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            The Trouble with the Two-Headed Hydra

         

         The monster slid swiftly under the surface. Barely a ripple passed above, where the ferry rode the gentle waves.

         Onboard, passengers dozed on the deck in the late afternoon sunshine or drank coffees at the bar. Two men argued over a game of cards. An old woman stood up to stretch her legs, holding onto her cane. Three small girls danced to the traditional Greek music playing over the ferry’s PA system. Travellers watched the setting sun as the boat skimmed over the calm seas.

         Down beneath, the monster writhed. Its blue scales glimmered.

         The captain, in his crisp white clothes, stood at the prow and took the microphone. The PA system crackled. He pointed to a small port in the distance, with hills covered in houses and hotels.

         ‘Welcome to the island of Galinios,’ he said. ‘Did you know it means tranquillity?’

         No one sensed what lurked below.
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            The Rule of Monsters states that people who have met one monster are statistically much more likely to meet another.

            ​P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Mary-Kate stared at her outfit in the mirror. Brand new sparkly red shoes, blue shorts and a blue and white striped T-shirt. She wondered what she needed to balance the stripes. Her red sparkly backpack had helped, but she needed something else. She sighed and looked through her bow box. A bow was definitely what she needed. A red bow or a blue bow, or preferably a navy bow patterned with small white anchors. Although she knew she didn’t own such a bow, she searched anyway.

         She placed a plain navy bow in her long brown hair and sighed again. Mary-Kate had tried very hard to create a seaside theme because she knew it would make her feel better. If everything in her suitcase matched, nothing terrible could possibly happen, only she didn’t own nearly enough nautical type clothes. Professor Martin, Granny and Mary-Kate 4only went once a year to Scarborough and that wasn’t really the same as the Greek Islands. Just thinking the words Greek Islands made her stomach begin to churn with butterflies. The Greek Islands were far, far away. There was deep ocean and tall mountains in-between with the potential for great calamities. Avalanches maybe. Quite possibly volcanoes.

         Thinking volcanoes made her go straight to her lucky items collection, which was stored neatly on the top shelf of her bookstand. She took her lucky silver packet of chewing gum that contained the last six pieces of gum her father had left behind before he disappeared on Mount Shishapangma when she was five. She placed it in her shorts pocket. She took her lucky international coin collection containing thirty-three coins in its new jar and placed it in her backpack. She touched the old jar, which now held Woolington Wyrm slime. It was brown and glittered slightly. Even though she shuddered at the sight of it, a strange thrill of excitement coursed through her and her breath caught in her throat. 5
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         6‘La-la-la,’ she said aloud so she would stop thinking about that adventure. She continued to sift through her collection. She would definitely need her lucky Big Ben-shaped novelty torch, she decided. She probably should also take her lucky backup torch in case her first lucky torch’s batteries ran out. She chose the little novelty LED torch shaped like a turtle that her granny had brought back from the Orkney Islands. She wondered if she should bring a third torch in case both torches failed.

         ‘I do not need three torches,’ she said firmly aloud. ‘Two torches is a perfectly lucky number.’

         Mary-Kate was almost certain though, that she should take the miniature music box that played ‘Swan Lake’. She quickly placed these items into her backpack, followed by her lucky protractor and compass set. She took a deep breath, picked up her lucky world globe stress ball and squished it hard, then added it to the pile. She placed her strawberry-scented notebook and her glitter pens in their plastic case on top. Finally, she opened the top 7dresser drawer and retrieved something that she’d only recently acquired. It was a star-shaped medal attached to an old striped ribbon. The colours were magenta, blue and green. She slipped it into her pocket beside the chewing gum.

         ‘Just in case,’ she murmured.

         ‘Mary-Kate,’ called her mother, Professor Martin. ‘Could you bring your suitcase through to the front door? The driver will be here in a minute. And then run upstairs to say goodbye to Granny. Don’t forget to pack your bathers.’

         ‘Okay,’ called Mary-Kate, glancing at her hideously patterned bathers that lay draped over the chair. She was a good swimmer but her bathers were green and decorated with cats in boats. Her granny had bought them for her.

         ‘Patterns are good,’ her granny sometimes said when she came downstairs in a floral skirt and a striped shirt and an emerald-green overcoat. She liked to smile at Mary-Kate to see if she’d disagree. Mary-Kate loved her granny, even with clashing 8patterns, although sometimes her outfits were so brightly mismatched that Mary-Kate had to look away and hope that a disaster wouldn’t happen. It wasn’t just mismatched clothes that set off these thoughts of disaster, though. Many things could.

         For instance:

         	Brown colouring-in pencils

            	Beginnings and endings

            	Facing backwards on trains

            	Saying the wrong thing during small talk

            	Or sudden changes.

         
And there had been a rather large sudden change in the Martin household since the phone rang late last night. Professor Martin had been summoned to an important find at an archaeological dig site on a remote Greek Island. She’d come into the sitting room where Granny and Mary-Kate had been watching the shopping channel and informed Mary-Kate that she’d be coming on the trip as well.

         ‘Me?’ Mary-Kate had gasped. She hadn’t long returned from Woolington Well with the Professor, 9and the adventure she’d had there still filled her head with a mix of dread, confusion and strange fluttery excitement.

         ‘Oh, the Greek Islands are simply wonderful. You’ll love it, Mary-Kate,’ cried Granny. ‘What’s the find, dear?’

         ‘A wonderful tiled floor unearthed in the expansion of a sardine processing plant. Apparently, it shows some type of sea creature,’ said the Professor.

         ‘C-creature,’ Mary-Kate had stammered. She’d been looking forward to her term holidays from her school Bartley Towers, time spent with Granny and the soothing sounds of the shopping channel.

         ‘It’s made of tile, darling, it should be safe.’ Granny smiled. ‘Oh, how wonderful, a visit to a Greek Island. If only I hadn’t had that small accident on my bus tour to Birmingham, I’d have come along too.’

         Granny had sprained her ankle and was confined to her bed or a chair for a week.

         ‘Creature,’ whispered Mary-Kate now, in her room. She glanced at the Woolington Wyrm slime 10jar on her lucky things shelf. In Woolington Well she’d met Arabella Woolington and together they’d crawled through muddy tunnels and met a giant fire-breathing wyrm. They’d solved a mystery and helped a monster and saved a village. She’d done things that she never, ever would have thought herself capable of.

         Mary-Kate deliberately left the bathers where they were and zipped up her suitcase.

         Surely nothing like that could EVER happen again.
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         Upstairs, Granny was reading a book near the window. Granny had a very large library, shelves stretching from floor to ceiling, and nearly all of the books were romance novels. A fluffy and rather old ginger cat slept curled beside her. Outside it was raining.

         ‘At least it will be sunny where you’re going,’ said 11Granny cheerfully, patting the cat. Her bandaged leg was up on some cushions and she wore a zebra-patterned dressing-gown and fluffy green slippers.
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         12‘I wish I could stay and look after you,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I don’t even know why I have to go with Prof.’

         Prof was what Mary-Kate called her mother.

         ‘I think she quite enjoyed you tagging along last time, didn’t she?’ said Granny, smiling. She had purple-tinged hair and always wore pink lipstick. Despite all her mismatching bits, Mary-Kate loved her granny very much. She’d helped raise Mary-Kate since her father disappeared all those years ago.

         ‘She said you were very brave,’ added Granny.

         ‘Did she tell you about it?’

         ‘Why of course she did,’ said Granny.

         That surprised Mary-Kate. She didn’t think her gentle and mismatched grandmother, who liked bus tours and spicy takeaways, needed to know about a giant fire-breathing wyrm. Mary-Kate had been surprised by many things lately, including how her mother had reacted to the whole Woolington Wyrm situation, as though it was almost normal. 13

         ‘Did you believe what happened?’ Sometimes, when she thought about it, she could hardly believe what happened herself.

         ‘There are all sorts of weird and wonderful things in the world,’ said Granny, laughing. ‘Including myself! Have a good time and try to stay out of trouble.’

         ‘I will try very, very, very hard,’ said Mary-Kate. She kissed her granny’s pink powdered cheek and ignored the puzzled feeling she had.
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         On the plane, Mary-Kate drew a map of the Greek Islands with her glitter pens. Professor Martin had set her this task. She said it was always important to have a geographical understanding of the place you were visiting. Mary-Kate also knew it was to keep her occupied so she didn’t worry. There were many islands so she divided them 14into smaller groups. The Ionian, the Saronic, the Cyclades, the Sporades, the North Aegean and the Dodecanese.

         ‘Which islands are we going to?’ she asked her mother.

         ‘The Dodecanese,’ said the Professor, looking up from her Underwater Archaeology Weekly magazine.

         ‘Oh,’ said Mary-Kate, feeling a small tremor of anxiety. ‘And what are you doing again?’

         Perhaps the mission had changed.

         Perhaps she hadn’t heard that word creature last night.

         ‘There is a sardine processing factory on the island that is being expanded. During the foundation excavation a large tiled floor has been discovered. It depicts …’

         ‘A sea creature,’ said Mary-Kate. It would help to say the word creature out loud. She hoped it was an ordinary sea creature. A small, pleasant starfish, for instance.

         ‘Yes, a magnificent big thing by all accounts. 15They’re everywhere in the myths of these parts.’

         ‘Really?’ said Mary-Kate. Her hand shook slightly as she drew the Dodecanese Islands in lilac glitter.

         ‘There’s sure to be a marvellous myth about it,’ repeated Professor Martin. ‘Maybe that can be something you can look into for me. Myths related to Galinios. Is there a giant sea creature involved? You could use the plane wi-fi. Maybe another mystery to be solved?’

         ‘I think there’s been too many mysteries lately,’ said Mary-Kate, firmly. ‘I hope it is extremely boring in the Dodecanese.’
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            Each new monster adventure should be approached with optimism.

            ​P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         After the plane trip, there was a taxi ride through crowded Athens. The place was bursting with noise, mopeds whining, horns tooting and snatches of music seeping out of crowded laneways. Professor Martin pointed out landmarks with enthusiasm.

         ‘Mary-Kate, the Acropolis! And that’s the Parthenon and that bit is the Temple of Athena,’ she said, as Mary-Kate peered through the smudgy taxi window. ‘So much wonderful history.’

         Mary-Kate squished her stress ball rhythmically because she was worried about sea creatures and the sea in general and ferry rides and if her seat would face backwards and shipwrecks. But with each new landmark, each new noise and smell, her mind was momentarily distracted from these troubles.

         ‘Perhaps we’ll spend a day here on the way back,’ said Professor Martin. ‘I’d love to show you the sights.’ 18

         ‘I’d like that,’ said Mary-Kate, willing herself to mean it.

         The port was filled with jostling crowds and more noise than Mary-Kate thought she could bear. She followed her mother’s calm, straight-backed example as she navigated the throng with ease, quietly uttering thank you and excuse me. Their ferry was large and modern, to Mary-Kate’s relief, and decked out with multiple lifeboats. She counted them immediately. Her seat also faced forwards.

         ‘The Aegean Sea is truly something,’ said Professor Martin as the ferry entered open waters, and again Mary-Kate had to agree. It was the most beautiful blue she’d ever seen. ‘And this sunshine! It will do us the world of good.’

         The sun was warm against the glass and the sea sparkled. Term holidays and no Bartley Towers. Mary-Kate breathed out slowly.

         ‘Did you get a chance to read about any myths on the plane?’ asked Professor Martin.

         ‘No,’ said Mary-Kate, the sunshine making her 19feel drowsy. ‘And there won’t be any internet out here.’

         Athens had disappeared behind them. There was no land to be seen. Just blue sky and azure sea.

         ‘Well, fortunately I have this book with me,’ said Professor Martin, retrieving a well-worn book from her briefcase. It was called Mythical Monsters of Ancient Greece. ‘I always find it’s useful to know the history of a country’s monsters before arriving.’

         Mary-Kate took the book reluctantly and eyed her mother quizzically. But Professor Martin only smiled and returned to reading her magazine.
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         20The book title did in fact mention the word ancient and Mary-Kate was relieved that it did. Ancient was a long time ago. Ancient was nothing to worry about, she told herself. Because it seemed Ancient Greece had been teeming with monsters.

         Mary-Kate closed her eyes and opened pages at random. The first monster was the Cyclops, a one-eyed giant. She quickly closed the book. The second page-opening led her to centaurs. Centaurs were half-man, half-horse and if there ever was a mismatched combination, it was that. Mary-Kate shuddered as she sounded out the names of some famous centaurs. But she wondered about them too. What would it feel like to have the back legs of a horse? Did centaurs think humans were strange? The third page-opening led her to the Lernaean Hydra, which was a many-headed sea monster. It ate humans whole.

         ‘Well, that’s just lovely,’ said Mary-Kate, but she wondered if it liked to eat other things too. Sea cucumbers, for instance. And maybe it only ate 21humans that poked it with large sticks. She closed the book again. She longed for a small, fluffy Greek monster. She’d try one more time to see if she could find one.

         The page she opened featured Charybdis, a sea monster that created deadly whirlpools that sucked entire unsuspecting ships into the ocean depths.

         Mary-Kate gazed at the calm blue sea through the window from her seat and wished she hadn’t opened that page at all.
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         The houses and hotels were blindingly white in the sunshine. They nestled on the cliffs overlooking the crystal-clear sea. Mary-Kate squinted her eyes against the glare and read a large sign painted with blue letters.

         ‘Galini Harbour, main port of the island of Galinios,’ she said. 22

         ‘Galinios means serenity or tranquillity,’ said Prof. ‘A fitting name.’ She pointed out to the mirror-like bay, the ferry departing in the distance.

         The sun was warm on Mary-Kate’s cheeks as she stared up at the jumble of whitewashed buildings. All the window frames and doors were painted a bright sky-blue. These little laneways are like a puzzle, she thought and couldn’t help but smile. Seagulls perched sleepily on a statue at the end of the jetty and as they drew closer, Mary-Kate saw that it was a stone girl in flowing stone robes, with long stone hair rolling over her shoulders. The girl statue held a flute-like instrument in an outstretched hand. She didn’t seem to be at all worried about the huge carved snake-like creature coiled around her lower legs. It stopped Mary-Kate in her tracks.

         ‘Oh, how marvellous,’ said Professor Martin, stopping before the statue too. ‘Quite ancient, indeed. She’s lost an arm unfortunately, and whatever was wrapped around her, some kind of serpent I’d say, has lost its head.’ 23
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         Mary-Kate hadn’t noticed the statue was missing an arm, but she was secretly glad that whatever was wrapped around the girl’s lower body didn’t have a head. The stone girl didn’t seem concerned, though; she stared out to the calm water peacefully. Mary-Kate followed her gaze and noticed that down below the jetty there was a crowd gathered around a tumbled pile of small red-hulled boats. The boats were upturned on the beach, wood splintered, some reduced to nothing more than planks. 24

         Mary-Kate gasped as she moved closer to the railing. The boats were the small pedal-powered type used by holidaymakers to explore the tranquil harbour. Down below, the people appeared worried. Maybe the harbour wasn’t so serene after all.

         ‘What happened to those boats?’ wondered Mary-Kate aloud. Then, softly, ‘I hope it wasn’t the Charybdis.’

         ‘No, that lives further north,’ muttered Professor Martin absent-mindedly as she came to stand beside Mary-Kate. ‘Interesting. Maybe a freak wave. Perhaps something you can find out. A mystery already! And who is the statue and what creature was wrapped around her?’

         Mary-Kate shivered, turning back to the statue. The sun suddenly didn’t feel so warm.

         A voice close by interrupted her thoughts.

         ‘Yassou! Excuse me, are you Professor Martin?’ asked a dark-haired boy, who looked Mary-Kate’s age. ‘Here for the Grand Galini?’

         He had bright brown eyes and a constellation of 25freckles on his nose. He grinned as he pointed to the imposing white building behind the jetty that had a purple-flowered vine trailing from every balcony.

         ‘Would you like me to help with your bags?’ he asked as he began wheeling them.

         ‘Yassou. Thank you very much,’ said Professor Martin. ‘Excuse me, are you working at the hotel?’

         ‘No, I’m not, but I have a message for you when you have arrived safely at your destination,’ the boy said, mysteriously, and raced ahead. He called back, ‘It’s the prettiest hotel in all the world. Don’t you think?’

         ‘It is indeed,’ replied Professor Martin. To Mary-Kate, she said, ‘What a friendly face he has.’

         ‘Yes,’ Mary-Kate agreed, but really her head was filled with worries about the wreckage on the sand below the jetty. Her concerns increased when she saw the expression on the boy’s face had changed as they approached. He stood on the front steps looking solemn. 26

         ‘My name is Nikos Nikolaou,’ he said, his dark eyes grave. ‘And I have a message for you from Kyria Eva Nikolaou. She’s my grandmother. And she is the Custodian. She is glad you have arrived.’

         ‘I see,’ said Professor Martin, just as solemnly. ‘And what is the message?’

         ‘It’s here in this letter,’ he said, fishing in his pocket. ‘Somewhere. Here it is. She hopes you can read it.’

         He passed a rather crumpled envelope to Professor Martin.

         ‘Thank you very much, Nikos Nikolaou. We will be sure to read it.’

         Custodian. Mary-Kate’s fingers suddenly itched for her strawberry-scented notebook. She needed to write down those words and find out what they meant. Battered boats and a Custodian. A Custodian of what?

         Nikos smiled. ‘Beside the letter,’ he said, looking relieved that the important message-giving part was over, ‘Eva Nikolaou asked me to tell you that I am very good at giving island tours. I do it in 27school holidays to earn money for my Save the Seas Foundation. Perhaps your daughter would like an island tour while you carry out your important work, Professor Martin?’

         He rushed past them, not waiting for an answer, and collected a bicycle lying on its side behind a large pot of hot-pink flowers. It was a rickety bicycle, rusted in parts, bright green with a red seat. Two very clashing colours. He grabbed a black cap from the handlebar and placed it on his head. It was embroidered in gold with the words NIKOS’S ISLAND TOURS.

         ‘I know all the best places, all the history, and my English is very good,’ he said, beaming. ‘I charge thirty euros.’

         Mary-Kate couldn’t understand how they’d get around the island. It wasn’t like Nikos could drive a bus. She smiled politely and hoped her mother would say no.

         ‘A day tour on a bicycle to raise money to save the sea,’ said Professor Martin, thoughtfully. 28‘That really is wonderful. What do you think, Mary-Kate? To learn some local history?’

         Mary-Kate’s eyes widened. She tried to send a signal that she in no way wanted to take a tour with Nikos on a bicycle. Her mother knew she didn’t like bicycles. She didn’t even like the word bicycle. It was sharp and pointy. She didn’t like looking at bicycles, either. Especially bicycles with clashing colours. She certainly didn’t like riding bicycles. And certainly not with strange boys.

         ‘Would you be available tomorrow morning, Nikos? The sun’s setting now. Perhaps around nine?’ asked Professor Martin.

         ‘Yes, tomorrow morning at nine!’ cried Nikos, pumping his fists in the air before remembering himself. He grew serious. ‘Your name, please? So I can book you in.’

         ‘Mary-Kate,’ said Mary-Kate reluctantly yet politely.

         ‘Mary-Kate, at nine,’ repeated Nikos. He waved as he pedalled away down the esplanade. 29

         ‘How delightful,’ said Professor Martin.

         Mary-Kate didn’t answer. She lugged her bag up the hotel steps, refusing to look at her mother.

         ‘It will do you good, Mary-Kate, to have a friend during our stay,’ said Professor Martin. ‘And what a fine young boy, raising money to protect the sea. That is to be admired.’

         Mary-Kate sighed. A friend. Friends were hard. She thought of Bartley Towers and her triple H days. Horrible, Horrendous and Hideous. Especially if Amelia Blythe-Tompkinson was involved. Then she remembered Arabella Woolington, who had become her friend on her last adventure.

         Mary-Kate needed her stress ball. ‘The sea doesn’t really look like it needs saving.’ She pointed to the picture-perfect beach.

         ‘Come on, let’s not worry about it now,’ said the Professor, taking her by the shoulders as the bellman opened the grand hotel doors. ‘Let’s settle in for the evening. I can read the message from this mysterious Custodian.’
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            It is a well-known fact that the novice monster hunter will avoid thinking about impending monster problems.

            ​P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         The Grand Galini was exactly as the name suggested: grand. It was grand with a capital G. Actually, it’s GRAND in all capitals, Mary-Kate thought. It was so GRAND that Mary-Kate stood for some time unable to move when the front door was opened by the bellman.

         There was a huge chandelier hanging from the ceiling and the walls were tiled in an intricate design of green and blue. The chandelier light danced on the veins of gold in the tiles. Mary-Kate closed her eyes for several moments and then opened them again to confirm it was all real.

         ‘It was an ancient castle, once,’ said Professor Martin. ‘This foyer was added later, I believe around the seventeenth century. Mary-Kate, see that wonderful tile mosaic!’

         While Professor Martin checked in at reception, 32Mary-Kate drifted towards the tiled wall her mother had pointed to. As her eyes adjusted to the light, she could see that what she’d first thought was just a collection of tiles was indeed a great mosaic. She gasped. The sea sparkled and the waves rolled in those iridescent green tiles. Silvery tiled fish twinkled and seaweed swayed. Cerulean octopuses and rays drifted across the wall and above it all, emerging from an underwater cavern, was an immense azure sea creature.

         ‘Oh my,’ said Mary-Kate.

         The creature was not just azure. It was every shade of blue. Its tiled scales were the colour of a blue winter sky and the deepest ocean. Its body rippled with turquoise and lapis lazuli and its underbelly shimmered in gold. She also noticed something else about the sea creature.

         ‘Two heads,’ she whispered.

         The creature was emerging from a cave with a great seal-like body and its long necks were partially intertwined. Each head had an open mouth and 33each open mouth was filled with jagged, gleaming teeth. In one head, golden eyes glinted and flashed by the chandelier light. The other head’s eyes were a dull blood red.
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         ‘Mary-Kate,’ called Professor Martin, who was standing with the bellman and their bags.

         ‘The young lady loves the story of our Two-Headed 34Hydra,’ the bellman said. He stood beside Mary-Kate and pointed to a small brass plaque with a tiny engraved word. ‘We call her Thee-oh for short.’ The word did not look at all how he had pronounced it.

         ΔϒΟ 

         ‘Thee-oh,’ the bellman pronounced it again for Mary-Kate, slowly. ‘It means, simply, two. Everyone falls in love with ΔϒΟ.’ He returned to their suitcases and began the walk up the majestic staircase.

         ‘ΔϒΟ,’ whispered Mary-Kate, glancing back at the mosaic. ‘A Two-Headed Hydra.’

         There had been something about a hydra in her mother’s book. Her fingers itched again for her strawberry-scented notebook. She needed to write that name down. Preferably in turquoise glitter pen. Mary-Kate was secretly glad the bellman had said it was just a story. Even so, when her mother and the bellman disappeared around the first bend in the stairwell, the Two-Headed Hydra’s golden eyes seemed to be staring right at her. Mary-Kate raced after her mother. 35

         Their hotel suite was different to the grandeur of the foyer. The stone walls were white and so were the luxurious bed linen and the plump sofa. Through two large arched windows there was the sea and the sunset. Its last rays turned the ocean pink and made the white houses and hotels glow golden. An arched door led to a balcony filled with pots overflowing with purple flowers. Mary-Kate and her mother sat at the small balcony table and watched in comfortable silence. Galini Harbour really was very beautiful.

         ‘Well, I suppose I should read this important message,’ said Professor Martin, when the last of the light had dipped behind the bay.

         Mary-Kate felt butterflies in her belly again. Thoughts of a Custodian, broken boats and a Two-Headed Hydra fluttered just as urgently in her head. She had a strange feeling that all was not as it seemed in this peaceful seaside town. Professor Martin returned with the envelope and carefully opened it.

         Couldn’t you read it tomorrow, Prof? Mary-Kate 36wanted to say, but didn’t. She could see the solemn expression had returned to her mother’s face. They read the letter together.

         
            Dear Professor Martin, welcome to Galinios.

            I am Eva Nikolaou, the Custodian of the Two-Headed Hydra.

            We urgently need your help. We believe the partly uncovered floor you have come to investigate may provide answers to the age-old question of where ΔϒO lives.

            Lately, she has been behaving strangely, attacking things and terrorising the island, when before she was always gentle.

            Georgios, my eldest grandson, was working at the dig site but now it has been placed under guard by Katarina Kyrios.

            I implore you to please let us know what you find there, so we can help our beloved hydra.

            Yours, Eva. 37

         

         ΔϒΟ! The creature from the mosaic downstairs! The bellman had said the creature was just a story and yet here was someone writing a letter about it as if it were real.

         A letter that mentioned the creature Terrorising and Attacking things. Mary-Kate took a deep belly breath to clear those words from her mind. A normally gentle creature behaving strangely, she thought. She needed to write that in her notebook.

         ‘Look, the Custodian has enclosed a map,’ said Professor Martin, unfolding another piece of paper from the envelope.

         It was a tourist map. Certain symbols had been marked with crosses. An urn, a statue, some ruins. In small, neat lettering Eva Nikolaou had written in the margin: Some other antiquities that show our hydra

         ‘I wonder if this is the mosaic downstairs?’ said Professor Martin, pointing to one of the symbols.

         ‘Yes, that’s the Grand Galini all right,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘And that’s the statue out near 38the jetty. That coiled creature must have once had two heads.’

         ‘Nicely spotted,’ said Professor Martin.

         They sat in silence looking at the crosses on the map.

         A tiled floor that might contain a clue to where the sea monster lived, thought Mary-Kate.

         A sea monster that needs help.

         What did it all mean? Her granny always said, Mary-Kate, you have trouble with beginnings and endings, but you’re very good with in-betweens. Sometimes all you have to do is start. She wished she had her stress ball in her hand.

         Instead, she patted the packet of chewing gum in her blue shorts pocket. She felt the star-shaped medal nestled there too. It made her feel better.

