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Mortal Gods is Bo's second time-travelling adventure. It takes her to the Egypt of two-thousand-

years ago, where she becomes the pet of one of the most fascinating women in history -

Queen Cleopatra.Cleopatra was beautiful, witty and ruthless. She held extraordinary power,

had vast wealth and lived in a very exotic place and time. All of this is described in Mortal Gods

- the parties, the battles, the strange foods and the amazing animals, including Bo’s special

friend, the black-maned lion, Cassius of Cyprus. And of course the book wouldn't be complete

without Cleopatra's own special friends - the two great Romans, Julius Caesar and Mark

Antony. This is the story of Cleopatra’s remarkable reign, the people she loved and fought, and

the games she played to keep hold of her power.



CHAPTER 1Off the coast of Alexandria, Egypt.October 48BC The ship’s sails had been

lowered, her oars withdrawn, her lamps extinguished. Now she was anonymous, almost

invisible against the vast waters and the inky sky.On the vessel’s upper deck, towards the prow,

a small black poodle stood silhouetted in the moonlight. Her head and tail were raised, and her

ears streamed out behind her in the breeze. She tipped her nose higher and caught the scent

of flowers and fruit, people and animals, and soil still warm from yesterday’s sun. It was the

scent of land. Her land. She was almost home.When she felt a sudden rumble from deep

inside the belly of the ship, she dug her claws into the wooden boards to steady herself. She

listened for a rush of chains and heard an almighty splash as the anchor shot forward and

plummeted to the sea bed. The ship shuddered, and the poodle shook the sea spray from her

fur, sighed happily and trotted belowdecks to her private cabin.She flopped onto her zebra skin

blanket, curled up against its warmth and tried to sleep, but it was impossible. The smells of

her homeland had flooded her mind with memories and expectations. A few months earlier,

when she’d been barely weaned, she’d been taken from her mother and siblings by someone

called Menander. She’d liked Menander immediately. He’d worn long flowing robes and rows of

bangles along his arms. He’d carried her out of the house where she’d been born and placed

her in a golden basket. She’d never travelled in such a thing before, never travelled in anything,

and her tiny stomach had lurched when four men had raised the basket off the ground. She’d

let out a cry of desperation then, and Menander had reached out to pat and comfort her.‘I’m

here,’ he’d told her. ‘I will always be here.’He’d nodded to the men and they’d settled the basket

on their shoulders and carried it away from the house, out through its gates, and onto the

streets of Alexandria. Hundreds of people had lined the way. They’d been cheering noisily, too

noisily for a small puppy’s delicate ears. At first she’d trembled and cowered against the

basket’s sides, but then Menander had patted her again and pointed with his free arm.‘Look at

the people,’ he’d asked her. ‘Let them see you. Bestow your blessings upon them. They cheer

for you.’ She’d edged upwards a fraction then, and when she’d realised that just the sight of the

top of her head made the crowd leap and roar with approval, she’d found new courage. Soon,

she’d been sitting bolt upright and revelling in the attention. The men had set her down outside

a fabulous palace and Menander had lifted her into his arms. For the next few days they’d lived

side by side in the palace, a cool, quiet haven with gleaming white colonnades and gardens full

of statues, fountains and scented blossom. Menander hadn’t left her sight. Even at night he’d

been there, lulling her in a haze of incense, singing softly until she fell asleep, and staying with

her in case she awoke. During the days, he’d fed her by hand with exquisite foods and taken

her for gentle walks in the grounds. Through it all, he’d treated her as if she were the most

precious thing in the world. Then, quite suddenly one morning, he’d shaken her awake when it

was still dark outside.‘Our mistress has sent for you,’ he’d explained as he packed a bag with

treats, toys and blankets. ‘One of her bodyguards is waiting outside. He will take you to

her.’He’d picked her up, held her out in front of him and looked at her steadily.‘Be the bearer of

good fortune,’ he’d whispered. ‘Help our mistress to quit her place of exile and return to her

throne. All hail you! All await your homecoming and that of our queen!’She’d had no idea what

he was talking about, but she’d licked his hands with her small pink tongue, and he’d laughed

and kissed her before carrying her out of the palace and handing her over to the

bodyguard. The bodyguard was a desert tribesman with black eyes and an even blacker cloak.

He’d ridden for two days, enveloping her in his cloak and holding her close to his chest as his

horse sped across hot, dusty plains. At last they’d reached a modest town, and the horse had



skidded to a halt outside a merchant’s house. Within moments, the door to the house had

opened and a young woman with olive skin and a wide smile had rushed through it and run to

greet them.‘My name is Cleopatra,’ the young woman had said excitedly, ‘and I am your new

mistress. I shall be your mother, now. I will call you Doris. Doris Of The Lovely Hair, and we will

be the best of friends.’Cleopatra had lifted Doris from the horse and taken her into the house.

