A Muse Is A Terrible Thing To Waste

Aoide, Melete, and Mnemosyne’s School of the Muse is pleased to accept your admission!

“Cecilia?”
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“Cecilia?”

Aoide, Melete, and Mnemosyne’s School of the Muse is pleased to accept your admission!

“Cecilia! What does it say?” 

Why can’t I talk? Talking is what I do, my Mom always told her friends I must think I’ll die if I don’t talk. Talking is what I do. I’m a talker. I talk!

“Oh Zeus! Just give me the letter.” My Mother took the letter from my hand. “Oh, Oh, OH! She got in. She got in!” 

I got in. I’m going to be a Muse!
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Muse (myōōz) n. [ME. < Ofr. < L.  musa < Gr.  Mousa, A Muse, music, eloquence < ? IE. base  *mendh-, to pay attention to, be lively, whence ON. munda, to strive]

1. GR. Myth. any of the nine goddesses who preside over literature and the arts and sciences; Calliope, Clio, Euterpe, Melpomene, Terpsichore, Erato, Polyhhmnia (or Polymnia), Urania, or Thalia

2. [m-] a) the spirit that is thought to inspire a poet or other artist; source of genius or inspiration b) [Now Rare] a poet
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Year One – “Just What Is A Muse Anyway?”
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At the start of the world there were only three Muse, and they managed everyone on earth just fine. This was the time spelling came to the earth and also the start of dancing and storytelling. Then Mnemosyne just had to have her week and a half fling with Zeus and ended up with nine girls, so well why not train them to be Muse? That way they could take over and Aoide, Melete, and Mnemosyne could retire. It was fine for a little while, but with the nine running around inspiring people willy-nilly, starting what the humans call the Golden Age of Reason, suddenly every Tom, Dick, and Caesar wanted to be an epic poet, “Homer did it and he’s blind so why can’t I?” That was when the three Titanesses started a school to train spirits into Muse. Located half way up Mount Olympus, Aoide, Melete, and Mnemosyne’s School of the Muse captured your attention the second you laid eyes on it. The school was made out of pink and blue marble that was carved into tall columns and wide archways. On the grounds there were springs that bubbled up to water the many beds of flowers, trees that moved and swayed in the sweetest smelling breezes, benches that seemed to grow from the ground when they were needed, you would never find the same bench twice in the same spot. The very air at the school seemed more alive then any where else. There were bees that were fat from the flowers. Birds that swooped from the trees to quickly snatch a bug then back to their nest before you could blink. Butterflies so numerous at times you could walk in the middle of a swarm and think you yourself had turned into one.

My letter had stated to arrive at least two days before classes started, that way there would be ample time to settle in. As I walked through the silver gates baring the founders names scripted in a metal that changed color I felt that the four years I was to spend here still wouldn’t see me settled into this magestic environment. 

I stepped into the main building and after my eyes adjusted, the change from the outside saw a change in brightness but the surprise was it actually was warmer inside then it was outside, I made my way to the main desk where a line of other muse trainees waited.

The wait gave me ample time, and a reason, to really study the lobby. There was a mural along the east wall depicting the three original Muse prompting two warring armies to peace.  There was a grotto that held a small waterfall that splash rainbow colored water. Along the back wall were sculptures of the Nine, each with her symbol: Clio with a scroll in her right hand and a chest of books at her feet. Euterpe playing a flute while a group of children accompany her with other instruments. Erato with her lyre. Melpomene crying with a knife in her right hand and a tragic mask in her left hand. In the middle and slightly larger then the others, Calliope, the oldest, and wisest, at her feet sits Adonis who is handing a stylus and wax tablet to her.  Polyhymnia dressed in a cloak and veil holding a finger to her lips. Terpsichore playing a lyre while a group of dancers move around her. Thalia with a shepherd’s crook in her left hand and a comic mask in her right hand. At the end stood Urania with a globe in her left hand and a peg in her right. On the west wall the names of the most famous Muse-Mortal teams, each name spelt out in chips of jewels. Teale and George Balenstie; Hermione and J.K. Rowling; Io and Leanrdo DeVinchi; Davida and Michealagiol; Sheaksperia and her team of Christopher Marlow, France Bacon, and Lord Whoever; Juntha and PT Barnum. I’m sure that every spirit that passed through that hall all wondered if their name would appear in that great and glorious list.

“Name please?” It was my turn.

“Cecilia, daughter of Joxer and Madeline.”

“Cecilia, Cecilia, oh here it is. Yes dear, welcome to Aoide, Melete, and Mnemosyne’s School of the Muse. You’ll be staying on the second floor of the Aoide Building, room 208. Take the left side at the back of lobby, then through the “Star Crossed Lovers” walkway, it will be right in front of you. Here is a map of the campus, a list of the rules, honor code, oh you will need to turn that in at your first class and there is a must read charm on it.” By this point I couldn’t remember my name much less how she said to get to my room. “What am I forgetting? Oh, classes! You’re a schedule B, so…” there were piles of paper moving at alarmingly high speeds. “Here dear. You will also need to stop by the library today to get your books. Here that list.” “Library?” “Well that’s it. Enjoy your time of rest, once the year starts you’ll have three times as much to do!”  Three times as much? Oh dear Zeus! 

