a rush.


Abruptly the breeze stilled, and the scroll dropped right in the middle of her science homework. A thrill swept over her. She’d never gotten a message from the gods before! No human she knew ever had. The gods and goddesses on Mount Olympus ruled Earth, but only made their powers known for important matters. What could they want? Was she being given an urgent mission to save the world?


She unrolled the scroll as fast as she could and began to read.


DEAR ATHENA,


THIS MAY COME AS A SHOCK TO YOU,


BUT I, ZEUS–KING OF THE GODS



AND RULER OF THE HEAVENS–AM


YOUR FATHER. AND THAT, OF COURSE,


MAKES YOU A GODDESS.


“Huh?” Athena’s knees wobbled so hard that she plopped back into her chair. She read on:


YOU MUST BE, WHAT . . . NINE YEARS
 

OLD NOW?


“Try twelve,” she mumbled under her breath. And for most of those years, she had yearned to know who her parents were. She’d spun endless stories in her head, imagining how they looked and what they were like.


At last a piece of the puzzle had dropped into her lap. Or onto her desk, anyway. Her eyes raced across the rest of the letter as she continued:





AT ANY RATE, YOU’RE PLENTY OLD


ENOUGH NOW TO CONTINUE YOUR


SCHOOLING AT MOUNT OLYMPUS


 ACADEMY, WHERE I–YOUR DEAR


OL— DAD–AM THE PRINCIPAL. I HEREBY
 

COMMAND YOU TO PREPARE AT


ONCE FOR THE JOURNEY TO MOUNT


OLYMPUS. HERMES DELIVERY SERVICE


WILL PICK YOU UP TOMORROW MORNING.



YOURS IN THUNDER,


ZEUS


*   *   *


Was this for real? She could hardly believe it! Beneath his signature was the worst drawing she—d ever seen. It looked sort of like a caterpillar, but Athena had a feeling it was supposed to be a muscled arm. She grinned. One thing was for sure, Zeus was no artist.


A blazing gold Z shaped like a thunderbolt–Zeus—s official seal–was embossed alongside the drawing. She traced her finger over it.


“Ow!” A burst of electricity buzzed her fingertip, and she dropped the scroll. As the sizzle zinged through her, the scroll shut with a snap and rolled across the carpet. No question about it, this letter was from the King of Mount Olympus!


Feeling dazed–and not from the electricity–she gulped. She was his daughter. A goddess!


Athena jumped to her feet, unsure if she should be happy or upset, but feeling a little of both. Rushing over to the mirror, she gazed at her reflection. Her determined gray eyes stared back at her, looking no different from before she’d read the letter. And her long, wavy brown hair was the same too. With a poke of one finger, she squished the end of her too-long nose up, then frowned at the piggy nose she’d made.


She wasn’t sure what she’d expected to see in the glass. To suddenly look beautiful, wise, and powerful? In other words–more like a goddess?


She turned as she heard her best friend Pallas come into their bedroom.


Crunch! Crunch!


Pallas eyed her, munching an apple. “What’s that?” she asked, gesturing toward the letter on the floor.


“Umm.” Athena quickly scooped it up and tucked it behind her back.


Looking suspicious, Pallas came closer, trying to see what it was. “Come on. Give. I’ve known you forever. Why are you suddenly keeping secrets?”


Athena thumped one end of the scroll gently against her back. On one hand, she wanted to twirl around and shout the news that she was a goddess! At the same time she wanted to hide the letter in the back of her closet and pretend it hadn’t come.


Zeus’s summons was going to change everything.


“It’s a letter,” she finally admitted. “From my dad. Turns out he’s . . . Zeus.”


Pallas stopped in mid-munch, her mouth full of apple. “Wha? Zeu?” Quickly she finished chewing and swallowed. “Your dad is the King of the Gods?”


Athena nodded, holding out the papyrus scroll.


Pallas pounced on it. By the time she finished reading, her eyes were huge. “You’re a goddess?” Her voice rose to a squeak on the last word.


“I don’t want this to change things,” Athena said quickly. “We’ll still be best friends, right?”


Pallas examined the scroll closely, seeming not to hear. “Who brought it?”