Then she’d unpacked Menander’s bag of toys and blankets, (the treats had been eaten along

the way), and produced a collar and lead.‘I did not know your size,’ she’d apologised as she

tied the collar around Doris’s neck. ‘I had my handmaiden, Charmion, make it for you. The cloth

is woven from the hair of a baby camel. It is very fine and will be soft on your skin, but it may be

too loose.’She’d stepped back and laughed.‘It is a little large!’ she’d giggled as the collar

dangled at Doris’s knees. ‘No matter. You will grow into it. Come. Let us walk together! Soon I

must meet with my advisors. You shall come too. Your presence may inspire us.’ That meeting

with the advisors had been the first of many. Doris had spent them curled up on her mistress’s

lap, from where she’d listened to much argument and discussion about a queen, how she

might be returned to her rightful throne, and what could be done about someone called

Ptolemy.Doris had wondered if this was the same queen and throne that Menander had talked

about but, before she could learn the answer, she’d been woken in the middle of the night

again. This time, she’d ridden with Cleopatra. They’d left the village under cover of darkness

and, led by mysterious guides on stealthy Arab horses, had crossed yet more dusty plains until

they’d reached the sea. There, in a hidden cove, a rowing boat had been waiting to take them

out to a ship, this ship. The ship that had sailed them here, to somewhere off the coast of

Alexandria.Doris was almost back where she’d started.Almost home.‘Nearly there,’ she

mumbled as she wriggled deeper into her zebra skin. ‘By this time tomorrow, I should be back

on dry land. I hope Menander will be waiting for me. Will the streets be thronging with people

as they were before? Will they cheer and bow to me? It doesn’t matter if they don’t. I have my

mistress, now. But I would like to see Menander again.’She had just reached that lovely, dozing-

off stage which comes before real sleep when she heard someone tiptoe into her cabin and

whisper her name.‘Doris?’ a voice asked. ‘Are you awake?’Doris didn’t need to open her eyes.

She knew that the voice belonged to Cleopatra’s handmaiden, Charmion, the same Charmion

who’d made the oversized collar.‘My mistress has probably sent for me,’ Doris concluded as

Charmion picked her up. ‘She likes to cuddle me at night. Soon I will be snuggled up beside

her. We will fall asleep together and, when the sun comes up, we’ll be rowed ashore.’She laid

her head against Charmion’s shoulder and felt the handmaiden’s arms curl around her and

carry her and her blanket out of the room. Back on the upper deck, Doris sniffed the wonderful

scents again. The sea breeze ruffled her fur and fluttered her blanket, and Charmion’s bare

feet padded over the boards.Suddenly, though, something was wrong.Charmion’s body had

tensed. Her movements had become tentative, and her graceful walk had slowed to a hesitant

totter.Doris woke with a jolt, forced open her eyes and looked down.Charmion was standing at

the top of a flight of steps, steps that plunged steeply and disappeared into the black waters of

the Mediterranean Sea.Doris wriggled, but Charmion tightened her grip with one hand,

grabbed hold of the steps’ safety rail with the other and continued downwards.Again, Doris

tried to break free.Again, Charmion tightened her grip.The waters rose higher. They splashed

against the steps and lapped at Charmion’s toes.For the first time in her life, Doris tried to bark.

The noise she made was hardly more than a weak yap, but it seemed to alarm Charmion, who

let go of the safety rail to tap her on the nose.

‘My name is Cleopatra,’ the young woman had said excitedly, ‘and I am your new mistress. I



shall be your mother, now. I will call you Doris. Doris Of The Lovely Hair, and we will be the

best of friends.’Cleopatra had lifted Doris from the horse and taken her into the house. Then

she’d unpacked Menander’s bag of toys and blankets, (the treats had been eaten along the

way), and produced a collar and lead.‘I did not know your size,’ she’d apologised as she tied

the collar around Doris’s neck. ‘I had my handmaiden, Charmion, make it for you. The cloth is

woven from the hair of a baby camel. It is very fine and will be soft on your skin, but it may be

too loose.’She’d stepped back and laughed.‘It is a little large!’ she’d giggled as the collar

dangled at Doris’s knees. ‘No matter. You will grow into it. Come. Let us walk together! Soon I

must meet with my advisors. You shall come too. Your presence may inspire us.’ That meeting

with the advisors had been the first of many. Doris had spent them curled up on her mistress’s

lap, from where she’d listened to much argument and discussion about a queen, how she

might be returned to her rightful throne, and what could be done about someone called

Ptolemy.Doris had wondered if this was the same queen and throne that Menander had talked

about but, before she could learn the answer, she’d been woken in the middle of the night

again. This time, she’d ridden with Cleopatra. They’d left the village under cover of darkness

and, led by mysterious guides on stealthy Arab horses, had crossed yet more dusty plains until

they’d reached the sea. There, in a hidden cove, a rowing boat had been waiting to take them

out to a ship, this ship. The ship that had sailed them here, to somewhere off the coast of

Alexandria.Doris was almost back where she’d started.Almost home.‘Nearly there,’ she

mumbled as she wriggled deeper into her zebra skin. ‘By this time tomorrow, I should be back

on dry land. I hope Menander will be waiting for me. Will the streets be thronging with people

as they were before? Will they cheer and bow to me? It doesn’t matter if they don’t. I have my

mistress, now. But I would like to see Menander again.’She had just reached that lovely, dozing-

off stage which comes before real sleep when she heard someone tiptoe into her cabin and

whisper her name.‘Doris?’ a voice asked. ‘Are you awake?’Doris didn’t need to open her eyes.