I stumbled away from the desk and some how managed to find the paper that was a map of the school. Once I found the “Star Crossed Lovers” walkway the rest was easy. “Romeo Montague and Juliet Capulet”, “Joshua Lyman and Donnatella Moss”, “Scarlet O’Hara and Rett Buttler”, “Malcolm Reynolds and Inara Sara”, “Julian Basher and Pails Delon”. The names of the fictional unfortunates were woven into the stone work of the path that led from the main administration building to the three dorms. 

Viewed from the outside the dorms seemed a place of quite restfulness, once inside I had to fight my way past dozens of other trainees all trying to solve the maze that was the Aoide Dormitory building. 

“Is this room 208?” Only some of the doors were numbered, others had names, photos or, in one case, a singing frog.

“Indeed that it is. Are you Miss Cecelia?” There was a pink haired girl dressed in some truly human like clothes hanging off o of the upper beds.

“Um, yes.”  I set my things down and looked around the room. “But you can call me just Cecelia.”

“Well then Cecelia, Hail and Well Meet! I am Mora, it appears we are to be companions on this scholastic adventure.”  Oh yeah, I got me a live one all right. “Since I was the first of our band to reach this destination I have laid clam to the upper berth on the westward side of our domain.” 

I gave a quick look around the room I was standing in the doorway of a five sided room. In the left and right corners that shared the hall wall beds were placed with a window over each. In between was a sitting area with a large table and four straight back chairs. Directly across from the door, and me, was a huge picture window with a comfortable looking bench under it. The window seat was on an elevated platform that widened on the two slopping walls to give room for a large bed. Mora had been sitting on one of these beds when I came in so I suppose that was her “upper berth”. Also, by each bed was a large, white, stuffed chair. Except next to Mora’s bed the chair was a deep dark green edged with silver. 

“How did you get that?” I asked her. “First you must decide upon your berth, then all will be revealed.”  Odd thing, she must have been dropped on her head as a baby… and as a small child. Maybe she was hit in the head in her teen years as well. Oh well, she didn’t look like she was harmful and the other raised bed did look very inviting.  But to be on the safe side I tried the other beds first, there were nice enough, but once I sat down I knew, “This is it.” I fell back with a sigh.

“Look now, Miss Cecelia.” Mora’s voice was hushed.

I rolled to my side to find out just what I was suppose to be looking at, but I saw it before I could ask. The chair next to my bed, the chair that had been white when I sat down, was a muted shade of rose with dark blue trim and brass buttons.

“Wow.” 

“Indeed, I said the very same thing about mine.”  For all of her weirdness Mora had one of the nicest laughs I had ever heard, a low throaty laugh that sounded like it came from the very bottom of her being.

“Come, we shall venture out together in search of books. For together we are strong, but alone we would undoubtedly be lost. ”
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The library of the Muses’ school was huge, even by Mount Olympus standards; there were millions of books, thousands of shelves, hundreds of rooms. Also there were dozens of bloodied and bruised writing students and not enough copies of Jete’s “Spin or Turn: Leading your human to the right word”. But Mora and I stayed far away from the riot, we had a good system set up: I would read ten titles from the list and she would get them, then we would switch, Mora reading and me fetching. Right now I had the list and the mediocrity of our hunt seemed to have taken the colorfulness out of Mora’s speech.

“Walking a High Wire: The Life of Juntha?”

“Got it.”

“Muse for Dummies?”

“Got it.”

“From Titaness to Mother: The Life of Mnemosyne?”

“Um, I can only find one.”

“Could we share for now?” I asked.

“If it means we can finally get out of here, then yes.”
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By the time Mora and I got back to our room the two other white chairs in the room had changed, bright florescent yellow (the one on the left) and a odd plaid of dark green, light pink, sea foam blue, and tan (the one on the right), but our room mates were not to be found. 

“I’m sure we’ll meet them soon.” I told Mora. 

“Whatever.” 

“I mean, we share a room, they will have to come back sometime. Even if it’s just for clothes or a shower.”

Mora’s answer was a very loud snore… and a little bit of drool.

Sadly for Mora, it wasn’t that long till we meet our room mates, and about half the floor along with them. I was putting away my books and trying to decipher my class schedule when the door banged open. 

“Oh yeah! You can just put that right here!”

Some one was yelling, but whoever it was, they were completely hid by a huge, well I don’t know what.

“What in the name of Zeus’s split beard is invading our room!” Mora was awake and mad.