“The wind.”


“It’s got the official seal and everything. It’s the real thing, then–an invitation to Mount Olympus.” Pallas stared at Athena in wonderment. “My best friend is a goddess!”


“So you think I should go?” Even as Athena asked, she knew that the idea of going to Mount Olympus Academy was growing on her. But how could she tell Pallas that? She’d be devastated at the thought of Athena moving away.


Pallas tossed the scroll on her bed. It rolled itself tight and snapped shut again. “Are you crazy? Of course you have to go!” she exclaimed. “This is your chance to really be somebody! I mean, who wouldn’t want to be a goddess?”


Athena hugged herself and glanced out the window toward the Triton River, feeling a little hurt. It almost sounded like Pallas was trying to get rid of her. She’d lived with Pallas’s family since she was a baby. The two of them had shared this room and been as close as sisters all their lives.


“But I’ll miss you, Pal,” Athena said softly.


Pallas came to the window and looped her arm through one of Athena’s. Her voice was softer now, as if she’d just realized she’d be losing her best friend. “Yeah. I’ll miss you, too.” She took a deep breath. “But you’ve always wondered about your parents. This is your chance to find out about them. Besides, it doesn’t sound like Zeus is giving you much choice.”


Athena nodded. “His letter is kind of bossy.” She stuck her nose in the air haughtily as she quoted him in a deep, authoritative voice. “I hereby command you to prepare at once for the journey to Mount Olympus.”


Pallas giggled. “Yours in thunder . . . ,” she mimicked in a loud, bass tone.


“Zeus!” they finished together. They fell on their beds in a fit of laughter.


“I guess going against a god’s wishes–even if he is my dad–might be a bad idea,” said Athena once she’d calmed down. “If he got mad, he might just bean me on the head with one of his thunderbolts.”


Pallas’s face went pale, and she rose on one elbow to gaze over at her. “You don’t suppose he’s violent?”


“Don’t worry,” Athena said quickly, turning on her side toward Pallas. “I’m sure we’ll get along just fine.” But she couldn’t help remembering that thunderbolt and feeling a little nervous about meeting her powerful dad.


She reached out to a toy on her bedside table–a wooden horse named Woody. “I wonder what the academy will be like,” she mused as she idly finger-combed the rope mane on the back of her favorite childhood toy.


“I bet the godboys and goddessgirls who go there are all brainy like you.” Pallas propped her head up on one fist. “In fact, I can hardly believe we didn’t guess you might be a goddess. I mean, you learned to knit and do math when you were only three years old! You’re way smarter than the rest of us.”


Athena shrugged, knowing it was true. Her studies here on Earth were so easy they were boring.


“And there’s the other stuff too,” Pallas hinted softly.


Athena winced, looking away. Weird stuff, Pallas meant, though she was too nice to say it. Like the day Athena had invented the very first flute and trumpet ever seen on Earth, and then played an impromptu concert, even though she knew nothing about music.


And then there was the time she’d been reading about owls and thinking how fun it would be to fly. Suddenly her feet had left the ground and her hair had turned into bristly brown feathers. Right in the middle of gym class, too! Luckily, she had changed back almost immediately, and everyone had assumed she’d been affected by some random bit of magic in the air, which might have floated down from Mount Olympus that day.


From then on, she’d been more careful about who was around when she did things like that. But some of the kids still nicknamed her “birdbrain” as a result of the episode.


“I’m tired of trying to hide that I’m different. It would be nice to fit in for a change,” Athena admitted. “I only wish you could come too.”


Pallas shook her head. “I don’t belong where you’re going. But hey! Maybe I can visit you. If it’s not against the rules, I mean.”


Athena brightened. “Yeah! I’ll ask Zeus when I get there.”


Pallas sat up. “So you’re definitely going?”


A slow smile spread across Athena’s face, and she nodded, sitting up on her knees. “Like you said, who wouldn’t want to be a goddess?”


Pallas hopped up from her bed and grinned at her friend. “C’mon, let’s go tell my parents and then I’ll help you pack.”


