
PROLOGUE:  EFFRONTERY

Nix had provided a particularly lovely setting for their tryst.  The moon had yet to rise, but the 

sky blazed with stars, so many that the young woman winding her way along the seaside path 

could see her surroundings plainly.  Her heart was already beating in anticipation of her lover’s 

touch, excitement and lust mixing with the too-wise fear of who – what – she was to couple with.  

The ocean washed along the rocks, singing to her.  She swore she could hear a chorus of sea 

nymphs, accompanying the shush of the water.  She had always been a romantic soul.  Her sisters 

might have inherited their parent’s longevity, but she had been born with the kindest gift the gods 

could bestow: she was staggeringly beautiful.  Coupled with her light, happy nature, she was 

intoxicating.

 Happy steps.  Happy breath.  Her eyes wide and searching for her lover.  She was on the 

crest of a series of rocks, not far from the small temple to Athena, where she was pledged to the 

priestesses.  Looking out over the black sea, she saw phosphorescent foam battered against the 

land, transmitting the sea god’s power through the rock.  The Shaker of Earth, Poseidon was 

sometimes called.  Salt spray and the pungent scent of sex caught in her nostrils, wind played 

along her chiton and sent luscious caresses along her body.

 He was here!  Naked, dark-skin over powerful muscle, his black hair and beard wild with 

curls.  He moved with a swiftness she did not expect, taking her into his arms.  Strong hands 

played along her skin, gentle but unshakeable.  Kisses on her face, her mouth.  She could smell 

the sea on him, taste the brine on his lips.  With a fluid motion, she was lifted from her feet and 

carried along, up the rocky hill from the sea’s edge.  She could feel urgency in his embrace, the 



cool breath on her face, like an ocean breeze before a storm.

 She barely noted the building, simple and stately.  Columns and a simple frieze, inside 

braziers threw enough light to make out the pastel hue to the walls.  Her lover’s skin reflected the 

light, almost blue, his eyes still a dark blue, almost black.  He was laughing lightly, but the 

humor did not reach those eyes.  He was on top of her, seemed to surround her, and she could 

feel him inside.  He surged against her, forceful, enveloping, and she was transported!  Pleasure 

rolled through her rhythmically.  She called his name aloud.

 “What.  Is.  This?”  The voice shook the building, a strong mezzo-soprano that nearly 

split the ear with its violence.  While loud, the speaker seemed preternaturally calm.  The girl 

was suddenly very aware of her surroundings, the familiar interior of the temple to that goddess 

she was to serve, the one who was to be forever chaste...

 He was off her in a flash, almost seemed to flow away into a ready stance.  She could see 

in the doorway of the small temple and the Woman that accompanied the Voice.  She was tall and 

lithe; a slim frame that might give the appearance of youth and femininity, but her muscles 

played under the surface of bronzed skin and her stride into the temple evinced terrible power 

and authority.  Her chiton was an elegant linen of Ionic cut.  The light from the fires around them 

caught her face, not beautiful, but handsome.  The eyes gleamed in the light, greenish-gray, like 

the color of storm clouds before a tempest.   “You dare to defile my house, uncle?  You seek to 

mock me in my own temple?”  Her voice rang clear and the anger suppressed in her tone nearly 

stopped the poor mortal girl’s heart.

 It was only then that she realized she was lying on the plynth for the offerings, those gifts 

cast aside by her lover in their haste.  She shuddered in terror – she was not, like her sisters, 



immortal, and she knew the goddess whose house this was on sight, as if her image had been 

burned into her very brain sometime before she was born, that she (or any mortal) would know 

her when revealed.

 “Harmless sport, little one.  I think you take your vow of chastity far too seriously. 

There’s no need for the rest of us to resist our natural inclinations to salve your desire to 

remain...above us.”  The god’s tone was mocking and playful, but there was an undercurrent of 

fear.  Could a god feel fear?  And if the creature advancing slowly, confidently toward the larger 

man could instill fear in a god, what hope did she have of surviving this night?

 “This is the last time you wrong me, uncle,” she said coldly.

 He rose up, seeming to fill the space.  “Third Born, you forget yourself, who you talk to.”

 “A coward, and a lecherous one at that.  One who would steal his brother’s rightful 

throne, had he only the courage to do so.  A sniveling wretch who cannot satisfy himself with the 

greatest of realms, but would seek to own the sky, also.”