She knew that the voice belonged to Cleopatra’s handmaiden, Charmion, the same Charmion

who’d made the oversized collar.‘My mistress has probably sent for me,’ Doris concluded as

Charmion picked her up. ‘She likes to cuddle me at night. Soon I will be snuggled up beside

her. We will fall asleep together and, when the sun comes up, we’ll be rowed ashore.’She laid

her head against Charmion’s shoulder and felt the handmaiden’s arms curl around her and

carry her and her blanket out of the room. Back on the upper deck, Doris sniffed the wonderful

scents again. The sea breeze ruffled her fur and fluttered her blanket, and Charmion’s bare

feet padded over the boards.Suddenly, though, something was wrong.Charmion’s body had

tensed. Her movements had become tentative, and her graceful walk had slowed to a hesitant

totter.Doris woke with a jolt, forced open her eyes and looked down.Charmion was standing at

the top of a flight of steps, steps that plunged steeply and disappeared into the black waters of

the Mediterranean Sea.Doris wriggled, but Charmion tightened her grip with one hand,

grabbed hold of the steps’ safety rail with the other and continued downwards.Again, Doris

tried to break free.Again, Charmion tightened her grip.The waters rose higher. They splashed

against the steps and lapped at Charmion’s toes.For the first time in her life, Doris tried to bark.

The noise she made was hardly more than a weak yap, but it seemed to alarm Charmion, who

let go of the safety rail to tap her on the nose.‘Hush,’ she whispered. ‘Listen. Do you

hear?’Doris stopped struggling and tipped her head.Somewhere in the darkness, something

was making a soft, swishing sound. She turned and saw a rowing boat pull away from the

shadow of the ship’s hull. She peered through the gloom and recognised the strong back and

shoulders of its oarsman. It was Apollodorus, one of her mistress’s friends. He drew the boat

closer and it slid into the moonlight.Seated against its stern was Cleopatra.Apollodorus



reached the foot of the steps and stretched out a hand to pull his boat hard up against them.

Doris expected Cleopatra to leave the rowing boat and board the ship, but she didn’t

move.‘Come to me, Doris,’ she said instead. ‘Let Apollodorus bring you. Have no fear, my

darling. It is quite safe.’Doris yelped and dug her claws into Charmion’s flesh, but she couldn’t

contest the oarsman’s strong hands. She felt them prize away her paws and take her firmly in

their grasp. Then they whisked her over the fearsome gap between the ship and the boat and

lowered her safely down.Doris shook herself and blinked.‘Come here, my sweet,’ Cleopatra

whispered.Doris tottered unsteadily across the planked bottom of the boat until she noticed

something tucked under one of the seats. She paused briefly to examine it. It was rolled up

tightly, like a scroll. Unlike a scroll, though, it was several paces long and smelled of wool and

human feet.It was a carpet.‘How very peculiar,’ Doris muttered to herself, ‘why would a carpet

be in a rowing boat? Come to think of it, why am I in a rowing boat? And why does everything

have to happen in the middle of the night?’She continued to the wooden bench at the stern,

leapt onto Cleopatra’s lap and nestled against her.‘Pull away,’ Cleopatra ordered. Apollodorus

rowed in silence. The only sounds to be heard were the swish of the boat’s oars and the

slapping of the waves against its sides.Doris looked from right to left. There was a silver path

where the moon reflected on the water, but beyond that she could see nothing but

impenetrable darkness. She raised her head. The sky was glittering with stars, and a ball of

golden flames was hovering high in the distance. She stood up, wagged her tail, and placed

her front paws on the gunwale.‘That’s the Pharos!’ she yapped in her puppyish way. ‘That’s the

lighthouse at Alexandria! I’m nearly home, ma. I’m nearly home!’‘Sshht!’Cleopatra clamped a

hand over Doris’s snout and dragged her into a sitting position.‘You must be very quiet now, my

love,’ she added gently, ‘quiet as a mouse.’ They reached the mouth of the harbour, and

Apollodorus removed his oars from the water and allowed the tide to carry the boat to a quay.

Once there, he tied the boat to a metal ring and silently helped Doris and her mistress up some

slippery stone steps and onto dry land.There they stood, huddled together in the dark, whilst

Apollodorus returned to the boat and retrieved the carpet. He heaved it onto the dock, cut the

twine that bound it and gave it a shove with his foot so that it unravelled along the ground. Then

he bent over and tugged at its corners until everything was flat. Meanwhile, Cleopatra had

thrown aside her shawl and gathered her skirts around her knees. Now she lay down on the

carpet.‘Come,’ she whispered as she patted the space beside her. ‘Lie here, with me.’Doris

glanced at Apollodorus.‘She means you, Doris,’ he said.Doris hesitated and took a step

backwards, but the oarsman scooped her up and passed her to her mistress.‘Quickly, now,’

Cleopatra urged.More bemused than ever, Doris did as she’d been asked, but no sooner had

she lain down than Apollodorus began to roll the carpet up again. He wrapped it tightly, its

living contents were pinned together inside it, and Doris squirmed into a more comfortable

position. She felt a tug as Apollodorus tied the carpet with new twine, and a dizzying flip as he

hoisted the whole lot into the air and settled it onto his shoulder. Apollodorus carried the carpet

and its contents carefully. He paused every so often to hitch everything back into position and

adjust his hold, but then suddenly stopped completely.Cleopatra’s hand moved in the

dark.‘Sshht,’ she tapped Doris’s nose, ‘don’t bark. Whatever you do, don’t bark.’Doris listened

through the carpet and heard someone ask Apollodorus what he was doing.‘Delivering a

carpet,’ Apollodorus replied.His tone suggested that the questioner was an idiot.‘Idiot,’ thought

Doris.Apollodorus walked on, and Doris sniffed.Beyond the mustiness of the carpet, the

outside air was filled with delicious scents. Doris could smell fruit and flowers, hot spice and

cool citrus, and something else besides; the distinctive incense from the fabulous white palace.