“Hi-a!” A short, really short, blond haired girl popped out from behind the, gods, it was a naiad with wine pouring from her… Well, really, that’s just wrong! 

“My name is Salen. My sister was a Muse, I mean is a Muse. She graduated three years ago, and I have wanted to be just like her ever since I was born!” Did she breathe helium, because that voice could quickly drive a person to do horrible things, dark things and unspeakable things, things that you really shouldn’t do to another spirit. 

“Stand and give account Miss Salen, who are and what is your business in this domain and who is your companion?” Back to form already! Maybe Mora would scare who ever this perky little person was. 

“Oh how silly of me!” She bounced over to us; “This is Hogan! He is being very sweet and helping me set up!”

“Um, Hello?” Poor guy, you could see he had no clue of what was going on. Miss Bouncy – Squeaky probably ambushed him.

“And coming with Kaywinet are Timoth, Rand, Stymon, and Phil.”

“Wait just a second, set up? Set up for what?” Did I really want to know the answer to that question? 

“The party silly!” No, no I so did not want that to be the answer.

“You have still not given a response as to why you are in our room, Miss Salen. What is so desirable about this particular location that you felt you must host your party here?”

“Well I couldn’t just go into any room and say, ‘I’m go to have a party in here!’ now could I? And besides, it’s Kaywinet’s party as well!”

The truth hit me, “So, you and, Kaywinet? The two of you are our room mates?”

“Isn’t it great! I’m just sure we all will have loads of fun and become life long friends!” Even more bouncing while she said this.

Just then another girl came through the door with a box of food and a bunch of guys following her. “Here is the food Salen. Have fun with your party; I’m going to the library. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t!”

She almost had her get away, but Miss Squeaky was too quick. “But you haven’t even said hello to the other girls!” And BAM! Miss Squeaky had her by the arm and was dragging her back into the room

“I would like you all to meet Kaywinet. She is a little shy, but I’m sure we will all do our best to help her, right girls?!” 

Kaywinet looked like she would rather be with a group of Lampades then with Miss Bounce, no, Salen. If she had spent the whole afternoon with Miss Bou… Salen, then I for one did not blame her, not in the least.

“Salen!” A group of girls now stood in the door.

“Annabeth!” This was followed by a squeal and a hug. “Salen!” Now a squeal, from the other girl, and a two cheek air kiss, muha, muha.

“Sarabeth!” Squeal and a hug, “Salen!” Squeal, muha, muha.

“Marybeth!” Squeal and a hug, “Salen!” Squeal, muha, muha.

“Elizabeth!” Squeal and a hug, “Salen!” Squeal, muha, muha.

They started in on a round of “It’s been so long”, and “You look so good. No way, you look so much better.”, and “I just can’t believe we all got into the same school!”. 

By now I had been squeaked into some form of deafness. The loss of muscle control I contributed to the hyper bouncing, I think it might be some type of hypnosis. Mora was falling pray to it as well and that could have been the end for us if not for the quick thinking of Kaywinet and Hogan. The managed to pull us out of the room before the group of girls had time to turn on us with their bouncing hugs of squeaky death.
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After we had our narrow escape the four of us had walked all over the campus trying to find some place with food. It had only taken an hour and five stops to ask someone if they knew where to go. Now we had a table and lots of talk, the food had been finished long ago. “No, no, no. There is no way she could have…” 

“I’m telling you,” Hogan was recounting to us how he had met Salen. “She knocked him out cold!”

“I will have to agree with Kaywinet. I believe you are spinning a false tale for us, good sir.” Mora was using her empty bottle like a sword and she was making some very odd gestures with it.

“I swear, out cold.” Hogan pounded his fist on the table as he said the next words. “Out cold!”

When the laughter had died down Mora spook up. “And what about you Miss Kaywinet? What was your first impression of our effervescent, fast speaking, high pitched, small stature, fast moving companion?”

“Well,” Kaywinet wasn’t as drunk as Mora was, and I also think she was shyer then the rest of us. “I had a lot of trouble just finding the room. Did you know that a room at the other end of the hall has a singing frog on its door?”

“I saw that!” it had startled me so badly when I had walked past it that I had dropped my bag. “It was singing ‘Dancing Queen’!”

Kaywinet gave sort of a giggling breath, “Yeah that was it. Friday night and the light are low.”

“Looking out for a place to go.” I supplied the next verse.

Hogan was just about to fall off his chair and I think Mora had become sober just as Kaywinet and I started the chorus.

“You are the dancing queen, young and sweet, only seventeen. Dancing queen, feel the beat from the tambourine.” Kaywinet let out a wonderfully high “Oh yeah!”

“You can dance, you can jive, having the time of your life. See that girl, watch that scene, dig in the dancing queen!”

“I think you girls have imbibed more of this highly potent wine then is good for you. Come friend Hogan and help me escort these mad women back to our room.”

“But I’m not drunk!” I protested.