 “You would know theft of one’s prerogative.  An olive tree?  Better than a spring?”

 The goddess laughed, “Take it up with the Athenians who chose me of their own will, 

uncle, if you’ve the courage. You insult me for the last time, Sea God.  And you...”  She glanced 

at the mortal girl, who had slid off of the offering table and was hastily gathering her clothing 

while edging away from the two giant figures that were circling each other in the faintly lit 

space. 

 “She’s done nothing.”

 The goddess’ eyes bored into the other Olympian.  “You like this one, do you?”

 Oh, no!  Zeus preserve and protect me!  She made to run, but the goddess boomed, 



“STAY WHERE YOU ARE!”  Collapsing to the ground, the young girl slapped her hands over 

her ears.  The eardrums had burst, she was sure of it, and her head swam from the force of the 

deity’s shout.  Her war cry, it was said, could unman whole armies; even Ares himself feared this 

apparition in front of her.  So, apparently, did the Master of the Waves.

 Athena’s voice rumbled through the masonry, dislodging dust from the mortar joins.  

“You will pay for this insult, Poseidon.  Now.”

 “You cannot war on me.  Your father forbids it.”  As if to punctuate the statement, a peal 

of thunder rolled outside the temple.  Through the doorway, she could see clouds swirling in 

toward their location, flashes of lightning accenting their approach.

 Poseidon’s words, however, did not match his actions.  He continued to move cautiously, 

trying to flank the goddess and – the girl realized – escape through the door.  Athena, almost 

casually, had advanced on him, catlike, until he was nearly pressed to the wall.  “I will best you.  

I will bind you with the best net my brother the smith can provide.  And I will hold you in your 

watery kingdom, captive, until such time as I have undone all of your works, everything you 

love.”

 Poseidon stomped his foot and the earth shook with convulsions.  The earthquake rippled 

through the structure, toppling the statue of Athena at the end of the space, cracking columns and 

collapsing a section of the roof.  The girl shrieked and bolted from the temple, staggering across 

the heaving earth.  Behind her, she could see the goddess unbalanced for a mere instant.  In that 

moment, her lover had lashed out and tossed Athena across the temple and into the opposite wall.

 Naked, the girl toppled out onto the dirt outside of the temple, then dragged herself to her 

feet and ran for her life.  Over her shoulder, she could see the temple half collapsed and a section 



of wall burst outward, as her lover was tossed through it.  He rolled to his feet, but it was too 

late.  The goddess had leapt onto him with stunning speed and was pummeling him expertly with 

short, deliberate blows to the vital sections of his body.  Staggering into a collection of juniper 

bushes, the girl hid and watched as the Olympians tore at each other.

 Poseidon was strong, and his blows could have won the day, but his opponent was fast, 

her movements smooth and calculated, using his movement to pivot and throw him, or run him 

into her outstretched arm or sweeping fist.  Their violence exploded across the hillside, ripping 

the earth itself.  The sea was frothing and slamming into the coastline, and overhead the stars 

were extinguished by low clouds, glowing with internal lightning.

 STOP! NOW! the sky commanded.  It was delivered as thunder, accompanied by a 

lightning stroke that blasted a nearby lemon tree into flames and splinters.  The goddess paused 

to look up.

 “He has insulted me, father!  Again and again he taunts me!  Will you not allow me to 

avenge myself?” she wailed, her fist balled, chiton torn from her one shoulder and exposing a 

small, but finely shaped breast.  “I demand justice for this infraction!”

 That was when the sea rose up and battered the war goddess to the ground.  As the wave 

retreated, the girl watched her lover sink into it, become part of the water, which swept him away 

from the furious incarnation of war, and out into the sea and safety.

 Athena screamed in anger, and her voice burst rain from the clouds and drew a single 

lightning bolt from the sky into the ocean.  The discharge illuminated the angry green sea for 

stadia1 upon stadia in every direction.

1 Nine stadia are roughly a mile.



 YOU WILL HAVE YOUR REVENGE, MY DEAREST.  I PROMISE YOU, the sky said.  

BUT NOT NOW.

 Defiant, she shook her fist at the sky.  “This is not over!” The sky crackled and rumbled 

in response, but no bolt of lightning struck. Athena glared at the sky, at the sea, then seemed to 

deflate some. With increasing panic and terror, the girl watched as the goddess stalked across the 

wrecked, smoking ground, the rain wetting her until her gown was translucent and the muscles of 

the goddess rippled with undisguised potency.  “Come out.”  The order was simple, quiet, and 

while the fury in her voice was barely contained, it was unmistakable.

