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“With twists, loyalty between friends, and its cast’s cleverness, the middle grade fantasy The Eye of Zeus hits all the right notes.”


—Foreword Clarion Reviews


“This charming and brilliant novel is superbly plotted and will win over readers . . . Phoebe’s voice is dead on and authentic, as are those of her friends. The author’s masterful prose and style serve the story instead of merely taking center stage . . . This author and novel are ready for prime time and the big time.”


—Publishers Weekly, BookLife Prize Critic’s Report


“This first installment in Adams’ Legend of Olympus series is a nonstop, fast-paced adventure with an engaging, brave, and resourceful protagonist; fans of Rick Riordan’s Percy Jackson series, in particular, will likely enjoy it.”


—Kirkus Reviews


“A great addition to any library collection, with a fiery, smart protagonist readers will love.”


—School Library Journal


“Alane Adams delivers a sensational twist on Greek mythology with an adventure full of heart, action-packed moments fit for the legends, an emotional journey, and the strength of friendship . . . The Eye of Zeus is the perfect adventure that will give children a passion for mythology, a love of adventure, and introduces them to fun twists on classic myths.”


—Readers’ Favorite, five stars
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CHAPTER 1
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If you think finding out my dad was Zeus made my life a bed of roses, think again. It had been two months since I returned from Olympus and settled into Carl’s place in Brooklyn. He had two tabby cats: Franklin, who liked to claw up my favorite sweaters, and Maxwell, who liked to bring me dead things he found on his walks. I liked living with Carl. We had an understanding—I kept my nose clean at school, and he overlooked the occasional singe marks on the ceiling when I let a stray lightning bolt fly.


Point is, things were going smoothly. You could say life was fine. Picture perfect. I finally had a permanent home, decent friends, and didn’t hate school. Much.


I had nothing to complain about.


Except . . .


Except, hello! I had to live every day knowing my real family was off having adventures in some ancient magical realm that in reality didn’t—couldn’t exist. I found myself reading every story I could find about Perseus. My brother had grown up to be a next-level hero. Sure, I had saved Olympus, but I’d nearly destroyed it in the process. Perseus—that scrawny kid I’d defended from bullies in the marketplace—had grown up to cut off Medusa’s head and saved our mother from an evil king. Not bad for a kid whose own grandfather had tossed him into the ocean in a wooden box when he was only a few hours old, hoping he would drown.


Our mother, Danae, princess of Argos, had been banished by her own father for having my brother, thanks to a prophecy that Perseus would grow up to kill our grandfather, King Acrisius. Personally, I thought oracles did nothing but cause problems. If I ever came across another one, I’d probably let her have it with a lightning bolt.


I’d only met my mother for a few minutes, but for the past few weeks, I’d dreamed about her every night in full color. Me, who’d never been much of a dreamer, couldn’t turn off the kaleidoscope of images when I closed my eyes.


They all started the same, with me walking up to the door of that little hut on the island of Seriphos and knocking. She opens the door, and there’s a look of surprise on her face, then shock as she realizes it’s me, her long-lost daughter, standing right in front of her. She holds her arms out, a single tear sliding down her cheek as she reaches for me—when suddenly a monster leaps out of the shadows and devours her right in front of me.


After the fifth night I woke up screaming, Carl had to reassure the neighbors in the adjoining apartment he wasn’t torturing me. We tried everything. Soothing music. A glass of warm milk. A night-light by my bed.


But it didn’t stop the dreams.


Finally, Carl put foam padding on the wall so at least the neighbors wouldn’t be woken. Some nights I didn’t even remember the dream. I would look at Carl over breakfast. He’d be drinking his coffee—eyes focused on the newspaper—but I would see the tiredness and the worry etched in his brow.


“Why?” I asked one morning.


He rattled the pages. “Why what?”


“Why do I keep dreaming a monster is eating my mother?”


He snorted. “What do I look like, a shrink?”


“No.” I stirred my cereal. “But do you think it’s, like, a premonition?”


“I think it’s a bad dream, kid. You went through a lot.”


“But what if it is?”