While Pallas’s mom and dad checked out that Zeus’s letter was for real, Athena began packing. The two girls spent the rest of the day scurrying around, as Athena prepared to leave the only home she’d ever known.


“An entire suitcase full of scrolls?” Pallas teased at one point. “Don’t you think they’ll have a library at the academy?”


“I’m not taking any chances,” said Athena. Carefully she stuffed the suitcase full of textscrolls written by her favorite Greek authors, including Plato, Aristotle, and Aesop. Then she added her own notescrolls, which contained her invention and knitting ideas, and ideas for science and math projects.


By that evening, she’d packed her entire life into two suitcases and one bag. She was exhausted–mentally and physically–but she and Pallas stayed up half the night anyway, talking and giggling about what Zeus and the other gods might be like.


“I wonder which godboys and goddessgirls go to the academy?” Athena mused excitedly. “I wonder if I’ll meet any Amazons. I wonder if I’ll get to ride Pegasus.”


“Promise me you’ll let me know if you get to meet any cool godboys like Poseidon,” said Pallas. “I’m dying to know if he’s as cute as the sculpture of him we saw in Crete last summer.”


“It’ll be my first priority,” Athena teased.


“I hope he’s not stuck-up.”


“Me too,” said Athena. “I hope none of the godboys and goddessgirls are.”


Pallas grinned dreamily. “I can hardly wait to tell everyone at school tomorrow that you’re a goddess!” She yawned. “Well, night-night, Athena. Let’s get up early, and I’ll make owl-face pancakes for breakfast before you go. The kind with ears and blueberry eyes that you liked when we were little.” Her voice drifted away.


After Pallas dozed off, Athena tossed and turned until sunrise, dreaming of Mount Olympus. In some of her dreams, she was the star of the academy, getting the highest academic honors. In other dreams–nightmares, really–Zeus hurled thunderbolts at her for embarrassing him with failing grades.


Before she knew it, morning arrived and she was hugging Pallas’s parents good-bye as they left for work. Just as she and Pallas were finishing the pancakes they’d made for breakfast, there was a knock on the door. Hermes had come, wearing winged sandals, a winged cap, and a knee-length toga. Beyond him on the lawn sat a beautiful silver chariot that was already piled high with packages.


“Where are you supposed to sit?” Pallas whispered from behind her.


“Good question,” Athena whispered back. And it was curious that there weren’t any horses attached to the chariot.


“Hup! Hup! We’re behind schedule.” Hermes pushed some packages around to make room for her. Then he rushed Athena, her bag, and her two suitcases aboard as if she were just another package he needed to deliver. And in a way, she guessed she was.


The minute she settled in, mighty white wings sprouted from the chariot’s sides. “Strap yourself in!” ordered Hermes, as the wings began to flap. Athena fastened the strap and twisted around as the chariot lifted off.


“Bye! I’ll miss you, Pal!” she called over her shoulder.


“I’ll miss you, too!” Pallas shouted, waving. “Don’t forget to ask Zeus about a visit!”


“Okay!” Athena called back.


Two girls from their mathematics class joined Pallas just then, on their way to Triton Junior High. Pallas pointed at the chariot, talking excitedly, probably telling them the whole story of Zeus’s letter, Athena guessed.


“Promise you won’t forget me!” Athena shouted.


“What?” Pallas shouted back, cupping her ear as she tried to hear. As Hermes flew higher into the sky, the chariot’s shadow fell across a sea of glistening white clouds.


“I said, don’t forget me!” Athena tried again. But Pallas only shook her head, looking confused. Still, Athena kept waving until the three girls were only specks walking to school together alongside the Triton River below.


Of course Pallas would make new friends once she was gone, Athena knew. But that thought didn’t comfort her a bit. She didn’t want Pallas to find a new best friend! Sadness washed over her at the thought, and a tear trickled down her cheek. She wiped it away. She couldn’t show up at her new school with puffy eyes.


Suddenly the chariot lurched. Then it began to wobble and bounce. The wings at its sides flapped wildly as it seemed to lose its balance.


Athena jerked around in her seat, her eyes wide. “What’s going on?”