Just then, Apollodorus was stopped and quizzed again. Again he stated the obvious, but this



time his questioner called for assistance.‘Guards!’ the man yelled.Doris heard running

footsteps, clanking armour and shuffling noises, and several more men surrounded the

carpet.‘They will escort you,’ the man added, and Doris suddenly realised he wasn’t speaking

Egyptian or Greek, which were the usual languages of Alexandria, but Latin.‘He’s probably just

practicing,’ she decided. ‘To learn a new language, you have to practice.’Doris knew this

because she and her mistress had recently been learning Latin, too. Their teacher had been

none other than Apollodorus himself, who had originally come from Italy. Cleopatra had talked

a lot about Italy during the journey home. Its people were called Romans and their leader was

a man named Julius Caesar. Cleopatra had described him as an all-conquering hero who was

worshipped as a god. Doris thought he sounded like the most terrifying man she’d never

met. Apollodorus marched forward between the guards and Doris felt her mistress’s heart

pound. She heard the front doors to the white palace swing open, heard the hard clack of feet

in its marble corridors and the gentle strumming of musicians in its secret alcoves. She could

smell the incense more deeply now. It was permeating the carpet and tickling her nose. She

wanted to sneeze. Apollodorus reached a new set of doors and Doris’s stomach lurched as he

walked through them, swivelled the carpet from his shoulder and lowered it onto the floor. Doris

felt him kneel and cut its binding again, felt the twine snap against his knife. She felt the carpet

relax and spring free as his soft boot nudged her back and sent her and Cleopatra rolling over

and over until the carpet was fully unfurled and they had spilled out of it.Puffs of dust and

carpet fluff swirled around them and Doris struggled to her feet and shook herself.Someone

laughed out loud and Doris glanced up. Before her sat a man.He was wearing a newly pressed

white linen tunic with gold-fringed sleeves. His hair was thinning, and the little he had left had

been brushed forward into a wispy fringe, which peeked out from under a wreath of laurel

leaves made of beaten gold. His legs and arms were tanned, and he had beady black eyes,

high cheekbones and a heavily muscled neck.He threw back his head and laughed again.The

rich, deep sound echoed against the palace’s vast walls, and Doris stared open-mouthed. She

held her breath and turned to see her mistress’s reaction. When Cleopatra got calmly to her

feet, smoothed down her crumpled clothes and smiled, Doris bared her teeth and tried to smile

too. CHAPTER 2Later that day Doris had been hoping to see Menander again, and now she

did. When she’d stopped bouncing with joy, he gathered her up and carried her a short

distance through the palace.‘We have been very busy whilst you were gone,’ he told her. ‘Your

mistress is most pleased with you. She even sent instructions from abroad that no expense

should be spared to make you feel at home on your return. The best craftsmen in Alexandria

and the finest fabrics from the east have been employed to furnish your salon.’He reached an

ivory door. A large triangular Greek letter "� - D for Doris - had been carved into it and picked out

with gold leaf. The door’s mouldings were gilded, too, and its handle was made from a single,

massive amethyst. Menander turned this handle and pushed the door open.‘Look, Doris,’ he

breathed. ‘This is your room.’ It was built from polished limestone, like the rest of the palace,

but the hardness of its walls had been softened with fine woollen curtains. In the centre of the

floor was a circular dog bed made of two solid silver cobras. Their tails were intertwined to

make an entrance to the bed, and their heads reared up on either side to form handles. Inside

the bed were a camel hair mattress, several small blankets and a smattering of miniature, silk-

covered cushions.‘That is your bed,’ said Menander.With Doris in his arms, he wandered

around the room whilst pointing out and explaining some of its special features.‘Here are water

dishes, and these are various food bowls. Here, some incense burners, candles, and vessels

for your tit-bits.’He reached a little dressing table. It had a swivel mirror and was laid with a

golden tray covered in an assortment of carefully aligned brushes, combs and hairpins. Doris



noticed that some of these had been decorated with sea creatures. There was a silver-backed

brush etched with dolphins, and two combs in the shape of sea-horses.‘Doris was a sea

goddess,’ Menander explained. ‘She is sometimes called Doris Of The Lovely Hair. So your

name is well chosen, since you have lovely hair, too. I shall enjoy taking care of it as your

mistress commands.’He turned away from the tray and placed Doris in her bed.‘Your bathing

room is next door. It has underfloor heating, of course, and a sunken bath. You’ll see it later, but

now it is time for your nap. You have water and food but don’t hesitate to bark, should you need

me. I will be just outside. When you awake, we will go for a walk in the gardens.’He bent to kiss

her head.‘Sleep well, sweet Doris,’ he said. ‘Welcome home.’ When Menander had gone, Doris

turned circles on the bed until she’d pummelled a nest, then lay down and curled herself into a

ball. As she began to doze off, her thoughts turned to her mistress and the man who’d laughed

at her. She had no idea who he was. She didn’t even know who her mistress was. Yet it was as

though Cleopatra had known all along that the man would be there, as though she’d come all

this way just to meet with him. Yes, Doris decided. There was something about this man. She

was still wondering where he’d come from, which gods might have sent him and to what end,

when she had a sudden, terrible thought.She sat up sharply.‘Is he the one who has taken the

queen’s throne? No. He can’t be. My ma smiled at him, and she supports the queen. She’d

hardly be smiling at someone who’d taken her friend’s throne. Who is this mysterious queen,

anyway? Where is she now? Will I ever meet her?’ 