He folded the paper and put it on the table. Maxwell jumped onto his lap, and he rubbed his orange head. “Say it is—what can you do about it? The doorway—whatever it was—between here and there is closed.”


My shoulders slumped. “Right. So it could be true.”


“It could be you miss her.” He laid a gentle hand on mine. “No one can blame you for that, kid.”


“Yeah.” Hot tears stung my eyes, and I blinked them away. “I better get ready for school.”


Riding the subway from Brooklyn to Midtown, I let the rumble of the train soothe me. I wondered for the thousandth time if I’d made the right decision coming back here. Don’t get me wrong—I loved Carl. He was the one constant in my life. And Angie and Damian were the best friends I could ever ask for. But they weren’t family. A hole in me kept getting bigger—a hunger for something that was mine, to belong to something. A family. Like what Perseus had with our mother.


The train rolled to a stop at my station, but I stood frozen as the doors opened and shut. I couldn’t face seeing everyone at school. I knew where I had to go. The only place I ever felt connected to my family. I sent a quick text to Carl. I had promised I would always let him know where I was, and he had promised to cut me some slack when I needed it. He replied, asking if I was okay. I sent a thumbs-up and silenced my phone. The train rumbled on. I changed trains at Lexington Avenue and, twenty minutes later, walked out into bright sunlight. Athens Square Park was across the street. The wrought-iron gate hung ajar, as if it was waiting for me.


I crossed, dodging a taxi, and pushed open the gate. The place was deserted—no kids on the playground, no old guys playing chess. No two-headed mutant dogs. Three fluted columns held the same semicircular arch of stone flanking a pair of bronzed statues. The first was Socrates, a balding figure dressed in a toga seated with his hand out, as if he were in the middle of a conversation. He was supposedly a famous philosopher that Damian liked to quote endlessly.


“Hey, Socrates, how’s it hanging?” I slapped his hand with mine and moved on to the next one.


Sophocles was a playwright, and he held a mask in each hand. One crying, one happy. “I guess we all wear masks, don’t we, Sophy?”


His bronzed face didn’t move, and I sighed, turning to search for my sister.


Athena stood on her podium, staring off into the distance, her face serene in the sunlight. One arm pointed outward as if she was reaching for something. I walked over and stood in front of her, then frowned. Someone had scribbled graffiti on her bronze dress. I climbed up on the podium and scrubbed at it with my sleeve, rubbing at the marks until it wiped off. Satisfied, I stood on my tiptoes so we were face-to-face. She was my half-sister, and I liked her more than I cared to admit.


“I miss you,” I whispered in her ear. “I wish you were here. I keep dreaming my mother is in danger. I know it’s silly, but I’m scared I made the wrong decision. Please, help me.”


I waited, but her bronze face didn’t shift, didn’t soften. She remained still and cold, a lifeless statue, nothing more. I wanted to punch the hard metal.


This had been a waste of time. Talking statues were a thing of the past.


I jumped down and was heading for the gate when another statue caught my eye. I hadn’t noticed it before. This one was a bust with just the head and shoulders. I walked over to it, bending down to read the inscription.


“Aristotle. Dude, you got shortchanged. Everyone else got arms and legs.”


“I know. It isn’t fair. But then again, life isn’t fair.”


My head snapped up. “Did you just say something?”


The eyes blinked slowly. “Was I not clear?”


“No, you were. It’s just—”


Footsteps sounded behind me. I whirled around to find the other two bronzed statues stretching their arms.


“Socrates! Is that you?” the bust figure asked.


“Aristotle. It’s been an age.”


“And you, Sophocles. Written any good plays lately?”


“Not in centuries.”


“How are you all talking?” I asked.


“You woke us up, dear.” Sophocles yawned widely.


“Me?”


“I don’t see any other daughters of Zeus hanging around, do you?”


“Whoa, whoa, why now? I’ve been out here loads of times. You’ve never spoken before.”


“Ah, but you never made a request for help,” Socrates said, holding up a finger.


“A request?”


“Yes. You’re having dreams. Tell us about them.” He seated himself cross-legged on the pavement and motioned for me to join him. Sophocles sat on the other side.