 The girl stood, shivering, her blonde hair matted to her head by the rain.  She swore she 

could hear a sigh from the sky, whether disgust or resignation, she could not tell.  “Please...”

 “My temple: it is my home, a very extension of my body, you understand?”  The voice 

was almost gentle now, still angry, but the rage had been contained.  What terrible will could 

hold back rage so strong it could call lightning from the sky?  “And you...you invoked his name. 

In my house.”

 She attempted to explain, but her voice caught in her throat.  She dropped to her knees, 

imploringly, hand stretched out in supplication.  The goddess did not hesitate.  She did not move 

to invoke her curse, but the girl could feel the changes sweeping through her body.  Her skin felt 

too tight, her face...wrong.  Her hair – that lustrous airy mass of blonde curls that has so enticed 

the Sea God himself, rose from her shoulders, whipping in the wind.  Out of the corner of her eye 

she could see the movement, as the blonde hair twisted and wove itself together, losing its color 

and shine, darkening into frightening masses of asps.  Their cold eyes stared back and a few of 

them lunged threateningly at her face, only to recoil at the last minute.



 The goddess was impassive.  Quietly, she whispered the answer to the girl’s unspoken 

question.  “Until death release you, Medusa.”



1.  THE BOY WHO WOULD BE A HERO

The sun beat down on the fishermen at their work and stripped the sky of its color.  The ocean 

around their boat was a deep cerulean blue and flat calm.  About forty stadia distant, the island of 

Serifos was visible.  The groves of olive, almond, and fruit trees lined the shore and made 

patches of green around the small city, and the dusty hills were brown from the summer heat.  

There had been no trace of wind for the last few days, and the summer heat ashore was 

oppressive much of the day.  People would doze through much of the afternoon, spending all of 

their efforts during the morning and evening hours.  The fishermen considered themselves lucky.  

They could enjoy the cool of the sea while at their labors.

 The boat was a fine thing.  This was to be expected when the owner was the brother of 

the king.  Larger than the other fishing craft bobbing nearby on the serene waters, Okeia – 

“Swift” – was fifty feet from stem to stern, designed along the lines of a warship.  Her crew, in 

time of war, could be as high as sixty men, but for the everyday work of feeding the people of 

Serifos, only ten men would row her out to sea, if they could not sail.  She was painted shining 

white, with cobalt blue gunwales and prow.  On either side, stylized blue eyes gazed out to sea, 

looking for dangers that could harm her crew.  Her mast and spar were blue, as well, but 

accented with a rust red series of bands where her rigging connected.  Inside, white benches for 

the oarsmen clashed with the red-stain on the deck works.

 The nets were out, and the men were relaxing under the sun.  Most were naked.  There 

was no need for modesty out here; the women were all ashore.  The captain lounged under a 

sunbreak at the stern, a strong man with skin burned to brown and dark hair that had been 



bleached to a pleasing auburn by the sun.  He was eating figs and laughing easily at his crew’s 

gossip.  Nearby, sitting on the gunwale and watching the nets for signs of their catch, was a 

young man – barely old enough to have the fuzz of an early beard on his face.  The captain shot 

the youth a look, proudly.  

 Perseus was not his son, but might as well have been.  The youth was just an infant when 

he and his mother had been cast adrift in an ark by his grandfather, Acricius, the King of Argos.  

The ark was barely that...it had been an oceangoing coffin, really.  Dictys, the captain, was sure 

that was Acricius’ intention when he placed them in that casket-like vessel: that his own daughter 

and grandson would die at sea.  However, one does not kill the son of a god so easily.  That was 

Perseus – son of Zeus, if his mother was to be believed. And Dictys believed it. The day he found 

them had been extraordinary. The sea had been as becalmed as ever he saw it, the water like a 

board when it should have been heaving under a frothing, cloudy sky that crackled and 

thundered. In the midst of this, he could see the ark, carried along, just under the surface, until it 

popped aloft next to his boat.  Dictys knew the will of the gods when he saw it and rescued them, 

stunned when he opened the casket to find the woman and child alive and well, despite their 

submergence.

 According to the mother, the boy had been sired by Zeus, who had come to Danae as a 

shower of golden rain.  At least that was her story.  After fifteen years of raising the boy as if he 

was his own, and providing a home for the both of them, Dictys knew Danae to be a truthful girl.