“Ha! You behavior leads one to think you have forgotten how much you have consumed.”

Hogan spoke up, “Mora, I think you should just except that Kaywinet is the only sane room mate you have. Cecelia and I drank water. “Thank you, Hogan.” What he said suddenly hit my brain. “Wait… I’m sane!”

He laughed. “You sure don’t act like it. You’re insane Ce, or you’re drunk.” “I’m not drunk!”

“So you are crazy!” 

“I’m not crazy and I’ll get you for saying that Hogan.”  I started towards Hogan with the intent of; well I don’t know what I was going to do. But it didn’t matter because Hogan took of running. I instinctively took off after him.

“Cecelia come back!” “What about Salen and the party!”

I ignored the questions of my new friends in favor of following Hogan’s deep laugh.
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I am so glad Mora and Kaywinet were drinking last night because it saved me from questions for the first part of the day. My two normal room mates had hangovers and the perky pixie had a mask over her eyes, green gunk on her upper lip, and socks on her hands. The first two would kill me if I woke them and I don’t know what the other would do, but really, I don’t care and didn’t want to know.

I got dressed and grab my copy of “Muse for Dummies” and went in search of some place to read.
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The “for Dummies” series is a best seller among mortals, but it was started on Mount Olympus. After nearly getting triad in the ass for calling a Nereid a Naiad, Tele wrote “Nymphs for Dummies” and made a huge bundle of cash. Soon there were a whole line of the books: “Half Gods for Dummies”, “Human Religions for Dummies”, “Wine Tasting for Dummies”, and the fastest selling book of all time “Things That Really Piss Off Gods for Dummies” (This was written after a year with a record high number of banishment’s, lightning bolts deaths, and changes to animal form). Then Tele started dating a Muse, the relationship lasted for about two years (a blink by Olympus standers), at the end Tele had a broken nose and the Muse’s human had an apartment in New York City, a vineyard in Napa, a house in Hawaii, five cars, two boats, a personal plane, and a staff of seventeen, including a sushi chef that travels with him at all times.

I found a bench in a semi privet nook and started in on chapter one of my book. “Just what is a Muse anyway?”

By the time I got to the sub – chapter talking on the difference between a Muse and a Juno my stomach was making it well know to me that it had been a long time since lunch. Not only a long time since lunch but even longer since I had eaten any thing, so I gathered up my things and headed off to find something to eat. 

I found my self a small café that served European style food. It seemed that all the stores and restaurants on campus had a large human influence. Even the staff were dressed in a human style.  As I waited for my food to come I tried to finish off my reading in “Muse for Dummies”, but the thoughts I had been able to push away earlier in the day now came rushing in, refusing to be silent. Thoughts, memories of running after Hogan, of a large handful of leaves being thrown at me, a warm stream, watching the stars moving over head, secrets shared, and thousands of unspoken words said.
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I slipped back into the room well after dark, I had read through all of “Muse for Dummies” and I had avoided my roommates, mission accomplished.  Then Mora’s lamp came on, “You have kept your secret for today, but there shall be a time when you must reveal you true self to us.” The light went off and I could hear Mora hit the bed.
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The next few days went by in a blur, there were readings to do, course work to review, buildings to find, and a super hyper roommate to stay away from. But in due course the first day came, and with it many, many lectures, all welcoming the new students to the school.
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“Welcome first years.” The woman that stood in the front of the room was one of the most beautiful I had ever seen. Tall, even for an under goddess, with hair that fell in rich brown waves, honestly I thought I could see it ebb and flow. “I am Serenity, one of the teachers here, I also still work inspiring as the personal Muse for Writer / Director Joss Whedon. Your first year is a time of wonder, of joy. This is when friendships will form that will carry with you, for only though your relationships with others, only through the inspiration you gain from them, will you be able to inspire others. During the year the talents you display will lead us, student and teachers together, to decide on which of the nine paths you will start on to reach your M.I.S, Masters of Inspirational Service.”
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“Welcome first years.” The man that stood in the front of the room was one of the oddest looking I had ever seen. Short, surprising for an under god, with bushy white hair that seemed to grow from every where but his head, honestly the man had it coming out of his ears, from his knuckles, his arms, everywhere. “I am Tad, one of the teachers here, I also worked inspiring at the height of the music video 1980 – 1990, I was one of Muse that helped develop a television station called “MTV”. Your first year is a time of wonder, of joy. This is when friendships will form that will carry with you, for only though your relationships with others, only through the inspiration you gain from them, will you be able to inspire others. During the year the talents you display will lead us, student and teachers together, to decide on which of the nine paths you will start on to reach your M.I.S, Masters of Inspirational Service.”

Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse

“Welcome first years.” The woman that stood in the front of the room was one of oldest I had ever seen. Very old looking, strange for an under goddess, with more wrinkles then you can imagine, honestly there were wrinkles in her wrinkles, on her wrinkles. “I am Strata, one of the teachers here, I also worked at inspiring during the founding of the North American Space Administration, NASA, and the first few decades of missions. Your first year is a time of wonder, of joy. This is when friendships will form that will carry with you, for only though your relationships with others, only through the inspiration you gain from them, will you be able to inspire others. During the year the talents you display will lead us, student and teachers together, to decide on which of the nine paths you will start on to reach your M.I.S, Masters of Inspirational Service.”
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“Oh Zeus, I really think this is the final entrance test,” Kaywinet said as she took off her shoes and started to rub her feet. “If you survive all of the first day welcoming lectures you get to stay.” 

From the other said of the room came Mora’s voice, muffled by the fact she was face first on her bed. “I heartily agree with your logic Kaywinet.” I dropped my bag to the floor; not really caring that almost every single thing in it fell out as I did so. “It does seem to keep in line with the actions displayed in the past by the gods, the sort of trial they find humorous, but that comes at much cost to the one that the gods pick. Woe to them who must play the fool for the gods enjoyment.” 
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History of the Muse was my first real class at the school. The teacher for the class had been a Muse in the Renaissance; not overly famous, but she knew her stuff. “The Muse have played an integral part in society since the creation of man. The human brain has amazing capacity and power, which the average human will use only a small percentage of. It is in the untapped portion a Muse works, for it is here a human will germinate thousands of ideas every hour. Sadly, only one or two of these ideas make it through to the human’s conciseness.  Can anyone tell me what the main points of interest are for a human?” Hands flew up all over the room. “Yes, Iona. One please.” “Food.” “Good. Mith.” “Shelter.” “Correct. Lee.” “Reproduction?” “Yes, Mr. Lee, reproduction. It is these basic needs that will be the first priorities to a human. After they are taken care of, then the human will allow other thoughts to occupy their time. This is why the early humans needed only three Muse. They were to busy just trying to survive. Once Prometheus took fire from Mount Olympus the fight to survive lessened, and man slowly begin to think of other thing. Still keeping in line with their needs, but now instead of a basic shelter offered by a cave, humans began to build houses. Instead of roughly wrapping themselves in animal furs, they began to shape real garments. Instead of eating charred meat straight off the bone, humans began to cook. They also had time now to try to cultivate food they had found in the fields, thus starting farming. This was the time that saw the start of the Muse as a force to guild mans first fumbling steps towards their betterment.”
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When I got back from my last class of the day I almost walked past my room. The reason for this can be attributed to the fact that when I had left in the morning the door had been a simple, normal, light oak. Now there were ponies, no, wait, I’m sorry, unicorns playing tag with butterflies in a happy green meadow that had a rainbow filled sky and a bright smiling sun. Salen must have had some free time today, either that or she forced, I mean asked, some one to paint this, ur, um, lovely scene on the door.

As I walked into the room I could see that Salen’s artistic inclination had reached to more then just the door. Her bed side table had been painted a florescent pink, The head and foot board of her bed had been done in florescent purple, and to tie every thing together, there was a quilt with pink, yellow, and purple flowers laying on her bed. There were also curtains with the same three colors across the window over the bed. 

Once I got over the florescent shock that was Salen’s area, I noticed there was a large package sitting on my bed. As I kicked off my shoes and set my books down I saw that Mora and Keywinet also had similar packages sitting on their beds. Now that my interest was really up I wasn’t even going to think about waiting to open the mystery package. The brown paper that the box was wrapped in came off easily to reveal folded sheet of cream colored writing paper, not notebook paper, but the good kind. When I unfolded it and saw the neat, curled script I felt a tug from somewhere around my stomach, this was the kind of letter you hear about, the kind that your Grandmother might have written when she was a young girl. A letter like this would last forever, even in the human realm. 

Dear Cecelia,

  I am so very sorry for the manner of our first meeting. While I know that this is my room I fear I had forgotten that I was not the solo occupant. My plans were hastily conceived and should have been approved by all of the rooms’ owners. The only thing I can clam in my defense is that the freedom offered by my time at this school had gotten the best of me, but it is no excuse for my behavior and I am truly ashamed by the way I treated you and the others.

  I present this gift as a token off my remorse. I hope you find it to your taste. 

Yours apologetically,

            Salen

Wow, that was the best letter I had ever been given. And who knew that Salen had all that tact under her bounce.

In the box was a dark blue quilt, a set of dark blue and rose curtains with brass hard wear, a brass lamp with a soft rose shade, and two throw pillows, one dark blue, one rose, with gold thread embroidery.

“How beautiful!” Kaywinet’s voice was soft as she came over to my bed. “I’ve never seen some thing so pretty.” Her hand was slowly brushing the blue pillow. “It’s so soft!” I smiled at her, “I think you have one as well.” I pointed at her bed just below mine. “Oh!” 