“But how do you know that?” I sat, eager to hear more.


“We have ears, you know. You whispered to Athena, but it was as if you were shouting it from the rooftops. Quickly now, we don’t have much time.”


I filled them in on all the details of my dream I could remember.


“And this monster, what does it look like?” Aristotle asked.


“I don’t know—I never actually see it. I usually wake up screaming at that point.”


“Let me handle this,” Socrates said.


“Oh, not this again.” Aristotle rolled his eyes. “The famous Socratic method.”


“My method works.” The philosopher leaned forward, looking directly at me. “You’re having a dream that a monster, unspecified, is eating your mother, and you believe it to be real, an omen.”


“Yes.”


“Why?”


“Why what?


“Why do you think it’s real?”


“Because it feels real.”


“Why?”


“Because I’m terrified.”


“Why? It’s just a dream.”


“No, it’s not.”


“Why?”


Ugh, this guy is annoying. “Because it doesn’t feel like a dream.”


“Why?”


“Because right before the monster eats her, it’s like it switches.”


“Switches how?”


“To a cave. I can hear water dripping.”


“You didn’t mention that before.”


“Well, I didn’t remember it before.”


“You’re in a cave you think is real. Why?”


“Because I can feel the stones under my feet. It’s cold, and there’s this sound.”


“What sound?”


“I’m not sure. It’s all a blur. This part only lasts a second or so. That’s why I didn’t remember it before.”


“What does the sound remind you of?”


I thought about it. It was just a whisper, a split second before I snapped out of the dream. “A snake.”


His face broke into a smile, and he threw his hands up. “There you have it. The monster you’re dreaming of is clearly Medusa.”


Sophocles began clapping, but Aristotle blew a raspberry. “Lucky guess.”


“Wait. Medusa? Isn’t she the snake-head lady?” I asked.


“A gorgon, to be specific,” Aristotle quipped.


“And you think she’s after my mom?”


Sophocles folded his arms. “I think it likely you are having a shared dream with your twin brother, Perseus. It is he who will face Medusa. This has nothing to do with you.”


Socrates nodded. “Agreed.”


They rose to their feet and walked away.


I turned back to Aristotle’s bust. “So my mother is safe?”


He shrugged one shoulder. “Dreams have many interpretations. Perhaps she is, in which case there may be another in danger.”


“Another? Like who?”


“Perhaps the person you have crossed dreams with.” His face shifted back and became solid.


“Wait. I have more questions.” I rapped my knuckles on his head, but he didn’t respond. I spun around, hoping to catch the other two before they climbed back on their podiums, but I was too late.





CHAPTER 2
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I was on my third slice of pizza by the time Angie and Damian made their way into the pizza parlor owned by Angie’s dad. We met there after school almost every day.


“Katzy!” Angie plopped down next to me. “What’s poppin’? You missed out on Julia Pukes-bury getting blitzed by a ball right in the face during PE.”


Damian sat down across from us. He was busy looking down at his phone, fingers flying as he texted.


“Hello to you, too,” I said.


His eyes flicked up, and he smiled absently, then went back to his phone.


“What’s with him?” I asked.


“Parental issues.”


“What sort?”


Damian never complained about his parents, but then again, they weren’t around much. They traveled a lot—some sort of marine biologists out saving the planet.


“They were supposed to be home this week,” Angie said in a low voice. “It’s his thirteenth birthday Friday, but they’re stuck on an iceberg somewhere.”


“That sucks.” Of course, I didn’t point out my parents had never been to any one of my birthdays. What would be the point? I grabbed my soda and took a deep slurp as Damian set his phone down.


“Sorry, Phoebes. Where were you today?”


“I went to Athens Square Park.”


Angie’s dad set a fresh cheese pizza in front of us, dropped a kiss on Angie’s head, and told us not to eat it all in one bite.


“And?” Angie expertly folded a gooey slice before shoving half of it in her mouth.


“And nothing much. Just three statues came to life and told me my brother might be in danger.”


Angie’s pizza-stuffed mouth fell open, while Damian froze mid-bite.