 Dictys had raised this demi-god from an infant to the fine young man he was now.  He 

taught him the art of sailing – the intricacies of knots and navigation, how to gauge the mood of 

the sea and sky by the smallest hints, and how to command men as well as catch fish by net or 



spear – and he taught him the arts of combat, how to wrestle and to use a sword and javelin.  

More importantly, he taught him how to be a good man; to be humble but brave, honest and true 

to his friends, his people, and the gods.  He never shied away from the subject of Perseus’ divine 

birth, even though Dictys’ brother King Polydectes believed neither the story of his birth, nor 

that it was a good thing to fuel hubris in the boy with tales of his parentage.

 His brother had never taken to the boy.  Dictys knew this was because his brother desired 

the mother, Danae, and more to the point, the throne of Argolis, which he hoped to have claim to 

by marrying her.  For years, Dictys’ ruse that he was having Danae for himself had worked to 

fend off the monarch's advances for a while, but he was never meant to be a “great” man; he 

strove to simply be a good man. Besides, the true nature of the captain’s desires was no real 

secret on the island, and after a few years, his brother had begun to sniff about Danae like a dog.  

By that time, Perseus had become old enough to recognize Polydectes’ intentions and he stood 

like a rampart between the king and the object of his desire.  The boy was of royal (if not divine) 

stock, and it was only right that he control access to his mother.  With Dictys’ aid, they had 

prevented Polydectes from his desire to take the woman into his bed.

 Dictys knew his brother’s character better than any, and while he loved him dearly, he 

knew that Polydectes was often as selfish and cruel as he could be a delightful companion.  

There was a hunger to his attraction to Danae that Dictys mistrusted, and Great Men...men of 

power, he found liked to exercise it on those who had been previously mistreated.  The woman 

had suffered greatly at the hands of her father.  Not just in his attempt to drown her and her son, 

but for years he had locked her away to stop the fruition of a prophecy he had learned at Delphi: 

that his grandson would be the death of him.  Before that, her uncle Proetus had seduced her to 



trying win the throne of Argolis away from Perseus’ grandfather.

 Bits of these stories Dictys had plied out of her over the years.  Much of it sounded 

outrageous, far-fetched, but the fisherman believed her.  This was because he had seen enough of 

the world to know a simple truth: Power had a way of twisting a man -- the “great” man -- up 

inside, of making a person monstrous in intent and action.  He had seen it in his brother’s 

dealings with other rulers from larger kingdoms.  All were warped by their strength and the 

extent of their control over their people.  This was why Dictys fished.

 Perseus noticed it even before he did.  “The air is shifting.  We’ll have weather 

tomorrow.”  The youth shielded his eyes and scanned the burnished white sky.  To the Northwest, 

there were a few high, wispy clouds.  “Tomorrow afternoon, I think...”  Dictys followed his gaze 

and judged his prediction good.

 “You’ve got a fine sense, my boy.”  Dictys rose to his feet and nudged the boy’s shoulder 

with his fist.  “Gifts from your true father, I think.”

 “I sail with my true father,” Perseus said lightly.  The boy was a delight to the captain.  

Tall and well-muscled, he possessed a keen sense of balance and was fast – so fast! – in his 

reaction time.  As a simple boy, he had quickly learned his way around the sword.  Dictys had to 

handicap Perseus now when they sparred.  Dark curly hair and deep gray eyes made the girls of 

Serifos go weak at the knees.  His voice had not fully changed yet, and occasionally would still 

break.  He was a gentle one at heart, but brave.  He had handled himself well in foul weather on 

these very decks, even diving into the violent sea to rescue a shipmate a year ago.

 Dictys couldn’t be prouder of him were he his own child.  If anything, it was Perseus that 

made him occasionally consider Danae as a wife.  He was sure she would accept his offer, and he 



thought that she would please him, but it was always a passing notion.  He thanked Zeus that he 

had the opportunity and happiness to raise the boy.

 “Check the nets, you flatterer.  It’s hot, I’m feeling tired, and I’ve a feeling we’ve got all 

the fish we’re going to catch today.”  Perseus jumped off of the gunwale and motioned for the 

other, older men and boys to aid him.  Dictys climbed onto the gunwale and scanned the horizon 

quickly, returned a wave from Hippo over on a rival boat, and cracked a smile as the nets were 

hauled up to the side of the vessel, then up over the side into the ship.  He could see fluttering, 

silvery movement in the nets.  A good catch – more than enough to feed his brother’s guests 

tonight.