As Kaywinet tore into her apology package, I put up the curtains; they where a soft material that floated out with the small breeze that came in through the barley opened window.  Once the bed had been made up with the quilt and throw pillows and the lamp was giving off a soft glow the affect was stunning. 

While I had been putting up my gift, Kaywinet had done the same with hers. Salan must have had a challenge with the plaid that was covering Kaywinet’s chair, but she had pulled it off wonderfully. The quilt used strips of the dark green, light pink, and the sea foam blue to form interlocking circles on a tan back ground. The curtains were blue with a print of full pink roses and their dark green leaves.  The table lamp had that same print on its shade.

“Isn’t it just the nicest gift you’ve ever gotten?” Kaywinet asked me. “I don’t think I’ll ever forget this. It’s just so nice!” 

“It is Kaywinet, it really is. But all this decorating has made my hungry, do you want to come with me to get some food?”

“Sure! Let me just get a coat.”
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After we got our food and sat down I tried to find out more about Kaywinet, or Kayet as she said I could call her. “When my Momma had me after having four boys, well she really wasn’t ready. She thought I’d been another boy, I was going to be named Bester, but out I popped and I was a girl, Kaywinet was the first name that came to her. My Momma always had thought that it was a pretty name. She had a great, great aunt named Kaywinet, but she found out soon enough that the full thing was too hard to live with. Not for me mind you, I couldn’t care on way or the other, but for her. You see she couldn’t really holler out “Kaywinet” when I was doing some thing wrong, it would take her to long to get it out. So she ended up shorting it to Kayet and then the rest of the family started to call me that and it just stuck. 

“Kayet,” I tried it out. “I like it. Even though I still think Kaywinet is a beautiful name.”

“Awe, thank you.” Kayet finished off the rest of her shrimp on a stick. “Is there a reason you got the name Cecelia?” 

“Not that I have ever been told. I guess my parents just liked the name.” I started to push the rest of my salad around on my plate. “But who knows, maybe some day there will be a great, great, great nice named after me.”

Kayet laughed at my thought “Could be.”

“Could be? Why not? I’m the first one in my family to go on to a higher school. All the other females in my family have nymphs. I did have a cousin that was a Juno, but we didn’t really know him to well. His parents had died when he was young and the other branch of his family took him in. We didn’t hear that much about him as he was growing, but once he got in to the Juno training his grandparents sent out notices to all of our side. Even the way distance relatives.” 

Kayet started to laugh softly. “That was nice of them.”

“Not really.” I finally gave up on the salad. “They were hoping for gifts, money the most I think.”

“Ah!”

“Yup, so they were kind of pissed off when the gifts from our side were book store credits and the like.” Kayet laughed loudly at this. “They sound like my Uncle Orn. Uncle Orn will do any thing he can to save a cent. One year for my birthday I got a radio head set, a free promotional set he had gotten for drinking some number of bottles of juice and sending in the labels.”  

“Juice?” I started to laugh along with her. “I think that wins it.”

“Yeah, juice. It had a big orange on the one side and the company’s logo on the other side.”

“Well, did the radio work?” I asked her.

“Not at all.” Kayet had almost fallen off her seat by this point. At least she could find humor in a situation like that.

“Did you think it was funny then?” I asked her after I had put my dinner left overs in the trash can near by.

“Not at the time. But you learn to live with what ever life throws at you.” She jumped up from her spot on the ground and gathered up her trash as well. “Who knows,” she said once we started back to our room. “Maybe some day my birthday present disappointment will make it in to some story or some thing of the like.” 
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By the time we made it back to the dorm Mora had stumbled in. She must have gone right to bed; because her ‘I’m sorry’ box was on the floor along with her books and dirty clothes. 

Salen was still awake though and when we walked in she bounced right out of her chair and over to us. “Did you girls like your gifts?” It was the first time I heard her talk in that subdued a tone, she sounded almost normal, not her hyper, overly sweet self. 

“Oh gosh yes.” Kayet was telling her. “That quilt is one of the nicest things I have ever seen. It’s all soft and pretty looking.”

“I am so glad!” The hyper was back in a small amount. She must be trying to hold it in for Mora’s sake.

“I like mine too.” I told her. “And honestly I wasn’t mad about the party, not at all.”

“Well that is just because you got to go run off with that cutie Hogan.” Kayet had an evil smile on her face as she said this.

And of course Salen pounced on that tidbit. “You did what with Hogan?!”

Ah, the time of truth was at hand. “Nothing really. We just ended up talking for about five hours.”

“Just talking for five hours?” Kayet was smirking. “You don’t really expect us to believe that, do you?”

I walked over to my bed and started to get ready bed. “That’s exactly what I expect you to believe.”