Apollodorus carried the carpet and its contents carefully. He paused every so often to hitch

everything back into position and adjust his hold, but then suddenly stopped

completely.Cleopatra’s hand moved in the dark.‘Sshht,’ she tapped Doris’s nose, ‘don’t bark.

Whatever you do, don’t bark.’Doris listened through the carpet and heard someone ask

Apollodorus what he was doing.‘Delivering a carpet,’ Apollodorus replied.His tone suggested

that the questioner was an idiot.‘Idiot,’ thought Doris.Apollodorus walked on, and Doris

sniffed.Beyond the mustiness of the carpet, the outside air was filled with delicious scents.

Doris could smell fruit and flowers, hot spice and cool citrus, and something else besides; the

distinctive incense from the fabulous white palace. Just then, Apollodorus was stopped and

quizzed again. Again he stated the obvious, but this time his questioner called for

assistance.‘Guards!’ the man yelled.Doris heard running footsteps, clanking armour and

shuffling noises, and several more men surrounded the carpet.‘They will escort you,’ the man

added, and Doris suddenly realised he wasn’t speaking Egyptian or Greek, which were the

usual languages of Alexandria, but Latin.‘He’s probably just practicing,’ she decided. ‘To learn a

new language, you have to practice.’Doris knew this because she and her mistress had

recently been learning Latin, too. Their teacher had been none other than Apollodorus himself,

who had originally come from Italy. Cleopatra had talked a lot about Italy during the journey

home. Its people were called Romans and their leader was a man named Julius Caesar.

Cleopatra had described him as an all-conquering hero who was worshipped as a god. Doris

thought he sounded like the most terrifying man she’d never met. Apollodorus marched forward

between the guards and Doris felt her mistress’s heart pound. She heard the front doors to the

white palace swing open, heard the hard clack of feet in its marble corridors and the gentle

strumming of musicians in its secret alcoves. She could smell the incense more deeply now. It

was permeating the carpet and tickling her nose. She wanted to sneeze. Apollodorus reached

a new set of doors and Doris’s stomach lurched as he walked through them, swivelled the

carpet from his shoulder and lowered it onto the floor. Doris felt him kneel and cut its binding

again, felt the twine snap against his knife. She felt the carpet relax and spring free as his soft



boot nudged her back and sent her and Cleopatra rolling over and over until the carpet was

fully unfurled and they had spilled out of it.Puffs of dust and carpet fluff swirled around them

and Doris struggled to her feet and shook herself.Someone laughed out loud and Doris

glanced up. Before her sat a man.He was wearing a newly pressed white linen tunic with gold-

fringed sleeves. His hair was thinning, and the little he had left had been brushed forward into a

wispy fringe, which peeked out from under a wreath of laurel leaves made of beaten gold. His

legs and arms were tanned, and he had beady black eyes, high cheekbones and a heavily

muscled neck.He threw back his head and laughed again.The rich, deep sound echoed

against the palace’s vast walls, and Doris stared open-mouthed. She held her breath and

turned to see her mistress’s reaction. When Cleopatra got calmly to her feet, smoothed down

her crumpled clothes and smiled, Doris bared her teeth and tried to smile too. CHAPTER

2Later that day Doris had been hoping to see Menander again, and now she did. When she’d

stopped bouncing with joy, he gathered her up and carried her a short distance through the

palace.‘We have been very busy whilst you were gone,’ he told her. ‘Your mistress is most

pleased with you. She even sent instructions from abroad that no expense should be spared to

make you feel at home on your return. The best craftsmen in Alexandria and the finest fabrics

from the east have been employed to furnish your salon.’He reached an ivory door. A large

triangular Greek letter "� - D for Doris - had been carved into it and picked out with gold leaf. The

door’s mouldings were gilded, too, and its handle was made from a single, massive amethyst.

Menander turned this handle and pushed the door open.‘Look, Doris,’ he breathed. ‘This is

your room.’ It was built from polished limestone, like the rest of the palace, but the hardness of

its walls had been softened with fine woollen curtains. In the centre of the floor was a circular

dog bed made of two solid silver cobras. Their tails were intertwined to make an entrance to

the bed, and their heads reared up on either side to form handles. Inside the bed were a camel

hair mattress, several small blankets and a smattering of miniature, silk-covered cushions.‘That

is your bed,’ said Menander.With Doris in his arms, he wandered around the room whilst

pointing out and explaining some of its special features.‘Here are water dishes, and these are

various food bowls. Here, some incense burners, candles, and vessels for your tit-bits.’He

reached a little dressing table. It had a swivel mirror and was laid with a golden tray covered in

an assortment of carefully aligned brushes, combs and hairpins. Doris noticed that some of