“Say what?” Angie said after she’d swallowed.


“Are you serious?” Damian asked.


“Yes. I told you about my dreams—they won’t stop. Last night was bad. I just couldn’t face school today, so I took the subway out to Queens and went to see Athena. I told her about my dream. I didn’t expect it to wake the old brainiacs, but, boy, did they have a lot to say.”


“And?” Damian prompted.


“And they said I have it wrong. That it’s not about my mom. It’s a ‘twin crossover.’”


“What does that mean?” Angie asked.


“That Perseus is the one dreaming this stuff, not me. That I’m, like, crossing wires.”


“Why?” Angie asked, taking another bite.


“Because he’s the one in danger.”


“They said that?” Damian looked thoughtful.


“Something like that. It was a lot of mumbo jumbo.”


“So what are you going to do about it?” Angie dropped her gnawed crust onto her plate.


I laughed bitterly. “Uh, nothing. Remember? I came back here to this wonderful place and left my real family behind.”


There was silence.


Angie cleared her throat. “You didn’t have to, you know. We didn’t make you come back.”


“I know.” I let out a breath. “I’m sorry. I don’t blame you. I just—”


“Don’t know if you made a mistake,” Damian finished quietly.


“Yes.”


“It’s only human to miss your family. Statistics show a direct correlation between reported happiness and time spent with loved ones.”


“Zip it,” Angie and I both snapped. Damian spouted statistics as if they explained everything, but you couldn’t quantify feelings or family.


Damian shrugged. “I’m just saying it’s perfectly normal to miss your family. I miss mine all the time.” Shadows chased across his face.


“So . . . are they going to make it back in time for your birthday?” I asked.


He tried to smile, but it looked more like a grimace. “No. They’re frozen in. Cold snap. The ship can’t move. It’s okay. I have Hilda.”


“She’s your housekeeper?” I vaguely remembered him mentioning her before.


“You could say that.” He fidgeted in his seat.


Angie and I exchanged glances. It wasn’t like Damian to be evasive.


“Damian? What aren’t you telling us?” I asked.


“Nothing.”


“Nothing? Well, I’ve never met Hilda, and I have a sudden urge to see where you live.” I leaped up from the table, and Angie followed.


Damian stared at us, slack-jawed. “Why?”


“Because we’ve never been there,” Angie said, “and we want to meet this Hilda.”


“We can talk about the birthday party we’re going to throw you,” I said.


“No. No party.” He scrambled to his feet. “And she’s boring. She’s just my housekeeper.”


“Then you won’t mind introducing us,” I said, glad to have my mind off my own problems. One thing was certain: Damian was hiding something, and that was so unlike him I couldn’t help wanting to know more.


Angie looked up his address on her phone, and we headed uptown outside Vito’s. Damian scurried after us, trying to talk us out of it.


“Hilda doesn’t like visitors. She really doesn’t get on with people. She will probably call my parents, and they’ll ask you to leave.”


“Your parents that are stuck on an iceberg somewhere?” I said over my shoulder. “They’ll probably be glad to hear you have friends to keep you company.”


Angie and I raced ahead, turning down streets until we stood outside the red door that marked the narrow three-story brownstone wedged between two other taller buildings.


I looked at Angie, and she grinned, extending her arm. “After you.”


“No, after you.”


Damian caught up, wringing his hands. “Please don’t ring the bell,” he pleaded, but we were already marching up the steps. Angie thumbed the buzzer. A shrill bell rang inside.


We heard a whirring sound, like a machine running, and then the latch clicked, and the door swung open.


Before us stood the oddest thing I had ever seen.


It might have been a futuristic vacuum cleaner if not for the apron wrapped around the middle. A glowing screen the size of a toaster displayed a large smiley face. A long flexible coil extended from the top, with a round camera on the end that swayed in our faces. A pair of mechanical arms with pincerlike hands protruded from her sides and waved in the air. She rolled forward on battery-powered rollers as the camera examined us.


“Um, Damian, what is this?” I asked.


He sighed. “This . . . is Hilda.”


The machine whirred, and the face on the screen smiled wider.