The muscles in Hermes’ arms bulged as he struggled with the stick shift to steady the wings. Grumbling, he thumped the dials on the instrument panel with the side of his fist.


The corners of jostling packages poked Athena’s arms and legs as she held on for dear life. “What’s wrong?” she demanded.


“We’re overweight. Got to offload some ballast.” Hermes eyed her, and for a second she worried he was going to toss her out. Instead he lobbed both of her suitcases over the side of the chariot.


“Wait! My notescrolls!” she protested. Heartbroken, she could only watch them fall. Her invention ideas! Her journals! All her thoughts and ideas from the past twelve years had been written on those scrolls. Now they were gone, along with most of her textscrolls. All she was left with was a single bag, which contained some of her clothes, a bundle of knitting, and a biography about Pythagoras she’d been reading.


“You could have at least asked which bag I wanted to keep!” she protested. Hermes didn’t answer. By now the wind was whooshing past so loudly she wasn’t even sure he’d heard.


As they traveled on, Athena caught glimpses of green fields, blue seas, and cityscapes below. But they faded away as the winged chariot flew ever higher.


Soon they began circling the top of a gigantic mountain. “Next stop: Mount Olympus Academy,” rumbled Hermes. Athena leaned forward trying to see it, her long hair whipping in the wind behind her.


With a burst of speed the chariot broke through a fluffy cloud. Up ahead, her new school sprang into view almost like magic. The majestic academy gleamed in the sunlight atop the highest mountain in Greece. Built of polished white stone, it was five stories tall and surrounded on all sides by dozens of Ionic columns. Low-relief friezes were sculpted just below its peaked rooftop.


Looks like I’ve traded Pallas for a palace, thought Athena.


Below in the courtyard, dozens of students were rushing around. Everyone seemed to have someplace to go. These were godboys and goddessgirls, she realized. How strange to think that she was one of them. Were they nice? Would they like her? Athena clutched her bag tight.


“Too late to change your mind now,” said Hermes. How had he guessed she was having second thoughts? He touched down at the top of the granite steps leading up to the school and scooted her out of the chariot. Then, without another word, he took off in a rush, leaving her behind with her bag. Probably had another urgent package to deliver.


He’d left her standing in front of a huge white door. Letters chiseled on it read the office. A water fountain stood just outside. Parched from her journey, Athena bent to take a gulp from it and quickly discovered that, instead of water, it spouted some kind of juice she’d never tasted before. It was so delicious that she took a second drink.


When she straightened again, she noticed her hand looked kind of weird–like it had been powdered with golden glitter. Tilting it side to side, she saw that it sparkled in the sunlight. So did her arm. So did both of her arms! And her legs, too.


Her skin had begun to shimmer–just like a real goddess!
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THE NINE-HEADED LADY BEHIND THE COUNTER in the front office stared at Athena with all eighteen of her eyes. “You must be the new student Zeus told me to expect.”


Startled, Athena tried to decide which head to reply to. The grumpy green one, the icky orange one, the impatient purple one, or . . . ? Before she could answer, the heads all spoke at the same time again. “Athena, correct? From Earth?”


Athena nodded. Finding her tongue at last, she said, “I’m here to register for classes.”


“Ms. Hydra?” A noisy group of students had come in with questions. All but one of the lady’s heads turned away to answer.


“Right, then,” the orange head continued to Athena. “You’ll find your class choices, your locker combination, and your dorm room assignment in this packet.” Ms. Hydra shoved it across the counter to her. “Classes are in the main building, floors one through three. Dorms are upstairs–girls on floor four and boys on five. Any questions?”


“Um . . .” Athena’s head was spinning just trying to remember everything. She pulled out the class list. What had happened to philosophy, rhetoric, and mathematics? she wondered. Instead she saw a list of classes she’d never heard of back at Triton Junior High. She checked off five of the choices: Hero-ology, Spell-ology, Revenge-ology, Beast-ology, and Beautyology. She wanted to learn as much as she could, as fast as possible.


Ms. Hydra looked a little concerned as she handed over five textscrolls–a different-colored one for each class. “Five classes? That’s quite a load for your first semester here. Are you sure?”