 “Ha!” shouted Pirithis, one of the older mates.  “We’ll eat well tonight, my lord!”

 Dictys had them secure the netting and catch forward, then the men took to their oars and 

took Okeia back to the shore.  As they rowed home, the sky in the East began to regain its blue 

hue as the sun rode its fiery chariot toward sundown.  By the time the ship was pulled ashore and 

staked down, some of the local men had sidled down to aid them in taking the catch into town.  

Some of the men, Dictys included, quickly wrapped themselves in their clothing as the 

townspeople began to come out to greet them.  Dictys left the apportionment to the crew to 

Pirithis, and ordered the rest taken to Polydectes’ home.  He then threw his arm around Perseus 

and they headed for home.  A few of the local girls were lurking along the pathway into town, 

casting looks at the naked boy and giggling to each other.

 Perseus flashed them a grin and nodded.  Dictys chuckled, and Perseus shot him an 

amused look.  Dictys nodded toward him, “You should cover up.  Wouldn’t want to disappoint 

them, would you?”



 “Hey!”  Perseus took the insult in stride and the two walked along the beach to the path 

through the olive trees and up a slight grade to where their house waited.  It was a simple 

structure. A single story that was a single rectangle, viewed from above, with a central courtyard 

dominated by a reflecting pool.  Only a few windows looked out of the world, most were 

directed inward at the courtyard.  The stonework was thick and strong, made to repulse any 

violence it might meet, but was covered by a thick stucco to make it look more domestic than it 

was.  Fine terra cotta tiles covered the roof.  Like many here, it had a simple wooden door 

painted blue, but with twin fetishes hung on the door.  Zeus and Poseidon, those holy brothers, 

held their totems – lightning and trident, respectively – to ward off evil.

 Inside, the heat of the day was held somewhat at bay, and the light in the alcove came 

from inside the courtyard.  A few of the servants were bustling about, making a show of working 

for the master of the house.  In the courtyard, reclining on a couch and fanning herself lazily, was 

Perseus’ mother.  If anything, the years had made Danae more attractive as she matured.  Her 

figure remained shapely and pleasing, and her face might have lost some of its youth, but had 

gained a delightful maturity.  At only thirty-four, Dictys thought Danae was still gorgeous 

enough to move a god.  At the sight of them, she rose and came to give Perseus a hug and peck 

on the cheek.

 “A decent catch today,” Dictys told her, “and it looks like we’ll finally have some rain 

tomorrow.”

 She responded, “Good.  This heat is unbearable.”

 Perseus smiled, “It was pleasant enough out to sea.  I am going to wash up before we 

leave.”



 “Wear something tonight, showoff.  We don’t want the guests mistaking you for one of 

the servant boys,” the captain told him.  Perseus, smiling, waved him off.  Dictys told her, “He’s 

definitely coming of age.  Some of the girls were out to see us come in.”

 “He’s been asking about home, again,” she added.  “I am keep telling him to forget about 

Argos, but he seems intent on returning.”

 Dictys nodded.  “He had a destiny.  He knows it.  I think that Zeus fathered him on you to 

punish your father for his treatment of you.”

 She shrugged, feigning disinterest.  Dictys knew she was uncomfortable with the notion 

that her son was some force of vengeance, fated to kill his grandfather.  Despite her 

imprisonment by Acricius, despite his attempt to drown them at sea, he was still her father.  At 

some level, the little girl she used to be was still in there, hoping that somehow she could win her 

father’s love.

 “I’m simply saying that he has a course set for him.  Perseus might not know the route, 

precisely, but he knows a few of the navigational points.  He’s old enough to be able to make the 

journey.  We can’t hold him here or protect him forever.”

 “I don’t want to hold him forever...”

 “...and we shouldn’t try,” he interrupted.  “We’ve raised him the best we can.  I’m 

confident of his abilities.  And if his father is looking out for him, I think he’ll be alright.  I’m 

more worried about you, once he’s gone.”

 She smiled slightly and hugged the captain.  “So am I.”