“Pleased to meet you,” she replied in a synthetic British accent. “Are you friends of Master Damian?”


Master Damian? This had to be a joke of some kind. There was no way Damian’s housekeeper, the person who looked out for him while his parents were gone for weeks at a time, was this machine.


“Hilda, this is Angie and Phoebe,” Damian said resignedly. “I told you about them. May they come in?”


I could tell Damian was hoping she’d slam the door in our faces, but Hilda rolled backward, pulling the door open wider.


“Come in, come in. I’ve got a fresh tray of cookies coming out of the oven.”


We followed Hilda as she zoomed down a hallway lined with pictures of Damian at various ages. The kitchen was modern, filled with gleaming stainless-steel appliances. Hilda used her pincers to pull open the oven and removed a tray. After expertly flipping cookies onto a plate, she plopped it down on the kitchen table.


“Help yourselves, children. Master Damian hasn’t had friends over in an age of Sundays.”


“Hilda, we’re just going to do homework, all right?” Damian asked.


Her round eyes blinked on the monitor, then she waved an arm at us. “You want Hilda to give you space. Of course, Master Damian. Socialization time with peers is essential for development. Just call if you need me.” She zoomed out of the room, cheerily humming a tune.


Damian and Angie sat down, diving into the platter of cookies, but I wanted to explore. The area was immaculate, not a speck out of place. I opened the pantry—even the condiments were lined up in perfect formation, like little soldiers.


The refrigerator was the same: water bottles and sodas neatly lined the door, and the shelves were stacked with sealed rectangular containers. “So let me get this straight.” I popped open a soda and leaned back against the door. “Your parents leave you alone for weeks at a time with a robot?”


“Shh.” Damian looked down the hall. “She doesn’t like that word.”


“What word?” I whispered. “You mean robot?”


He nodded. “She’s a Housekeeping Indoor Light Duty Assistance module, hence the name Hilda. My dad built her out of spare parts.”


“I thought your dad was a marine biologist or something,” Angie said, shoving an entire cookie in her mouth.


I swear the girl had a bottomless stomach.


“No, that’s my mom. Dad’s a roboticist. He builds the submersibles they use to explore underwater. He’s a wizard at making things work. Listen—forget about Hilda—there’s something you need to see.” Damian dug into his backpack and pulled out a thick book titled The Complete Works of Greek Myths. “I checked this out from the library.”


“Did they dedicate a chapter to me?” I joked. “I did save Olympus, after all.”


Angie snorted. “Not before destroying Apollo’s temple and burning down Nemea.”


I punched her lightly on the arm.


“This is serious.” Damian opened the book to a marked page. “I didn’t want to believe it, but now I’m not so sure. See here?” He pointed to a paragraph.


I leaned over his shoulder. “It’s talking about that Hercules dude. The one we ran into heading out of Nemea.”


“Correct. Killing the Nemean lion was one of his tasks.”


“So we did him a favor.” I snatched the last cookie before Angie could reach it.


“Not necessarily,” Damian said. “Since Hercules wasn’t the one who did it, he failed to complete the labor.”


Angie frowned, studying the page. “Weren’t there twelve trials?”


“Labors, but yes,” Damian said.


“Then why does this page say there were thirteen?”


“That’s the problem,” he said. “History has been changed.”


“What do you mean?” A shiver of dread raced up my spine like a stray current of lightning.


“I mean when Hercules failed a labor, they added another one.”


“Wait, wasn’t he supposed to kill the hydra too?” Angie asked. “Why aren’t there fourteen?”


“He failed that one in the original myth because he received help, so there was already another labor added. But you’re missing the point. Don’t you get it?”


We stared at him blankly. “So he had thirteen trials,” I finally said. “What’s the biggy?”


He stabbed a finger down on the page. “The pages in this book have changed. And it’s not just this one. All the books talk about the thirteen labors of Hercules.”


I still didn’t see why it mattered. “Did they at least give me credit for the Nemean lion?” It would be cool to see my name in print, but Damian rolled his eyes.


“No. The story says the prince of Nemea killed it with his bare hands.”