The woman obviously had no idea who she was dealing with. Everyone back in Triton knew Athena was a brain. Still, if she’d had time for second thoughts, she might’ve dropped a class. But a lyrebell sounded in the hall behind her, and she was worried she’d be late. “Sure, I’m sure.” Juggling everything she’d been given, she headed out of the office.


“Wait! Don’t forget this.” Ms. Hydra tossed her one last scroll. It was pale pink and tied with a sparkly silver ribbon. The words Goddessgirl Guide were written on the outside of it in swirly pink letters.


“Thanks,” Athena called. The sundial outside the window in the courtyard showed she had only ten minutes to find her locker and get to her first class. As she hurried off, she turned her head this way and that, taking note of everything so she could tell Pallas about it when she wrote her later.


The academy was so beautiful! There were gleaming marble floor tiles and golden fountains. And the domed ceiling was covered with paintings illustrating the glorious exploits of the gods and goddesses. One showed Zeus battling giants who were storming Mount Olympus carrying torches and spears. Another showed him driving a chariot pulled by four white horses across the sky while hurling thunderbolts into the clouds. That was her dad up there! Suddenly Athena felt a pang of sadness. Pallas would have loved this! If only she were here to see everything too.


Other students rushed past Athena to class. She stared after one with a scaly tail and horns, goggled at a slimy one with webbed feet, and rubbed her eyes in disbelief at another that was part horse.


Three girls in particular caught her attention. Even among other amazing immortals, these girls stood out. One was extraordinarily beautiful, with long, shimmery golden hair. Another, whose hair was short and black, strode along confidently with a quiver of arrows slung across her back and a bow hanging over her shoulder. The third was delicate and pale, with curly red hair. All three had graceful figures and wore flowing gowns called chitons, a fashion that was all the rage in Greece now. And their skin shimmered lightly, just like hers.


Heads turned to follow them as they walked down the hall. As Athena gaped too, she saw that identical gold necklaces with dangling double G-shaped charms hung from the necks of all three girls. “Hey, goddessgirls!” someone called to them, waving. So that was what the double Gs stood for.


At the top of the stairs, Athena noticed three more girls, each with skin the color of spring leaves, and long green hair that was so dark it almost looked black. She glanced at their faces and gave a start. They were triplets! Except for one thing: Only two had skin that shimmered.


As she stared at them, she realized they were staring back.


“Hi,” she said, smiling. But the trio looked away. She tried not to let her feelings be hurt. These girls might be standoffish, but that didn’t mean everyone else would be too. After all, she couldn’t expect to make tons of friends her very first day.


Suddenly a boy in front of her sprouted giant wings, startling her into dropping several of her scrolls. A passing teacher grabbed him by his pointed ear. “No shape-shifting in the halls. You’ve just earned yourself a demerit, godboy.”


Athena knelt to pick up her stuff. Everything was so different here from back home. It was fascinating, but also a little scary. In Triton she’d tried so hard to be like the other kids, but she’d somehow always felt apart from them. Maybe she could be herself here, where everyone was a bit weird.


“Hey, are you new?” asked a voice. “Where are you from?”


Standing, Athena stared in surprise at the girl who’d spoken. Her hair was streaked blue and gold, and her bangs were plastered against her forehead in the shape of a question mark. Her skin didn’t shimmer. Was she a mortal? Would it be rude to ask?


“What’s your name?” the girl asked, despite the fact that Athena hadn’t yet replied to her first two questions. Continuing down the hall with her, the stranger talked a mile a minute. She seemed to ask any question that came into her head.


Spying her locker, Athena stopped and opened it. When the girl paused for a breath, Athena blurted, “I’m Athena. What’s your–?”


But before she could finish, the girl fired more questions: “Athena, huh? So when did you get here? This morning? What classes are you taking?”


Athena gave up trying to get a word in and shoved as much stuff as she could into her locker.


“So, who’ve you got first period?” the girl went on. “Is it–?”


“Hi, Pandora,” said a new voice.