 

*****



Torches lit around the palace of King Polydectes painted the walls of the grand house in golden 

hues.  Guests had already arrived and the sounds of revelry spilled out into the night.  Overhead, 

the stars were incredibly bright, and the moon – while still behind the hills in the East – was 

beginning to light the night.  The house was a grander version of Dictys’ home, with the wings of 

the house being larger, and more well-appointed.  The central court of the house was closed to 

the revelers, who were packed into the sitting room near the entrance.  The room was full of 

guests, some local, some from the ships that had been passing by on their way to elsewhere.  

Couches had been placed around three of the walls and some of the elders and the guests 

lounged, chatting volubly.   The younger men were seated on the floor and on small stools here 

and there. The house servants were hustling about, pouring wine cut with water from the house 

krater, in this case a spectacular bronze jug with the visage of Medusa on it (to ward off evil 

spirits), and delivering food to the guests.

 Polydectes was a slightly older, fatter version of his fisherman brother, with graying hair 

and the slightly enlarged nose of an inebriate.  Where Dictys was brown from the sun, Polydectes 

was fair-skinned, and while he still was respectably strong, he was not used to work as his 

younger brother was.  He was wearing a pale yellow chiton with a black border wrapped around 

the waist and thrown carelessly over the right shoulder.  On seeing Dictys, he burst into a grin.  

“Here he is!”

 The other guests glanced around and caught sight of the captain, draped in a bland white 

muslin wrap, and Perseus.  The sovereign bade his brother to sit beside him, but the smile on his 

face slipped for a moment at the sight of Perseus.  The boy had done a simple wrap, like the 



captain, around his waist and was a glowing picture of health and youth.  He could see the town 

pederast grinning at him and ignored the old fool.  Instead, he bowed slightly to Polydectes.  

“Thank you, king, for the invitation.”

 “You are welcome in this house, grandson of Acricius.”  Neither meant a word, and only 

the locals were likely to catch onto the subtle jabs taking place.  Perseus took a stool near the 

door, across the room from Dictys and his royal brother.  A moment later, a bowl for his wine 

was brought, and charged from the krater.  Perseus looked at the grotesque visage in the bronze, 

fascinated.

 The symposium was an interesting affair.  Perseus had been to one at the palace before, a 

few months back, but this was his first time meeting people from outside Serifos.  The ship 

captain, Telephemus, was on his way through the Cyclades chain, doing trading.  Perseus thought 

he detected a trace of falsehood, of obfuscation in the man’s tales, but he seemed harmless 

enough.  Fishermen, like soldiers, understood the importance of a little creative license in the 

telling of tales.  A twist here, an exaggeration there, was forgivable if it made the story that much 

more enjoyable for the listener.

 Tales of strange people, places, monsters, and the gods wove through the night, along 

with poems, singing, and general revelry.  Perseus enjoyed the camaraderie, and was pleased 

when some of the men included him in the discussions.  He could feel the wine flowing through 

him, and he felt with each bowl more at ease, and more confident in his talk with the older men.  

Each time the bowl was charged, the glaring face of Medusa seemed even more idiotic: why 

would someone use a monster to ward off monsters?  Wasn’t that the purview of the gods?  Zeus 

and Poseidon defended his home, not some snake-haired harridan that had offended Athena.



 “Perhaps young Perseus can regale us with the story of his birth,” joked Polydectes.  

While he laughed, but the mirth did not reach his eyes.  It was a challenge, meant to embarrass 

him in front of these men. Dictys leaned in to say something to his brother, but the ruler waved 

him off, still smiling at the boy.  

 Perseus could feel his blood burning and his ears felt hot.  “As you wish, oh king!” and 

he leapt to his feet.  Heart pounding, he glanced around the room.  Nearly everyone had stopped 

to watch the strangely bronzed young man.  Dictys was nodding, but Perseus could see he was 

worried for him.

 “Those of you from Serifos already know this tale.  It is one of woe and hardship, and 

destiny, but like all the best stories it is a true story!”  Perseus cried.  He grinned, playing the imp 

to the hilt, while stalking around the room dramatically.  “My mother, the noble Danae, told it to 

the man who has been like a father to me: Dictys!”

 With that, Perseus raised his bowl to the sailors, and the company did likewise – more 

from the joy of shouting his name than any real salute.  Argus, an older hand from the ship 

cocked his head to the side and examined Perseus carefully.  “Danae?  Your mother is the 

daughter of Acricius, the King of Argos?”

 “She is, sir,” he acknowledged.  “Granddaughter of the fearsome Abas, whose prowess in 

battle I think few here would contest.”  There was a murmuring from the gathering and some 

nods.