“But that’s total hydra dung,” Angie said. “We killed that lion and saved the prince from being eaten.”


“Who took credit for the hydra?” I asked.


Damian said nothing, waiting for me to guess.


“No. He wouldn’t,” I said.


Damian grimaced. “An unnamed child of Apollo used a sun bolt to cut off all its heads.”


“Let me see that.” Angie grabbed the book, then frowned. “Hey, where did it go?”


“What do you mean?” I asked.


She turned the book around. The page was blank, and then words flickered back onto it.


“Damian, what’s happening?”


“I don’t know, but it can’t be good, and it gets worse. I went looking to see what else had changed.”


“And?”


“And it has to do with your brother.”


The shiver running up my spine turned to ice. My knees went weak, and I sank down into the chair next to him. “What about him?”


Damian bit his lip.


I grabbed him by his shirt. “Damian, what happens to Perseus?”


The words exploded from him. “Your brother was supposed to defeat Medusa, only he gets turned to stone. Polydectes ends up marrying your mom and puts your brother’s stone figure in the palace as a reminder not to challenge him.”


I released him, sinking back in my chair. “No. That can’t be. Perseus is a hero, and my mom hated that guy. Damian, we have to fix this.”


“We’ve done enough damage. We can’t go mucking about with mythology.” He sat back, folding his arms.


“This is my brother we’re talking about,” I said. “I have to go back and warn him.”


“And how are you going to do that?” Angie asked. “You need some kind of portal thingy to Olympus.”


“So we’ll find one.”


“How?” she demanded.


“By asking someone who’s been there before.”


“Like who?”


“Like the person who brought me here.”





CHAPTER 3
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Carl had found me on a bench at a bus stop outside Katz’s Deli, but the question that had always lingered was, Who had dumped me there? I’d always figured it was my loser parents on their way out of town, taking the fastest bus away from me. But now I knew someone had taken me from Olympus through a doorway between worlds and left me there.


At first I’d assumed they’d gone straight back to Olympus—but what if they’d stayed? What if they’d been watching over me all these years?


And I had an idea who that person might be.


The next morning, Angie and Damian waited for me outside Dexter Academy.


There was a crowd at the top of the steps, and a couple of TV reporters with cameras were interviewing Principal Arnold. Next to him stood my arch nemesis, Julia Pillsbury, practically glowing with pride.


I wanted to hate her—really, I did—but after that incident with the hydra in the girl’s bathroom, I think she was afraid of me. She’d avoided me ever since.


“What’s up with the paparazzi?” I asked.


“It’s all over the school,” Angie said. “Apparently Julia’s a prodigy.”


“You mean, like, gifted? In what? Being stuck up?”


“You haven’t seen her video? It’s got, like, a million views.” Angie held up her phone, scrolled to a video, and pressed play.


Julia perched on a fancy chair in a formal living room, dressed in a black dress like the kind you wear to the opera. She held some kind of weird guitar, which she started playing. The notes sounded surprisingly good—as if the music were out of this world.


“It’s odd. I’ve never seen her practice before,” Damian said, tapping his chin.


I pushed the phone away. “She’s good, but we have more important things to worry about. You guys ready?”


Angie patted the leather satchel slung across her shoulder. “Got this from my mom’s closet. It has everything I need.”


Damian had suggested we pack some things for Olympus in a bag that might blend in. I’d taken one of Carl’s worn leather soft-sided briefcases with a shoulder strap. Damian had a similar satchel.


We trudged up the stairs past the throng of people and headed straight for Miss Carole’s office. Miss Carole was the school guidance counselor, but something about her was familiar, like I’d met her before. I’d been to about eight different schools, so it was hard to keep track, but she reminded me of an aide in a class when I was in first grade, and an office clerk about four schools ago. I could have sworn I’d even had a bus driver once with her silver eyes.


Plus, there was that whole episode with Leonard, the basilisk lizard who’d escaped his cage and possibly turned into a hydra and destroyed the bathroom. It had bitten me, and hydra fangs were quite poisonous, but Miss Carole had given me some weird-tasting juice, and I’d felt better immediately.