I slipped in to my bed, shutting off the light as I went. “Good night girls!”
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I was starting to get the flow of my classes, where to sit, who did a lot of lecturing verses who asks the students questions constantly, which professors home work had to get done first and which professors would let you slide a little, things like that. For example, Professor Hero’s taught his class on famous Muse in a relaxed manner, there was a lot of talking, not really that much homework. But Zeus help you if you hadn’t done your reading.

“Juntha was the first Muse to work in the entertainment sub-field of the circus. In truth, she was responsible for creating that field. Now a days the circus is a wonderfully creative place that looks for the highest performers in their respective genres. But when she first started working with P.T. a circus was not much more then a collection of “exotic” animals and “freak” humans that were put on display as others walked through and gawked. It was from watching a group of Water Elamentals compete that Juntha came up with the idea of three rings for the circus. That way everywhere the humans looked something would be going on.”
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That evening Mora unpacked her box. The green comforter was set off with silver embroidery and the curtains were made of the same fabric. There was a brushed silver lamp whose shade was made out of pieces of jade bound together with thin silver wire. 
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Weekend stuff, maybe all four on a day trip?
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Studying for a test. In the library maybe?
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Hogan renters the plot line
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More classes, test results
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Getting ready for the brake
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S – U – M – M – E – R   T – I – M – E !!!!!
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Year Two – Care and Feeding of Your Human
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Coming back to the room
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“Welcome second years.” Professor Serenity stood in the front of the class room, even more beautiful then the year before. “This year you will begin to work with humans. This will be a wonderful adventure, full of twists and turns. The process of getting to know the human you Muse can be trying at times, but we teachers are here to help you with any problems you may encounter. Have a pleasant year!”

Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse

“Welcome second years.” Professor Tad stood in the front of the class room, even more hairy then the year before. “This year you will begin to work with humans. This will be a wonderful adventure, full of twists and turns. The process of getting to know the human you Muse can be trying at times, but we teachers are here to help you with any problems you may encounter. Have a pleasant year!”
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“Welcome second years.” Professor Strata stood in the front of the class room, even more wrinkled then the year before. “This year you will begin to work with humans. This will be a wonderful adventure, full of twists and turns. The process of getting to know the human you Muse can be trying at times, but we teachers are here to help you with any problems you may encounter. Have a pleasant year!”
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Cecelia meets her human
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“One of the simplest forms of inspiration in a music video. The first form is a “fan” video, it takes music your mortal did not write and pairs it with movie clips they did not film. The effort involved is minimal for them, they just need a push to start them out.” Professor Tad was explaining our first practical test to us. “Find something your human can relate to, a person on their favorite movie maybe, or an episode of a show they watch that they liked the most. Then plant the seeds; tell them how well a song fits that person or situation. Give them just a hint of how it could work out, a certain scene placed just so to the song. Keep showing this little taste to them, for the average Museble human seven to 10 times should be enough to set them to the keyboard. But be warned my young students, the key to this task, as with most things in life, is timing. If you give the suggestions to far apart then your human can just brush it away, to close and you risk losing them. I have seen it to many times, a young overly eager Muse hounds the human till it no longer listens to those types of songs or watches that show. Musing is a delicate job that absolutely can not be approached too lightly.” He slowly turned around in a circle, making eye contact with each of us. “Now, with great care and humility, begin your task.”
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The human I had was almost too pliable; she was a fan of books and television, movies and games, music and dance, history and science. It seemed she had a kernel of knowledge about everything, and it was killing me! I just can’t get her brain to settle on one thing for any length of time. Ah ha! There it is, yes you like that song do you, sweet, maddening human. Good! I can work with this.
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I’ve heard there was a secret cord 

That David played and it pleased the Lord

But you don’t really care for music, do you?

Well it goes like this, the fourth, the fifth

The minor fall, the major lift

The baffled king composing Hallelujah.

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Your faith was strong, but you needed proof

You saw her bathing on the roof

Her beauty in the moonlight over threw you.

She tied you to a kitchen chair

She broke your thrown; she cut you hair

And from your lips she drew that Hallelujah.

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Well baby, I’ve been here before

I’ve walked this room and I’ve seen this floor

I used to live alone before I knew you.

I’ve seen you flag in the marble arch

But love is not a victory march

It’s a cold and it is a broken Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Well there was a time when you let me know

What was really going on below

But now you never show that to me, do you?

I remember when I moved in you

And the holy ghost was moving too

And every breath we drew was Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Well maybe there is a god above

But all that I’ve ever learned from love

Was how to shoot somebody who out drew you.

Well it’s not a cry that you hear at night

And it’s not somebody who’s seen the light

It’s a cold and it is a broken Hallelujah.

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah

Hallelujah
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Cecelia gets her grade (a big fat F), and the song stuck in her head. Hogan helps her think about some thing else.
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Cecelia starts pushing her human to write
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Cecelia has to learn about dance, modern musical theater, and science fiction.
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Year Three – You Want Me to Do What?
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I was glad to be back after the summer off. That is right, a summer off. My human took up with a summer acting group; she was so busy that she didn’t write. Well, there was that one little short story she started on, but it was based on an idea from another human. I knew it wasn’t going to go any where. “What if Miles was part of the X-Men?” Please! Like that has ever worked.