         ‘Do you think we should help Eva Nikolaou?’ she asked her mother.

         Professor Martin smiled down at her daughter.

         ‘Yes, Mary-Kate,’ she said. ‘I believe we should.’ 39
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         Mary-Kate thought she might never sleep. She lay on her soft white bed in her blue silk Japanese pyjamas and listened to the waves. She tried to concentrate on the sound; the rhythmical, gentle sighing of the ocean touching the shore, but each time she thought she was about to drift off to sleep, the sea monster from the mosaic downstairs popped into her head.

         ΔϒΟ. Its glinting golden eyes that seemed to look right at her. And in particular, its jagged teeth.

         She sighed softly and sat up. She reached for her sparkly red backpack. She had not written anything down yet and maybe that would help. Professor Martin was across the room making notes for an article she was writing. She glanced up as Mary-Kate extracted her notebook and her glitter pens.

         Mary-Kate started a new blank blue-lined page. Blank blue-lined pages comforted her.

         So did unopened packets of lemon crème biscuits. 40

         Fruit cut into small cubes.

         The quiet, hushed sound of libraries.

         And thirty-minute infomercials on non-stick saucepan sets.

         Mary-Kate chose the turquoise glitter pen and neatly titled the page: The Trouble with the Two-Headed Hydra and Some Things I’ve Noticed So Far. It was a long title, but it made her feel better immediately. Just writing the words Two-Headed Hydra was good.

         	A two-headed hydra called Thee-oh (she tried to recall how that word had been written) is behaving strangely and the Custodian has asked for help.

            	A map of locations where the two-headed hydra is depicted.

            	The floor at the sardine processing plant might give a clue to where it lives.

         
Mary-Kate put down her pen and thought about the statue of the girl gazing out to sea, the flute in her hand, and the hydra, minus both heads, 41wrapped around her legs. Who was that girl? And why did she look so calm with such a creature coiling around her? She added this to her list:

         	A girl and a flute

         
It seemed like a strange thing to add to a list that was already very odd, but important at the same time. Suddenly, she knew there was something else she had to do if ever she was to sleep.

         ‘Prof?’ she said softly.

         ‘Yes, dear?’

         ‘Can I go down to the foyer to look at the mosaic again?’

         ‘Of course,’ replied Professor Martin. She always encouraged Mary-Kate to be independent. ‘Don’t forget your slippers and the key.’
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         Mary-Kate’s satin slippers slid so softly along the marble hallway that she felt as though she was 42skating. In no time she was at the top of the grand staircase that wound down three floors to the foyer. The hotel was quiet and still. She slipped down the stairs, one hand on the banister until the blazing chandelier came into sight. The foyer was empty, the reception unattended. She stood at the top of the landing gazing over the empty entrance. The mosaic sparkled and shimmered. It was almost as though the sea was moving on the wall, the seaweed swaying.

         The right hydra head had golden eyes.

         The left hydra head had red eyes.

         Why are they two different colours? She wished she’d brought her notebook and turquoise glitter pen.

         ‘Interesting,’ she said softly to herself and was surprised how her whispered voice echoed.

         She was even more surprised when there was sudden movement down below. In one of the foyer lounges before the mosaic, a small head popped up and glanced in her direction. Mary-Kate leaped back into the shadows. Her heart was so loud in her ears she was sure whoever was down below would 43hear it. She peeked again. It was a fair-haired boy. He was seated before the mosaic, gazing at it. It seemed someone else was also interested in the Two-Headed Hydra. She slipped back up the stairs and unlocked the hotel room door.

         Professor Martin had fallen asleep with her papers in her hands. Mary-Kate carefully removed them and turned off the bedside lamp. She sat on her bed in the darkness, then extracted her lucky Big Ben-shaped novelty torch and shone it on her open page. She added:

         	Why are the hydra’s eyes different colours?

            	Who is the boy downstairs looking at the Two-Headed Hydra mosaic?

         
That felt better. It was quite a lot of information for a short time. She yawned. Suddenly, her bed felt like a cloud. It took all her effort to replace the cap on her glitter pen and close her notebook. She rested back against the soft pillow and her eyes closed, the pale light of the lucky torch shining out to sea.
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            Renowned monster hunter Sir Reginald Wavell often said the best preparation for an expedition was a good night’s sleep.

            ​P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Professor Martin and Mary-Kate ate breakfast in the Grand Galini’s lavish breakfast room, which overlooked the hustle and bustle of the esplanade. Mary-Kate had chosen white shorts and a red and white striped shirt with a small gold anchor embroidered on the pocket. It coordinated well with her red sparkly shoes and her backpack, and she finished with a gold bow to pull back her hair. She was so matching that she felt almost invincible. She had transferred the star-shaped medal and the silver packet of chewing gum to her new shorts and checked her lucky items several times.

         Mary-Kate watched the tourists and townspeople passing by the windows in the bright morning sunshine. A truck had been driven up to the jetty steps and the remnants of the red-hulled pedal boats were being loaded. She peered around the breakfast 46room looking for the blond-haired boy she’d seen last night. There was no sign of him.

         ‘No kippers?’ Professor Martin said to the waiter. She was dressed in her sensible tan trousers and shirt, the case containing her archaeology equipment at her side.

         ‘No madam, we only serve Kyrios Famous Sardines,’ said the waiter. ‘They are a local delicacy and come in a variety of flavours: tomato, chilli or basil. They come direct to you in the tin, which is known throughout the isles as an authentic Galinios tourist experience.’

         Mary-Kate watched her mother agree politely to the authentic tourist experience and also order Mary-Kate the poached eggs she’d asked for.

         After the waiter left, the Professor said, ‘Now, a plan of attack. Nikos will arrive soon to collect you and I will head off with Ms Katarina Kyrios to visit the dig site.’

         Mary-Kate had forgotten about Nikos’s bicycle tour. Her shoulders slumped. 47

         ‘I will give you his grandmother’s map. His local knowledge might be helpful,’ said Professor Martin, ignoring Mary-Kate’s posture.

         Their breakfasts arrived soon after, the tinned sardines carried on a plate along with two pieces of bread. The tin was contained within a cardboard box. The cardboard box was emblazoned with a photograph of a beautiful woman with flaming red hair and a brilliant white smile holding a small silver fish on a fork. The word FAMOUS was printed in gold.
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         48‘The famous box first,’ said the waiter, opening it with a flourish. ‘And inside …’

         He removed a fire-engine red tin. Mary-Kate hadn’t been expecting that.

         ‘Wild sardines, one hundred per cent environ-mentally friendly,’ he enthused as he removed a small metal key from the back of the tin, inserted it in a special slot and twirled the lid backwards. ‘Freshly caught in these tranquil waters.’

         ‘How interesting, thank you,’ said the Professor kindly. She added to Mary-Kate, ‘Oh look, I see Nikos out there already. We’ll have to gobble this down.’

         Mary-Kate followed her mother’s gaze and slumped even further. Bicycles. And worse still, unmatching bicycles. Mary-Kate took her stress ball from her backpack and squeezed it just as Nikos caught a glimpse of her from the street. He waved cheerily.

         After they had both hurriedly finished breakfast, Mary-Kate stopped to gaze at the hydra mosaic again in the foyer. It was shimmering in the morning sun slanting through the Grand Galini’s arched windows. 49She paid particular attention to its jagged teeth and its golden eyes until she felt suddenly that what she really needed was to be outdoors.

         Outside, Nikos leaped up from his bench and rushed towards them, wheeling a bike with each hand. Each bike had a battered basket over the front wheel, and in one basket, to Mary-Kate’s surprise, there sat a seagull.

         ‘Yassou, Mary-Kate and Professor Martin. Welcome to Nikos’s Island Tours,’ he said. He was wearing his tour cap and grinning. He offered the green bike with the red seat and the seagull-less basket to Mary-Kate.

         ‘It matches your luggage,’ he added helpfully, pointing to her red backpack.

         ‘Thanks,’ said Mary-Kate, taking the handlebars and looking at the bird in his basket.

         ‘Let me introduce Zeus,’ he said. ‘Zeus was caught in a discarded fishing net, lost one of his legs and also broke a wing. I have cared for him for weeks and one day, hopefully, he will be able to fly again. He is very good on tour and well-behaved. You have nothing to fear. He only sometimes bites if he mistakes your finger for a worm.’50
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         51‘Oh,’ said Mary-Kate. Bikes, boys and biting seagulls. 

         ‘Good morning, Nikos,’ said the Professor. ‘It looks like a beautiful day for a tour. Now is your mobile charged, Mary-Kate? Keep in contact with me throughout the day, please.’

         A large black jeep pulled up to the kerb in front of the Grand Galini, interrupting their conversation. A woman exited the driver’s seat elegantly. She was tall and willowy and dressed in a fiery, crimson pantsuit. Her long red tresses cascaded over her shoulders and her bright red lips opened into a dazzling smile.

         It was the woman from the sardine box!

         ‘Hello,’ she said pleasantly, in English. ‘I’m Katarina Kyrios. I’m so glad you could come, Professor.’

         She held Professor Martin’s hands and kissed her on both cheeks. She did all this with graceful movements. 52
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         53‘I trust you slept well in my hotel. Did you eat the Kyrios Famous Sardines?’ Katarina Kyrios asked. ‘I do hope you were given the room with the best views of this beautiful sea.’

         She waved her hand at the ocean and her red hair swished over her shoulders. She noticed Mary-Kate and her smile grew even brighter. She tilted her head to one side.

         ‘What an adorable little girl,’ she said. ‘This must be your daughter, Professor?’

         Mary-Kate wanted to say, ‘Hello, pleased to meet you. My name is Mary-Kate.’ That was, after all, how she’d been taught to introduce herself, but her brain seemed unable to communicate with her mouth. Katarina Kyrios’s hair glinted in the sun. Her porcelain complexion shone. Her green eyes glowed. She was mesmerising.

         Yes. That was the word.

         Like a movie star. Or a fashion model. Or a princess, even, in an old-fashioned story.

         ‘This is Mary-Kate,’ said Professor Martin. 54

         ‘Of course,’ said Katarina and she leaned down and kissed Mary-Kate on both cheeks too. Normally Mary-Kate didn’t like being kissed, but the cloud of perfume that surrounded Katarina Kyrios was so overwhelmingly pleasant and made her feel so dizzy that it didn’t seem to matter this time.

         ‘Come now,’ said Katarina, placing a hand on Professor Martin’s back. ‘We must get this mess sorted as soon as possible.’

         ‘Have a wonderful tour! Thank you, Nikos,’ said Professor Martin as she was being escorted towards the black jeep.

         ‘Tour?’ repeated Katarina Kyrios, pleasantly. She turned back to Mary-Kate and seemed, for the first time, to notice Nikos. She glanced at his cap, and something in her glamorous smile faltered momentarily.

         ‘You are the boy who organised the Save the Sea Foundation?’ she asked, her head tilted again.

         Mary-Kate noticed Nikos’s hands shook where he held the bicycle handlebars. 55

         ‘I am,’ he said softly.

         ‘Well done, young Nikos. Where would we be without fish?’ said Katarina Kyrios. ‘I have read about you in Georgios’s Galinios Gazette. Your brother is the journalism student who writes it, isn’t he? Bravo to both of you. Such a talented family!’

         She laughed then. And even her laugh seemed elegant; her head tossed back, one hand on her hip. Mary-Kate saw that Nikos did not laugh in response.

         ‘Well, here is another tour you might like to take,’ Katarina added quickly, taking two tickets from her pocket. ‘A tour of the Kyrios Famous Sardines Processing Plant! You will learn about the great good my business has done for this island.’

         She handed Mary-Kate the tickets before turning on her high heels. Mary-Kate and Nikos stood stunned for several seconds after the car sped away, Professor Martin waving as she went.

         ‘That was unexpected,’ said Mary-Kate, relieved that her ability to talk had returned. She examined 56the tickets and wondered why anybody would want a tour of a sardine processing plant.

         Nikos’s hands had stopped shaking, but a determined look had grown on his face.

         ‘Her sardine plant has done no good for this island,’ he said through gritted teeth, before changing the subject. ‘Would you prefer my bicycle?’

         It was a difficult question. While green and red as a combination was terrible, the other bicycle was orange and white and would definitely clash with her stripes. Also, there was a seagull sitting in his basket.

         ‘I’m happy with the red and green bike,’ said Mary-Kate as she sat on it. ‘Thank you.’

         ‘Of course,’ said Nikos. ‘Do you know how to ride a bike?’

         ‘I do,’ said Mary-Kate, as she wobbled away down the esplanade and nearly collided with a rubbish bin. ‘I just haven’t done it recently.’

         ‘Wrong direction!’ shouted Nikos cheerily. ‘We will go up the hill.’ 57

         ‘I just want to look at something first,’ said Mary-Kate, teetering towards the jetty. She wanted to see what was happening to the pedal boats. And she had decided she had questions she wanted to ask Nikos Nikolaou.
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            A monster hunter’s most useful tool is first and foremost always a question.

            ​P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         ‘Nikos, what happened to these boats?’ said Mary-Kate. She pointed to the remainder of the wreckage below on the sand. Some workers were carting the last splinters of the little red-hulled boats to a waiting truck. She saw Nikos’s cheerful face turn gloomy as he looked at the scene.

         ‘This was the work of our hydra,’ said Nikos, sadly, ‘and not the first time either. She has been terrorising things when before she always kept the sea calm and tranquil. This happened in the early hours of last Saturday morning, but there have been other attacks.’

         ‘Attacks?’ echoed Mary-Kate quietly, suddenly breathless. She didn’t know which was worse, Terrorising or Attacks. She did know that she wanted to unzip her backpack and open her strawberry-scented notebook. 60

         ‘Could you tell me about these attacks, Nikos?’ she said, tentatively.

         ‘Yes,’ he replied. ‘I will take you first to the top of the hill. And there I will point out the directions of all these attacks. I will make it part of the tour for no extra cost.’

         ‘And can we please visit all the places on your grandmother’s map?’

         ‘Of course,’ he replied, beaming.

         He tugged on his Nikos’s Island Tours cap and his freckled nose crinkled as he smiled.

         ‘The tour begins,’ he said as he started pedalling.

         And the streets of the Galini Harbour were, as Mary-Kate had supposed, a puzzle. They rode their bicycles up a narrow lane beside the Grand Galini and then wound back and forwards through tiny streets crowded with white-washed buildings. The cobblestone lanes were filled with people: holidaymakers with towels slung over their shoulders, cafe owners fanning themselves in doorways and grocers shouting out the prices of 61their fruit. And everywhere they went, people knew Nikos Nikolaou and Zeus. They called out, ruffled Nikos’s dark hair, enquired after Zeus’s health.
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         62Sometimes the laneways suddenly turned into stairs and Nikos and Mary-Kate needed to jump from their bicycles and carry them, bump-bumping up the steps. Each street, Nikos pointed things out. The blue doors, the purple and pink flowers. ‘This is Kyrios Papastathopoulos’s ice-cream shop and he sells the best ice cream in the world,’ he said. Or, ‘This is the Galinios Library and it is narrow as a wardrobe and three storeys high and you have to climb ladders to get to the top shelves.’ And he smiled so cheekily that Mary-Kate didn’t know whether to believe him or not. Zeus seemed very content to watch the world go by from his basket.

         Mary-Kate’s face was red-hot and she was out of breath from all the climbing, but she nodded as politely as she could at each new fact that Nikos revealed. She caught glimpses of the blue sea, through the buildings, the higher they went. They were very, VERY high. Finally, as they climbed one last set of stairs, they were above the houses and inns of Galini Harbour, standing on 63the hilltop. They were looking down at the blue roofs, at the dazzling white cliffs and the vast expanse of glittering ocean.

         ‘What do you think?’ said Nikos, grinning, one arm outstretched to the vista.

         It was a beautiful view and Mary-Kate would have liked to have agreed.

         But suddenly she was unable to speak.
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         The worst thing about this, Mary-Kate thought, is that I didn’t actually know I was frightened of heights. It was a terrible thing to discover standing on the peak of a tall hill. She had been to the top of Round Hill near Woolington Well (and inside that hill too) and that hadn’t affected her, but she supposed this hill was more like a small mountain. Thinking the word mountain made her feel even more frightened. Also, it wasn’t only the height that was bad, she discovered. 64It was the thought of having to go down again. She didn’t know why this should be even more terrifying than being up high. It was a jumble of fears, teetering on top of each other.

         And now Nikos was staring at her and so was Zeus, the seagull, and that was even worse. She had to sit down suddenly and cover her face with her hands.

         Mary-Kate didn’t know what to do.

         She wondered if she phoned her mother, whether a helicopter could be arranged. She then remembered that helicopters made her feel anxious. Thinking of the helicopter she wasn’t going to get made her breathe fast. Her breaths were the size of teaspoons. She peered through her fingers out over the rooftops and the teaspoon-sized breaths grew even smaller and faster. She decided to not peek anymore. She would have to stay here until someone removed the mountain. Someone would have to come and remove it with lots of diggers and steamrollers. Yes, she’d simply have to wait until then and try to breathe as best she could. 65

         She felt someone’s hand on her shoulder.

         She peeked again. It was Nikos, his cap turned backwards on his head, a look of concern on his face. Mary-Kate was getting smaller and smaller amounts of air into her lungs.

         ‘You must slow down your breaths,’ said Nikos, very calmly. ‘Slow.’

         He breathed in very slowly and whooshed out such a huge amount of air that Mary-Kate was almost jealous of it.

         She followed his instructions and managed a teaspoon and a half of air.

         ‘Again,’ he instructed. A huge breath. It was a wonder there was any air left in the world. She copied him, managing a little more this time.

         ‘Another,’ he said, pulling her fingers from her face.

         ‘Stress ball,’ she squeaked. ‘Backpack. Please.’

         Mary-Kate felt him fumble inside her backpack until he found the ball. She squeezed it.

         In the air went. Squeeze. Out it whooshed slowly. Squeeze. 66

         She squeezed Europe, then America, then Asia.

         Gradually, one breath after another, she was able to breathe normally again.

         ‘You are scared of tall things?’ Nikos asked.

         ‘I didn’t think I was,’ she whispered. ‘I think it’s more …’

         How to explain it?

         ‘Well, it seems quite dangerous up here, and getting to the top happened suddenly and the bike is the wrong colour. And there’s a seagull. And I don’t know how to get down.’

         There, she’d said it.

         ‘Let’s not think about it,’ said Nikos, pleasantly. ‘I will show you where the hydra attacks took place.’

         ‘I don’t think I can look,’ said Mary-Kate and she continued to train her eyes on the stress ball. To waste such a good view made her feel the type of sadness that stings your cheeks.

         But Nikos had an idea.

         ‘Have you got the map my yiayia sent?’ he asked.

         ‘Yiayia?’ 67

         ‘Yiayia is the Greek word for grandmother,’ he said.

         It was a wonderful word, yellow-sounding, sunshiny. It made Mary-Kate feel slightly better.

         ‘Yes, I have it,’ she said, taking off her backpack and retrieving the map.

         Nikos’s idea was very simple. He would sit with Mary-Kate and look at the map. He would explain and point out the locations of the attacks on the map. Then they would stand and he would point out the location in front of them. Mary-Kate wouldn’t have to take in everything, just one small part.

         Mary-Kate liked maps. Maps helped. Maps made her feel good in the same way that unused colouring pencils nestled in a tin did, or brand new sparkly red shoes fitting perfectly in a shoebox.

         She unfolded the map of Galinios.

         The most recent attacks were on the red-hulled pedal boats. Mary-Kate took a scarlet glitter pen from the plastic case and drew a neat ‘X’ on the map 68where Nikos pointed. The pedal boats had been destroyed in the early hours of last Saturday morning.

         ‘Yes, Yiayia says it was ΔϒΟ,’ said Nikos sadly. He motioned for Mary-Kate to stand. ‘Ready? Don’t look at anything else except where I point, please.’

         Mary-Kate followed Nikos’s finger down to the tranquil bay below. That was where she’d seen the pedal boats. She sat down with a whoosh of breath. It had worked.

         ‘Exactly a week before, the Island Hopper ferry was attacked,’ he said, tracing his finger further around the map. ‘It was here at Omorfia Bay. Fortunately, it was at night while it was moored. Yiayia said the hydra bit a hole in the hull. It sank right here.’

         Mary-Kate drew another scarlet ‘X’ where Nikos’s finger rested. They stood again and Nikos pointed to the north, to a place where buildings clumped on the side of cliffs like oysters on rocks. So far, so good. Mary-Kate sat once more. 69

         ‘A week before that, the jetty was badly damaged at Halcyon Bay. Two pylons were smashed and half the jetty fell into the sea. Again, people heard the crash in the early hours of Saturday morning.’

         This hydra is strong, thought Mary-Kate and her hand shook slightly as she marked another ‘X’ on the map. They stood up and Nikos pointed in the direction of Halcyon Bay. It was even further to the north and all Mary-Kate could see were cliffs, but she got the idea. She stole a glimpse of the sea there, twinkling in the distance. It didn’t seem to bring back her fear, which made her glad. Nevertheless, she sat.

         ‘Finally, the very first thing that was attacked was Mr Pavlovakos’s houseboat. That was a while before the jetty. He’s an artist and his houseboat was painted in marvellous colours. It happened here.’ Nikos’s finger moved all the way to the top of the island and a remote cove.

         ‘What happened to his houseboat?’ asked Mary-Kate. 70

         ‘It was crunched to pieces.’

         ‘Was he on it?’ whispered Mary-Kate.

         ‘No, he was away at an exhibition in Athens. When he returned, he found his home in pieces on the sand. It was a very well-known boat, painted all over with fish.’

         Mary-Kate added the final cross to the little cove and then stood with Nikos. They walked several metres to where he could point across the island to the far side. Mary-Kate couldn’t see the cove, only the general direction. This time she took in a larger glance. To her right she noticed smoke billowing up over the far eastern edge of the island.

         ‘What’s that?’

         ‘The Kyrios Famous Sardines Processing Plant,’ said Nikos, his eyes narrowing.

         They went back to sit near their bicycles and Mary-Kate examined the map again. She was feeling better now. She’d taken several larger glimpses of her surrounds from the top of that small mountain and could still breathe normally. 71Nikos’s plan had succeeded.

         She looked at the compass rose on the map. The Kyrios Famous Sardines Processing Plant was in the east and the first incident had occurred north of it on the top of the island. That part of the island bulged outwards and didn’t seem to have any towns. She placed her finger over the cove and marked a figure ‘1’ near the cross. She continued around the island to the site of each incident, marking the order in which they had occurred. The sea monster had struck further and further around the circumference of the island of Galinios each time, moving towards the west.

         ‘How can we find out what it means?’ she said, almost to herself, moving her finger around the island. The more she knew about the Two-Headed Hydra, the better her chances of solving the mystery of its behaviour change. She felt that she had two problems to solve – which seemed fitting, suddenly, seeing that the Two-Headed Hydra had two heads. 72

         Two mysteries.

         And two mysteries requires two lists of questions.

         She looked at Nikos, who was watching her, waiting.

         And maybe two people to solve the mysteries, Mary-Kate thought.

         ‘Thanks for helping me with …’ Mary-Kate started then trailed off, feeling embarrassed. ‘I didn’t know that would happen.’

         Nikos waved off her thanks.

         ‘I was wondering,’ continued Mary-Kate. ‘If maybe … well … I know this is an island tour, but could we also solve some mysteries on the way?’

         Nikos didn’t say anything at first. It made Mary-Kate’s stomach sink.

         Then he nodded solemnly.

         ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Please. This will be Nikos’s and Mary-Kate’s Mystery-Solving Island Tour today. For no extra cost.’

         This made Mary-Kate smile for the first time in hours. 73

         ‘Now, I just have to work out how to get down from this mountain,’ she said, tentatively.

         But Nikos also had an idea for that.
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            A monster hunter must always be open to various impromptu forms of transport. Professor Lavinia Lightfoot once rode a circus camel across the Yorkshire moors in search of an injured barghest, her yellow handbag on her shoulder.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Nikos informed Zeus of his plan. Zeus did not look happy. Zeus glared at Mary-Kate with a beady black eye as though to say there was only room for two on the bicycle. Nikos patted the white seat anyway.

         ‘I will stand up and pedal,’ he said.

         ‘Are you sure?’ asked Mary-Kate. The road they were going to take wound dangerously down the small mountain towards the next village, close to the edge of the cliffs.

         ‘You can keep your eyes closed if you like,’ said Nikos, kindly.

         ‘What about my bicycle though?’ asked Mary-Kate.

         ‘It will be safe here,’ he said. ‘I’ll pick it up later.’

         Mary-Kate sat on the bicycle seat, held onto Nikos’s waist and closed her eyes firmly. It is good to have a mystery-solving friend, she told herself. 76When they got to the bottom of the small mountain, she would take out her strawberry-scented notebook and they’d write down two lists of questions for the two mysteries they needed to solve. She thought about what colours she’d use to take her mind off the fact that the bicycle was moving in a very downwards feeling direction. She’d use a tranquil turquoise colour again for questions about the Two-Headed Hydra.

         The bicycle was going fast now. She opened one eye to see how fast.

         ‘Oh,’ said Mary-Kate. It was very fast.

         She’d use a very fiery wild colour for the question of why ΔϒΟ was attacking things. Cherry red, for instance.

         She opened one eye again. The world whipped past and it was filled with blue sea and bright sunshine. It whizzed by in a lovely blur and made Mary-Kate feel that she was flying, which wasn’t so bad. She opened her other eye. Nikos was tapping the brakes on his handlebars and laughing 77as they went. He made a loud whooping sound.

         ‘One day you will fly like this, Zeus,’ he said over the sound of the wind and whooped even louder.

         Zeus squawked loudly as though he agreed.

         And then, unexpectedly, Mary-Kate whooped as well.

         ‘Wooooooohooooooo,’ she shouted. If someone had told her yesterday that she’d be riding tandem on a dilapidated bicycle, with a boy and his seagull, down a dangerous small mountain, on their way to solve a mystery about a sea monster, she would have laughed at them. But here she was.