I could have chalked that up to some powerful dose of medicine, but I’d tasted the same juice in Olympus after Ares stabbed me with my father’s lightning scepter and I’d almost died.


Ambrosia. Nectar of the gods.


“Are you sure it’s her?” Damian asked. “She might report us—it sounds pretty loony.”


I stared at the name on the door. “I know it’s her.”


“How can you be so sure?” Angie asked. “I thought you didn’t remember who brought you here.”


“It’s right in front of us. Damian, you’re so smart I can’t believe you didn’t see it.” I pointed at her name, CAROLE. “If you rearrange the letters—”


His eyes widened. “You get oracle!” He shook his head. “I can’t believe I missed that.”


I raised my hand to knock when her gruff voice called out, “Come in.”


I opened the door, and we stepped inside. Her office was dim and cluttered with files and old books. The shades were pulled down, and she sat hunched over her desk, typing rapidly on an old typewriter. Her graying hair was coiled in a bun on top of her head. It was hard to tell how old she was because her skin wasn’t wrinkled much at all, but she felt old, as though she’d been around for centuries. She didn’t turn around, continuing on with her typing. “Miss Katz, Mr. Rodina, Miss Spaciacolli, what can I do for you?”


“How did you know it was us?” Angie asked.


She hit the return carriage firmly and turned around. “I could hear your thoughts clanging around in your head as you stood outside my door. Sit.” She waved us over to the small love seat.


We crammed in knee to knee.


“You have something you wish to ask?” She pinned her silver eyes on me.


“Yes.” I decided to get right to it. “Are you the one?”


One pencil-thin eyebrow went up. “The one what, dear?”


“The one who brought me here?”


“Don’t you take the subway?”


“Not here today. I mean to this world. From ancient Olympus.”


Her eyes flickered, then hooded over. She smoothed her hands over the trim gray skirt she wore. “What is this about?”


“I need to go back.”


“Back?”


“To ancient Olympus.”


“Is this some kind of joke?” She looked from me to Angie and Damian. “Some kind of prank you kids are playing?”


“No. I’m serious. I know what you did.”


“Did?” She didn’t even blink. She was so cool I almost doubted myself.


“You gave me ambrosia. After the hydra bit me. Please. I have to get back there. My brother is in trouble.”


Her eyes narrowed. “I thought you didn’t have any family.”


“I don’t. I mean, not here, but there I do. Which you know if you’re the oracle.”


“I see. And you want me to help you go back there.”


“Yes.”


“Hmm.” She looked between the three of us and then picked up the phone. It was the old-fashioned rotary kind. She dialed a bunch of numbers, letting the rotary spin back each time. I waited, knees shaking.


“Yes, this is Miss Carole. I think I have a solution to our situation. Yes, I knew you would understand. Thank you.”


“Well?” I asked when she hung up.


“It’s all sorted,” she said.


I nervously wiped my hands down my uniform skirt. “So you’re sending me back?”


“I’m sending you where you need to go,” she said cryptically. “Two birds, one stone.” She frowned, then added, “I’ve always disliked that saying. Do you know how hard it is to kill a bird with one stone, let alone two?”


“What do you mean ‘two birds’?” Damian asked.


Her silver eyes flicked to his. “It seems we have a situation.”


“Situation?” What have I done now?


But it wasn’t about me.


“An artifact has appeared in human hands. It happens every so often. One of the gods gets careless, and a priceless object falls into the hands of mortals. The effects can be quite powerful.”


“Like a weapon?” Angie asked.


“Possibly, but not this time. It’s a musical instrument.”


Damian snapped his fingers. “Julia’s guitar.”


“Not Julia’s, Hermes’s, to be exact,” she said in a bland voice, as if it were an everyday thing to be discussing an instrument that belonged to an actual god. “And it’s a lyre. We need to get it back from her before it’s too late.”


“Is the lyre going to destroy Olympus?” I asked.


“No, it’s going to give Miss Pillsbury world fame, and it will be impossible to get the lyre away from her when that happens. You should see what it did to that Hendrix fellow.” She shook her head. “It’s taken me years to get it this close. We have a small window to act where her prowess will quickly be forgotten.”