these had been decorated with sea creatures. There was a silver-backed brush etched with

dolphins, and two combs in the shape of sea-horses.‘Doris was a sea goddess,’ Menander

explained. ‘She is sometimes called Doris Of The Lovely Hair. So your name is well chosen,

since you have lovely hair, too. I shall enjoy taking care of it as your mistress commands.’He

turned away from the tray and placed Doris in her bed.‘Your bathing room is next door. It has

underfloor heating, of course, and a sunken bath. You’ll see it later, but now it is time for your

nap. You have water and food but don’t hesitate to bark, should you need me. I will be just

outside. When you awake, we will go for a walk in the gardens.’He bent to kiss her head.‘Sleep

well, sweet Doris,’ he said. ‘Welcome home.’ When Menander had gone, Doris turned circles on

the bed until she’d pummelled a nest, then lay down and curled herself into a ball. As she

began to doze off, her thoughts turned to her mistress and the man who’d laughed at her. She

had no idea who he was. She didn’t even know who her mistress was. Yet it was as though

Cleopatra had known all along that the man would be there, as though she’d come all this way

just to meet with him. Yes, Doris decided. There was something about this man. She was still

wondering where he’d come from, which gods might have sent him and to what end, when she

had a sudden, terrible thought.She sat up sharply.‘Is he the one who has taken the queen’s

throne? No. He can’t be. My ma smiled at him, and she supports the queen. She’d hardly be



smiling at someone who’d taken her friend’s throne. Who is this mysterious queen, anyway?

Where is she now? Will I ever meet her?’ Doris fell asleep, eventually, and had a snooze before

setting off with Menander for a walk in the gardens. Once there, she trotted as far ahead as

she dared so she could explore things on her own whilst still feeling safe. She wandered

between statues and along marble colonnades, and was just about to chase a butterfly when

she felt the ground tremble.She paused.She twitched an ear and listened.There was definitely

a rumble in the air.She glanced over her shoulder, looking for Menander, but she couldn’t see

him. The rumble was getting louder, so she dived behind a pillar to hide, then edged back a

little to keep an eye on the path she’d just left.Now she could tell that the noise was pounding

feet. Its volume increased still more, and a gang of men came into view. They were marching

shoulder to shoulder, four abreast, and were wearing short leather skirts, bronze breastplates,

and helmets with horsehair plumes. Each of them was carrying a heavy shield in one hand, a

javelin in the other, and a sword and dagger at his waist. Their skin gleamed, their plumes

swung backwards and forwards in time with their steps, and their armour glinted in the

sunlight.Doris’s jaw dropped in awe.‘Who are they?’ she muttered. ‘What are they doing here?

Does my ma know about this?’She considered hightailing it back to the palace to warn

Cleopatra about the men, but they were too close now. She didn’t fancy her chances if they

caught her.Then she spotted something.Encircled by the tanned and muscled bodies, and

having to jog to keep up with them, was a pale and sickly-looking figure.‘That’s Ptolemy,’

Menander whispered from over her shoulder.Doris gasped.She recognised the

name.Cleopatra’s advisors had talked about Ptolemy during their meetings at the merchant’s

house.‘He’s your mistress’s brother,’ Menander explained. ‘Don’t be fooled by his size. He may

be small, but he’s been causing big problems. He and Cleopatra are supposed to rule Egypt

together, as tradition holds. Unfortunately, they hate each other.’Doris looked quizzically at

Menander.‘Ptolemy and his sycophants raised an army against your mistress,’ Menander

continued. ‘They made her quit her country and her throne...’‘Does that mean my ma is the

queen?’ Doris stamped her foot. ‘Duh! Of course she is! Why didn’t I think of that? It explains

so many things. Now I understand why Menander treats me so royally...’She straightened

herself up and stuck her nose in the air.‘It’s because I am royal. I’m a royal dog!’‘Ptolemy may

look pathetic,’ said Menander, ‘but he has tremendous support here in Alexandria. He’s only

thirteen, after all, so everyone thinks they can tell him what to do. They know very well they

can’t do that with your mistress.’Doris giggled to herself.Menander was right.No one could tell

Cleopatra what to do.She glanced at Ptolemy’s burly escorts and wondered who had given

them their orders. Was someone trying to help her mistress at last? Why else would they be

marching her troublesome brother about? Whatever the answers, she decided that the men

posed no threat to her personally. Now she wanted to see where they were taking Ptolemy, and

what would happen when they got him there.She stayed still as a mouse until the rear of the

escort drew level with her, then she sprang from her hiding place and ran as fast as she

could.‘Doris!’ Menander called. ‘Come back, Doris!’But Doris wasn’t listening.She streaked past

the ranks of men until she reached their very front row. Then she settled herself alongside

them as they marched straight through the palace doors.The man who’d laughed was still

there, but this time Cleopatra was right beside him. They were sitting on a pair of identical

thrones which had been placed on a raised platform. Standing behind them was another man,

a fan-waver. He was stripped to the waist and wore only a skimpy white linen skirt and golden

cuffs around his arms and ankles. His fan was enormous, and was made of several peacock

tails bound together on a long handle.Positioned around the base of the platform was a group

of handmaidens, including Charmion, and positioned around them were two plain pottery jars,



a matching jug and a selection of wooden boards. Doris could see that the boards were loaded

with hors d’oeuvres, including olives, pickled fish, asparagus, baby leeks and quails’ eggs, plus

bunches of grapes and slices of melon, apricot and papaya.She was contemplating these

delicious snacks and trying to decide which to head for first when Menander caught up with

her. He crouched beside her and scolded her, rather halfheartedly, for running off.‘Do you see

the wooden plates and pottery jars? How plain they are?’ he asked. ‘That is Ptolemy’s doing.