Athena turned. It was one of the three beautiful goddessgirls she’d noticed earlier–the golden-haired one wearing a double G-charm necklace. Her long, glossy tresses were threaded with ribbons and held back from her face with shell-shaped clips that matched both her sparkling blue eyes and the belt she wore at the waist of her white chiton. Up close, she was a breath-taking beauty unlike any Athena had ever seen–even in Teen Scrollazine.


“What’s up, Aphrodite?” Pandora asked, grinning at her. “Wow! Where’d you get that great belt?”


Before the glamorous goddessgirl could even attempt a reply, Pandora turned away to stare at a godboy walking past.


Squish, squish, squish. His feet made squelching sounds, and he left wet footprints behind him with every step. He was holding a dripping three-pronged spear. With pale turquoise skin and eyes, he was the handsomest godboy Athena had seen so far. And he looked just like the statue she and Pallas had seen in Crete. The one of–


“Poseidon! Hey, where’d you get the cool pitchfork?” Pandora hollered, following him.


“It’s called a trident,” he informed her.


Athena stared after them. “Is Pandora a mortal?”


“Are you new?” asked Aphrodite at the same time.


They both laughed.


“I guess Pandora’s curiosity is catching,” said Aphrodite. She shifted the scrolls she was carrying from one hip to the other. “I’ll go first. Yes, Pandora’s a mortal. You can tell because her skin doesn’t shimmer like ours. Okay, your turn.”


Athena smiled at her. Aphrodite wasn’t just beautiful, she was also nice. “I’m Athena. And yes, I’m new. I asked about Pandora because I wondered if mortals are allowed to go to school here. I have a friend back home on Earth who’s mortal, and I thought maybe she could–”


Aphrodite shook her head, probably guessing what she’d been about to ask. “Pandora isn’t just any mortal–the gods took great care when they created her, giving her special gifts.”


“Curiosity?” guessed Athena.


“That and other things,” said Aphrodite.


“But do other mortals go here? I saw three girls earlier,” said Athena. “Triplets with green skin. One of them had skin that didn’t shimmer.”


Aphrodite nodded. “Medusa. Her two sisters are goddesses, but she’s not. Only a few special mortals invited by Zeus are lucky enough to attend the academy with us. New students–mortal and immortal–come and go every semester at his whim. You must be something special to have been invited.”


Special? She hoped she was, because it sounded like Zeus might decide to send her home if she didn’t measure up, Athena realized with alarm. Imagine, her own father dismissing her from Mount Olympus Academy. That would be so embarrassing–not to mention an awful letdown.


Just then a herald appeared on a balcony at the end of the hall. “The first class of the academic year is now in session!” he announced in a loud, important voice. He hit a lyrebell with a little hammer.


Ping! Ping! Ping!


“Oh, no, we’re late!” exclaimed Athena. She grabbed the textscroll for her first class and poked it into her bag. Hoisting its strap over her shoulder, she slammed her locker shut.


“No worries.” Aphrodite said calmly. “The teachers always cut us some slack the first day. So where are you headed?”


“Hero-ology in room 208,” said Athena. She had already memorized her class schedule and the corresponding room numbers.


Aphrodite smiled, which made her even more dazzling. “Me too. C’mon.”
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INSIDE THE CLASSROOM THERE WERE ONLY two empty seats left, across the aisle from each other. Aphrodite and Athena took them. The girl directly behind Athena was one of the green-haired triplets she’d seen that morning outside the school. The one who didn’t shimmer–Medusa. She was painting her fingernails green too, in her lap so the teacher couldn’t see.


After placing her Hero-ology textscroll on her desk, Athena dropped her bag beside it with a clunk.


“What in the Underworld have you got in that thing?” Medusa muttered.


But Athena didn’t reply. She was too busy ogling the teacher who stood at the front of the room. He was bald, with large, sandaled feet, and had one humongous eye in the middle of his forehead. He was holding a big, bronze soldier’s helmet upside down, like a bowl.


“Good morning, class,” he began. “I’m Mr. Cyclops, and this is Beginning Hero-ology.”


He shook the helmet, and it made a clanking sound. Then he tilted it and showed them that it was filled with little painted statues. Each one was a person about three inches tall, with a card tied around its neck by a string.