“Wait, you want us to steal Julia’s guitar-lyre thing?” Angie asked.


She frowned. “I already told you, dear, it’s not hers. It’s Hermes’s, and yes, he would like it back. For what you’re planning, I suspect you’ll want him on your side.”


“Fine, we’ll do it,” I said. “There’s three of us against one of her.”


Her frown deepened. “I must warn you. The lyre is being guarded by her father’s bodyguards—you’ll have to be clever without drawing undue attention. Meet me at this address with the lyre at three p.m.” She wrote down an address on a slip of paper and passed it to me. “Go now. I have a portal to prepare, an opening spell to craft—you can’t imagine the paperwork.” She went back to her typewriter, rapidly tapping on the keys.


Damian and Angie shuffled out the door, but I paused in the opening. “So it’s true then—you’re the one who brought me here.”


She nodded but didn’t stop her typing.


Anger bubbled up inside me. I’d waited a long time to face the person who’d dumped me on a bench.


“You left me at a bus stop. Alone. I was a baby,” I added, in case she’d forgotten. “Helpless. Why?”


Her fingers stilled. “I am an oracle. I see things.”


“And you saw that Carl was going to find me and not some psycho stranger?” My voice rose, and I clenched my fists, trying not to cry.


She turned to look at me then, her eyes liquid pools of silver. “I saw that it would be difficult but that you would be okay. I did my best. I apologize if you felt abandoned. I found it to be a very strange world. Still do.”


My anger collapsed, and I was left feeling hollow.


“You better be going.” She turned back to her typewriter. “If you miss this window, the next portal opening to Olympus is in about eighty human years.”





CHAPTER 4
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“So what’s the plan?” I asked as we huddled by our lockers. Down the hallway, Julia was standing next to her locker, surrounded by her adoring fans. The bad news was there were three guys in dark suits standing six feet away, looking every direction up and down the hall.


“She’s got some serious protection,” Angie whispered. “They’ve even got earbuds in. They look like CIA.”


“Where’s the guitar thingy?” I craned my neck. “Damian, you’re the tallest. What do you see?”


He stood on his tiptoes. “It’s in a case. She’s putting it in her locker.”


“Perfect. We’ll steal it while she’s in class.”


“What about the three goons?” Angie asked.


“Oh, you know, we’ll do that thing.” I waggled my eyebrows.


“What thing?”


“You know, the one where Damian’s the bait?” I winked at him.


He paled. “Not again. You promised.”


“Hey, it’s not a hydra. It’s just three guys being paid to guard a guitar. Besides, they’re going to be a lot more worried about Julia than her instrument. We just need you to somehow endanger her life and make them go running to help her while Angie and I bust into her locker.”


[image: Images]


We agreed it would go down during gym class. Julia had already been mackereled by a ball this week, so it wouldn’t be too suspicious if Damian found a way to knock her out. Of course, it wouldn’t be just any ball but one I had enhanced with a dose of lightning.


Mr. Leland, our gym teacher, blew his whistle. “Captain for Blue Team will be our resident musical prodigy, Julia Pillsbury.” He gave her the same fawning smile every teacher in school directed toward her thanks to the hefty donations her daddy made.


She sailed forward in crisply pressed gym clothes, taking the blue singlet from him.


“And captain for Green Team is—”


“Damian Rodina,” I announced, pushing him forward. “It’s his birthday,” I added.


“Er, fine,” the coach mumbled, tossing him a green singlet. “But Blue Team picks first.”


Julia chose a kid named Evan Baker, who happened to have the strongest arm in school.


Damian pointed at me, then Angie on the next turn, and we slipped on the green jerseys.


When everyone was chosen, Julia planted her hand on her hip, a ball balanced in the other as she flicked a glance between the three of us. “I hope you enjoy the taste of humiliation.”


“Been to the girl’s bathroom lately?” Angie snapped back.


Julia paled but gave a little shrug. “Vandals like you get what’s coming to them. Shall we begin?” She looked over at Coach Leland, and he blew his whistle.
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