But other then that a quite summer. I think I hit the jackpot with this girl, a little writing, some help with ballet themes, and summers off. Life is sweet!
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50 things to do before I die.

She wants a list of 50 things.

HA!

The first five were easy: 1. Finish the Phantom of the Opera story, 2. Finish the Star Wars story, 3. Finish the Jane Austin story, 4. Finish the 4-H story, 5. Finish the X-Men story. 

I want to finish her. Her and that brain of hers that jumps from one thing to another without so much as a blink to let me know what is coming.

And the writing, oh Zeus, I should have never let her start on that path. She was ready to give it up. Why didn’t I let her give it up? Her first attempts were crap, she believed that she was no good, why did I have to stick my nose in? You can do better, I told her. Practice makes perfect, I told her. Just do it for your self, I told her. Why didn’t any one tell me to shut up?!

Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse

Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse * Muse

“I can’t take it any more. She has so much that she has taken up with running around in that mind of hers. There is Star Wars and Star Trek and X-Men and The Phantom of the Opera and the dance stories and all the Jane Austin stuff and the acting, oh Zeus! The acting.  She has to act and react and why would she react this way, why wouldn’t she react some other way? And where should she be coming from when she says that line? And what if her character was abducted by aliens and their brain was taken out and an alien brain put in the character’s body? Well how would the alien character react? She wants to know how it would react? Ha! I’ll tell how it would react, it would say shove a stick in your eye, that way you can’t read anymore or write or watch TV and that way your Muse can get a gorram brake! What didn’t I mention? She’s in to a new TV show, Firefly, the cast all curse in Chinese. Chinese people! I know Chinese curse words, me! I can curse at you in Chi – gorram – nese!”
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“Cecelia?” 

Some one is poking me. 

“Cecelia?” 

Poking is a fun word.

 “It’s time to get up now, sweetie!” 

Poking, mmm. Poking, poking, poking, poking, poking, poking, poking, poking. “He he”

“Well?”

“I didn’t have any luck.”

You know what another fun word is? Rubber, say it with me, rub, b, er. Rubber, rubb, er. Rubber!

“Rubber!”

“What did she say?”

Mmmm, poking, rubber, poking, rubber, poking, rubber, poking, rubber.

“I think she said, rubber.”

“You think she said rubber, I think we should get a teacher.”

“NO! She just needs to sleep, I ‘m sure of it!”

“I am inclined to side with Kaywinet. Cecelia is our friend and fellow companion for this academic journey. If a companion falls then it is we, the able, who should see to it that every resource is spent in their care. Even if it mean looking outside of our group for that help.”

Rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber.

“But a thing like that on her record, she would never get work as a Muse for a ditch digger, let alone any one really creative.”

“But she needs help Salen.”

Poking, rubber, poking, rubber, poking, rubber, poking, rubber

“And what about the human? She would be black listed. No Muse would ever take her on. Not even rotating trainees! Please? Just a few more days?”

“But if she doesn’t get help soon, she might not need to worry about her work. She might not be able to muse!”

Poking, poking, poking, poking, poking, poking, poking, poking.

“Come off it Kayet! She told you first about what getting in to the school meant to her and her family. It would kill her to give that up!”

“Oh! And you’re what? Her Juno now?”

“Kayet! Salen! We need to be thinking about what is best for Cecelia, not fighting amongst our selves. And yes, Salen that means all of what is best for her. We shall give her to the end of the week, if she is not better by then we go to the faculty. Agreed?”

Poking, rubber, poking, rubber, poking, rubber, poking, rubber

“Agreed.”

“Agreed.”

Rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber, rubber.
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Hogan finds out
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The teachers are told
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Cecelia goes home for a break
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The three room mates go a little nutty with out Cecelia
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Cecelia goes away from home for a break
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Back to school
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Year Four – And Now, Something Else Completely
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Near death experience // eyeliner, nah.

Oops! Drunk! // Window, nah.

Car accident // To Kill A Mockingbird, what? You never even read that, no!

Death in the family // beef jerky, no.

Near death experience // orange juice, oh! I should check on that carton Kayet left in the room.

Wacky water hijinks // pillow, no.

Snowed in // bottle, well maybe. But not any thing like spin the bottle. Hmmm, we’ll think about this one. Keep going.

It’s [insert holiday of choice] // candle, yeah right.

We’re going to die. Let’s have sex // piano, no. I said no!

Car accident/ /coffee mug, that could work. Logan runs over Marie’s favorite mug. No, no… Marie runs over Logan’s mug! Yeah, you’ve got a crying Logan trying to put the mug back together; Marie’s being all guilty. Let’s do it!
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