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CROW


Harry was woken up by the sound of knocking on her bedroom window.  Bright sunlight filtered through the faded cherry blossom design on the blind, a relic of some long gone tenant in her flat.  She turned over, pulled up the covers and vowed, not for the first time, to get some proper curtains.

The knocking repeated itself.  Harry ignored it for a while as she gradually rose into proper wakefulness.  Then she blinked and stared, puzzled, at the window.

Something knocked.  Which was odd considering she lived on the fifth floor.  It knocked again.

Blearily, Harry staggered out of bed and raised the blind.  There was a black crow perched on her window sill, knocking insistently against the grimy glass.  

Harry scowled and unlatched the window, meaning to shoo the wretched creature away and then return to bed.  As soon as the window was open the bird's head ducked down and then it tossed something into the room.  Harry caught it reflexively and realised she was holding a small cube.  Decorations in the Greek style marched around its faces.  There was a flapping of wings and Harry looked up to see the crow vanishing away into the wide blue sky.

Harry turned the box over in her hands, there was a Greek woman, rising out of the waves and behind her a host of creatures and men processing around the sides of the box.

Harry sat cross-legged on her bed, still turning the cube over in her hands, looking thoughtful, seeking entry.  Then she rummaged in her bedside drawer and drew out her puzzle box.  It was the same size as the cube and as she brought them close they slotted together with a click.

Harry frowned.


SEA


"I didn't even know this was here," Alex commented as they paused on the dingy steps of the Museo del Mare.

"Neither did I, but apparently it's the place to learn about sea monsters."

Alex shrugged non-commitally, the sea breeze whipping his hair into his eyes.  "Why am I here again?"

"Because you're my boyfriend," Harry told him firmly and she started up the steps towards the revolving door.

"That automatically makes me involved in any weird goings on, does it?" asked Alex, trailing along behind her.

Harry paused and turned to face him, her hands on her hips.  "You can go home, if you like."

"Nah! I've nothing better to do this afternoon.  Besides I've never had a girlfriend before who gets sent mysterious clues by unnamed forces out in the bay."

Harry fingered the interlinked boxes in her jacket pocket.  "You don't know they came from the bay," she pointed out.

Alex kissed her lightly as he drew level.  "You don't know they're the good guys," he retorted with a grin.  "Though rescuing us that time we were drowning definitely earns them brownie points in my book."

Harry snorted to disguise the fact that she wasn't entirely happy with their level of ignorance about the puzzle box and then led the way inside.

The museum was cool and quiet.  A massive marble frieze depicting Poseidon dominated the entrance hallways.

"Impressive," commented Alex.

Harry fished out the box the crow had brought her and compared the pictures.  "It's not the same as the one here."

Alex peered over her shoulder.  "No, that one looks like a woman."

"It is a woman.  I wonder whether there are any female sea goddesses."

"Women this way, I think."  Alex grabbed hold of her hand and pulled her through into the next gallery.  Damaged and worn statuary processed down the centre, arms fallen away and faces weathered flat by wind and water.

Harry shivered.

"Are you all right?  I can lend you my coat."

Harry shook her head and smiled at him.  "No I'm fine."

"That's our lady!"  Alex pointed to an urn in a glass case.

He was right.  The woman on the side of the urn matched the one on Harry's puzzle box.  She held her right hand out over the waves and creatures were rising up.

"Ceto, mother of monsters," Harry read off the description.

"Sounds like fun.  Why would our friends, who may or may not live out in the bay, be sending you pictures of her?"

"Ceto's creek on the south west of the harbour is named after this goddess."  Harry read on through the typed information card.

"South west of the bay?  Where all that dredging work is going on?"

Harry shivered again.  "That can't be good news."


ARMY OF GHOSTS


"Grrrr!"  Harry growled at the locked gates of dockyard.

"It was a good try," said Alex.

Harry's feet hurt and even in the late afternoon the heat of the day made her feel sticky and tired.  

"It was a rubbish try.  I didn't even have a decent fake ID."  Harry waved her clipboard at Alex.

"You look very smart.  I'd have believed you were an inspector."

She kissed him lightly.  "You're a very nice boyfriend to say so."

"So what now?"

Harry glanced out over the bay to the setting sun.  "I got the impression they'd found something."

"That would have been all the running around and covering things with tarpaulin."

"Yes.  I think maybe we should get ourselves down to the creek."




Alex forced her to go home first with a well-placed comment about high heels and swamps.  So it was already dark by the time they scrambled down the banks of the creek and began to work their way up towards the dockyard.

Harry stumbled along in the darkness, using her torch to guide her feet, comforted by the sense of Alex's cursing presence just behind her.

Then suddenly his arms were around her and his hand grasped the torch, switching it off.  She opened her mouth to complain and then saw what he'd seen.

An army of ghosts, that had risen up out of the sea and was walking into the dockyard.  They glowed faintly in the dark, casting an eerie light about them as they moved.

As Harry's eyes adjusted to the dark she could see that they weren't ghosts but sea creatures.  An army of serpents and crustaceans and human-like things, all encrusted with grime and shells and glowing with phosphorescence, was moving up from the sea and onto the land.


FEAR HER


Ceto lead them.  She was unmistakable.  The most human of the forms with dark hair falling around her face in ringlets and over her chest like ripples and seaweed.

Her offspring trailed at her heels.  In the glowing phosphorescence Harry caught glimpses of metal and wood.  It was as if the detritus of centuries of ships pulled under the sea was woven into the creatures' flesh.

Ceto looked beautiful and deadly, inhuman and implacable.  Her skin glowed a faint blue colour in the moonlight.  She moved slowly up the creek, her army behind her.  An unstoppable force that had arisen out of the dark waters of the bay to claim the land.

"Puzzle box time?" asked Alex softly in the darkness.

"Here goes nothing."

Harry's fingers scrabbled at the edges of the box, blindly shifting aside the pieces in the darkness, working on instinct.

"No rush!" Alex murmured.

Harry glanced up. Ceto was close to them now.  Harry could see the trees up on banks of the creek, illuminated in the ethereal glow and she felt Ceto's eyes upon her.  Harry's fingers continued to push and slide as Ceto glided ever closer to them, her hideous offspring following in her wake.

The box clicked open and a swarm of light rose up out of it.  

Ceto's arms flew up to shield her face and then there was a blaze of light and the sound of waves crashing on the sea shore.  When the light faded Harry and Alex were once again plunged into darkness.  Ceto was gone.

"Is that it?" asked Alex.

"Ungrateful sod.  Just be thankful she didn't reach us."

"Yeah but I just feel kind of, you know, I stood around holding a torch in a manly fashion while you saved the world."

"Well, I just opened the box.  Whoever sent it to us saved the world and we still don't know anything about who that was."

"We must really do something about that."

"Yes, we must."
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