         And she was having fun.

         Until they rounded the last bend and right before them was a large silver truck blocking the road.
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         Nikos applied the brakes and then his sneaker to the road. The smell of burned rubber filled 78Mary-Kate’s nose. The bicycle skidded and ground to a halt centimetres from a tall blond man wearing a black T-shirt and black pants. The man was all muscle, his square jaw tense, his eyes hidden behind black reflective glasses. His arms were crossed over his large chest.

         ‘Hello, sir,’ said Nikos politely, or at least that’s all Mary-Kate could make out from the Greek he spoke. Nikos spoke for at least a minute, gesticulating to the area beyond the truck, and Mary-Kate assumed it was about where they needed to go.

         A small muscle twitched near the blond man’s right eye.

         Mary-Kate felt a shiver. This was not a friendly man. He wasn’t even pretending to be friendly.

         The unfriendly man said something very softly in English.

         ‘Get out of here, brats.’

         ‘I see,’ said Mary-Kate and she watched the muscle beside the sunglasses twitch again. She added, ‘Okay, thank you.’ 79

         They turned the bicycle and pushed it back up the road.

         ‘That was rude,’ she said under her breath.

         ‘And strange,’ said Nikos, as they neared the bend. ‘I think we should take a closer look at what they are doing.’

         ‘I agree,’ said Mary-Kate, searching for a vantage point. Also, she thought, if you are going to wear black pants with a black shirt it would help if you added a pop of colour at the waist, a gold belt for instance.

         Beside the road, on the seaside, there was a small verge before the hill fell away to cliffs and the ocean. A small dirt track twisted between several large boulders strewn among low bushes. ‘Maybe there,’ suggested Mary-Kate.

         ‘Come Zeus,’ said Nikos, scooping the seagull from the basket. They left the bicycle on the side of the road as they crept between the rocky outcrops until they could see the large silver truck blocking the road below. The tall blond man was now talking to another man. He had gingery hair and wore black 80as well. Mary-Kate could make out silver words in English on the side of the truck: LEGENDARY PEST CONTROL. There was a dragon’s head logo.

         ‘That’s very strange,’ said Mary-Kate.

         The men took black walkie-talkies from their pockets. Another ginger-haired man appeared from the brush that led to the waters. He carried a large empty net and to Mary-Kate’s surprise, he was assisted by a fair-haired boy. The boy from the Grand Galini! This boy, like the others, was clothed in black and had a walkie-talkie pressed to his ear. The rude blond man began to shout. Even from where Nikos and Mary-Kate crouched hidden they could hear him clearly.

         ‘We are running out of time! Our deadline is sundown tomorrow or we don’t get paid!’

         The others didn’t seem to have much to say about that. They piled into the truck as it rumbled to life. The truck growled up the hill, passing close to where they were hidden. Mary-Kate and Nikos both realised that they’d left the bicycle on the verge. 81The truck slowed. They stayed crouched, holding their breath, but it roared into a lower gear and began its steep climb up the hill.
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         As they coasted down to where the truck had been parked, Mary-Kate told Nikos that she’d seen the boy last night at the Grand Galini. 82

         ‘These are not people from Galinios,’ said Nikos. ‘They must have arrived on the big ferry, to the jetty near the sardine processing plant. That is the only place large vehicles can come ashore.’

         ‘What are they trying to catch with that large net?’ asked Mary-Kate as they moved towards the water’s edge. It was a place without buildings, a small stretch of rugged coast. The sea that met the rocks was deep and dark.

         ‘Do you think it’s the Two-Headed Hydra?’ She remembered the boy staring at the mosaic in the foyer of the Grand Galini.

         ‘I don’t know, but I don’t like these men,’ replied Nikos.

         Mary-Kate had an uneasy feeling in the pit of her stomach.

         ‘Let’s go somewhere and write down a list of what we have to do,’ she suggested. ‘I have a notebook and pens. The mystery-solving tour has to continue.’

         They were making their way through the grass to the bicycle when a scrap of paper caught Mary-Kate’s 83eye. It was a small business card covered in silver writing and with the dragon logo again. She noticed that the dragon was entrapped in a silver net. It looked very sad.
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         On the back of the card was a phone number.

         ‘Capture and disposal,’ said Mary-Kate softly. She put the card into the front pocket of her backpack. She remembered Mrs Beattie’s words in Woolington Well. There are those who hunt monsters to harm them and there are those who hunt monsters to help them.

         The mysteries they needed to solve had suddenly grown another head.
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            Mrs Sarah Kite, who famously saved a spectacular golden dragon trapped by the construction of a dam, always said, ‘When a monster hunter is unsure how to proceed, it is sometimes useful to stay calm, have a peppermint and jot down all the facts that are known so far.’

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         The next seaside village was smaller and quieter than the large, bustling Galini Harbour. They sat on a seat overlooking the ocean. The sun was high in the sky. Mary-Kate needed to think, and thinking involved her strawberry-scented notebook. She removed it from her backpack and took a deep breath.

         ‘Sometimes writing things down helps,’ she said, hoping Nikos wouldn’t laugh.

         Nikos didn’t. He was looking at the protractor and compass set that nestled pristine in its tin. Mary-Kate had removed the tin to get to the glitter pens, which had slipped to the bottom of the backpack.

         ‘This reminds me of my father,’ said Nikos, sadly, pointing at the tin. ‘He moved to Athens not long ago. My mother too. My brother Georgios and I are staying with my yiayia until they can come back. 86They are teachers. My father teaches maths and my mother teaches history. I miss them.’

         Mary-Kate knew what it felt like to miss someone.

         ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘Why did they have to go?’

         ‘Because there are not so many fish anymore,’ said Nikos.

         This seemed strange. Mary-Kate didn’t see how fish had anything to do with teaching maths or history. Nikos, noticing her confused expression, explained.

         ‘On Galinios there were once many fishing families and they supplied fish to the Kyrios sardine processing plant. This was the little Kyrios factory that belonged to old Mr Kyrios. My big brother Georgios told me there was only one building then, not three. And Mr Kyrios’s sardines were in jars. When he died, three years ago, he left the factory to the people of Galinios. Then Katarina Kyrios turned up.’

         ‘Was she his daughter?’

         ‘Not even! A distant relative. She was in the 87movies, they said. Famous! That’s why she changed the name to Famous Sardines. Yiayia says she was never in any movie pictures worth watching. Katarina Kyrios went to the fanciest lawyers and fought to have the sardine processing plant given to her. She had never even been to Galinios before. She brought her money and builders and a giant new boat with massive mechanical nets. She said all the fishing families could come and work for her. They could fish from her big boat or work in her plant, which each year got bigger and bigger.’

         Mary-Kate listened, feeling sad, yet still not understanding how this related to teachers.

         ‘First those little fishing families stayed and tried to fish. They fished the way they had always fished. Georgios said they caught the right-sized fish and the right-coloured fish and they gave back what was important to the sea. But Katarina purchased another big fishing boat and then another still. And then she had the whole eastern side of the island declared a commercial fishing zone for her 88boats only! Soon there were fewer and fewer fish for the other small fishing families to catch. Those that did not take the offer of working for her went to other islands. The island school had one hundred children and then suddenly it had only half that.’

         Mary-Kate nodded.

         Sweet-smelling, elegant and famous Katarina Kyrios had changed the island in many ways. What was served at the Grand Galini, for instance, what jobs people had and even what fish were in the sea.

         The small beginning of a theory flickered in Mary-Kate’s mind and then disappeared. She shook her head and opened her notebook. She chose an emerald glitter pen because the sea where they sat was green and so clear they could see the sand below.

         ‘We have three mysteries,’ she said, firmly. ‘So, we need three columns.’

         She wished she could use the ruler in her lucky compass and protractor set to rule three neat lines. But that would mean opening the pristine tin and perhaps risk losing some of its luckiness. 89She decided to draw the columns very carefully, without a ruler.

         ‘First mystery: What is the Two-Headed Hydra?’ She wrote this down. ‘I know that’s only really a mystery to me. I need to find out everything there is to know about this creature.’

         Nikos nodded.

         ‘Second mystery: Why has ΔϒΟ started attacking things?’ he added.

         ‘Exactly,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘And the third mystery: Who is Legendary Pest Control and what are they trying to catch?’

         She looked at the columns with satisfaction. Now they needed to be filled with what was known so far and any questions that arose.

         She made a sub-heading in the first column.

         ​FACTS ABOUT THE HYDRA

         ‘What can you tell me about this creature, Nikos?’ she asked.

         ‘Her name is ΔϒΟ and she has only two heads. She is a large, gentle creature,’ said Nikos. 90

         Mary-Kate knew that even though her next question was difficult, she had to ask it.

         ‘Nikos, is the hydra just a myth?’

         Nikos jumped up from the bench.

         ‘Yiayia and Georgios say that nowadays many think that ΔϒΟ is nothing more than a story. This is not true,’ he said, passionately. ‘Many people have been lucky enough to catch a glimpse of her sparkling beneath the water at night. She is said to live somewhere in the sea caves near the cliffs on the eastern side of the island, close to Eirene Bay. There are many, many caves there. Since ancient times ΔϒΟ has never caused any trouble. Only now …’

         Mary-Kate jotted down these points.

         ‘What about the Custodian?’ she asked. ‘What does the Custodian do?’

         ‘The Custodian keeps the stories of the hydra alive. Yiayia is always trying to teach people about the hydra. She visits the school and puts up flyers and writes letters to newspapers. She is helped by my brother Georgios. He writes the community 91island newspaper called Georgios’s Galinios Gazette with the help of the librarian Mr Alexandrakos. Georgios is going to be a journalist one day. Yiayia is always cleaning the seashores and writing letters to the government about the sea being sick. The only time off she has is on Friday night when she goes out in her little boat to spend the night at sea, in the hope that she might catch another glimpse of ΔϒΟ. She hasn’t been going recently, though. Georgios has gone in her place. Yiayia hasn’t been well enough …’ His voice trailed off, and a troubled expression crossed his face. ‘She’s given him the Custodian’s bracelet. It makes sense, though. One day Georgios will be the Custodian.’

         He looked out to sea, biting his bottom lip.

         ‘Maybe you’ll be a Custodian too?’ said Mary-Kate, hopefully.

         ‘I have never seen ΔϒΟ,’ said Nikos, despondently. ‘There has never been a Custodian who hasn’t had at least a glimpse of her. I have never seen ΔϒΟ, so how can I even hope to be the Custodian? 92And Georgios always says it will be him.’

         ‘Maybe you will,’ suggested Mary-Kate. Nikos smiled sadly.

         ‘So, could your yiayia tell us even more facts about the hydra?’ suggested Mary-Kate.

         ‘Many more.’

         ‘Could we meet her?’ she asked.

         He smiled. ‘Yes, Nikos’s Mystery-Solving Island Tour always has a lunch stop at Eva Nikolaou’s villa.’

         ‘Great,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘Now for Column Two.’ She changed her pen to scarlet glitter.

         ​WHY HAS ΔYO STARTED ATTACKING THINGS?

         Mary-Kate felt worried instantly. Attacking made the hydra sound wild and ferocious. She pictured the golden teeth in the Grand Galini mosaic and felt the skin on her arms prickle.

         La-la-la, she said silently to herself as she unfolded the map. Nikos twisted his cap backwards and lay down on his belly on the bench so he could watch Mary-Kate writing. Mary-Kate transcribed 93the numbered incidents, leaving spaces in-between for more information.

         	Mr Pavlovakos’s very colourful houseboat destroyed

            	Jetty damaged at Halcyon Bay – two pylons smashed

            	The Island Hopper ferry with a hole in its hull

            	The pedal boats at Galini Harbour smashed to pieces

         
She stared at the list. These were big things, which meant the Two-Headed Hydra must be even bigger.

         La-la-la.

         ‘How could we find out more information about the … incidents?’ she asked. She liked that word better than terrorising and attacking. ‘The exact dates, for example, or the times? Maybe photographs?’

         Nikos closed his eyes to think. He jiggled his left leg and then gasped. ‘I know!’ he cried. ‘Georgios’s Galinios Gazette! He wrote new stories about the incidents. My yiayia keeps copies on her computer.’ 94

         ‘Brilliant!’

         They looked at the third column. For some reason Mary-Kate thought this seemed even more frightening than thinking about a monster that smashed pedal boats to smithereens. Just the thought of that black-clad crew on a mission to catch and dispose …

         Mary-Kate chose her heading for this column: Questions About Legendary Pest Control

         ‘What do they want to catch in their net?’ suggested Nikos.

         Mary-Kate wrote that down.

         ‘Who hired them?’ she said. ‘How are they going to dispose of whatever they catch?’

         The green sea lapped gently at the shore and Mary-Kate felt her cheeks burning in the sun. She patted the star-shaped medal and the chewing gum packet in her pocket.

         ‘And how are we going to stop them?’ she added.95
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            A monster hunter must ensure that they remain adequately hydrated and fed on every mission, large or small. During crucial moments of rescue or release, falling blood sugar may be fatal. Professor Lavinia Lightfoot famously carried digestive biscuits in her handbag, and it was said she ate several on her way to save a Mongolian manticore.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Mary-Kate wasn’t sure which column they should tackle first, so she was secretly glad when Nikos suggested they have the Mystery-Solving Island Tour lunch stop.

         Mary-Kate had been so absorbed with her lists that she hadn’t realised how hungry or thirsty she was. Also, visiting a grandmother seemed much safer than thinking about sea monsters that smashed things, or monster hunters who harmed. Mary-Kate thought of her own granny, who was always kind and gave hugs with just the right amount of gentle squeeze. Even better, Nikos informed Mary-Kate that his grandmother didn’t live far away or at the top of the mountain. She lived right there in that small, quiet bay. He pointed to one of the few white villas perched above the beach.

         ‘That’s her waving right there!’ he said. 98

         In Mary-Kate’s mind a Custodian would wear some sort of robe and maybe a special necklace, yet when they arrived at Nikos’s villa, Yiayia Eva was wearing plain gardening clothes and sneakers. She did, however, have a sparkling blue bead bracelet on her wrist.

         Yiayia Eva grabbed Nikos and kissed him multiple times.

         ‘My beautiful boy,’ she said, laughing, holding his face. ‘You have brought her here.’

         ‘This is Mary-Kate,’ said Nikos, glowing with embarrassment.

         ‘Hello, Mary-Kate,’ said Yiayia Eva, bowing her head and thankfully not grabbing and kissing her. ‘We are so glad you and your mother are here.’

         ‘Oh,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I’m glad we’re here, too.’ She felt awkward, then, because she was no good at small talk.

         Yiayia Eva didn’t seem to notice, though. She scooped Zeus out of his basket and kissed him, too. She examined his wing. ‘Did he fly yet, Nikos? 99His wing looks perfectly mended,’ she said.

         ‘Not yet,’ said Nikos. ‘I think he’s just lazy.’

         ‘I think so too! Come now, I have food ready for you both,’ she said, leading them into the shady villa, which was a relief from the sun. They followed her into a large kitchen where a sea breeze blew through the open windows and a wooden table was laden with food. She placed Zeus on the windowsill and gave him a plate containing bite-sized pieces of fish.

         The table was covered in bread and olives and fruit and cheese and small round pastries that smelled like honey. Mary-Kate took a piece of bread.

         ‘You should try the loukoumades, they’re our Greek doughnuts,’ said Nikos, pointing to the dessert while speaking through a mouthful of apricot.

         Yiayia Eva was pouring them a cool drink and watched as Mary-Kate took a bite of the round pastries dripping in sticky syrup. She laughed when Mary-Kate gasped.

         ‘Honey and sunshine,’ said Yiayia Eva.

         She had bright, dark eyes like her grandson and 100her skin was tanned from the sun. There was a kindness to her features and Mary-Kate felt relaxed, almost drowsy.

         ‘You are tired from your tour?’ asked Yiayia Eva.

         ‘Well,’ Mary-Kate started. How to explain it? The hill. The truck. The three columns. She took another bite of the fried doughnut dessert, which was possibly the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted. Maybe it was better to ask some questions.

         ‘Can I ask you about the Two-Headed Hydra, please? And about being a Custodian?’

         ‘And can we borrow your computer to look at Georgios’s Galinios Gazette?’ asked Nikos as Mary-Kate took out her notebook.

         ‘Why do you need to look at that?’ said a voice and Mary-Kate turned quickly in her chair.

         A lanky dark-haired teenager had entered the kitchen.

         ‘Georgios,’ cried Nikos. ‘This is Mary-Kate. We are trying to solve the mystery of why ΔϒΟ is behaving strangely.’ 101

         Georgios had a serious face. His dark eyes blazed behind tendrils of tangled black hair. He raised a hand in greeting to Mary-Kate and nodded.

         ‘We have a notebook and we are going to look at your gazette for photos and dates,’ continued Nikos.

         Georgios frowned but then a smile broke out on his face. He ruffled Nikos’s hair.

         ‘There is no mystery to solve,’ said Georgios, laughing. ‘The hydra is behaving badly because she has been forgotten. When she is remembered by all the people on the island and beyond, when the people treat the sea the way they used to, then maybe she will stop attacking things.’

         Mary-Kate saw tears glistening in Yiayia Eva’s eyes. She didn’t look so certain.

         ‘I hope now that your mother is here, Mary-Kate, we will discover something from the new antiquity. If we know where to find ΔϒΟ, perhaps we will be able to help her,’ she said softly. ‘Shall I tell you the story of the hydra and the first Custodian, Mary-Kate?’ 102

         Georgios took a seat at the table.

         ‘It was when the gods lived on Olympus and the sea was filled with monsters and magical creatures,’ Yiayia Eva began. ‘It is a story of great cruelty and great courage. And of how the sea became so tranquil here.’

         Mary-Kate wondered what colour glitter pen to choose for all that. She settled on purple because purple sometimes made her think of long, long ago.

         ‘In those days, the seas were treacherous. There were sea monsters lurking everywhere, waiting for sailors. Many a fisherman went to sea and never returned. The most feared monsters of all were the dreaded hydras. They were terrible, many-headed creatures; ferocious, fearsome.’

         The sunlight streaming through the windows played on Yiayia Eva’s blue glass bead bracelet, sending sparkling light across the table.

         ‘One such hydra lived in these seas and her name was Greata. Greata had many offspring, all of them huge, all of them horrible. But instead 103of the usual nine or eleven heads, her last offspring had only two.’
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         ‘Oh,’ said Mary-Kate and she quickly switched pens to turquoise. ‘ΔϒΟ?’

         ‘Yes. Our very own. Now, Greata didn’t like this. She was the most fearsome monster in the 104Dodecanese, and she could not tolerate such a weakling. She called her children to set upon this hydra and destroy her.’

         ‘They did as they were told,’ said Nikos, sadly.

         ‘We will spare you the terrible details,’ said Georgios.

         ‘Thank you,’ said Mary-Kate, although it didn’t really help. She still pictured it.

         ‘They killed the Two-Headed Hydra,’ said Yiayia Eva. ‘Or at least they thought they did. The body of ΔϒΟ washed up on this very island, near the great cliffs, on a beach that is now called Eirene Bay. And inside the hydra there was still a flicker of life.’

         Mary-Kate felt like cheering. Zeus, sitting on the windowsill, squawked loudly as though he was pleased too.

         ‘On Galinios, long ago, there was also a young mortal girl named Eirene,’ continued Yiayia Eva. ‘She was the youngest of three daughters born to a poor fisherman and his wife. Those three daughters 105toiled each day, dragging nets, hauling the catch ashore. Every moment that Eirene had free, she wandered on the island playing her floghera.’

         ‘Is she the girl from the statue in the harbour?’ asked Mary-Kate, excitedly.

         ‘The very same. Everywhere that Eirene went, the melody of that instrument could be heard. And it was Eirene who found ΔϒΟ lying injured on that beach.’

         ‘Did she help the hydra?’

         ‘She did. She laid her head upon the creature’s great body and listened to its thready heartbeat. She poured seawater over ΔϒΟ. She saw to her many wounds. On one head both eyes had been badly damaged; one fin was torn to shreds; great wounds covered her body.’

         ‘That’s why in the mosaic at the Grand Galini one head has golden eyes and one head has darkened eyes,’ cried Mary-Kate.

         ‘Indeed. You are very observant, Mary-Kate,’ continued Yiayia Eva. ‘Eirene stayed beside ΔϒΟ for days and nights. She played her soothing 106music until one day the magnificent creature opened her eyes.’

         Nikos smiled at Mary-Kate across the table as he stuffed another honey doughnut in his mouth.

         ‘The mortals of the island were terrified to learn that one of their own was tending to a monster on the far side of the island. Surely it would only bring more calamities to their fishermen and sailors. They armed themselves and made their way to where the weakened creature lay. Eirene stood before ΔϒΟ and refused to move. Then suddenly the ocean grew silvery and the waves tumbled wildly.’

         Yiayia Eva raised her hands in the air. Her blue bracelet flashed and glittered.

         ‘There was a tumult of light and sea spray and then before them stood Thalassa, ancient goddess of the sea.’

         Mary-Kate changed to a bright yellow glitter pen because this seemed a very important moment.

         ‘“Put down your puny spears!” Thalassa demanded. “The daughter of this island deserves your praise, 107not your punishment. She has tended to one of the sea’s creatures with such care that she will be forever remembered. This Two-Headed Hydra shall remain here in her care. This mortal named Eirene shall be the Custodian of the Two-Headed Hydra and the seas it lives in. In return for the kindness Eirene has shown this creature, these waters shall forever remain tranquil and calm and filled with life.”’

         That’s why it’s called Galinios, thought Mary-Kate, all because of Eirene and ΔϒΟ.

         ‘Thalassa made the sea surge deep beneath the island cliffs and carve out the sea caves on the eastern side. With a twitch of her fingers, Thalassa made a little sailing boat and Eirene, floghera in hand, took a seat inside it. As the islanders watched on, Eirene coaxed ΔϒΟ into the sea by playing her instrument and showed the way to her new home.

         ‘Eirene was the first Custodian and you will see her drawn on many objects of antiquity. I am the Custodian now, Mary-Kate, and I am worried for ΔϒΟ,’ said Yiayia Eva, her eyes filling with 108tears again. ‘The sea is sick. I fear ΔϒΟ is sick, too. No matter how much I try to make people remember ΔϒΟ, they just aren’t interested anymore. They have forgotten. And I am worried that something bad has happened to her. Why else would she be so angry?’

         She put her head in her hands. Georgios stood up to pat his grandmother gently on the back.

         ‘They’ll remember,’ said Georgios. ‘My news stories are being picked up across the islands.’

         Yiayia Eva nodded.

         ‘I’m sure we can find out what’s happened,’ said Mary-Kate reassuringly, even though she’d never felt less sure of anything. All she had was a strawberry-scented notebook with three neatly ruled columns and more questions than answers.

         ‘I promise,’ she added, even though Georgios looked at her like she was nothing more than a little girl.
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         109After lunch, bellies full, Yiayia Eva logged into Georgios’s Galinios Gazette. Georgios had laughed at Nikos’s mystery-solving plans once more before loping from the kitchen. The newsletter was crammed with information and photos. There were tide charts, ferry timetables, sunset and sunrise times. There was information on additions to cafe menus. The page was published each week on a Sunday evening at five.

         ‘It’s Friday lunchtime right now so we have to go back to last Sunday to get the news, right?’ asked Mary-Kate.

         ‘That’s correct,’ said Yiayia Eva, ‘but Georgios also has Emergency Posts when important things happen.’

         She clicked on the top-right of the screen, where an image of a siren flashed, captioned with words that Mary-Kate did not understand.

         ‘Breaking news,’ explained Nikos.

         A new browser window sprang to life with a photo of the shattered red pedal boats.

         ‘The destroyed pedal boats and the ferry sinking 110were reported in the other newspapers too. Look here,’ said Yiayia Eva. ‘News of ΔϒΟ’s attacks has spread across the islands from Georgios’s reports.’

         When she pointed with her cursor to the links to other headlines, Mary-Kate noticed the woman’s hands were shaking on the mouse.

         Nikos began to translate.

         ‘The headline says, “Tranquil no more”. Then it says, “Sometime between the hours of midnight and five on Saturday morning, the pedal boats moored in shallow water at Galinios’s main harbour were destroyed.”’

         Mary-Kate clicked on another headline. This article was in English: TROUBLE IN PARADISE. This article interviewed Yiayia Eva and Katarina Kyrios.

         
            ‘The last thing we need is something that damages industry and tourism on our beautiful island,’ Ms Kyrios said. 111

             ‘These incidents tell us that we have forgotten our beloved ΔϒΟ. We need to look after the waters around the island, the coral, the fish, the seabirds or our ΔϒΟ will be destroyed. We need people to remember ΔϒΟ,’ Eva Nikolaou commented.

         

         Nikos clicked his way through the headlines. A week before, it was the crimson-hulled Island Hopper. It had sunk in the early hours of Saturday morning where it was moored off Omorfia Bay jetty, and was found to have a large hole in its hull. A week before that it was the damaged jetty. Nikos showed a photo of a small picturesque beach, houses clinging to the hills above, and a small red and white jetty lying in disarray. Two of the large red pylons were missing, and the end of the jetty had toppled into the sea. 112

         Mary-Kate closed her eyes. She had a fluttery feeling. A mixed-up, swirling, unsteady feeling. Was a theory about to arrive?

         She opened her eyes again.

         ‘Three incidents happened at sea, on a Saturday morning, all a week apart,’ she whispered almost to herself. ‘What about the houseboat?’

         ‘That happened a few weeks before the jetty,’ said Nikos. His finger moved on the mouse. He read from the text.

         ‘Sometime between Thursday and Sunday morning the houseboat belonging to local artist Mr Pavlovakos was damaged beyond recognition at secluded Eirene Bay. Mr Pavlovakos found his home lying in pieces on the sand. The decorative houseboat was one of the most recognisable watercraft on the island.’