When our visitor arrived, Ptolemy had all the silver, gold and glass taken away and hidden.

That’s how petty he is.’At that moment, Cleopatra laughed and reached for an olive, and Doris

took a step forward to join her.‘Don’t!’ Menander urged as he grabbed her by the waist. ‘Your

mistress might seem happy and relaxed, but the mere mention of Ptolemy’s name has been

known to bring her out in a rash. Only the gods know what will happen now that she’s face to

face with him. Stay here with me, Doris, and watch from a distance.’Ptolemy was still

surrounded. His burly guards were packed so closely that all that Doris could see of him were

his skinny ankles and the crisscrossed thongs of his leather sandals. The room was deathly

quiet. Cleopatra leant back in her throne and rolled the olive in her mouth. When it burst with an

audible pop, the man who’d laughed raised a hand and told the guards to move aside.

Suddenly Ptolemy was standing alone in the middle of the room and looking smaller and paler

than ever. He glanced at his sister and then at her guest, whom he seemed to recognise. Then

he squirmed on the spot and turned green.Doris now needed a better view of things so,

despite Menander’s warning, she wriggled out of his grasp and trotted boldly across the room.

But she didn’t entirely ignore what Menander had said. Rather than jump onto Cleopatra’s

knee, she opted for the man who’d laughed instead. He looked a bit confused at first. He

scrabbled to adjust his crumpled clothes, he touched an anxious hand to his laurel headdress

but, when he found everything to his liking, he relaxed, pulled Doris closer to him and began to

fiddle with her ears.Doris’s body slumped, her eyes glazed over and her chin nodded to her

chest. She lay down and began to snuggle deeper into the man’s lap. But no sooner had she

found the perfect position than his voice boomed over her head and he proclaimed, no less,

that Cleopatra and Ptolemy must patch up their differences and rule Egypt

together.Whereupon Ptolemy burst into tears and ran out of the room.‘You see my problem...’

said Cleopatra.She snapped her fingers and a manservant appeared from the shadows.‘Bring

the silver and glass out of storage,’ she ordered. ‘And get rid of that.’She pointed distastefully at

the wooden plates and pottery jars.‘But leave us some grapes,’ she added.She turned to the

man who’d laughed.‘Normal service will be resumed by this evening,’ she said. ‘You have my

promise on that. For you are Julius Caesar, and as such you deserve nothing but the best. The

very best.’It was then that Doris realised what she’d done.The man who’d laughed was none

other than the all-conquering Roman hero who was worshipped as a god. This was the most

terrifying man she’d never met. And yet she’d sat, uninvited, on his lap.She wanted the earth to

swallow her up.She tried to make herself small. She tucked her legs and tail beneath her,

shrank her head between her shoulder blades and buried her nose in her paws, but Julius

Caesar simply laughed again, fondled her ears, and passed her a grape. CHAPTER 3Bo’s

House, somewhere in England.The 21st Century More than two-thousand years later, another

poodle, whose name was Bo, opened her eyes in a coal hole and blinked. A large black beetle,

a scarab, was clambering up the wall beside her.‘I...oh!’‘What?’ asked a concerned voice.

‘What happened?’‘J-J-Julius. Julius Caesar,’ Bo stammered. ‘Julius Caesar’s what

happened.’She turned and looked into her friend’s eyes.They were much larger and browner

than her own. Hers were like shiny black buttons. His were like ripe conkers. They were warm

and kind and easy to read. Sometimes they showed concern, sometimes sadness, sometimes



puzzlement.They were typical spaniel’s eyes, but this was no typical spaniel.This was

Cavendish. Bo had first met Cavendish during a storm. She’d been alone in the house and had

rushed to the cellar to escape the thunder and lightning. She’d expected the cellar to be cool

and dark, but a light had been shining out from under a door, a door she’d never seen before.

She’d pushed the door open and discovered the coal hole. It had been flooded with the light,

and Bo had had to blink away the brightness before looking around. The room had seemed

empty but for a few old tins of paint in one corner and a heap of folded dust sheets in another.

Just then though, Bo had heard a shuffling sound and the dust sheets had toppled sideways.