 “I have heard the very sight of Abas’ shield could break whole armies,” encouraged 

Argus.  Perseus felt buoyed up, He had another supporter in the crowd.

 “It is true,” agreed Telephemus.  “My father used to tell me of the army of Argos!”



 The prederast giggled, “Isn’t this your story, young Perseus?”

 “It is!” he enthused, trying to regain control of the room.  “As you know, Abas – like 

Ares, himself – was a terrifying figure, but at times he could be...less than understanding of 

human nature...”

 “Oh, well put!” said Argus.  “Very true!”

 “...and in an effort to put his kingdom at ease after his passing he thought to allow his 

twin sons to both rule, one after the other, over Argolis.  You see, his sons – Proetus and Acricius 

– had, from their time in the womb, been at odds with one another.  In their very blood, there was 

a need to compete with each other in everything, in sports, in war, and in love.  Even for the love 

of their parents!  We all here know the special bond between twin siblings, how close they can 

be, like the Dioscuri, Castor and Pollux, two halves of the same soul.”

 “Those fine boys!  They protect us now that they are placed among the stars by all-

mighty Zeus!” Telephemus cried.  “Castor and Pollux!”  The assembly lifted their cups again and 

roared the names.

 Perseus persisted, “But in Proetus and Acricius, this filial bond was twisted around, and 

their rivalry could know no bounds.  On the death of my great-grandfather, Acricius took his turn 

as ruler of Argos.  Five years he was to reign, before his brother would take up the burden and 

vice-versa. Already, Acricius had managed to make himself better than his brother with his 

fortuitous marriage to Eurydice, a daughter of Sparta, (we all know those Spartan women to be 

the most willful, intelligent, and strongest example of the human woman!), and they had the 

fortune to have a beautiful daughter, Danae.

 “Proetus, not content with waiting for his turn as ruler, and seeking to gain a better claim 



to the throne, made to seduce Danae and hoped to father a son on her, even though she was 

barely old enough to know the touch of a man.  This selfish man would ply her with soothing 

words and seemingly innocent caresses until one night he made his way into her bed.  Caught in 

the act by a servant, Proetus was forced to flee my grandfather, who pursued him to the edge of 

the sea.  However, with good fortune, Proteus was able to escape by ship to the land of Lycia and 

the court of Iobates.”

 Perseus glanced about the room, gauging the crowd.  They were suitably horrified by 

Proetus’ lack of filial piety, but also were waiting for judgment on Danae for her part in the story.  

“Danae had barely understood what it was her uncle was offering until it was too late, and now 

she was faced with her father’s righteous anger over her indiscretion.  Now, I’m sure some of 

you fine men are fathers yourself, and some of you have daughters.  When faced with the tears of 

your beautiful child, who has been ravaged without understanding her part in the debacle, what 

would you do, I ask?”

 “Lock her away!” and “Sell her!” were some of the quick responses, but Argus replied, 

“Try to forgive her.”  This met with a shower of derision until the old man rose to his feet. 

Suddenly, the elder seemed taller, fuller in statue, and he pointed at some of the other men, “You 

say that this is a flaw of the woman, yes you! – and in this you are wrong.  It is a condition of 

youth to make mistakes, and stupid ones, at that.  The young do not think; they react, they emote.  

They allow their feelings to guide them in their inexperience away from a path that wisdom 

would sketch out for them.  Even Wisdom herself, Athena, has trodden this terrible road, 

allowing rage or grief to overwhelm her reason.  Do not so sharply judge the foolishness of 

youth, you who have all done something regrettable in your past!”



 The symposium was silent for a moment, staring at Argus in a mixture of surprise or 

admiration.  Slowly, the old man sat, the spirit seemingly gone out of him, waving to Perseus to 

continue.  

 He picked up the story once more. “Another three years passed, and on the day that he 

was to take over the throne, Proetus returned to Argos at the head of a Lycian army, with his new 

wife, Sthenaboea.  ‘Give to me my kingdom!” he demanded of Acricius, but the king of Argolis 

would not submit.

 “These two brothers, who could never live in peace with each other, drove their armies 

into each other on the beaches near the harbor of Argos.  They fought for a day and a night, again 

and again, retiring only to bring their exhausted troops together once more.  In the end, neither 

side could force the other to concede.  While they gathered their strength, it is said a wise man 

wandered across the battlefield, and suggested the obvious solution.  They would split the 

kingdom of Argolis between the brothers.  Acricius would retain the portion from Araethyrea to 

Cynuria in the south, with Argos as his capital, and Proetus would rule from Tiryns to Troezen.