         The photograph showed what was clearly an old image of the houseboat. It was brightly coloured, its long hull covered with a scene of the sea, decorated all over with red fish. Its deck and cabin were painted with a scene of the sky. 113

         ‘The sea again,’ said Mary-Kate, and paused. She closed her eyes and held her tummy. When she opened her eyes she saw Nikos was watching her anxiously.

         ‘It’s okay,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I think the beginning of a theory is forming. Always the sea. And three Saturdays, and one maybe-Saturday. It’s almost a pattern.’

         Still, they were missing something. Mary-Kate knew it.

         ‘The incidents started on the far side of the island and each time they move further to the west,’ she said, flicking back through the pages with the cursor. Houseboat, jetty, ferry, pedal boats. What are we not seeing?

         ‘Bingo!’ yelled Mary-Kate, and Nikos’s eyes widened.

         Of course, she knew what it was. How could she not have noticed?

         ‘Nikos,’ she cried, ‘it’s the sea and Saturdays and the colour RED!’
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            Locals most often have the most important information. When Lucas Kite lost his way in the deepest Chilean forest rescuing the El Culebrón, it was the villagers who ended up saving both him and the monster.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         The pedal boats had red hulls and so did the Island Hopper. The Halcyon Bay jetty pylons were red and so were the fish that were painted on the houseboat.

         ‘I’m not sure what it means yet,’ Mary-Kate said. ‘And maybe it’s a coincidence. But could it be that the Two-Headed Hydra doesn’t like red things?’

         To her surprise, Nikos grew very excited, jumping up and striding around the room.

         ‘No, no, no,’ he said, emphatically. ‘Perhaps the opposite! I have to show you something. It’s also red.’

         In the kitchen, Zeus was still sitting sleepily on the sunny windowsill. Nikos picked him up tenderly.

         ‘Mary-Kate has a theory forming.’

         Yiayia Eva seemed very happy with this development. She held Nikos’s face in her hands 116and kissed him on the forehead. Mary-Kate hoped she wasn’t about to be subjected to the same, even though she was grateful for the delicious desserts and the answered questions. Yiayia Eva took Mary-Kate by the shoulders instead.

         ‘We are very glad you are here,’ said Yiayia Eva again. ‘I’m sure you will help us find out why the hydra is behaving in this way. We are very lucky to have such people as yourself and Professor Martin.’

         ‘Thank you,’ said Mary-Kate, feeling heartened. She still wasn’t entirely sure how to help but she remembered she hadn’t known how to help the Woolington Wyrm in the beginning either. What she’d needed were questions and her strawberry-scented notebook, her sparkly pens and a friend.

         Yiayia Eva handed Mary-Kate a recyclable container filled to the top with loukoumades.

         ‘For your journey,’ she said.
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         117They arrived at their destination red-faced and panting. It was a ruin perched at the top of the hill behind Yiayia Eva’s village. It had once been a building with stone pillars, Mary-Kate could tell, because some of them were still standing. There was no longer any roof, though. Large pieces of stone lay jumbled on the ground where Nikos placed the seagull.

         Mary-Kate looked down at the small seaside village below and waited to see if she felt terrified. Nikos watched her carefully.

         ‘I think I’m fine.’ She smiled.

         ‘Wait here, Zeus,’ he said as the bird pecked at the ground.

         It’s a quiet place, calming, Mary-Kate thought as they climbed the several stone steps into the roofless temple. She gazed up at the pillars that stretched towards the blue sky.

         ‘This was a temple to Thalassa,’ said Nikos, ‘the goddess of the sea.’

         The stone floor beneath their feet had been 118smoothed by time. In some parts of the temple there were still some walls remaining, and these cast cool shadows. Mary-Kate ran her fingers over the stone.

         ‘The Thalassa from the story Yiayia Eva told?’

         ‘Yes, the same,’ said Nikos, ‘and once, within the walls of this temple, the myth she told was painted all over the walls. Now only small parts remain.’

         Nikos motioned for Mary-Kate to follow. He showed her a part of the wall where there was the faint image of a monster. Mary-Kate could just make out the faded outline of a many-headed hydra.

         ‘Greata?’ she whispered.

         ‘Yes,’ said Nikos, moving on.

         Many of the walls were blank but every so often, startlingly, a fragment of an image remained.

         ‘Here is Eirene,’ said Nikos, pointing to a faint fresco. Mary-Kate could make out the floghera in the figure’s hand.

         ‘What I want to show you is further down here,’ Nikos said, hurrying ahead. 119

         They turned a corner in the maze of crumbing walls and pillars and there before them was an astounding scene. A wall painted with an undersea vista, pale green water and the Two-Headed Hydra emerging from a cave. And most remarkable of all was a massive school of red fish stretching across the wall.

         ‘Red fish,’ said Mary-Kate softly.

         ‘Yes, I remembered the red fish are often drawn near ΔϒΟ,’ said Nikos. ‘Yiayia said it was customary for the fishers to throw back the crimson bonitos. They have done so for all of time. An offering to the hydra.’

         ‘I see,’ said Mary-Kate, examining the scene.

         Nikos shuffled his foot on the stone.

         ‘I know it probably means nothing,’ he said. ‘I was reminded of it when you said that thing about the colour red.’

         ‘No, it does mean something,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I’m sure it does, only I’m not sure what.’

         They moved back through the temple ruins and 120sat on the stone steps gazing down over the pretty seaside village. The sun was lower now. The sea a much deeper blue. The Mary-Kate and Nikos’s Mystery-Solving Island Tour had zipped by so fast. And what had they solved? Mary-Kate sighed. She took out her strawberry-scented notebook, her glitter pens and Yiayia Eva’s map. Maybe it would help if they reviewed where they’d visited so far. She placed a small neat tick near the statue of Eirene, the Grand Galini and the Thalassa ruins.

         ‘I know a lot more about the Two-Headed Hydra,’ she said. ‘I like the story of Eirene. And now I know that fishermen always gave red fish as offerings. And suddenly ΔϒΟ has started wrecking red things. Big red things. That definitely aren’t fish.’

         ‘And the incidents are occurring in a westerly direction,’ Nikos reminded her, his finger moving around the island.

         ‘And Legendary Pest Control wants to get rid of something very large on the island, which might be ΔϒΟ.’ 121

         There were two more antiquities marked on the map. One was back in Galini Harbour, although Mary-Kate couldn’t tell what the street was. And the other was marked at the sardine processing plant.

         ‘This is a special urn kept at the library,’ said Nikos, helpfully, pointing at the first cross.

         ‘And this, I suppose, is the new floor that has been uncovered at the factory?’ She pointed to the sardine processing plant. ‘That Yiayia Eva wants to know about. Didn’t the letter say your brother worked there? What did he see?’

         ‘Yes, he got a job for the summer at the construction site carrying bricks. When they started digging they realised there was an ancient floor beneath, and on that floor they could see part of the hydra. Katarina Kyrios was very angry at the disruption to her building. She locked everyone out of the site, including my brother. Yiayia was very excited though because there had long been a story that there was one lost antiquity that would tell us exactly where the entrance to ΔϒΟ’s cave is.’ 122

         ‘I hope my mother has uncovered something today,’ said Mary-Kate. Just thinking of a new important clue made her heart beat faster.

         Nikos seemed lost in thought. Zeus hopped the short distance to nestle beside him, as though sensing something was wrong.

         ‘What’s the matter?’ asked Mary-Kate.

         ‘I think I might have …’ He trailed off, looked up at the sky. ‘No, it doesn’t matter.’

         ‘You look like you have an idea.’

         ‘Well, I’m not sure, I think …’ He stopped again. ‘No, it probably doesn’t make sense.’

         Mary-Kate thought she was the only one who felt worried to explain an idea in case it was wrong.

         ‘Any little thing might help.’

         ‘I think I might have a hypothesis,’ said Nikos, his cheeks turning red.

         ‘A hypothesis,’ repeated Mary-Kate. She hadn’t been expecting that. A hypothesis was a theory. ‘What is it?’

         ‘The answer requires some maths,’ said Nikos. 123‘Remember I told you my father was a maths teacher? I am very good at maths and something about this map and what you have been saying, and before when I saw your compass and protractor, now it has made me think of … a hypothesis.’

         Mary-Kate liked the word hypothesis. It sounded sturdy and reliable. It made her feel better. It was good to be in the late sunshine, with a boy who had a hypothesis and a seagull nestled beside him. She smiled to encourage Nikos.

         ‘Only I think what I need is a ruler and compass to see if I am correct,’ he added.

         That made Mary-Kate feel less good.

         She knew he meant her lucky compass and protractor. Her compass and protractor sat, untouched, in the tin box. Lucky things couldn’t just be handed away or opened up and touched all over.

         Yet … she remembered her lucky international coin collection that had contained coins but now contained brown Woolington Wyrm slime. She nodded and opened her backpack and 124searched under the container of loukoumades. The sea breeze rustled the long grass and ruffled Zeus’s feathers as it blew through the ruins behind them.

         She handed over the tin solemnly.

         ‘Do you have a lead pencil?’ Nikos asked.

         Mary-Kate didn’t. She passed him her silver glitter pen because it was the closest.

         Nikos went to work, drawing lines between the incident sites and then adding figures for the measurements. He then drew circles using the compass, using the point at the site of the incident and drawing the circle through the next incident.

         ‘They are all a similar distance apart.’ He pointed to the concentric circles spreading out from the first incident, which was the destruction of Mr Pavlovakos’s houseboat. ‘Usually a ripple is made by something being thrown in the water, right? Like a stone into a pond?’

         ‘Yes,’ agreed Mary-Kate, but she still didn’t understand. 125

         ‘So what was thrown in the water?’ asked Nikos. ‘And where is the centre?’

         Mary-Kate bit her bottom lip.

         Nikos pointed to Katarina Kyrios’s Famous Sardines Processing Plant.

         Mary-Kate gasped. ‘The centre?’

         ‘Yes,’ said Nikos. ‘The sardine plant is the epicentre. That is my hypothesis. Something is thrown in from the plant and it is drifting further and further away from the factory. I guess on the ocean current. And maybe …’ He seemed to run out of steam.

         Mary-Kate thought of Katarina Kyrios. She thought of her glamorous red-lipsticked smile and cloud of perfume that made her feel dizzy. She thought of the sardine tin at breakfast. One hundred per cent environmentally friendly.

         ‘What could be thrown in and how does it make those incidents happen?’

         ‘I don’t know,’ said Nikos emphatically. ‘But I am certain it has something to do with Katarina Kyrios’s sardine processing plant.’ 126
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         Nikos and Mary-Kate were staring at the ‘X’ that marked the sardine processing plant when her phone tweeted twice inside her backpack. Professor Martin was calling.

         ‘Hello, darling! What a day! Where are you?’ said Mary-Kate’s mother as Mary-Kate switched the phone to speaker mode.

         ‘I’m with Nikos at some ruins,’ said Mary-Kate, looking out at the beautiful view.

         ‘Hello, Nikos! I’m terribly sorry, can we come and retrieve you? Katarina wants to take us to early dinner at the Grand Galini. Perhaps the tour could continue tomorrow?’

         Dinner with Katarina Kyrios at the Grand Galini. The air was instantly squeezed from Mary-Kate’s chest. She could already feel her words disappearing from her mouth. She wouldn’t have a clue what to talk about at dinner with elegant, dazzling Katarina. 127

         ‘Make your way down to the beach and we’ll pick you up from there,’ said Professor Martin.

         Mary-Kate agreed and pushed the red button to hang up.

         ‘If you have dinner with Katarina Kyrios, maybe you can find out some information from her?’ suggested Nikos.

         ‘I suppose,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘Although I’m not sure how to ask. I can’t just say excuse me Ms Kyrios, are you putting something in the water at your plant that is somehow making a sea monster attack big red things?’

         That made Nikos smile.

         ‘Do you think we could turn this into a two-day mystery-solving island tour?’ Mary-Kate asked.

         Nikos’s grin grew even bigger.

         ‘Of course,’ he said. ‘For no extra cost.’
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            As a young boy, Sir Reginald Wavell once spent a summer with renowned monster hunter Jiang Zhou tracking the Xueren. She taught him the importance of paying attention to the most minuscule of details.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         T he shining black jeep pulled up to the kerb. Professor Martin sat in the passenger seat looking uncharacteristically frazzled, while Katarina sashayed from the driver’s seat to open the rear door for Mary-Kate.

         ‘A seagull,’ said Katarina, looking at Zeus where Nikos held him against his chest. ‘How sweet.’

         Zeus set about squawking like a car alarm. Katarina kept smiling.

         ‘See you tomorrow morning, Nikos,’ said Mary-Kate.

         Nikos waved as Katarina whizzed them away up the small mountain that had caused Mary-Kate such troubles in the morning. She longed to tell the Prof about it. Katarina was pointing out landmarks though: things that she loved about the island, beauty spots, places she’d love to improve. 130Then she whizzed them downhill again.

         ‘Did you have a fun day exploring, Mary-Kate?’ asked Katarina.

         ‘Yes,’ squeaked Mary-Kate. She thought of her notebook in her backpack and the three mysteries in straight columns. Sometimes Saturdays. The sea. Red things. And worst of all, the idea that somehow, some way, the Kyrios Famous Sardines Processing Plant was at the centre of it all.

         ‘Here we are,’ said Katarina, when they pulled up before the Grand Galini. ‘Would you like a few minutes to freshen up, perhaps? I will have drinks awaiting you. What would you like, Professor Martin?’

         ‘A nice cup of tea, thank you,’ said Professor Martin, ‘and one for Mary-Kate too.’

         Professor Martin and Mary-Kate made their way up the front steps, exchanging glances.

         ‘I’ve so much to tell you, Prof,’ whispered Mary-Kate.

         Professor Martin raised her eyebrows and said 131quietly, ‘Wait until we are upstairs.’

         Mary-Kate looked at the great mosaic as they passed through the foyer. There was ΔϒΟ, the Two-Headed Hydra, staring back at her. Her gold teeth glinted in the chandelier light and now Mary-Kate pictured the shattered pedal boats lying on the sand and the jetty pylons toppled into the sea.

         When the door to their hotel room was closed, Professor Martin let out a sigh of relief.

         ‘What a day!’ she said. ‘It was stalling and stonewalling from start to finish!’

         Mary-Kate’s mother, normally unflappable, closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

         ‘Did you get to see the mosaic?’ asked Mary-Kate.

         ‘I was taken to the dig site and there was heavy earth-moving equipment parked right on top of it and, worst of all, some boxes filled with explosives. Only part of the floor is visible. I’ve demanded I be allowed to start at sun-up tomorrow. Why was Katarina stalling? Tell me what you’ve discovered about the hydra so far, Mary-Kate.’ 132

         ‘Well,’ said Mary-Kate. Where to start? ‘It seems to be causing trouble mostly on Saturdays and always at sea. It’s attacking things that are red. These incidents are occurring further and further west each time in a circular pattern around the island. At the epicentre is the sardine processing plant.’

         ‘Do continue,’ said Professor Martin, looking very interested.

         ‘Also there is a myth about ΔϒΟ and a girl called Eirene.’

         ‘You have discovered so much, Mary-Kate,’ said Professor Martin.

         ‘Nikos helped a lot,’ said Mary-Kate.

         ‘Anything else?’

         Mary-Kate took a deep breath. She was about to tell the Prof about the Legendary Pest Control truck when there was a rapping at the door.

         ‘Concierge! Ms Kyrios awaits you in the dining room!’
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         133Katarina had somehow managed to change for dinner and looked more fabulous than before. She wore a red sequinned dress and her hair was piled high on her head with several tendrils floating over her pale bare shoulders. Her repainted lips were closing around an olive as Mary-Kate, with her backpack on her back, and Professor Martin, slightly dishevelled, entered the dining room.

         ‘Welcome!’ she said, leaping up and kissing them both even though they’d only just left her fifteen minutes before. Mary-Kate’s heartbeat quickened. She’d have to make small talk now. And not only would she have to make small talk, she’d have to pretend to make small talk while finding out things about the sardine processing plant. She’d never had to do that before.

         ‘Please sit,’ said Katarina. ‘I have ordered the feast. There is sure to be something you like.’

         Mary-Kate slipped her backpack under the table as a pot of tea and two cups were quickly placed in front of them. Katarina took a long sip of her drink. 134

         ‘The Grand Galini,’ she said, gesturing around the room. ‘I bought this place for next to nothing. It was a crumbling ruin. I would have gutted it if I had the chance but there are so many rules nowadays about heritage. The mosaic had to stay. Such an eyesore.’

         Professor Martin choked on her tea and spluttered.

         Katarina laughed gaily. ‘Of course I’m jesting, Professor Martin!’

         Mary-Kate felt relieved at that and saw her mother’s shoulders relax.

         While a large number of plates heaped with food were brought to the table, Mary-Kate sipped on her tea and regarded the packed dining room. Everywhere, people chattered and raised glasses to each other, enjoying the Grand Galini. Not one of them seemed to be aware of the mysteries of the island. The fact that the waters of Galinios were no longer tranquil. That a normally calm monster was terrorising.

         ‘Mary-Kate,’ said Professor Martin quietly, ‘make sure you eat something.’

         Katarina was reassuring Professor Martin that 135tomorrow she could spend as much time as possible at the dig site. The floor would not be valuable, she was sure. Images of the hydra were a dime a dozen on the island of Galinios after all.

         ‘They are literally everywhere!’ said Katarina in a cheerful tone. ‘No one remembers the ancient stories. Perhaps an old floor at my factory mightn’t mean much at all.’

         ‘This could well be a very important find,’ countered Professor Martin, pleasantly. ‘I’m afraid it might take more than one day. I will call for the local team in Athens if necessary.’

         ‘Of course, you are the expert,’ said Katarina.

         Now was the time. Mary-Kate steeled herself.

         ‘Excuse me, Ms Kyrios, can you tell me about the operations of your sardine processing plant?’ asked Mary-Kate. It was such a strange question, so out of the blue, that she cringed. She added, ‘I’m very interested in things like that.’

         Katarina stared at her, open-mouthed. She popped an olive in her mouth and smiled. 136

         ‘Well, you are a girl much like me, I believe! A budding young entrepreneur! Where should I start? I own three very large fishing vessels and they set off each night from the jetty at the plant. They fish in the deep strait to the east and, in the morning, they return laden with fish. The fish sparkle in the sun like silver.’

         ‘What kind of fish?’

         ‘Why, the sardines, of course,’ said Ms Kyrios. ‘Piled high. And then the process begins. But I remember now, you have tickets for a tour! You must come tomorrow and see how it works. Perhaps you would like to go into the fish business yourself one day?’

         ‘I’d like that,’ lied Mary-Kate. As casually as possible she said, ‘Do you ever put anything back in the sea?’

         Katarina’s smile faltered for a fraction of a second, like a light bulb flickering before returning to full wattage. She laughed heartily.

         ‘What on earth do you mean, darling girl?’ 137she said. ‘Oh, perhaps you are asking do we restock the ocean with more sardines? Do we farm the fish? No, never. Our fish are one hundred per cent wild. One hundred per cent environmentally friendly. Enough now of my fishing empire, tell me what you saw today of our beautiful island?’

         She stared intently at Mary-Kate, waiting.

         Mary-Kate mentioned she’d spent time by the sea at the next village and then had lunch at Nikos’s grandmother’s house.

         ‘Eva Nikolaou? Ah yes, the woman who says she is a Custodian of the sea monster stories,’ said Katarina. ‘Funny old-fashioned ways of the island. It has been very difficult to get used to.’

         Mary-Kate thought of Yiayia Eva’s sparkling eyes and her kind ways.

         An uncomfortable silence followed and Mary-Kate wished she could think of something to say. Fortunately, her mother was very good at small talk. The Prof asked why Ms Kyrios had changed careers from movies to sardines. 138

         Mary-Kate sank into her chair momentarily. Had she imagined what she’d seen in Katarina’s eyes when she mentioned something being put back into the sea at the plant? Perhaps. She glanced around the full dining room. Her eyes widened.

         There in the far corner of the room beside the fireplace were the men from the Legendary Pest Control truck. The tall blond man and his two ginger-headed accomplices were huddled around the table, shoulder to shoulder, looking very stern. And there with them was the boy, frowning. His pale blue eyes met Mary-Kate’s across the room.

         ‘Are you all right, dear?’ asked Professor Martin.

         ‘Y-y-yes,’ stammered Mary-Kate. She glanced back only to find the boy was still staring at her.

         She needed to think. Maybe there was something she could find out about them as well, now they were right here in the room.

         If only I were brave, she thought.

         Perhaps she could pretend to leave her backpack behind and use it as an excuse to return later 139and spy? Just thinking the word spy gave her terrible butterflies and made her throat feel tight.

         ‘I hope you don’t mind us not staying long, Ms Kyrios,’ said Professor Martin. ‘There is much to be done tomorrow and I think we both need a good night’s rest.’

         ‘Of course,’ said Katarina, pleasantly. She insisted on escorting them to the staircase and watching them climb.
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         ‘What does Granny always say? Sometimes it is best to sleep on it,’ said Professor Martin in the hotel room, getting ready for bed.

         ‘Oh no! I left my backpack downstairs,’ cried Mary-Kate.

         ‘Would you like me to go down to get it?’ asked Professor Martin.

         ‘No, I know exactly where I left it,’ said Mary-Kate, 140grabbing the hotel room key and hurrying to the door.

         She raced down the stairs two at a time, jumped the last three into the foyer and ran straight into a crowd of people. The Legendary Pest Control crew were standing with Katarina Kyrios, who had stopped speaking mid-sentence at the sight of Mary-Kate.

         ‘I forgot my backpack,’ Mary-Kate said, trying her hardest not to seem surprised to see them together. ‘It’s still in the dining room.’

         ‘Of course,’ said Katarina, her slack lipsticked mouth suddenly springing into a glamorous smile. ‘I was just showing these visitors the famous mosaic.’

         Mary-Kate nodded and raced towards the busy dining room. Behind her she heard Katarina laughing and wishing the Legendary Pest Control crew a good evening. By the time she returned to the foyer it was empty. She stood for several seconds staring at ΔϒΟ. Had she imagined Katarina’s initial stunned expression? Maybe she really was showing 141them the glittering mosaic. Why on earth would glamorous, elegant, sweet-smelling Ms Kyrios have anything to do with those capture and disposal people? What Mary-Kate did know was that she couldn’t wait to tell the Prof. She ran as fast as she could up the stairs, along the corridor, and unlocked the hotel room door and flung it open only to find her mother lying on her bed, still in her sensible tan clothes, snoring softly. It seemed it would have to wait until the morning.

         Mary-Kate sat on her bed and opened her notebook. She chose a brand-new page and wrote in bold red letters.

         ​DOES KATARINA KYRIOS HAVE SOMETHING TO DO WITH LPC?

         This made her feel so worried that she quickly turned the page.

         FACTS ABOUT CRIMSON BONITOS, she wrote neatly. She took a deep breath. There, that was better. She grabbed her phone from her backpack, joined the hotel wi-fi and began to google.
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            Many monster hunters possess unique skills that at one point or another come in handy. Sir Reginald Wavell, for example, was an award-winning yodeller and he used this skill when luring the mokele-mbembe from its swampy lair.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Mary-Kate patted the star-shaped medal and chewing gum in her navy shorts pocket as she stared at her reflection in the hotel mirror. She had teamed the navy-blue shorts with a plain white shirt and placed a blue ribbon in her hair. She slid her feet into her sparkly red shoes and watched them twinkling in the sunlight streaming through the arched window.

         ‘I’m meeting Nikos. We have so much to do. All these mysteries keep multiplying,’ said Mary-Kate.

         ‘Like the heads of a hydra itself,’ said Professor Martin. ‘I’m sure Nikos and you will solve more today. Sometimes mysteries need to be broken down into smaller pieces.’

         Mary-Kate didn’t feel so sure. Every time she found a puzzle piece, another appeared. She opened her strawberry-scented notebook and looked at 144their notes from yesterday. As she read, the image of a sad dragon caught in a net appeared in her mind.

         ‘Can I take a piece of fruit and meet Nikos outside, instead of having breakfast?’ she asked.

         ‘Great idea,’ said the Professor, putting on her sturdy brown boots. ‘I don’t think I could handle all the sardine theatrics again.’

         That made Mary-Kate smile. Her mother held Mary-Kate’s face in her hands and kissed her goodbye lightly on the forehead.

         Outside, there was no sign of the Legendary Pest Control people. Mary-Kate stood in the sunshine beside the statue of Eirene and waited for Nikos. The sunshine felt nice after her gloomy thoughts. And Eirene looked so calm and peaceful, gazing out to sea, that it made Mary-Kate feel calmer too.

         All around her, tourists went about their summery business. They waded in the crystal waters and lay in neat rows on colourful striped towels beneath umbrellas. Mary-Kate wished she could relax in that way. She sighed. She couldn’t imagine lying on a 145colourful striped towel doing nothing.

         Solving monster mysteries, however difficult, seemed to be what she had to do.

         Now, where was Nikos, her mystery-solving accomplice?

         She’d been waiting almost ten minutes. She’d watched her mother leave in the black jeep, headed for the mosaic.

         Another ten minutes passed.

         Perhaps he’d met the Legendary Pest Control crew and was in trouble? That thought made her breath quicken. La-la-la, she said silently.

         Perhaps his bicycle had skidded off the road while he was riding up a tall—

         La-la-la.

         Or perhaps he’d decided … he didn’t want to continue with the tour.

         That thought sent her heart plummeting.

         ‘La-la-la,’ she said, this time out loud.

         Maybe he’d decided … that mystery-solving tours were boring. 146

         She opened her backpack and extracted her stress ball hurriedly.

         She closed her eyes and squeezed.

         ‘Mary-Kate?’ a voice called. She opened her eyes to see tall, gangly Georgios hurrying towards her. He carried Zeus under one arm and was wheeling the rickety orange and white bicycle with the other hand.

         Perhaps something really had happened to Nikos?