“I’ve placed figures of your heroes inside this helmet,” Mr. Cyclops said. “Without looking, please choose one and pass the helmet to the person behind you. Over the course of the semester, it’ll be your job to guide the hero you’ve selected on a quest.”


“I’ll start with you, Dionysus.” He handed the helmet to a boy with little horns on top of his head. He was seated at the head of the first row of desks. After taking a figure, the boy passed it to Poseidon, who was sitting behind him.


“If we don’t like who we get, can we trade?” Medusa asked.


Mr. Cyclops’s big eyeball squinted at her, and his single eyebrow bunched in irritation. “No trading.”


“Now,” he said, speaking to the class again. “You’ll be scored on three skills in my class: manipulation, disasters, and quick saves. Any more questions?”


Athena’s hand shot up. “Do you mean to say that these hero-guys represent real people? And our assignment is to make them do stuff down on Earth?”


“Yes, that’s right,” Mr. Cyclops said impatiently.


“How do we do that exactly?” asked Athena.


Everyone gasped so hard that it almost seemed as if all the air was being sucked out of the room.


“Are you for real?” Medusa whispered. “We learned Basic Mortal Manipulation in first grade!”


Mr. Cyclops’s single eye blinked at Athena. “You must be the new student. You’re going to have some catching up to do.”


Athena slumped lower in her chair. She’d always been an A-plus student on Earth. Now, for the first time in her life, she felt dumb.


“I got Paris, a prince from the city of Troy. Who’d you get?” Aphrodite asked Athena after they’d both drawn from the helmet.


“Some Greek guy named Odysseus,” said Athena, reading the card attached to her hero’s neck.


“Ooh, he’s cute,” said Aphrodite, leaning across the aisle to peer at the statue.


Athena stared at the muscled, tanned mortal in her hand. He wore gold sandals laced up his calves and a white toga, and he had an adventurous look in his eyes. “I guess,” she said. “I wonder what quest I should send him on?”


“I think I’ll make Paris fall in love with somebody,” said Aphrodite, drawing a heart on her card over the i in Paris’s name.


“Falling in love isn’t a quest,” scoffed Medusa.


Aphrodite stiffened. “I wasn’t talking to you.”


“Sorry, Bubbles.” Medusa snickered. “My mistake.”


Aphrodite glared at her.


“Why’d she call you that?” asked Athena.


Aphrodite shrugged.


“Didn’t you know?” Medusa butted in. “She was born from sea foam.”


“And she never lets me forget it,” said Aphrodite.


“What’s wrong with sea foam? It’s beautiful,” said Athena.


“Think so?” asked Aphrodite, perking up.


Athena nodded, her eyes widening in surprise. How could someone so incredibly beautiful doubt she was pretty for even half a second?


Medusa started to say something else–probably something mean–just as the school herald appeared in the doorway. In a clear voice that caught everyone’s attention, he announced, “Will Athena–favorite daughter of Principal Zeus for all time and forevermore–please report to the office?”


The entire class turned to stare at Athena. She blushed in embarrassment. Favorite daughter? Was this her dad’s idea of a joke? He hardly even knew her.


“Principal’s pet,” Medusa singsonged, softly so the teacher wouldn’t hear.


“He sounds like he’s in a good mood, anyway,” said Aphrodite, giving Athena an encouraging smile.


What did she mean? Was Zeus usually a big grump? At least he’d used the word “please” instead of commanding her presence this time. That had to be a good sign, right?


As Athena stood up to go, she tripped over her bag. It fell open, and something rolled out onto the polished marble floor. Heads craned to see what it was, and there were giggles.


Ye gods! It was Woody–her wooden horse on wheels! What was he doing here? Had Pallas packed him in her bag, intending him to be a reminder of home?


Cheeks burning, Athena grabbed the horse by its red-and-white-striped reins. The little door in his side where she used to hide secret treasures like bird feathers and speckled rocks sprang open. She pushed it shut and rammed the toy back into her bag. Then she noticed a small shield-shaped mirror lying nearby that had also slid out. She and Pallas had each gotten one free when they’d gone to the grand opening of the Perseus Shield Market last year.
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