More shuffling, and one of the dust sheets had risen and fallen as if it were breathing. Bo had

wanted to run for her life, but she’d found she couldn’t move, even as something edged towards

her.That something had been Cavendish.In those first few moments, he’d appeared as little

more than a husk. His three-hundred-and-fifty-year-old body had not survived the early,

experimental days of taxidermy, and his once plump flesh and gleaming, chestnut-and-white

coat had been withered and dried. But then something magical had happened. Strange forces

had breathed new life into the spaniel’s empty veins and he’d come alive again. The rest, as

they say, is history.Cavendish had explained that he and Bo had once belonged to King

Charles I of England, Scotland and Ireland. Bo had been called Mignonne in those days, and

she and Cavendish had been the best of friends.Bo had taken some convincing, but eventually

she’d learnt to trust Cavendish. She’d confirmed for herself that present time stood still, or

almost still, whilst they were together. She’d also learnt that she had a rare and extraordinary

talent, a gift. She was able to time travel. She could go back to the days of King Charles, revisit

her old life as Mignonne and see the many amazing things that Mignonne had seen. And that’s

exactly what she’d done. Yet, just when she’d thought her travels were over, Cavendish had

revealed another surprise. He’d told Bo that he believed her gift was not just extraordinary, but

extra special. He’d said that he thought she could choose any place and time in history, and if a

poodle or poodle ancestor had been there, then she could become that dog. It was Cavendish

who’d suggested that Bo visit Egypt in Cleopatra’s time. He’d pointed out the scarab beetle

scrambling up the wall and said that the Egyptians had worshipped its very sort, and that that

must be a good sign. He’d also said there’d be no mistaking the queen.Well, he’d been wrong

about that.Bo had managed to travel back two-thousand years and become Doris the poodle

puppy, but she’d had no idea that the young woman with the big smile and the oversized dog

collar was the queen herself.And since Cavendish had an irritating knack of being right about

most things, Bo intended to press the point.‘J-Julius. Julius Caesar,’ she stammered again.‘Tell

me what happened,’ Cavendish repeated. ‘Are you saying you didn’t meet Cleopatra?’‘No. I did

meet her. But I didn’t realise who she was. Not immediately, anyway.’‘Tell me.’
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Peter, “ally the Readers. I commend anyone who can write something that will excite kids to the

point of reading a book rather than watching TV or playing videogames. Annabel clearly has

the passion and ability as a writer to do so. Kids these days are over stimulated with all that is

available, but still shockingly uninformed for this day and age. Thanks for changing that

Annabel. The books are well researched and well written. The kids (and their parents) look

forward to the next one! Kudos to you!”

Jo A, “Fantastic!. My sons and I first met Annabel Claridge when she visited our school to read

extracts from her books during Book Week not long ago. The class of nine year olds were

completely swept up in the stories of Bo, the time travelling poodle. The combination of history,

adventure, time travel and of course Bo herself, was something that drew them in from the very

start! (I work in the school and saw for myself how these books captured their collective

imagination; there was lots of chatter in the corridors for a few days afterwards!) My eldest

asked if he could buy Mortal Dogs and he did so, then disappeared into it for long stretches of

time while his imagination carried him away to far-off ancient lands with Bo... It's a "proper"

story, well written, fantastically well researched, full of adventure, intrigue and excitement, and

he loved it. I'm planning to read it to my younger son, along with the second adventure. Then all

three of us are going to read the third one together. I, for one, can't wait!!”

Clara, “Mortal Gods by Annabel Claridge. 'Mortal Gods' is a must for all Bo the Poodle fans! My

primary class of 8 and 9 year olds love the excitement and intrigue of the story. They are

particularly drawn by the Ancient Egyptian setting and fascinated by all the historical

information to be gleaned as they read. This is a key element of Annabel Claridge's books,

which is so appealing to adults and children alike - the historical research is so very impressive

and you really feel transported to another time and place! I have now enjoyed both 'Storm

Dogs' and 'Mortal Gods'...very much looking forward to 'Iron Horses' now!”

Dezza, “Cleopatra and the Romans. A riveting time in history, much more interesting than

those pesky (ancient)ancient Egyptians. Bo is the pet of Cleopatra who's up to no good with

her Roman friendsJulius Caesar and Mark Antony. Some wonderful scenes. You really feel

you're there withthe hippos and crocs, a most endearing lion, Roman soldiers, etc. nice

touches such as what they ate at theirbanquets and a balding head recipe for Julius Caesar.”

Richard D., “Highly Recommended. I bought Mortal Gods as a gift for my God child. It's part of

a series of adventures featuring Bo The Time Travelling Poodle. Storm Dogs and Iron Horses

are the others. I decided to read all of them too and was extremely impressed. They are

exceptionally well researched and historically very informative, but most of all they are a great

read. Highly recommended. We're looking forward to the next in the series.”

Fanthom, “Bo's the BEST!. I read this one first and got the others for presents. The words were

quite difficult until I got used to it. It's very funny in places, especially the bits with the lion and

the poodle. It brings Cleopatra to life and I really like the Roman soldiers and Mark Anthony.

(posted on behalf of Abby aged 9)”



Frej259, “Amazing story telling!. The second adventure of Bo. Very different from Storm Dogs.

This is set in Cleopatra'stime, so hot and sultry stuff, including Nile cruises and a visit to Rome

and the assassination of Julius Caesar.We loved Cassius the lion, and the twist at the end was

a big surprise.”

maisie, “Great books for children with historical themes. My children (a boy and a girl) have all

three Bo books from when theauthor visited their school. They were both very taken with

them.My son likes Mortal Gods the best because of the Romans. Mydaughter says she can't

decide!”

Queen Lister, “Really enjoyable story. A very good tale weaving historical fact and fiction, whilst

looking through the eyes of a dog. I didn't know what to expect, but the story exports you to

Ancient Egypt and creates a vivid picture of those times. Thoroughly enjoyable.”

The book by Annabel Claridge has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 10 people have provided feedback.
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