         ‘Nikos asked me to find you,’ said Georgios, his eyes serious. ‘Yiayia Eva slipped and hurt her wrist this morning in her garden. He is accompanying her to the big island hospital and hopefully they’ll be back this morning by the eleven o’clock ferry.’

         ‘Oh no! Poor Yiayia Eva,’ cried Mary-Kate, as Georgios pushed the bicycle towards her.

         ‘He said you’d need the bike.’ Georgios seemed distracted. ‘I have a breaking news story to write. And here, Zeus as well.’

         He deposited Zeus into the basket.

         ‘Nikos also suggested you visit Mr Alexandrakos’s 147library and look at ocean currents,’ said Georgios, almost angrily. His dark eyes blazed. ‘He said ocean currents are the missing piece of information. I have no idea what that means.’

         ‘T-t-thank you,’ stammered Mary-Kate. Something about Georgios’s intense stare made her feel nervous.

         ‘I know you kids are still trying to solve something about the hydra,’ he added, stepping closer, and lowering his voice, ‘but you should know there is nothing to solve when it comes to ΔϒΟ. Everything will be fine when ΔϒΟ is remembered.’

         He turned abruptly and rushed back the way he’d come, leaving Mary-Kate to stare at Zeus.

         Zeus stared back as if to say he would rather have been anywhere else.

         ‘Well. We’re off to the library, then,’ said Mary-Kate, trying to ignore her butterflies. ‘I mean, if it’s okay with you?’

         Zeus squawked, a small squawk, as though none of this was entirely to his liking.

         Small pieces, Mary-Kate said to herself. Maybe 148this was as good a small piece as any other to start with. She turned the bicycle and began to wheel it up through the streets towards the library.
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         Mary-Kate tried to look for positives after her conversation with Georgios. For instance, Ocean currents are the missing piece of information was a good sentence. She would write it in her notebook when she arrived at the library. Ocean currents would tell them which way something travelled if it was dropped in the sea.

         She kept an eye on her fingers on the handlebars. They were dangerously close to the basket where Zeus sat, watching the world go by. She was glad for Zeus though, at the very same time, because she didn’t feel quite so lonely. Zeus was another positive. Maybe Nikos had known that would be the case. As they wound their way through the streets, 149her red shoes sparkled, which was satisfying. The weight of the star-shaped medal was encouraging in her pocket. And she had a seagull for a friend.

         Finally, she arrived at Mr Alexandrakos’s library door. It was tall and thin, just like the building itself, which was wedged between two hotels as though it was being squeezed. Mary-Kate looked up at the narrow windows and the little sign that read ​BIBLIOTHIKI.

         ‘I won’t be long,’ she said to Zeus, who had huddled down in the basket as though it was a nest and closed his eyes. He ignored her. She was glad for that. She didn’t think seagulls were allowed in libraries.

         Being inside a library would definitely be a positive. Libraries were calming places. She entered a small foyer where there was another tall narrow door, which was very heavy. She had to plant both her feet and pull with both hands so that it creaked open.

         ‘Oh!’ she cried loudly, and then clamped her hand over her mouth, remembering one must never 150raise their voice in a library. Only this was not like any library she’d seen before.

         Mr Alexandrakos’s library was almost as narrow as a cupboard and the shelves of books reached up to the ceiling, high above. But the books weren’t just on shelves. They were in boxes and in stacks. They were in baskets. They were in teetering piles, threatening to topple. There were several ladders placed against the bookshelves, for climbing, and some of these ladders looked very rickety. One had several rungs missing. There were also large cushioned chairs scattered around.

         ‘Yassou!’ a voice boomed, which Mary-Kate had not been expecting either. Mr Alexandrakos appeared from behind a small mountain of books where it seemed he had been working on a laptop. ‘Tourists are most welcome to Galinios Library. How may I help?’

         Mr Alexandrakos wore a large green silk scarf tied in a knot at his neck. There was a pair of glasses on his face, another pair perched on top of his bald head and a third swung on a chain around his neck. 151
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         ‘I’m Mary-Kate Martin,’ said Mary-Kate, shyly. ‘I’m a friend of Nikos Nikolaou. We’re trying to solve an important problem and we need up-to-date ocean current information.’

         Mr Alexandrakos grabbed a pair of glasses from the table and changed the ones he was wearing. He peered at her closely and then raised one bushy, puzzled eyebrow. 152

         Mary-Kate wished the ground would swallow her up.

         ‘Strange request!’ he said loudly at last. ‘But it must be important if Nikos Nikolaou needs it. That boy is a force for good in this world.’

         He closed his eyes and tapped his forehead multiple times.

         ‘Ocean currents, yes, I think we have this information,’ he muttered to himself, before his eyes burst open again. ‘And pardon my rudeness. Greetings, Mary-Kate, and welcome to the Galinios Library. What do you think of it?’

         He waved his arms around him so energetically that a pile of books did topple and crash to the floor.

         ‘It’s …’ started Mary-Kate, but she couldn’t think of the right word. ‘It’s …’

         ‘Magnificent?’ asked Mr Alexandrakos, before laughing so loudly that another pile of books slumped. ‘It is a mess, Mary-Kate! But your friend Nikos tells me he will come here one day to help shelve some of these book Now, you want ocean 153currents?’ he shouted, closing his eyes again and pausing. ‘Where would we find ocean currents? Let me think. I know!’

         The last words were so loud that Mary-Kate’s hands flew to her ears.

         ‘My apologies,’ he said, softer. ‘Mary-Kate. The book we need is at the very top with the atlases. It is called, I believe, The Atlas of the Ocean Currents of the Greek Islands, 1876 to 1976 – A Record.’

         ‘1976,’ repeated Mary-Kate. ‘Isn’t that a long time ago?’

         ‘I think you will find this a most useful book,’ said Mr Alexandrakos. ‘And a very large book, which is always a beautiful thing to behold.’

         Mary-Kate looked up at the shelves that towered overhead. It was true. Large books were beautiful. There was something about the shush of pages in a large book that she liked.

         She nodded in agreement.

         Mr Alexandrakos nodded back at her. He motioned with his eyes to the nearby ladder. 154

         ‘Me?’ said Mary-Kate. She had been expecting Mr Alexandrakos to climb the ladder.

         ‘My knees are not what they used to be,’ he said, apologetically.

         Mary-Kate took a shuddering breath. This room itself was very high. Climbing that ladder would be like climbing two storeys.

         Mr Alexandrakos patted the ladder. ‘This is one of the safer ladders,’ he suggested.

         For some reason that made Mary-Kate laugh. A small, nervous laugh that ended in a frightened squeak. She looked at the ladder and felt the weight of the medal in her pocket. There was a monster problem that needed solving.

         The first few rungs were perfectly fine. Mary-Kate congratulated herself silently. Well done, Mary-Kate, she said. You’ve climbed three rungs. The ground was still comfortably close. Now for three more. Three plus three equalled six. Mary-Kate liked most even numbers, especially twos and sixes. She hoped the ladder had an even number of rungs. She felt a 155small tremble of fear. What if the number was odd?

         It was best not to think about that. She climbed three more.

         Nine was a good number, too, even if it was odd. She was trying to look for positives.

         Nine was an interesting number. If nine was a person it would probably be jealous of ten because ten got all the attention. Ten fingers, ten toes. The entire decimal system. It was good to think these things as she climbed.

         Her hand went up and met air.

         Two whole rungs were missing.

         La-la-la.

         Her chest felt tight. That was quite a large gap she’d have to cross.

         ‘Well done,’ boomed Mr Alexandrakos from the ground. His voice made the ladder tremble slightly.

         ‘Thank you,’ she squeaked.

         She wished she had her stress ball. Not that she’d be able to squeeze it unless she let go with 156one hand. That made her wonder how she could carry the large book back down.

         She stopped where she was.

         ‘Mary-Kate?’ said Mr Alexandrakos from below.

         A long way below.

         Nine whole rungs below.

         ‘It’s okay,’ she said. ‘I’m just thinking.’

         She was thinking about climbing back down. Maybe they didn’t need information about ocean currents after all? She closed her eyes. She was thinking about her father. He had been an archaeologist too, an explorer and a mountaineer. He did big things, huge things, brave things. And here she was, nine rungs up a ladder and frozen.

         What would he do?

         He’d keep climbing, of course.

         He’d reach across the two missing rungs and keep going.

         Mary-Kate reached up as high as she could and felt the distant rung. It was like reaching for the moon. She made a small terrified noise, but she 157had it! It was there in her left hand. She lifted her right leg and kept climbing.

         She climbed past books on flowers. Past books on goats. Past books on history. Past books on the ocean. She must be getting close. Finally, there were atlases before her.

         The Atlas of the World’s Oceans.

         The Atlas of Sailing.

         The Atlas of the Aegean Sea.

         The Atlas of the Ocean Currents of the Greek Islands, 1876 to 1976 – A Record.

         ‘Got it!’

         She released one hand from the ladder and pulled it from the shelf. Dust drifted down like snow.

         That had gone quite well. She tucked the big heavy book under her arm. It was awkward, but she could still use both hands that way. She heard Mr Alexandrakos shouting ‘BRAVO!’ from below. She began to climb down. She felt lighter. She felt braver. She felt suddenly invincible.

         ‘Mary-Kate!’ cried Mr Alexandrakos. He really is 158very happy at my achievement, she thought, before realising that her foot had met air. Her foot meeting air made her other foot forget to stay where it was. It swung out energetically, looking around for a rung that wasn’t there. All the activity in her legs made her forget to hold the book against her body. The book fell away. As though in sympathy for the book, her hand slipped from the rung too. She swung briefly from one hand that was suddenly slippery with sweat and then she was falling. Nine perfectly usable rungs whizzed past. She landed on a large cushioned chair with a plonk. Mr Alexandrakos had pushed it there just in time.

         ‘Phew,’ said Mr Alexandrakos.

         ‘Phew,’ said Mary-Kate.

         ‘The Atlas of the Ocean Currents of the Greek Islands, 1876 to 1976,’ said Mr Alexandrakos, holding the large, undamaged book in his hands. ‘Such a wonderful book.’

         
            [image: ]

         

         159The pages of The Atlas of the Ocean Currents of the Greek Islands, 1876 to 1976 creaked open. The sound of pages turning was soothing to Mary-Kate in the same way that matches nestled in matchboxes were, or unopened packets of rice, or thumbtacks arranged neatly in lines.

         Mr Alexandrakos stopped at a page showing the islands marked all over with swirly lined arrows. His finger pointed to the tiny island of Galinios. A swirly arrow moved from the right side of the island in an upwards direction and then curved around the top of Galinios. There was a tiny letter written beside the arrow and Mary-Kate’s eyes raced to the legend. She found the corresponding letter. Of course, it was written in Greek. Mr Alexandrakos changed his glasses.

         ‘The Great Northern Current – Summer,’ he translated.

         ‘It’s moving in the right direction,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘But is it the same every year?’ She turned the pages quickly to scan each summer map. 160

         Page after page, map after map, the Great Northern Current flowed up and over the top of the island of Galinios.

         ‘Bingo!’ she shouted, then added more solemnly, ‘At least until 1976.’

         ‘Never fear, there are also ocean currents on the Bureau of Oceanography website,’ said Mr Alexandrakos.

         Mary-Kate’s eyes widened.

         ‘So, I didn’t have to …’

         ‘A true traveller must always climb a ladder in Mr Alexandrakos’s library,’ he said. ‘It is part of the authentic island experience.’ 161
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            There is rarely only one party in pursuit of a monster.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         While Mr Alexandrakos searched on the Bureau of Oceanography website, Mary-Kate snapped photos with her phone of the various maps in the large book of ocean currents. She also extracted her notebook and chose a sky-blue glitter pen to jot down her thoughts.

         She selected a new page and wrote:

         If something is dropped in the ocean at the sardine processing plant, it could end up on the other side of the island because of the great summer ocean current.

         Neatly beneath it, she wrote: But what is dropped?

         Then: And how is it related to the incidents?

         She unfolded Yiayia Eva’s map and looked at 164the shape of the island, imagining the current. She took the same sky-blue pen and drew several small arrows emanating from the sardine processing plant. She noticed the first of the arrows hit the area to the north of plant. A place where the island bulged outwards – the rugged cliffs of the eastern side. Behind those cliffs were Eirene Bay and the houseboat. Mary-Kate closed her eyes. Her theory swirled and danced, just out of reach.

         ‘Here we are, Mary-Kate,’ said Mr Alexandrakos. She opened her eyes and joined him beside the computer screen. ‘As you can see, this is the summer current as of this month.’

         ‘Thank you,’ said Mary-Kate when she saw the summer current moving in the same direction. Even though her theory was refusing to form, she could still tell Nikos that the ocean currents moved in that direction in summer.

         ‘You have found the information you required?’ asked Mr Alexandrakos, beaming proudly.

         ‘Exactly what we needed,’ she replied. Now all 165she had to do was find Nikos and tell him. As Mr Alexandrakos minimised the browser window, Mary-Kate saw he’d been reading Georgios’s Galinios Gazette. She recognised the flashing siren icon.

         ‘Is there a new incident?’ she gasped.

         ‘News just in! I always take a look at Georgios’s stories before they are posted. He said this one is urgent indeed. One of Ms Kyrios’s fishing vessels was attacked last night. It was only a small hole in a hull, but it was enough to tip the vessel on its side.’

         Mary-Kate felt breathless. It was Saturday. Saturday morning. Another Saturday attack!

         ‘I am about to email Georgios because he has forgotten to include something else in his report,’ said Mr Alexandrakos. ‘The police announced there were explosives found at the scene. I heard it myself on the radio only moments before you arrived. It is being reported as far away as Athens. I have been helping Georgios with his newspaper since he began it and I have taught him that a journalist always gives all the facts.’ 166

         ‘Explosives?!’

         ‘Indeed,’ said Mr Alexandrakos. ‘And now the police will investigate the Island Hopper, the pedal boats and Mr Pavlovakos’s houseboat for traces of the same.’

         ‘I don’t understand …’ started Mary-Kate. She couldn’t imagine how the Two-Headed Hydra used explosives. Her thoughts were zipping and spinning and tripping over each other in her head.

         Mary-Kate needed her notebook and a quiet place to digest this information. She needed to squish her stress ball and get the word explosives to stop burning bright in her mind.

         ‘Are you all right, Mary-Kate?’ asked Mr Alexandrakos.

         ‘Yes. Thank you for the information today. It’s very helpful,’ she said before remembering something else. ‘Mr Alexandrakos, is it true there is an object of antiquity in the library that features the Two-Headed Hydra? I have this map, you see, and it shows there is one here.’ 167

         ‘Ah, yes! It is a replica of the Eirene Urn. A very rare piece of history.’

         Mr Alexandrakos stood up and scratched his head before leading her off in the direction of a bookshelf.

         ‘Here!’ he said. ‘You must understand, Mary-Kate, the real thing is in a museum in Athens. It is a depiction of the Eirene Procession from the first century.’

         The urn was as tall as Mary-Kate’s waist. She kneeled down before it to examine the artwork.

         ‘What is the Eirene Procession?’ she asked.

         ‘It was an annual procession where an offering was made to the Two-Headed Hydra. An offering of thanks for keeping the seas tranquil and fishermen safe. This is a girl dressed as Eirene in the lead, and she wears the crown of shells. She carries a net filled with fish and she is walking towards the water. I remember it from when I was a boy.’

         Mary-Kate gasped. ‘They’re red fish.’ Crimson bonitos. 168

         ‘Yes, they are,’ said Mr Alexandrakos. ‘The fish were always red. And the procession went all the way up into the hills and down the other side to Eirene Bay. The caves quite near there are where ΔϒΟ is said to live.’

         ‘Do they have the procession anymore?’

         ‘No, not for many years,’ said Mr Alexandrakos. ‘I only remember it from my boyhood. I was very young. Maybe this is sixty or more years ago. People are not interested in such things anymore. I remember Eva Nikolaou tried to revive it some time ago, though not many people remember …’

         He paused, lost in thought.

         ‘A lot has changed on the island, Mary-Kate,’ he said wistfully, at last.

         ‘Thank you for your help, Mr Alexandrakos,’ said Mary-Kate, getting up to go. ‘I hope I can come back one day and help you Dewey-decimalise the collection.’

         Mr Alexandrakos looked very happy with this proposition. 169

         ‘You are most welcome, Mary-Kate,’ he said as she walked through the teetering piles of books towards the heavy front door. She planted her legs firmly and heaved it open, coming face to face with the fair-haired boy.
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         The boy shoved past her into the library in a rude way, almost as though she didn’t exist. Mary-Kate let the door shut behind him with an ear-shattering click. Why on earth would the boy be going to the library? The boy who’d stared at her across the Grand Galini dining room in such a strange way. She raced through the foyer and the exit to where she had left the orange and white bicycle leaning against the wall.

         ‘Zeus,’ she said to the drowsy seagull as she clambered onto the bicycle seat. Something about that boy with the pale blue eyes worried her. 170‘We really have to get out of here.’

         She wobbled around the first few bends, wishing she knew how to go fast. Really fast!

         ‘Faster,’ Mary-Kate said as she pedalled and Zeus squawked encouragingly.

         Her wobbling lessened and the white buildings and the colourful cafes began to pass by in a blur. She’d go to the Eirene statue, she decided. To be in Eirene’s shadow seemed the safest place.

         Mary-Kate coasted around the last corner and down onto the esplanade where she jumped from the bicycle and lifted Zeus carefully from his basket. She huddled beside the statue of Eirene and slowed her breathing. When she checked her phone she was glad to find there was less than half an hour until Nikos arrived on the ferry.

         ‘We’ll just sit here and wait,’ she told Zeus. No sooner had she placed him on the ground than she felt a vibration in the stone road beneath her. A large truck was rumbling down the esplanade road, towards the Grand Galini. A large silver truck. 171Mary-Kate drew herself even smaller in Eirene’s shadow. She wished the orange and white bicycle would disappear into a hole in the ground.

         The truck stopped close behind the statue. Would they notice her? All around her, tourists tramped. A family stood nearby holding ice creams. Another small crowd gathered around a tourist guide. She listened as truck doors opened and a conversation began.

         ‘Here he comes now,’ said a deep voice. ‘What did you find out?’

         ‘He had an urn with an image of the procession. The cliffs near Eirene Bay were always where this procession took place for thousands of years. Here, look at this map.’

         There was silence for a moment and then muffled conversation.

         ‘Good job,’ said another voice. ‘We’ll extend the search further that way. Any luck on what we need to lure it out?’

         ‘I think I know the answer to that as well,’ said 172the boy. ‘There’s something else though. That girl we saw last night in the hotel? She was there looking for information about the hydra too.’

         Mary-Kate’s eyes widened. She stayed as still as the statue of Eirene.

         ‘Do you think she’s part of the World Society?’ the boy’s voice continued.

         ‘Of Monster Hunters? I doubt it,’ said the first deep voice. ‘Probably just a nosy kid. Come on, Ms Kyrios is expecting us.’

         ‘I don’t know. I’ve got a funny feeling about her,’ was the last thing Mary-Kate heard the boy say before the truck doors slammed and the engine thrummed to life.

         Mary-Kate let out a whoosh of air. Zeus eyed her, his head tilted to one side. He offered a gentler squawk as if to ask if she was okay.

         ‘I’m not okay,’ she replied, because she really wasn’t.

         They’d mentioned a World Society of Monster Hunters. Something about that made her reach 173quickly for the star-shaped medal in her pocket, her heart beating wildly.

         W.S.M.H.

         These letters were engraved on the star-shaped medal.

         They were definitely after ΔϒΟ. And somehow Katarina Kyrios was involved. Worst of all, they knew a way to lure out the sea monster so it could be trapped. And there was her twitchy flittering beginning of a theory again. A theory she couldn’t quite catch.

         The sea, Saturdays, smashed red things.

         Something dropped in the water at the sardine processing plant, floating in a circle around the island. Something that maybe made the hydra angry.

         The map with the large bulge of land where the sea cliffs were.

         The sea cliffs where the legend said ΔϒΟ lived.

         Those cliffs were right in the way of the summer ocean current.

         And then there were: 174

         EXPLOSIVES!

         Zeus interrupted her thoughts by squawking in an excited way.

         ‘Sorry, very busy,’ she said to the seagull. She rummaged in her backpack for her notebook. What she needed now was to write a to-do list. She chose a tangerine glitter pen because it was an urgent colour. She wrote in large important capital letters:

         THINGS THAT NEED TO BE DONE

         	VISIT THE SARDINE PROCESSING PLANT AND FIND OUT WHAT IS HAPPENING THERE

            	DISCOVER WHAT IS DEPICTED ON THE FLOOR BECAUSE MAYBE IT IS A CLUE

         
She paused. She really didn’t want to write the third point. But she did.

         	FIND ΔYO BEFORE THE LEGENDARY PEST CONTROL PEOPLE DO

         
Zeus screeched loudly now and Mary-Kate looked up from her bright orange plan. He was hopping 175away down to the jetty, flapping both wings excitedly and rising briefly from the ground. A ferry had docked and there was Nikos, waving. Despite everything that had happened, Mary-Kate couldn’t stop a smile from forming. She waved as she jumped up and ran towards him. Nikos was scooping up Zeus.

         ‘Did you see that?’ he cried. ‘Zeus was trying to fly!’

         ‘He was so excited to see you,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘Where is Yiayia Eva?’

         ‘She broke her wrist,’ he said. ‘She told me to catch the ferry back because she knew how important our work was. She will get her cast on soon. Georgios will retrieve her this afternoon. Did he find you?’

         ‘He did. Thanks for sending him. Poor Yiayia,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘But I’m so glad you’re back. I have so much to tell you, Nikos!’

         Nikos retrieved his bicycle from where it was leaning against the esplanade railing and Mary-Kate told him about the events of the previous evening: 176Katarina’s reaction when she mentioned ‘putting something in the sea’ and how she’d accidentally stumbled upon the businesswoman in conversation with the Legendary Pest Control crew.

         ‘I knew she was somehow involved!’ said Nikos.

         Mary-Kate then explained her trip to the library.

         ‘You climbed the ladder to the top, Mary-Kate?’ he cried.

         ‘And fell,’ she said, rather proudly.

         She showed him the photos of the ocean currents.

         She then recounted seeing the boy in the library and what she’d overheard him say.

         ‘They are definitely after ΔϒΟ, then,’ said Nikos, sadly. ‘I’m sure there is a reason for why she is attacking things. We could stop her if we knew.’

         ‘That’s the other thing,’ said Mary-Kate, words tumbling over each other. ‘Georgios is writing another emergency article. Mr Alexandrakos said that there was another Saturday incident! This one was right near the Famous Sardines Processing 177Plant. One of the boats was damaged and they say explosives were used!’

         ‘Explosives!’ shouted Nikos and then, softer, as tourists had turned to look at them, ‘So it isn’t ΔϒΟ?’

         ‘I don’t know what it all means,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘But I made a plan.’

         She flipped open her notebook and showed him.

         ‘We need to visit the sardine processing plant?’ he said.

         ‘How long will it take?’ asked Mary-Kate.

         ‘At least half an hour by bicycle,’ he said. ‘We will be there by lunchtime. How will we get inside, when we do?’

         ‘Remember?’ said Mary-Kate, fishing around in the front pocket of her backpack. ‘We have tickets to a tour.’
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            Besides learning about paying attention to small details, Jiang Zhou also taught a young Sir Reginald about the art of stealth.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Mary-Kate and Nikos pedalled into the car park of the sardine processing plant. It was a sprawling conglomeration of ugly buildings right beside the azure sea. The first thing Mary-Kate noticed was that the largest of the buildings had its whole facade painted with a towering image of Katarina Kyrios about to eat a sardine. Mary-Kate applied her brakes and stared at it for several seconds. It was the image from the Famous Sardines tin.

         There was a small queue snaking towards the entrance to this building, which just happened to be Katarina Kyrios’s large, red, open mouth. The sign above the entrance said TOURS. Mary-Kate shifted her gaze to take in more of the environment. Besides the main building there were several low-roofed buildings with chimney stacks spewing brown smoke into the air. And nearby there was an 180excavated area surrounded by a tall fence, two large cranes and heavy earth-moving equipment. This must be where her mother was working. She wished she could tell her the events of the morning.

         ‘Look, Mary-Kate, the damaged boat,’ said Nikos, pointing to the wharf. Three huge fishing boats were docked at the nearby jetty; one of them listed badly on its side. Several workers were mingling around the scene talking to police.

         ‘Let’s get as close as we can,’ said Mary-Kate.

         They pedalled across the car park and towards the wharf. The large fishing vessel was still afloat, but they could see the jagged hole in its hull and a small amount of debris strewn nearby.

         ‘That definitely looks like an explosion,’ said Nikos before one of the men on the jetty shouted across to them and waved his hands. ‘He’s telling us we aren’t allowed here.’

         They nodded politely and turned their bicycles. Something sparkling on the asphalt caught Mary-Kate’s eyes. A small blue bead. She leaned down and 181picked it up, watching it shimmer in the sunshine on her palm.

         ‘Quick,’ said Nikos, ‘I think the tour is starting.’

         The queue had already disappeared into the entrance. They hurriedly left their bicycles near the car park fence.

         ‘Why would people want to tour a sardine processing plant?’ uttered Mary-Kate as she placed the blue bead in her pocket. Something about it was familiar.

         Nikos pointed to the image of Katarina and sighed. ‘It’s because she’s famous. Be very good Zeus,’ he said to the seagull, ‘and I might bring you back a sardine. Come on, Mary-Kate.’

         Zeus squawked hopefully as Mary-Kate and Nikos joined the queue. A tall, thin man with slicked-back dark hair was beckoning the visitors forwards.

         ‘This way,’ he called, cheerfully. ‘All aboard for the tour!’

         He smiled at Mary-Kate and Nikos as they handed over their tickets. 182

         ‘Welcome!’ he said, first in Greek and then in English. ‘Keep your eyes open, children; you might catch a glimpse of the famous Katarina Kyrios. She is in the building today!’

         Mary-Kate nodded politely and cast a glance at Nikos.

         ‘Keep your eyes open,’ she whispered, ‘for anything that can tell us what is really going on in this place.’

         The small huddle of tourists stood in the foyer and Mary-Kate and Nikos joined them. The tall, thin man was the tour guide and his name was Konstantinos. He began with the history of the plant; a small, family-owned business that had been on the island for over one hundred years. He spoke of the sardines that lived in the deep straits off the eastern and southern sides of the island. He pointed to a large framed painting of Katarina Kyrios on the wall behind the welcome desk. He spoke of how the fortunes of the company had been turned around by the arrival of this well-known movie star to the island. 183
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         It is a very boring tour so far, Mary-Kate thought. They needed a chance to:

         A) Ask important questions

         B) Leave the tour and explore on their own and uncover clues.

         Just thinking about B made her heart rate increase. It did seem very much like something that a monster hunter would do, though. They followed the group through large automatic doors into the plant. She could see a small army of people at work beside 184the conveyor belts that stretched the length of the room. Each conveyor belt was covered in silver fish. The workers sifted and sorted and chopped without looking up at the visitors. At intervals, giant vats bubbled and boiled. But what struck Mary-Kate most about this room was the smell …

         A terrible fishy smell.

         An overpoweringly fishy smell.

         Mary-Kate wished she had one of her lucky oversized handkerchiefs to cover her nose. She glanced at Nikos to see what he thought. His nose was wrinkled. So were the noses of all on the tour. Only Konstantinos seemed oblivious.

         ‘The smell of the best sardines in all the seas,’ he laughed above the noise of the factory floor.

         He pointed out the fish and explained what was happening in each bubbling vat. These were the various sardine sauces. The piles of silver fish were moving towards a large wall and disappearing through an opening into another room. Mary-Kate hoped the fish were already in their tins when they 185got to this room. She didn’t want to smell them anymore.

         Konstantinos motioned for them to follow.

         Automatic doors opened as they were led into a second factory room. Mary-Kate was relieved that the smell of the fish was fainter. The conveyor belt from the previous room had disappeared inside an enclosed silver cylinder that rose steeply to the ceiling and then disappeared into the opposite wall. The smell might have been almost gone but now there was noise. The room was filled with machines that whirred and clanked. Machines that hissed and stamped. Konstantinos handed out noise-cancelling headphones from a box, grinning. His smooth voice filled her ears once the headphones were on.

         ‘Welcome to the canning room,’ he said. ‘Where the iconic red tins are made.’

         Konstantinos droned on at length about the tins. The distinct redness. The distinct shape. Mary-Kate tuned him out. Instead, she watched the conveyor belts. 186

         Mary-Kate saw that sheets of red tin were moving steadily along the conveyor belts before huge mechanical stamps punched up and down, cutting out the shapes. A large mechanical arm swept the newly cut tin onto a different conveyor belt, where it marched onwards like soldiers. The metal scraps moved in another direction where a machine reduced them to red slivers. These were swept by a large mechanical broom into a wide silver tube that disappeared into the back wall. Mary-Kate noticed that there was another door at the back of this room. It had a sign above it.

         ‘What does that mean?’ she mouthed to Nikos, pointing as secretively as she could.

         ‘Waste—’ began Nikos, before they were interrupted by Konstantinos.

         ‘Pay attention, please, children,’ he said. ‘Now we will enter the next part of the plant where the sardines are waiting to be put inside these famous little tins.’

         They followed the group reluctantly. Mary-Kate 187really needed to see what was behind that door beneath the WASTE sign.

         ‘Excuse me?’ asked Mary-Kate. ‘Where does that pipe go?’

         She pointed to the large pipe where the metal offcuts had been swept.

         Konstantinos hesitated for a fraction of a second before speaking.

         ‘This pipe is of no significance to the tour,’ he said coldly, before smiling pleasantly again. ‘Keep up, please, children.’

         They followed him past rows of large clanking machines, through the automatic doors into the next room. The smell of the fish had returned. Perfect parcels of sardines were being stamped into the waiting red tins. Each station was manned by a worker, clearly watching the process for any faults or inconsistencies.

         ‘We will break up now into separate groups,’ enthused Konstantinos, ‘and you will talk directly to our quality assurance officers.’ 188

         He motioned Nikos and Mary-Kate backwards the way they had come, towards a rather tired-looking man examining the tins as they passed on his conveyor belt.

         Mary-Kate looked at Nikos, who widened his eyes questioningly at Mary-Kate.

         Yes, Mary-Kate’s eyes said in return. It was definitely time to act. They removed their headphones.

         ‘It’s very interesting,’ said Mary-Kate politely to the chilli sardine man as she glanced quickly to see where Konstantinos was. He was talking excitedly to another group who were gathered around the basil sardine station. ‘But I’m afraid I think I need to go outside. I feel a bit queasy.’

         Nikos translated and the man pointed hurriedly to the door through which they had just entered, clearly giving directions to Nikos for the staff amenities.

         ‘Thank you,’ said Mary-Kate, holding her belly. She whispered to Nikos, ‘There’s a gap behind the big machines near the door. We can hide there.’ 189

         Doing frightening and sneaky things was not what Mary-Kate was used to, so her body didn’t seem to want to work the way a sneaky person’s body would, like a sleek cat slinking. Rather, her arms and legs jerked as the automatic doors opened and she awkwardly dived behind the nearest machine, Nikos following.

         Of course, Mary-Kate was sure that any second, someone would come and say, ‘What are you doing behind that machine?’ She did feel queasy now, and she was also sweating. She looked at Nikos, who appeared equally panic-stricken.

         No one came. The machines clanked and clanged.

         Mary-Kate motioned with her eyes to the narrow gap that extended the entire length of the wall behind the machines. They just needed to crawl that way. Then, when they made it to the back wall … well. She’d work that out when they got there.

         They crawled on hands and knees along the gap. Crawling was not Mary-Kate’s favourite thing. Crawling, in fact, was one of her least favourite 190things. It made her feel anxious in the same way that facing backwards on a train did. But she’d once crawled in a dark, dank cave to find a fire-breathing wyrm so she was almost entirely certain she could crawl on the clean factory floor of the Famous Sardines Processing Plant.

         They crawled as quickly as they could, glad for the loudness of the machinery, until they made it to the back wall. The wall that contained the door with the sign above it that read WASTE. The door that made Mary-Kate feel like she needed to see behind it. The door that was now almost two metres away without an inch of cover to hide them.

         ‘Now what?’ said Nikos.

         Mary-Kate peered out from behind their hiding place. There were six or seven workers, all of them standing beside conveyor belts, absorbed by their tasks. None of them faced the door that Mary-Kate and Nikos needed. This is a good thing, Mary-Kate thought. There was so much noise that perhaps the workers wouldn’t hear the door being opened. 191Another plus. She tried to picture herself running across that space, opening that door quickly and dashing through it. She pictured it to see if it was possible. It seemed to be. The problem was that her body didn’t seem to want to move. She was almost completely frozen with fear. The only thing that moved was her eyes, which darted about frantically.

         A proper monster hunter would be properly good at something like this. They’d own camouflaged clothes and they’d be able to move soundlessly. They wouldn’t wear sparkly red shoes that clipped loudly on the floor. This last thought made her feel downcast. She loved her sparkly shoes.

         Nikos nudged her suddenly out into the open. It took her completely by surprise. She crouched, frozen, so he pushed her again, towards the door.

         ‘Quick,’ he said.

         There was a flurry of activity as Katarina Kyrios and a small entourage entered from the fish sorting room. All the plant workers looked up from their machines, mesmerised, as she strode in. Nikos 192prodded Mary-Kate one last time and she scuttled across the floor and opened the door. It closed quietly behind them. No one heard a thing.
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         There was no one in the waste room but how long they could stay there was another matter. There was a truly horrible smell that made Mary-Kate’s eyes water. At the far end of this large warehouse-type room was a large roller door and several forklifts parked in a row. Perhaps whatever work was done here had been completed for the day? Or perhaps it hadn’t even started. Mary-Kate sighed. Being sneaky was exhausting.

         She stood up and made her way to where the pipe entered the room through the wall.

         ‘This is the pipe where the metal offcuts are swept,’ she whispered, but even her whisper sounded loud.

         They both followed the pipe with their eyes to 193where it entered what seemed to be a huge silver holding tank. It stretched from the floor almost to the ceiling. Various other pipes entered this holding tank too. They snaked from large metal vats spaced at intervals across the floor. Mary-Kate had noticed special brackets on the side of the fish vat.

         ‘Metal scraps go from this pipe into this tank,’ she said. ‘But what’s in these other tanks?’

         ‘Smells like more fish,’ whispered Nikos, wrinkling his nose in distaste. ‘Rotten fish, at that.’

         Mary-Kate agreed. She stared at the silver ladders that rested against each vat. She counted the rungs. Seven on each. She’d climbed much higher that morning. And fallen. She glanced at Nikos, who nodded.

         They scurried across the floor, still aware that at any moment the door behind them might be flung open.

         Two ladders in one day, thought Mary-Kate, as she took a deep breath and began to climb. Seven is a good number, she told herself, to keep up her spirits. 194Not too high. Not too low. Some say it is a lucky number. That was helpful. Mary-Kate peered over the edge of the vat. What she saw made her tremble. Her knees quivered as her hands gripped the rungs of the ladder.

         It wasn’t fear that made her shake, though.

         It was anger.

         There were all sorts of dead fish in the vat. Large silver fish and stingrays and even small sharks. There were colourful blue and yellow fish. There were green fish. But most of all there were red fish.

         ‘They must …’ she started.

         ‘Catch all of these creatures as well as the sardines,’ finished Nikos.

         ‘In their huge nets,’ spat Mary-Kate.

         ‘Only they don’t use these fish,’ said Nikos. He sounded sad now.

         A loud beeping noise surprised them. It was the screech of the metal roller door beginning to open.

         ‘Quickly,’ said Nikos, and they raced backwards down their ladders and sprinted across the warehouse 195floor to crouch behind the large silver holding tank. The roller door clanked upwards and they heard a tune being loudly whistled. One of the forklifts grumbled to life and zoomed towards them. Nikos clutched her hand and Mary-Kate was glad for it. The forklift stopped before an enormous plastic container. The driver positioned the fork under the container and lifted it into the air. His forklift swung the plastic container around and inserted it into the special brackets Mary-Kate had noticed. The driver jumped from his cab and climbed the ladder to release the lid from the large bottle. Its contents glugged into the vat and a suffocatingly acrid smell filled Mary-Kate’s nose.

         The driver whistled as he repeated this process for each of the vats and when he was finished, he zoomed his forklift back to the roller door, pressed a button and exited. The roller door clanked down again.

         ‘What is that stuff?’ whispered Mary-Kate into the new silence. 196

         Nikos scuttled across the room on all fours and examined the label on the bottle. He raced back.

         ‘Liquefying Agent,’ he said.

         Mary-Kate had a sinking feeling in her belly.

         She looked at the pipe that carried the red metal offcuts and the vats containing all sorts of precious sea life now being liquefied. All this was going to end up in the holding tank. She noticed that behind the holding tank where they crouched there was another very large pipe exiting through the wall. There was a small panel beside it with two levers, words written in Greek above. Words that she didn’t understand but that for some reason made her sinking feeling grow.

         ‘What does this say, Nikos?’ she asked, almost tentatively.

         Nikos ran his fingers under the words as he read them aloud in Greek. He sighed. ‘It says …’ He stopped. He wiped some tears from his eyes. ‘It says: Ocean outlet valve. Open only at high tide.’

         They sat in silence for a while. 197

         ‘So, this is what’s being dropped into the ocean,’ said Mary-Kate at last. ‘Pollution.’

         ‘Maybe it has hurt ΔϒΟ. And that’s why she is terrorising Galinios,’ added Nikos.

         ‘I’ve got a funny feeling about those incidents, though,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘Now that we know about the explosives.’

         She was about to explain when the doors from the canning floor swung open.

         ‘There they are!’ said Katarina Kyrios.
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         Nikos and Mary-Kate sat in Katarina Kyrios’s office in large, comfortable swivel chairs. They felt anything but comfortable, though. Mary-Kate clasped her hands together in her lap to stop them from shaking. Nikos gazed out through the windows behind Katarina’s chair, at the shimmering afternoon ocean. Anything rather than look at Katarina’s smile. 198

         It was a strange smile.

         Perfectly pleasant.

         Yet …

         ‘So, tell me again,’ said the sardine millionaire, kindly, smile fixed. ‘You were looking for the restrooms because you felt queasy and you ended up in the waste room.’

         ‘We didn’t know it was called that,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I mean, we just took the wrong door and ended up there.’

         ‘But explain again why you were crouched, hiding?’ asked Katarina. Her red hair was set aflame by the sunlit windows behind her. Her green eyes sparkled. Her white teeth shone.

         ‘We got a fright,’ said Mary-Kate. In a way it was true. She hoped that the Professor would turn up soon. Mary-Kate had texted her after they’d been plonked into the office like two prisoners.

         ‘I’ll tell you what I think really happened,’ said Katarina Kyrios, tapping her long red nails on the desk. 199

         She turned off her smile suddenly. Like a light switch.

         ‘I think that you were both snooping,’ she snarled. ‘Your grandmother put you up to this, Nikos Nikolaou. She has always disliked the success of my business. No one even believed in this dangerous mutant slug until it started attacking things. And your grandmother doesn’t realise how dangerous this creature is. All the harm it is causing. Did you see my boat? But it’s not only boats and jetties being damaged, it is the island itself. Its prosperity.’

         Mary-Kate tried to hide her excitement. She knew Katarina had brought in the Legendary Pest Control. And now she knew why.

         ‘You are wrong!’ Nikos gasped. ‘It is you who is causing the harm! You are putting—’

         ‘Excuse me, Ms Kyrios, I’m sure we can explain,’ interrupted Mary-Kate, placing a hand on Nikos’s arm. She had a feeling Nikos’s outburst was exactly what Katarina wanted. 200

         Fortunately, there was a loud knock on the door.

         ‘Professor Martin to see you,’ said Konstantinos’s voice from the other side of the door. ‘She’s very insistent.’

         ‘Of course,’ said Katarina, rearranging the meanness from her face. ‘Do come in. They are here, safe and sound.’

         The Professor walked in. ‘Hello Nikos and Mary-Kate,’ she said sternly. ‘Is everything all right?’

         ‘Yes,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘There was just a misunderstanding. We got lost on the tour.’

         ‘It’s true,’ said Katarina, laughing pleasantly. ‘They decided to conduct their own tour of the plant.’

         ‘I’ll take them with me now, if you don’t mind,’ said Professor Martin. ‘I’m sure you don’t need them in your hair a minute longer.’ She smiled politely and ushered both Nikos and Mary-Kate from the office.

         Nikos started to explain what happened but a sharp look from Professor Martin made him reconsider. 201

         ‘Your grandmother was right to send for me, Nikos,’ Prof said once they were outside in the car park. ‘After you explain what you have discovered, I have something to show you.’

         ‘Katarina’s fishing boats are overfishing. They are destroying the evidence with a liquefying agent,’ said Mary-Kate, hurriedly.

         ‘And they are pumping it out to sea,’ added Nikos.

         ‘Well done,’ said Professor Martin, smiling at them both. She took her phone from one of her sensible brown trouser pockets and pressed some keys.

         ‘I’ve sent you some photos, Mary-Kate. Can you show Nikos and send a copy to Eva too? I have to get back to the dig site. I can’t trust anyone around here.’

         That last statement alarmed Mary-Kate but her mother shook her head.

         ‘I’m going to protect the mosaic while you get to the bottom of this. Remember those words on the medal, Mary-Kate: courage, knowledge, kindness.’

         A small thrill went through Mary-Kate, and her breath caught in her throat. 202

         ‘Those other letters,’ she said. ‘I think I might know what they mean.’

         Professor Martin tapped her on the nose and nodded.

         ‘Let’s talk about that later. Quickly now, somewhere quiet to look at what I’ve sent you,’ the Professor said, before turning and heading back towards the site.

         Nikos and Mary-Kate stood in the car park beside their bikes. Zeus watched them patiently. ‘You have a medal?’ asked Nikos.

         ‘Yes,’ replied Mary-Kate as she took the star-shaped medal from her pocket and showed it to Nikos. He looked impressed. ‘It’s very lucky when you are trying to help monsters. Would you like to wear it?’

         ‘Me?’ said Nikos.

         ‘We can take turns,’ said Mary-Kate, pinning it to his shirt. ‘Let’s go look at whatever clue the Prof has sent us. And make a plan with what we know.’

         Mary-Kate glanced up at the windows of the 203sardine processing plant, half expecting to see Katarina staring down. She thought of the way Katarina’s smile had slipped.

         ‘Let’s go, Nikos,’ she said.

         ‘Wait,’ he replied. He reached into his pocket and extracted a sardine for Zeus.

         ‘Yuck,’ said Mary-Kate, looking at Nikos’s pocket, and they both laughed as they began to pedal.
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            It may be of interest to note that many monster hunters carry with them lucky talismans. Mrs Sarah Kite always kept an ancient Chinese coin in her pocket, while Professor Lavinia Lightfoot wore a locket containing a feather from a majestic ice dragon.
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         Nikos suggested the nearby village of Elpida. It was quicker than going back the way they’d come and from the marina he’d be able to point out the eastern cliffs. The marina was busy and they would be unnoticeable. That sounded comforting. Mary-Kate felt they had been very noticeable at the sardine processing plant and that sneaking was not Nikos’s and her best strength.

         She was even gladder when Elpida came into view as they crested the next rise. The hill was crowded with a dazzling assortment of white houses and hotels on winding streets, and way down below, sailing boats moored in lines, their masts gleaming in the sun. They coasted down the laneways towards the sea.

         ‘What first?’ asked Nikos, when they’d found a bench. ‘Should we open the files that Professor 206Martin sent us or will you tell me your theory?’

         ‘How did you know I have a theory?’ asked Mary-Kate.

         ‘You always close your eyes and put your hand on your belly when it’s forming.’ Nikos smiled. ‘Is it nearly ready?’

         ‘Let’s open whatever Prof sent me,’ said Mary-Kate, changing the subject. Her theory still made no sense. She took her phone from her backpack and clicked on the most recent notification. Her mother had sent three photographs. She held the phone so that Nikos could view them as well.

         She clicked on the first. A photograph of the excavation site came into view. It had been taken from a distance and showed what seemed to be a partial picture of the tiled Two-Headed Hydra visible through rubble. Mary-Kate clicked on the next photo. This was a close-up. More rocks and concrete pieces had been removed. There were the two heads of the hydra emerging from what seemed like a cave. Brilliant turquoise tiled waves shone in the sunlight. 207

         Mary-Kate sighed. What was in these photos that could help them?

         ‘See the caves,’ said Nikos, pointing to the dark tiles. ‘Maybe it is showing us which cave ΔϒΟ lives in, like Yiayia hoped?’

         ‘Maybe,’ said Mary-Kate, but she wasn’t so sure. The caves appeared more like archways, perfectly spaced. It was just a pretty pattern. She opened the third image. Much more had been excavated by the time this photograph was taken. Professor Martin had been working hard.

         ‘Wow,’ said Nikos, impressed. ‘Now you can see the cliff up above.’

         Mary-Kate’s pulse quickened.

         ‘It’s Eirene,’ she gasped. ‘And the procession!’

         Eirene stood above the place where ΔϒΟ was emerging. The creature’s long necks were entwined, reaching up towards the young girl, whose arms were outstretched. She was throwing red fish down to the creature.

         ‘Red fish,’ whispered Mary-Kate. 208

         ‘The top of the cliffs – the rocks are all different shapes. Maybe there is a clue in that?’ Nikos said, leaning in and peering.

         Professor Martin had sent these photos and she’d said they would be helpful. But how? Mary-Kate’s shoulders slumped. Why couldn’t she work it out?

         ‘Now will you tell me your theory?’ asked Nikos.

         ‘Well,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘It’s just that …’

         She felt her cheeks burning. It wasn’t quite ready yet, she knew, bits were missing. She took a deep breath. Maybe if she said it fast it wouldn’t sound so bad.

         ‘ΔϒΟ eats the crimson bonitos that only live in these parts. She always has. It’s in all the pictures: the painting at the ruins, the urn, the floor at the factory. Like Georgios said, the fishermen knew how to fish properly, carefully. I bet they always left the crimson bonitos for ΔϒΟ to eat.’

         She paused to see what Nikos thought.

         He nodded solemnly.

         ‘The sea is sick because it is being overfished. 209Katarina’s giant boats are using giant nets. They catch and kill everything,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘And they are destroying the evidence by liquefying what they don’t use. They are mixing all that with the metal offcuts from the tins. The red metal offcuts. So, at high tide that stuff is released into the sea.’

         Nikos nodded again.

         ‘The other thing that we know is that one of ΔϒΟ’s heads can’t see. Well, perhaps the Two-Headed Hydra is eating the wrong things. Maybe she is unwell and hunting with bad vision and looking for red things and banging into them. Only, Nikos, now we’ve learned about the explosives …’

         She was interrupted by a clunking noise, then a grating noise as a large vehicle changed gears. Mary-Kate knew that sound all too well. They crouched behind the bench they were sitting on. Down by the marina, the Legendary Pest Control truck had arrived. Its crew were jumping down from the cab. She saw the fair-haired boy run to the back of the truck and open the doors. A sleek boat was hastily 210being unloaded from its rear at the water’s edge, followed by the silver net.

         ‘We need to stop them,’ said Mary-Kate. She closed her eyes, pressed her fingers to her temples. She wished those horrible Legendary Pest Control people were somewhere else. Anywhere else. Far, far away.

         Somewhere else. 

         Anywhere else. 

         Far, far away.

         She reached into the front pocket of her backpack and extracted the small business card.

         ‘We need to call them and tell them that there has been a sighting elsewhere,’ she said. She grabbed her mobile phone. ‘I don’t think I can pretend to be Ms Kyrios, though.’

         ‘I don’t think I can either …’ Nikos paused. ‘Maybe I can do Konstantinos’s voice. We can’t use your mobile phone. They might be able to tell who it is. We must use a phone box, except I don’t have any coins.’

         The only coins Mary-Kate had were the coins in 211her lucky international coin collection. She pushed down her bad feeling.

         ‘I might be able to help,’ she said.
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         There was one euro that Nikos said would be perfect. They had the coins on the ground before the yellow booth. Egyptian pounds and Mexican pesos, Turkish lira and Canadian loonies. Mongolian tugriks and Swiss francs. Mary-Kate held the euro in her hand, feeling mostly that lucky things, especially lucky things in a collection, should never be split up. Once that euro was inside the phone box, well then, the luckiness of her lucky coin collection would be diminished.
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         212Nikos watched her.

         ‘Sorry,’ she said. ‘I know it’s silly. I just have to think.’

         Once lucky things were diminished then great and terrible catastrophes and calamities could occur. Avalanches, for instance. Or earthquakes. Perhaps even tsunamis.

         She tried to think of one alternative to the worst-case scenario. Her counsellor Meg had taught her how to do this even when avalanches and earthquakes swirled inside her. She focused on the coin in her hand. Perhaps this coin is lucky because it is going to help us find ΔϒΟ? And maybe if I use it, and we find ΔϒΟ, it will make my whole coin collection luckier? The avalanches and earthquakes were still there in Mary-Kate’s belly, but perhaps this coin had always been waiting for this exact purpose. That’s why it was brilliantly, shiny-ly, lucky.

         She solemnly handed the coin to Nikos.

         He inserted it into the slot. Holding the small card in his hand, he pressed the numbers on the 213shiny phone box buttons. Mary-Kate shielded her eyes from the sun and watched the Legendary Pest Control crew at the marina.

         Mary-Kate discovered that Nikos was not only good at providing island tours and helping with anxiety attacks, knowing the location of telephone boxes and helping injured wildlife, he was also a very good actor.

         ‘Hello, is this the Pest people?’ he asked. He made his voice sound deep like Konstantinos’s and he spoke without hesitation. ‘This is Konstantinos, the assistant of Ms Kyrios. I’m phoning with some urgent information.’

         He spoke with great authority in English and then broke into some Greek as if he was pretending to talk to someone else while on the phone. Mary-Kate listened, awestruck, as he returned to English.

         ‘Yes, I’ve sent a colleague to keep an eye on its location.’

         Mary-Kate peered down to the marina. The crew had stopped what they were doing. They 214were gathered around the tall, blond-haired man. He was on his mobile phone.

         Nikos continued, pretending very well to be Konstantinos. ‘The monster is near Galini Harbour, about twenty nautical miles from the jetty. One of our fishing boats is attempting to track it. How soon can you get there?’

         He listened intently, nodding.

         ‘Quickest would be to reload your boat and drive to Galini Harbour and launch from there. Yes. I’ve got Andreas on the ground waiting, and he will have the up-to-date coordinates as soon as you get there. Ms Kyrios is sending her helicopter, too, to track from the air.’

         Mary-Kate’s eyes widened. Was Nikos going too far? Did Katarina even own a helicopter?

         Nikos smiled at her.

         Mary-Kate saw the boat and net being reloaded into the back of the large truck.

         Nikos hung up the payphone. The Legendary Pest Control crew were rushing back into the truck. 215

         ‘We have to find ΔϒΟ before they do,’ whispered Mary-Kate, almost to herself. She was sure of it, and being sure of it filled her with dread. How could Nikos and her possibly find ΔϒΟ before them?

         ‘So, we will need a boat,’ said Nikos.

         ‘Yes,’ said Mary-Kate, surprised. She hadn’t been expecting that.

         ‘I know someone who has a boat,’ he said. ‘Yiayia’s boat, the Argo. Come on.’

         ‘Pardon?’ said Mary-Kate. This sounded dangerous. And she wasn’t sure she could do one more dangerous thing today. She’d already fallen from a ladder, eavesdropped, snooped and been caught, met the real Katarina Kyrios. And now she was going in a boat to find out if a sea monster was sick. ‘Don’t we need to write down a plan?’

         ‘A boat is the only plan we need,’ said Nikos, the star-shaped medal shining in the sun on his chest.
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            Bravery, like monsters, comes in all shapes and sizes.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Mary-Kate liked plans. Preferably a neatly written one, in a sensible colour like emerald green, with dot points. She thought this as they raced along the marina. She imagined her plan, just to make herself feel better.

         	Find a sturdy, safe boat with someone to sail it

            	Find the cave where the Two-Headed Hydra lives

            	Enter the cave.

         
She stopped there because:

         	Everything on that list seemed dangerous

            	Everything on that list seemed impossible

            	She didn’t feel very brave

            	She wasn’t actually sure she wanted to see a monster again.

         
Mary-Kate imagined the boat instead. It was large, sturdy, shipshape, captained by an experienced 218mariner who wore a nautical hat and said, ‘All aboard, everything completely safe!’ There would be an abundance of life rafts. Even the life rafts would have their own life rafts. And even those life rafts would have their own life rafts, smaller and smaller, until she realised that she wasn’t breathing well. Her chest was tight.

         Nikos jumped from his bicycle and plucked Zeus from his basket.

         ‘It should be somewhere along here,’ he said. ‘Yiayia won’t mind us borrowing it in this situation.’

         Mary-Kate noticed there were many expensive-looking yachts at the marina, and many large motorboats. She couldn’t picture Nikos skippering any of them. Her chest grew even tighter.

         ‘Do you think—’ she began.

         ‘There it is!’ Nikos shouted with excitement.

         Zeus squawked as well and flew from Nikos’s arms. He careened along the pontoon, touching down once and then flapping wildly, before taking to the air again. This time he seemed more confident. 219He steadied himself in the air and flew close to the ground towards a very small aluminium dinghy.

         ‘He’s flying!’ said Nikos, running after him. ‘He always loves going out to sea on the Argo. That was at least six metres that time!’

         Mary-Kate hoped the boat that Zeus had landed on was not the Argo. It was a small dinghy dwarfed by the grand sailing boats around it. It looked ancient. Nikos stopped in front of it, smiling proudly. Mary-Kate managed another small breath.

         ‘I think it is your turn to wear the medal,’ said Nikos, unpinning it.

         Mary-Kate took the medal solemnly and pinned it to her white T-shirt. She found she could breathe a little better with the medal on. She stepped into the small boat and tried very hard not to notice the rust. Zeus was standing one-legged at the prow looking very pleased, a light breeze ruffling his feathers. Nikos was deftly untying the mooring rope. Their eyes met across the boat. They could turn back, but they wouldn’t. 220

         ‘Efcharisto, Nikos,’ said Mary-Kate softly. It was a very good thing to have a friend. The best kind of friend. An unexpected, out-of-the-blue friend, who stuck by your side on an adventure.

         ‘Parakalo,’ said Nikos.

         Then he presented Mary-Kate with the ugliest looking life jacket she’d ever seen. It was orange, and stained, and …

         She placed it on.

         Nikos pulled the cord of the outboard motor. Nothing happened. He tried again. No sound. On the third attempt the engine spluttered to life. As they moved away from the pontoon, a figure came running alongside them. A tall, lanky figure with a mop of hair, that Mary-Kate recognised to be Georgios. Nikos was gaining speed now; he didn’t stop despite Georgios’s frantic waving.

         ‘Gather reinforcements,’ called Nikos. ‘We’re going to find ΔϒΟ!’

         Georgios shouted something in return, but the wind and the sound of the engine swallowed 221his words. He was motioning for them to stop.

         ‘Should we go back?’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I think he’s trying to tell us something.’

         ‘No time, the sun will be setting,’ said Nikos. ‘We have to find ΔϒΟ before those horrible Legendary Pest Control people do.’
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         The small boat picked up even more speed in the open waters. Its hull slapped against the gentle waves. Nikos seemed to know both how to navigate and how to use the motor, which reassured Mary-Kate. Zeus seemed to know how to stand on the prow and look windswept.

         Mary-Kate tried her hardest to not worry about the lack of lifeboats. She tried her hardest to not notice the rust. She tried her hardest to not worry about the small amount of water that was puddling at her feet. Perhaps that always happened in little 222old boats. She tried her hardest to not worry about the colour of her life jacket.

         They passed a large buoy with a sign that read:

         ​FAMOUS SARDINES FISHING VESSELS ONLY

         She tried to not worry about that, too.

         The cliffs in the distance glowed gold in the late afternoon sun. They looked pleasant, peaceful, and Mary-Kate focused on that. They were beautiful and the sea was the deepest of blues and she took a large gulp of sea air and was glad she could breathe again.

         Only she noticed something else.

         Something shining in the water.

         Tiny ribbons of red.

         She moved closer to the boat’s side and scooped her hands through the waves. The water she had cupped had an oily sheen and, as it drained through her fingers, she was left with several shavings of red metal.

         The red metal offcuts from Katarina Kyrios’s Famous Sardines tins.

         ‘Nikos,’ she said, holding her hand up. 223

         His face was grim. He pointed out several large slicks on the water. The afternoon sun set the tiny fragments of aluminium alight.

         They didn’t speak again until they approached the cliffs. Nikos turned off the motor and let the boat drift. The water was thick with debris. It was covered in oily patches and the red slivers in the water sparkled.

         ‘Just the way fish might,’ whispered Mary-Kate. Her theory was growing more certain.

         She noticed her own red sparkly shoes were now also very wet. There was definitely more water in the boat. And she noticed something else. Floating in one of the growing puddles of water was another blue bead. Mary-Kate picked it up. She was about to mention it to Nikos when he whooped with excitement.

         ‘Look!’ he said, pointing out the dark cavern entrances at the base of the cliffs.

         Mary-Kate thought they were not at all like the even and arched caves depicted in the mosaic floor. 224These were shadowy spaces with the sea lapping almost to their ceiling. They were jagged and dank and dripping.

         ‘We need the photographs,’ said Nikos, ‘to see if there is anything here that is similar to the mosaic.’

         Mary-Kate took out her mobile phone reluctantly. She couldn’t see how there could be anything similar. Nikos moved from the stern and sat beside her, making the boat rock precariously. He counted the caves in the mosaic aloud, and then counted the cave openings that they could see below the cliffs.

         ‘See! There are eight. The same!’ he cried.

         Mary-Kate thought it could be a coincidence.

         ‘And which archway is ΔϒΟ emerging from in the picture?’ he asked.

         Mary-Kate counted. ‘Arch number five.’

         ‘Now look to the last photograph, please,’ said Nikos. He jiggled so excitedly that the boat rocked even more. ‘What is the rocky landmark above cave number five?’

         Mary-Kate swiped to the last photograph her 225mother had sent. She had a sudden longing to call her. To tell her she was in the middle of the sea near the caves. In the middle of the sea in a boat with water in it. A rusty boat. A leaky boat. In a badly coloured life jacket.

         It suddenly seemed very important that someone should know.

         ‘Above cave number five,’ she said, pushing those thoughts aside, ‘there is a large jagged boulder. It looks pointed, almost like the front of a ship.’

         ‘Bingo!’ cried Nikos. He jumped up. The boat rocked violently and even more water sloshed around Mary-Kate’s feet. She fell to one side, tried to correct herself, but her sparkly shoes slid on the slimy boat bottom.

         She lost her grip on the phone.

         It slipped from her fingers like a cake of soap.

         ‘No!’ she said, as she watched it go.

         Despite being a huge problem, the phone made only a very small splash as it disappeared beneath the waves.
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            There are many and varied means of communication available to a monster hunter. Sir Reginald Wavell favoured letter writing and was famous for once having sent a missive from the deepest part of the Amazon. It arrived several years later after he had returned from researching the rare rainforest werewolf.
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         At first Nikos’s expression was horrified, then apologetic and finally sad. It made Mary-Kate feel even worse.

         ‘Don’t feel bad,’ she said. ‘It was my fault.’

         ‘No, no,’ he said, peering over the edge. ‘It was definitely my fault. I’m really sorry.’

         ‘Don’t be sorry,’ said Mary-Kate.

         There really wasn’t time to worry about it now. If they needed to communicate with anyone, well … Perhaps they wouldn’t need to.

         ‘Nikos,’ she said, to change the subject, although it was a subject she would rather not bring up. ‘Have you noticed that there is quite a lot of water in the bottom of the boat?’

         Nikos examined his own sneakers. ‘Ahh. Yes.’

         Mary-Kate nodded silently, waiting to see if he had anything else to add. 228

         ‘I noticed this small hole when we set out, but I thought it would be okay,’ he said at last. He pointed to a place on the hull. ‘It’s strange because it was never here before. And neither were these dents.’

         Mary-Kate saw that an entire side of the small boat was pockmarked as though it had been struck by something. Her skin prickled. She reached into her pocket and touched the two blue beads.

         ‘It will be fine, I’m sure,’ said Nikos. ‘We just need to bail out some water.’

         He picked up a bucket containing fishing lines and emptied them onto the floor. He began to scoop out water. The small hole was still above the water line in the boat. Mary-Kate supposed most of the water must have entered when they were travelling fast towards the cliffs. Now that the waterlogged boat was heavier, though, the hole was coming perilously close to the water line. She stared at the hole for several seconds.

         ‘I have an idea,’ said Mary-Kate. She tapped her pocket lightly. 229

         She took the lucky silver packet of chewing gum from her pocket. She removed a piece and began to chew.

         ‘Sorry I can’t offer you any,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘It’s my lucky chewing gum. My father left it behind when he disappeared on Mount Shishapangma when I was five. Also, it doesn’t taste very nice.’

         She made a face, to make him smile.

         Nikos continued bailing while Mary-Kate chewed. When she nodded that she was ready, he dried around the small hole with his T-shirt. She took the gum from her mouth and sealed the hole.

         ‘There,’ she said, feeling satisfied. It was a small hole but she’d fixed it. Now she was going to fix a much larger problem, she was sure of it. She smiled at Nikos. ‘Let’s get closer to cave number five.’
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         230Nikos steered the boat slowly towards the cliff. The debris and sludge was much worse near the caves. The water stank so terribly both of them had to cover their mouths and noses. It was a rotting smell, putrid. They puttered past the first four caves. The water was high inside them. There was no chance of entering those.

         Cave number five was definitely larger and Mary-Kate noticed that a rock ledge extended into its depths, well above the water line.

         ‘It smells so bad,’ said Nikos, groaning.

         ‘It does,’ agreed Mary-Kate, looking up to the pointed rock high above. The image of the mosaic floor swam in her mind. Eirene’s arms outstretched to her monster, raining down her offering of red fish.

         Now the water stank and there were only aluminium scraps floating on the surface.

         ‘Can you get the boat closer, Nikos?’ she asked. ‘So I can jump onto that ledge.’

         That definitely sounded like something a monster hunter would do. 231

         Nikos brought the boat near the cave. The hull knocked against the stone entrance as he released the throttle and killed the engine.

         ‘You stay on the boat,’ Mary-Kate said, rummaging through her backpack. She found her lucky Big Ben-shaped novelty torch and checked that it worked. Nikos’s eyes widened at the sight of it. Mary-Kate was very glad she’d packed her lucky backup torch shaped like a turtle as well. She handed it to him and his eyes widened further.

         ‘The plan,’ said Mary-Kate, and she was surprised at how calm she sounded, ‘is for you to stay in the boat and flash your light to notify me of things. One flash means everything’s okay. Two quick flashes mean the tide is rising and I’m running out of time.’

         Her voice quavered a little.

         ‘Three quick flashes mean the boat is in trouble and the gum hasn’t worked. Four quick flashes mean the Legendary Pest Control crew have turned up.’

         Nikos looked at his small LED turtle torch and nodded, but Mary-Kate could see worry in his eyes. 232

         ‘I’ll be fine, Nikos,’ she said as confidently as possible. She touched the medal on her shirt. ‘I’ve done this kind of thing before.’

         Mary-Kate shone the torch at the ledge inside the tunnel. The murky water lapped at its edge. The stench was almost overpowering.

         ‘See that line on the wall?’ said Nikos. ‘That is the tidemark. The tide is still going down. But not for long.’

         ‘Two flashes for the tide rising,’ repeated Mary-Kate as she stood up and steadied herself with her hands against the cliff face. She placed one leg on the ledge and then the other. She looked back at Nikos in the boat. Zeus squawked loudly twice.

         Nikos gave her a thumbs up and smiled, but it was a worried smile.

         ‘I’ll be back soon,’ Mary-Kate said. ‘I promise.’

         Then she turned and ran along the ledge into the ocean cave. 233
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            At some point in a monster hunter’s journey, they must always decide not only when they will enter the monster’s lair, but with what intention in their heart.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         The Big Ben torch shone a pale circle on the wet cave walls. The sea slurped at the edge of the narrow ledge as she ran. Everything echoed. Her footsteps, her breathing, the sound of her lucky coin collection clinking in her backpack. Everything will be fine, she told herself. She went through her plan, because plans calmed her.

         1. Find the cave

         2. Go inside the cave

         3. See if my theory is correct

         4. Save the Two-Headed Hydra before it is captured by the Legendary Pest Control crew.

         The cave walls curved but the sea stayed with her. It made dark sloshing sounds. There was a worsening smell of rotting things. She tried not to think of that. Or how slimy the bottom of her sparkly shoes felt. She thought that crisp nautical attire and sparkly 236shoes probably didn’t mix that well with dank sea caves.

         She turned to check if Nikos was flashing a message to her.

         She saw the light of his torch against the wall behind her. One flash, then nothing. One flash, then nothing.

         Everything’s okay.

         That was good. It made her feel confident. Everything’s okay, she repeated silently to herself, everything’s okay. The more she said it the more her confidence would grow, she decided, and then she heard what sounded like a very deep groan. She stopped and tried desperately to quieten her breathing, to listen. There was only silence, now.

         She started to run again, her torch light bouncing on the walls.

         La-la-la, she said to herself because even though she was trying not to think of the deep groan, she was actually thinking about it a lot. She was thinking about its deepness and its groan-i-ness. 237

         Groan-i-ness should be a word, she decided.

         There should be a Groan-i-ness scale, like there was a Richter scale to measure the strength of earthquakes. The Groan-i-ness scale would be from one to ten and it would only apply to monsters. Maybe she could invent that and submit it somewhere. Maybe if there was an international journal on monsters.

         The groan that she’d heard was probably about a five.

         That made her feel better. It wasn’t the worst groan. It was actually quite a sick-sounding in-pain kind of groan.

         That made her feel worse.

         She quickly downgraded the groan on the Groan-i-ness Scale™ to a three. And then she stopped thinking about it altogether because quite suddenly the narrow passage opened into a large chamber, and quite suddenly there was another much larger, deeper groan (easily a seven on the Groan-i-ness Scale) and quite suddenly there was the source of the groan right in front of her. 238

         In a way, she was glad that it happened quickly. There wasn’t much time to dread meeting the Two-Headed Hydra. One moment there was nothing and then ΔϒΟ was there. 239
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         240Her great bloated body filled the entire chamber and her very large fins draped over the edge of the cave into the water. Her blue scales shone and glittered by the light of the Big Ben torch, but Mary-Kate could see straightaway that there were also dull patches. ΔϒΟ had two long necks, one of them raised, one of them curled beside her body. On top of each long neck there was a large dragon-like head, azure-coloured, each dripping with long rubbery-looking whiskers that reminded Mary-Kate of tentacles.

         One head seemed to be asleep. The other head turned towards her. A dark scarred eye peered towards the torchlight. The space where the other eye should have been was covered in a deep knotted scar. The dark eye searched for her.

         That much of her theory was correct.

         The other head rose. It groaned again, eyes closed, then opened its mouth and roared. The roar reverberated through the cavern, bouncing off the walls, nearly knocking Mary-Kate from her ledge. It roared again and this time when it opened its 241mouth, Mary-Kate could see that its terrifying teeth were jammed full of red aluminium slivers.

         ΔϒΟ was sick.

         ‘It’s okay, I’m here to help you,’ she said softly. The sleepy head of the serpent groaned again, a deep groan, at least an eight, which trembled the rock floor beneath Mary-Kate’s slimy sparkly red shoes.

         ‘Excuse me,’ she said, louder. ‘I can help you.’

         The scarred-eye head swivelled in her direction.

         ‘If that’s okay?’ whispered Mary-Kate.

         Her legs felt quite wobbly and her mouth was very dry. She needed a new plan. The only plan she could think of was to run away.

         She also knew she was the only one who could put right what was wrong. She straightened her shoulders and tried, very hard, to stop her legs from wobbling.

         ‘I’m going to call you Scar,’ she said to the scarred-eyed head. ‘And you, Sleepy.’

         My legs are as strong as steel, she told herself, and she took one wobbly unsteel-like step towards the Two-Headed Hydra. 242
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         Mary-Kate wished that there were instruction manuals for dealing with monsters. Manuals with helpful indexes. She would be able to run her finger down the index looking for ‘T’.

         	T – things with more than one head

            	T – threatening behaviours and how to cope

            	T – tin cans, how to remove them from a monster’s teeth.

         
Scar sniffed as Mary-Kate came closer. That worried her. Maybe she liked to sniff prey before eating it. Still, Mary-Kate took another step closer.

         ‘Hello,’ she said, in a friendly voice.

         Scar made a low grumbling noise and growled, exposing her teeth. The growl reverberated through the chamber. While Scar’s mouth was open, Mary-Kate noticed a big piece of wood between two fangs.

         ‘I could try and get that out for you if you like?’ offered Mary-Kate, legs shaking. 243

         She shone the torch at the wood and saw that it was painted with red fish.

         ‘So it was you who crunched Mr Pavlovakos’s houseboat,’ she said. Another part of her theory was correct.

         Sleepy opened one eye and groaned.

         Mary-Kate’s mind raced through the contents of her backpack for something that might distract the creature, allowing her to fiddle with its teeth.

         Her strawberry-scented notebook – NO.

         Her stress ball – NO.

         Her glitter pens – NO.

         Her jar now filled with thirty-two lucky international coins – NO.

         Her lucky protractor and compass set – NO.

         Her lucky miniature music box that played ‘Swan Lake’ – NO … wait. Perhaps?

         She reached carefully into her backpack and felt around for it. Her finger touched the container of yesterday’s loukoumades. Could they be helpful too? 244

         Didn’t Eirene play her floghera to the hydra? Didn’t it soothe her when she was injured? Maybe Mary-Kate could play music and soothe ΔϒΟ right now. And would ΔϒΟ like to eat loukoumades as well? Mary-Kate took several even-wobblier steps closer. She placed the torch on the ground, where it illuminated the creature. She turned the little handle on the tiny music box and ‘Swan Lake’ started to play.

         Sleepy groaned again. A mournful groan. Up close, Mary-Kate could see Sleepy’s head was a much duller blue than Scar’s. Mary-Kate wondered why one head would be sicker than the other.

         ‘It’s okay,’ she whispered as she wound the music box again, ‘I promise I’m here to help you.’

         The beautiful tune filled the cavern. It echoed off the walls in a way that made it sound like an entire orchestra was playing. Mary-Kate’s heart swelled.

         ‘Do you like the music?’ she whispered. Scar’s head swivelled towards her voice, her snout reaching within centimetres, sniffing the air. She made a 245deep noise; a grumbling, rumbling contented noise and opened her mouth to yawn. Mary-Kate reached quickly for the jagged piece of wood. She tugged hard. Scar recoiled, lifting her in the air where she was still grasping the boat piece. She stared into the dark damaged eye for several seconds, dangling.

         ‘Put me down, please,’ Mary-Kate said, in what she hoped was a forceful yet cheerful manner. The wood she was holding released from between Scar’s jagged teeth and she fell with a plonk to the cave floor.

         ‘Sorry if that hurt,’ she said, examining the painted wood. ‘I won’t do anything without telling you, I promise.’

         Scar growled low and deep as Mary-Kate wound the music box again.

         Then she grabbed the container filled with Yiayia Eva’s treats and held it up to Scar, who inhaled deeply.

         ‘I know,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘Yiayia Eva made them. I don’t know if you know her. She’s your Custodian. And these are called loukoumades. They’re filled 246with honey and sunshine. It’s a traditional thing. I suppose it’s not really fish, which is what you’re after, but with all the horrible mess with your water I thought maybe you’d like to try one.’

         She knew she was talking too much. She did that when she was nervous.

         Mary-Kate held one of the loukoumades on the flat of her hand. The breath from Scar’s large nostrils was warm against her face and she marvelled at her long, tendril-like whiskers. Mary-Kate’s plan was to place the treat down on the floor, however a great rough forked tongue covered in a million bumps emerged suddenly and licked the dessert right off her palm.
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         247‘Oh,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I see. Yes, you can do it that way if you like.’

         Even though Scar’s tongue felt rough, it was surprisingly gentle. And she was obviously very hungry. The creature’s great belly rumbled. Sleepy let out a despairing groan.

         Mary-Kate sensed that ΔϒΟ had not eaten for a very long time. Maybe not since she had taken that bite of Mr Pavlovakos’s houseboat. An annoying worry buzzed in her brain and she shooed it away.

         Mary-Kate quickly wound up the music box again. She retrieved her torch. She grabbed another treat and placed it on her palm and fed it to Scar. She edged closer to Sleepy and waited for her to groan again at the smell of food. When she did, Mary-Kate examined inside her mouth with the torch. There were slivers of aluminium lodged in her teeth. Mary-Kate pulled at one gently, and then with more force. Sleepy opened a large sickly eye. It was yellowish and speckled with grey veins. The dark pupil constricted and then widened at the sight of her. 248

         Mary-Kate froze where she stood.

         ‘I’m here to help,’ she squeaked softly, just as Scar bellowed for more food and the music stopped.

         Wind music box. Treat from container. 

         Wait for groan. Extract red sliver.

         Mary-Kate worked methodically. ‘Swan Lake’ played. Scar nudged with her great snout, a playful nudge, or at least Mary-Kate hoped it was playful.

         ‘Here,’ she said, holding out a dessert on her palm again. Quickly, as Sleepy groaned, she reached with lightning speed back into the open mouth and grabbed more of the metal from where it was painfully laced around the sea serpent’s fangs.

         Sleepy kept her mouth open then. Mary-Kate was certain her eyes said, Please, help me. She worked quickly, retrieving the red metal, until Scar nudged her so hard that she nearly fell backwards into the stinky water.

         ‘Okay, okay,’ she said, feeding Scar another treat. ‘Do you do the hunting, Sleepy? Do you find the fish for your other head? That’s my theory. There haven’t 249been many fish though and these waters have been polluted with these little shiny bits of metal. And these red metal slivers that kind of look like little red fish. Like crimson bonitos.’

         She plucked some more pieces from Sleepy’s open mouth.

         ‘And when you couldn’t hunt anymore because of your pain, Scar was trying to do it. And maybe she can see a little, although not much, and that’s why she’s been bumping into things. And why she tried to eat the red fish on Mr Pavlovakos’s boat, for example. There was a piece of that boat in her mouth. I don’t think you’ve eaten anything since then. I don’t think you bit the jetty or the ferry or the pedal boats. I don’t think you could handle explosives. I think all those other things were done by humans.’

         A bother buzzed in her ear and she shooed it away. It was a bad time for worries, considering she was juggling feeding one monster head and doing dental work on the other. There were only four loukoumades left. Mary-Kate needed to save some 250for Sleepy. There were still five or six pieces of tin to remove from between her teeth. Mary-Kate was in the middle of doing the maths when she saw a flicker from the corner of her eye. She turned to see the light flash quickly on the cave wall, twice.

         The tide was rising!

         She wound up the music box, broke one fried donut in half and fed Scar a portion. She went to work on Sleepy as fast as she could.

         ‘You’re doing great,’ she said.

         Scar finished her tiny bite-sized portion and came back for more, nudging Mary-Kate.

         ‘You’ll just have to wait,’ said Mary-Kate firmly, although Scar didn’t seem to understand. She snuffled at Mary-Kate’s sparkly red feet.

         ‘Oh, no,’ she said. ‘They aren’t what you think they are. They are not sparkly red fish, I assure you.’

         She pulled hard on the second-last piece of metal in Sleepy’s mouth.

         Nikos’s torch light flashed quickly on the cavern wall. 251

         FLASH. FLASH. FLASH. FLASH.

         Legendary Pest Control!

         Mary-Kate tried to stay calm.

         ‘Last one,’ she said to Sleepy, who opened her mouth obediently. Mary-Kate had to reach a long way in. Then she placed a treat on her hand.

         ‘Here, food,’ she said. Sleepy only sniffed at it then lay her head down again.

         Mary-Kate felt heaviness in her heart.

         ‘I promise I’ll help clean up this mess,’ she said as she slipped the remaining treats in front of Sleepy. She picked up her backpack and moved along the ledge, which was now partially submerged. She turned to the Two-Headed Hydra. Scar was down beside Sleepy, trying to encourage her to eat. Mary-Kate couldn’t look after that. She shone the torch ahead of her and ran, the water covering her ankles. Her sparkly red shoes filled up with water and squelched. Before long the water was up to her knees, then her thighs, and she was wading on the ledge. Things touched her. Stinky things. 252Smelly things. Wobbly jelly-like things. Lots and lots of pointy red slivery things. She waded as quickly as she could until suddenly she couldn’t feel the ledge anymore. She was treading water now.

         A wave rushed in and knocked her lucky Big Ben torch out of her hand. She watched its light fall away in the water beneath her until it disappeared altogether into the dark depths.

         ‘Help, Nikos!’ she shouted. There was no reply.

         She was a good swimmer, despite always deliberately forgetting her cat bathers, but this water was dark and filled with unseen things.

         ‘Help, Nikos!’ she cried again.

         There was movement beneath her in the water. A strong current. Mary-Kate saw it then, through the waves beneath her; a glimmer of a pale blue light rising from the inky dark depths. The pale blue light was most definitely not her torch being miraculously returned to her. Mary-Kate looked at the pale blue light approaching from below, heading quickly, utterly and completely, without a doubt, towards her! 253

         ‘HELP, NIKOS!’ she yelled at the top of her lungs.

         Rising through the polluted water was ΔϒΟ. Both of her necks were entwined, her giant glittering body emerging through the waves.

         A horrible question formed in Mary-Kate’s mind: Does she think I’m food?

         The creature nudged her gently from below.

         Mary-Kate found herself rising through the water. She wasn’t being eaten! She was being lifted up and out of the water. Mary-Kate placed her arms around ΔϒΟ’s necks as the magnificent creature surged forwards. The sun was setting at the cave entrance and there was Nikos on the Argo, his eyes huge, his mouth open. Mary-Kate was suddenly hurtling through the air, no longer on the hydra’s back but airborne, flying! Zeus squawked, a loud surprised squawk, as the bottom of the boat fast approached and Mary-Kate landed with a thump beside Nikos. He hardly seemed to notice. He was standing up, the boat rocking, pointing at ΔϒΟ, who was diving now, disappearing, down, down, down deep below.
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            While a monster hunter may emerge successfully from a lair, it is most often never the end of the story. There are plans and reparations to be made. There are truths to be told.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         Zeus screeched loudly as the Legendary Pest Control’s large silver boat streamed towards them. Even from afar Mary-Kate could see that at the front of the boat was a woman, her red dress billowing out behind her.

         ‘I saw ΔϒΟ,’ gasped Nikos. ‘I saw her, Mary-Kate. I saw ΔϒΟ!’

         ‘I know,’ said Mary-Kate and despite being dripping wet and minus her lucky Big Ben torch, she smiled. She checked the medal was still pinned to her chest. It was. She patted her pocket and was relieved that her father’s lucky chewing gum was still there too.

         ‘Was your theory correct?’ Nikos asked breath-lessly, clearly still awestruck.

         ‘Most of it was,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘Sleepy’s teeth were filled with aluminium shards. Maybe there’s some in her belly too. She’s not well.’ 256

         ‘Sleepy?’

         ‘That’s what I named her. She’s the head with the good eyes. I called the other head Scar.’

         ‘So, Scar has been hunting and causing all the damage?’ asked Nikos.

         ‘Sort of,’ said Mary-Kate. Her stomach twisted with worry. ‘Nikos, there’s something I need to tell you—’

         ‘Children!’ blared a voice from the approaching boat. ‘Please remove yourselves from this area. This is a commercial fishing zone.’

         It was Katarina, holding a megaphone to her mouth. The men from the Legendary Pest Control crew stood either side. The tall blond man held a huge net. Both ginger-haired men held objects that looked terrifyingly like harpoons.

         ‘You don’t need to fear us,’ said Katarina, sweetly, into the megaphone. ‘We are only going to trap the creature and sedate it. For its own good. Please move your boat, children.’

         The Legendary Pest Control boat was looming and Mary-Kate was aware of just how small the Argo 257was in comparison. She looked into the dark water. Was there a pale blue glimmer? Nikos pointed to another sudden flash of glittering azure beside the boat.

         ‘It’s not safe for her to be here,’ said Mary-Kate, shaking her head.

         ‘Dive down, ΔϒΟ!’ shouted Nikos.

         The hydra disappeared beneath the water only to resurface on the other side of the Argo.

         ‘Are reinforcements coming, Nikos?’

         Nikos looked behind him anxiously. ‘I can’t see any sign of them yet,’ he replied. Maybe Georgios hadn’t understood what Nikos had said at the marina. But the cliffs obscure the view, thought Mary-Kate, hopefully. Perhaps they’re on their way?

         ‘I don’t wish to ask you again, children,’ said Katarina into the megaphone. ‘Move your boat from this area immediately. You are trespassing!’

         ‘We’re not moving, are we?’ said Mary-Kate quietly.

         Nikos shook his head. ‘We have to protect ΔϒΟ,’ he replied, just as quietly. 258

         ‘There’s still something I have to tell you,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘Something I have worked out.’

         The engine of the silver boat ground to a halt, rocking on the gentle waves close by. ‘Children! Do as we say and there won’t be a problem!’ shouted Katarina.

         Mary-Kate saw the boy had come to stand beside the tall blond man. They both had similar coloured hair, and their lips were set in similar conceited smiles.

         ‘You should do as you’re asked,’ the boy called across the water. ‘Get out of this area.’

         ‘Why don’t you ask Katarina Kyrios why she says her Famous Sardines are one hundred per cent environmentally friendly?’ Mary-Kate shot back. The forcefulness in her voice surprised even herself.

         ‘Look down at the sea here! Look at all the pollution!’ cried Nikos.

         ‘See those red things shining in the sea? They are offcuts from your Famous Sardines tins,’ cried Mary-Kate, her voice trembling. ‘And we know you’ve been overfishing. We know you are destroying 259the evidence and discarding it back into the ocean.’

         Zeus squawked very loudly at this last point.

         ‘There is a reason ΔϒΟ has been attacking. Everything you’ve been doing has harmed her,’ yelled Nikos. ‘You’ve fished out her food. You’ve injured wildlife. Seabirds and turtles! We know that the gunk from your factory follows the current and gets stuck here. And that you are stopping everyone from sailing to this side of the island so no one can see what you’ve done. This is why the Two-Headed Hydra is attacking things when she has never attacked before.’

         ‘Nikos,’ said Mary-Kate, quietly. ‘That’s what I need to talk to you about.’

         But Nikos forged on. ‘So, we refuse to move until you own up to what you’ve done!’

         Katarina Kyrios stayed very still, the megaphone hanging in her hand.

         And then she did something terrible.

         She began to laugh.

         She tipped her head back and her shoulders shuddered. She laughed as though it was the 260funniest thing she’d ever heard. It must have been contagious because the men on either side of her started to laugh too. The boy joined in as well.

         ‘You really don’t understand, do you?’ said Katarina, when she’d caught her breath. ‘Oh, it’s just too funny. Of course, Kyrios’s Famous Sardines are not one hundred per cent environmentally friendly. Of course, I wanted to get rid of this silly two-headed sea slug that’s holding the whole island back. We can’t have this sea serpent scaring off the tourists. Or causing expensive damage to my business. Did you see what it did to one of my fishing boats?! It’s dangerous. And today we are getting rid of it once and for all.’

         One of the ginger-haired men was suddenly at the helm of the boat, revving the engine to life.

         ‘What do we do?’ said Mary-Kate.

         ‘Say something to stall them,’ said Nikos, looking behind them again. His shoulders slumped. ‘Maybe reinforcements aren’t coming.’

         Mary-Kate knew exactly what she would say. 261She stared at Katarina Kyrios, her red dress flapping around her in the sea breeze.

         ‘I know that the Two-Headed Hydra is not guilty of damaging the jetty, the ferry or the pedal boats, or even your fishing boat, Ms Kyrios. All that damage was done by someone else.’
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         Beside her, Mary-Kate heard Nikos gasp. Her words seemed to have the same effect on the fair-haired boy too. His jaw dropped.

         ‘I figured out something when I visited ΔϒΟ,’ Mary-Kate continued, raising her voice so she could be heard over the engine of the larger boat.

         ‘This is amusing. I’d like to hear what she has to say,’ said Katarina. She raised her hand to the man at the helm. The engine was cut again. Nothing but the sound of the waves against the boats and lapping at the caves. 262

         Mary-Kate stared at Katarina Kyrios. She took a deep breath. ‘ΔϒΟ hasn’t eaten any fish for a long time,’ she said. ‘She’s been eating the slivers of red metal, thinking they were the crimson bonitos. She’s always eaten these red fish. Except recently there haven’t been many of them. Not since you started fishing with those big nets and catching and keeping everything.’

         ‘Get to the point,’ said Katarina.

         ‘The head that can see got sick from eating your rubbish and couldn’t hunt for fish anymore. So, then the head that can’t see much had to find food. It attacked Mr Pavlovakos’s boat only because its hull is painted all over with little red fish. It was a mistake. I know that it did this because there was a large piece of Mr Pavlovakos’s boat stuck in its mouth. There’s no way it could have eaten anything since then.’

         ‘You’re trying to tell us you looked inside the Two-Headed Hydra’s mouth?’ called out the boy, disbelievingly. 263

         ‘That’s exactly what I’m telling you,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘This first attack was good news for you, Ms Kyrios. You wanted to get rid of this creature. You wanted to keep all the fish for yourself. ΔϒΟ ate the crimson bonitos and the crimson bonitos ate your sardines. Your big fishing nets didn’t throw back any crimson bonitos. The hydra had no food, except for your little aluminium slivers. You called Legendary Pest Control to come and collect a very sick ΔϒΟ and take her away.’

         ‘This island had forgotten that mutant slug until it started attacking everything. No one would have cared about that mosaic. While I may want that monster gone, I hope you’re not suggesting I damaged anything?’ protested Katarina.

         ‘Mary-Kate,’ said Nikos quietly. He’d placed a hand on her arm. There was noise coming across the water towards them.

         Mary-Kate wasn’t ready to stop.

         ‘I mightn’t have known if Mr Alexandrakos hadn’t told me,’ she continued. ‘Police have found traces 264of explosives at your fishing boat and now they are investigating the presence of explosives in all the other incidents.’

         ‘I would never do such a thing,’ shouted Katarina Kyrios.

         ‘Mary-Kate,’ said Nikos, more urgently.

         The noise had grown very loud. There was a clamour of engines and outboard motors and paddles and sails flapping. And something else, too. The sound of shouting voices. A cheering, yelling roar. A battle cry. 265

         Around the headland a flotilla appeared. There were speedboats and sloops and sailing boats. There were catamarans and canoes. Dinghies and even a ferry. Mary-Kate saw Yiayia Eva at the front of one of the boats, Georgios at the back. Yiayia’s right arm was bandaged; she waved with her left. She pointed to the sea before the flotilla.

         There, gliding in and out of the waves, was the shimmering sea creature.

         It was ΔϒΟ!

         Somehow, ΔϒΟ had brought the people!

         
            [image: ]

         

         266Katarina Kyrios raised the megaphone to her red lips.

         ‘Please leave this area immediately. You are all trespassing,’ she said but her voice had changed. She sounded uncertain. She stood still, watching the sea monster, mesmerised, as it raised its two heads one final time and then disappeared beneath the waves. Katarina lowered the megaphone, pointed at the place where ΔϒΟ had been with a trembling hand.

         Mary-Kate saw Katarina’s lips move and although she couldn’t hear her words, she knew what she’d said.

         ‘So beautiful,’ Katarina Kyrios had whispered.

         Mary-Kate’s legs wobbled. Her belly twisted. She shivered with cold.

         She sat down in the small Argo, feeling overwhelmed.

         Because her theory had finished forming and she knew, in her heart, that Katarina Kyrios was not responsible for the incidents.
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            It was Professor Lavinia Lightfoot who coined the useful and truthful phrase: It takes a whole village to save a monster.

            P.K. Mayberry’s A Brief Guide to Monsters and Monster Hunters
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         ‘What is it, Mary-Kate?’ asked Nikos, crouching beside her. ‘Please tell me. Are you cold?’

         She was cold. Her body shivered and her eyes stung. She was wet through and she was sure there was seaweed in her hair. She had been into a sea monster’s cave and returned. ΔϒΟ had led the island’s people to help them, had chosen this moment to reveal herself. Mary-Kate should feel happy, yet her heart felt heavy as an anchor plunging down, down, down.

         Because monsters made humans do the strangest things.

         People hated them or loved them.

         And, more than anything, she knew the behaviour that had changed on the island was that of the people. 270

         ‘ΔϒΟ was so sick,’ whispered Mary-Kate. ‘She was so weak. She wouldn’t have had the strength to destroy all those things.’

         It made her feel deeply sad. As deep as the ocean bottom. Maybe deeper.

         Unfathomably sad.

         ‘Why do you look so sad if we know it is Katarina?’ whispered Nikos, his eyes blazing.

         ‘No,’ said Mary-Kate, softly. ‘It’s not Katarina.’

         ‘Who then?’ said Nikos. ‘Please tell me.’

         Their voices were nearly drowned out by the sound of drumming, the blare of horns and chanting. The flotilla led by Georgios and Yiayia Eva were making any sound they could, banging with fish rods, clanging ship galley pots and shouting.

         Nikos leaned in close.

         ‘Tell me,’ he said.

         ‘It was Georgios,’ said Mary-Kate.

         Nikos laughed.

         ‘No,’ he said. ‘That can’t be.’

         Mary-Kate nodded. ‘He saw the attention the 271destruction of Mr Pavlovakos’s houseboat got. Georgios, the journalist, knew they needed another incident just like it. People would start remembering ΔϒΟ at last, and pay attention to what was happening to the sea. No more attacks happened because Sleepy was too sick and Scar had such a large piece of wood stuck in her mouth. He waited and waited those few weeks and then decided to make his own incident. He wanted headlines, to tell the world so people would remember ΔϒΟ. He wanted to do it for your yiayia.’

         ‘But—’ started Nikos.

         ‘He said it all that day in the kitchen,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘I didn’t want to believe it. Then when we were near Katarina’s fishing boat today, I found this on the ground. This is from the Custodian’s bracelet.’

         Mary-Kate reached into her dripping pocket and extracted one of the small sparkling blue beads.

         ‘I knew I’d recognised it. There was another one here in the Argo. It made me think. The ferry and the pedal boats happened in the early hours of 272Saturday morning. And Friday night is when Yiayia Eva and Georgios have been going out in the boat, except lately it’s only been Georgios.’

         ‘That was just to prepare him to be the—’

         ‘The new hole in the boat, Nikos. All those dints on the side. Something happened last night in this boat. And you told me Georgios had a summer job working on the plant construction site, where he could have taken some of the explosives. The Prof saw explosives there.’

         Nikos continued to shake his head slowly. Mary-Kate didn’t want to make him sad.

         ‘It’s only a theory,’ she said. ‘You can ask him yourself. You can ask Yiayia if she is wearing the bracelet. And none of it changes the fact that the Two-Headed Hydra and the sea need our help.’

         In the distance from the south, more boats were approaching. Large boats, official-looking. Mary-Kate could just make out her mother standing on the deck of one. On the Legendary Pest Control boat, the tall blond man was arguing with Katarina. 273He was motioning for their boat to be turned around. The boy had disappeared.

         Nikos stood up. He raised his arm in the air.

         At first no one noticed. They were two children, after all. In a small leaky boat plugged up with lucky chewing gum. Gradually, though, the noise died down, and the gathered crowd waited on their decks.

         ‘Today we saw ΔϒΟ!’ Nikos shouted and the crowd cheered. ‘She is very sick. Mary-Kate has bravely gone into her lair and removed shards of wood and sardine tins from her teeth.’

         Mary-Kate wanted to disappear. She stared at her seaweed-covered sparkly red shoes.

         Nikos continued: ‘Little metal slivers are just some of the pollution in our waters from Ms Kyrios’s Famous Sardines Processing Plant. Ms Kyrios’s pollution has harmed ΔϒΟ. Ms Kyrios has taken away ΔϒΟ’s crimson bonitos and left only red metal in the water. ΔϒΟ thought these slivers were the red fish she eats.’ 274

         Mary-Kate saw that the Legendary Pest Control crew were trying to make a getaway. The engine of their silver boat was chugging as it turned towards open sea. Across the waters, the large boats and Mary-Kate’s mother sped in their direction.

         Nikos kept talking. ‘All the attacks have been blamed on our beloved hydra, and maybe she is responsible for Mr Pavlovakos’s houseboat …’ He faltered. ‘The police say that explosives were used last night on Ms Kyrios’s boat and probably in all the other cases.’

         He stopped and wiped tears from his eyes.

         ‘Georgios?’ he asked. ‘Yiayia?’

         On the deck of their boat, Mary-Kate saw Yiayia Eva look anxiously at Georgios. He stepped forwards and called across the waves.

         ‘Don’t blame Eva Nikolaou for anything, it was my idea!’ he shouted. ‘I did it so you would all remember our hydra. I did it for Yiayia. I didn’t hurt anyone. And look, now ΔϒΟ has appeared. She brought us here!’ 275

         Eva Nikolaou hid her face in her hands, her shoulders shaking. Mary-Kate wiped at her own eyes. Poor Yiayia Eva, who thought her beloved hydra was attacking things when all the time it had been her own grandson.

         ‘Whatever happened, the police will investigate,’ shouted Mary-Kate, shaking her head. The coastguard and police water boats had surrounded the silver boat. Her mother nodded from across the water to continue. ‘What is important is that we help your Two-Headed Hydra. We need to stop Famous Sardines polluting the sea. We need to stop the overfishing. It’s not just the sea monster who has been hurt. Birds and turtles and fish are disappearing. Everything is related. We need to clean up the sea and bring back the crimson bonito. If we let ΔϒΟ recover maybe she will survive. I hope she survives. Because she is the most beautiful monster I have ever met.’
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         276Professor Martin held Mary-Kate’s shoulders as they stepped down from the coastguard ship onto the Elpida marina. The Argo had been tugged all the way behind it.

         The water police were leading Katarina Kyrios from the boat onto the esplanade. They were questioning the Legendary Pest Control crew too. Mary-Kate noticed they no longer had their harpoons. Police were peering inside their large truck and shaking their heads. Georgios was seated on a seaside bench, also being interviewed by the police. Nikos and Yiayia had their arms around him. Zeus was practising flying short distances nearby. Racing down the stone steps to the marina was Mr Alexandrakos.

         Mary-Kate had been wrapped in a warm blanket. Her hair was still filled with seaweed and red aluminium slivers, and her sparkly red shoes squished with each step.

         ‘Let’s get you back to the Grand Galini,’ said the Professor in a concerned voice. There was something 277else in her expression, though. Mary-Kate had seen it before, a look of pride.

         Later, after she’d bathed and dressed and Professor had tried very hard to blow-dry the red shoes, Mary-Kate was allowed downstairs to see Nikos. Her fingers were covered in sticking plasters because the red aluminium slivers had left her with many small cuts on her hands. She worried the orange sticking plasters would clash with her blue dress and white cardigan, but she took a deep breath. Outside, the breeze was cool now the sun had set. Her shoes, though slightly squelchy, still sparkled under the esplanade streetlights.

         Nikos was waiting near the statue of Eirene, Zeus standing proudly beside him. Mary-Kate wasn’t sure what to say. She was no good at endings. Endings gave her stomach pain. Endings were like cliffs and mountain tops and …

         She could say, ‘I’m so glad that you saw ΔϒΟ!’

         Or maybe, ‘At least no one was hurt.’

         Or perhaps, ‘I wonder what happened to the 278Legendary Pest Control people?’

         But she didn’t have to say anything because Nikos waved happily and shouted, ‘You have to see this!’

         He took something from his pocket and threw it into the air. Zeus flew upwards without the slightest hesitation and caught what must have been a snack in his beak.

         ‘He’s really getting the hang of it,’ said Mary-Kate.

         Nikos was wearing his cap with the gold letters Nikos’s Island Tours. He smiled.

         ‘Georgios and Yiayia Eva have gone to the big island to talk more with the police,’ he said. ‘It was Georgios who did the damage. He took the explosives from the construction site. He said he only did it for Yiayia and he knows it was wrong. I’m staying with Mr Alexandrakos until my parents arrive. Do you know what Georgios was shouting to us from the marina?’

         ‘What?’

         ‘He was trying to warn us that the boat was 279damaged,’ replied Nikos sadly. ‘I don’t know what will happen to him.’

         ‘I’m sorry,’ whispered Mary-Kate.

         ‘But in good news, Mr Alexandrakos heard that Ms Kyrios has owned up to her polluting and wishes to make amends for the damage she has caused.’

         Mary-Kate raised her eyebrows.

         ‘Maybe she will,’ said Nikos. ‘I don’t think that the people of Galinios will let her forget. Not now they’ve seen ΔϒΟ.’

         ‘What about the clean-up?’

         ‘My mother and father are coming back tomorrow on the ferry, and they are going to begin to plan it. I know there will be many who will help. We need to thank you, Mary-Kate.’

         Mary-Kate shook her head.

         ‘You are so good at theories and so brave to go into that sea cave,’ he continued. ‘My hypothesis wasn’t even correct!’

         ‘It was mostly correct,’ insisted Mary-Kate. ‘The currents moved the pollution to the north and 280that’s where it collected around the headland caves. Also, if we didn’t have that hypothesis then we never would have gone to the plant and found out about all the overfishing and the pollution!’

         ‘I guess that’s true,’ said Nikos.

         ‘And just think, my red things were the biggest red herring of all,’ Mary-Kate added, laughing. ‘Only it made us visit the temple of Thalassa and learn about the crimson bonitos, which in the end was very important. Maybe sometimes you have to make mistakes before you find the right answers.’

         It felt strange to say that, because Mary-Kate disliked mistakes. She was happy in a strange way, at the same time.

         A sudden fluttering interrupted their conversation. Zeus was hopping and flapping, then he was flying, gaining altitude in a wonky fashion, aiming for one of the esplanade lampposts. He landed awkwardly, recovered himself, and squawked so loudly and proudly from on high that Mary-Kate began to laugh. 281
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         ‘I’ve got something to tell you,’ said Nikos. ‘I will be the next Custodian.’

         He smiled.

         ‘You will be the best Custodian ever,’ said Mary-Kate.

         They both looked at the Eirene statue. There she was gazing serenely out to sea.

         ‘I will always care for ΔϒΟ,’ said Nikos, as much to Eirene as to Mary-Kate.

         And Mary-Kate knew that he would. 282
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         In the hotel room, snuggled in her blue silk Japanese pyjamas, Mary-Kate opened her strawberry-scented notebook. Professor Martin had placed it on the balcony to dry out the pages as much as possible, but they were still a bit damp.

         All her words had been swallowed up by the sea.

         The glitter pen markings had been washed away.

         The clues and ponderings vanished.

         Almost as though none of it had ever happened.

         ‘I’ll get you another notebook,’ said Professor Martin. ‘And new pens. Did you lose anything else? Besides the phone, of course.’

         Mary-Kate had her lucky objects cleaned and dried on the bed in front of her. Her lucky stress ball and the lucky international coin collection minus one very lucky coin. The silver packet of chewing gum that had helped plug a hole in a leaky boat. It now contained five pieces. Her W.S.M.H. medal. 283The miniature music box, which had soothed ΔϒΟ. The compass and protractor set that Nikos had used to form a hypothesis. And finally, there was the backup novelty torch shaped like a turtle. Nikos had returned it to her that evening on the esplanade. She’d offered for him to keep it but he said it was so lucky it definitely belonged with her collection.

         ‘Just the Big Ben torch that Granny gave me years ago,’ said Mary-Kate. ‘It slipped out of my hand when I was running and then, well, swimming.’

         ‘A torch and a mobile phone at the bottom of the sea,’ said Professor Martin, smiling wistfully.

         ‘Do you think the Two-Headed Hydra will be okay?’ asked Mary-Kate. ‘It was so sick.’

         ‘I hope so, Mary-Kate,’ said Professor Martin. ‘Come and look at this.’

         She had her laptop open and she’d opened Georgios’s Galinios Gazette. Mr Alexandrakos had posted a large emergency update. There were photographs of Katarina Kyrios, Eva Nikolaou and even Mary-Kate huddled in a blanket on the esplanade. 284
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         Professor Martin pointed to the final picture in the story. The Legendary Pest Control crew standing beside their truck near the car ferry. They must not have known they were being photographed. The tall blond man had his hands on his head in exasperation and the other three, including the boy, were staring at the ground.

         ‘My Greek is a little rusty. I think it says, “The organisation named Legendary Pest Control, that sardine millionaire and world-class polluter Katarina Kyrios had employed, have been asked to leave the island immediately.”’ 285

         ‘This one,’ said Mary-Kate, pointing to the fair-haired boy, ‘is quite rude.’

         ‘I’m not sure of his name but this man,’ said Professor Martin, pointing to the tall blond man, ‘is the eldest of the three brothers. His name is Sterling Wilde, and these two men are the twins, Dorian and Caspian.’

         ‘You know them?’

         ‘Well, I knew them a long time ago,’ said the Professor. ‘A story for another day.’

         ‘And W.S.M.H means World Society of Monster Hunters, doesn’t it?’ asked Mary-Kate.

         ‘Yes,’ smiled Professor Martin.

         ‘Prof, am I a monster hunter? The good type,’ she clarified. She thought she was, but she wanted to know for sure.

         ‘You most definitely are,’ said her mother.

         ‘And are you one too?’

         ‘I am.’

         ‘Was Father one?’

         ‘He was.’ 286

         Mary-Kate felt an impossible mix of emotions. She wanted to cry and smile at the same time. Her heart felt bigger, heavier, fuller in her chest. She felt brave and scared and, more than anything, filled with wonder.

         ‘I picked up a postcard when I was getting our dinner,’ said her mother. ‘You should write to Granny to tell her all about your adventures. She’ll be desperate to hear and you know how she loves old-fashioned forms of communication.’

         ‘Won’t it worry her?’ said Mary-Kate as she slipped into bed, the postcard in her hands. After all, there’d been a monster, a deep ocean, a leaky boat and explosives.

         ‘You’d be surprised what it takes to worry your granny,’ said Professor Martin.

         Mary-Kate thought and thought and thought some more. What to write? In the end she decided on only a couple of sentences. She tried the aquamarine glitter pen in honour of the Two-Headed Hydra and was pleased to find it still worked. 287
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         She wrote her granny’s name on the other side on the address line. Ms P.K. Mayberry, 17 Sutton Place, Kensington.

         Mary-Kate stopped, felt a little shiver, as though she should know something, something that was just out of reach, which she couldn’t quite put her finger on. She shrugged, shook that feeling away. She had one more day on Galinios island and she was going to spend it having the complete tour with Nikos’s Island Tours, no mysteries this time. She was looking forward to it very much. 288
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