 “Thus placated, at least for the time being, the brothers settled down to rule their 

respective kingdoms, but always seeking a means to best one another.  For Acricius, the loss of 

half his kingdom was bad enough, but he listened to the stories of Sthenaboea’s fertility – how 

she bore her husband a fine son and three daughters.  Acricius, for his part, only had Danae.  

While this young woman was a beauty to rival some who will remain unnamed...” Perseus 

implied, looking skyward with a sly smile, but not impugning any of the goddesses that might be 

listening.

 “Very wise,” Argus said appreciatively.



 “...she was nevertheless a woman. Acricius desperately desired an heir to secure his lands 

from the greed of his brother.  Each year, he worried about Eurydice’s inability to produce a boy.  

After a few years, Acrisius undertook a pilgrimage to Delphi, to ask the oracle if he would have 

the son he so desired, from his wife or another woman.  The answer he got sealed my mother’s 

fate, as well as mine, my friends!”

 Pausing for dramatic effect, Perseus was pleased to find the audience was entranced 

enough by the tragedy unfolding to start calling for answer: what was the oracle’s prophecy?  

Even better, Polydectes was realizing that the young boy had managed to win the minds of his 

listeners.  Instead of looking the fool, he had captured the imaginations of the sailors and island 

folk.

 “Not only would Acricius die without an heir, it was fated by the gods themselves, that he 

would die at the hand of his grandson.”  Gasps from the crowd as they understood the divine 

mission that Perseus had been tasked with.  “Acricius rushed home in a panic that his daughter, 

who had been seduced once before, might have taken the opportunity to conceive an heir.  She 

was still without husband or lover and Acricius sought to keep it that way.  In the courtyard of his 

palace, much like the one inside these walls,” Perseus smiled.  He had just equated Polydectes 

with his own unjust grandfather.  “Acricius built a bronze-walled prison and locked his own 

daughter away from the world.

 “In this attempt to thwart the will of Fate failed, my friends, as I am here to attest.”  Arms 

thrown wide, Perseus pressed on, “My mother’s cell – and while it was a comfortable a cell as it 

could be made it was still a cell – was guarded by a eunuch and the only key to open the cage 

was held by her father.  There were small windows to provide light and air, and it was through 



these, one night, that my father came to my mother.  Taking the form of golden rain, the Lord of 

the Skies, fell on my mother, and like a spring rain fertilizes the fields, they made me.”

 Gasps of astonishment; this young man before him was the son of Zeus!?!  Impossible!  

Only a demi-god could have such a figure!  Where’s that damned boy with the wine?  

 “That did not end my mother’s suffering, nor the perfidy of my grandfather, no...  While 

convinced that somehow his brother might have been behind the pregnancy, Acricius could find 

no other explanation that this -- yes, far-fetched one -- Danae had presented him with.  

Impregnated by a shower of gold?  Impossible.  Yet there was the proof, growing in her belly at a 

rate that was impossible, were this a child of Man.

 “As the moment of my birth approached, Acricius thought to kill his daughter and her 

unborn child, but he was visited in his fields by a seer, Melampus.  Some of you may have heard 

of him.”

 “I have,” said Argus.  “He is locked away by King Phylacus for stealing his cattle, 

although it is said that he took the blame for the actual thief, his brother Bias.  He has the sight, 

the ability of prophesy given him by Apollo, they say.  But do go on...”

 “There he told my grandfather that to take the actions he sought would go against the 

wishes of the Fates and the Gods, and would bring down the wrath of Zeus himself upon the 

man.  He did not believe this wise man until he turned into an eagle and flew away.  He had been 

speaking to Zeus himself!  Terrified by the prospect, he did the next best thing.  Hoping to avoid 

being directly responsible for our deaths, and wishing that nature might take its course, he placed 

my mother and me into a small ark, just large enough to carry us, and set us out on the ocean!”

 The sailors were beside themselves.  The sea was a dangerous master, they knew; 



Poseidon was a fickle and tempestuous soul that could be gentle and giving, and in a flash angry 

and deadly.  The sea was no place to throw a babe and woman.  Better to expose the child on a 

hillside and be done with the girl! one man cried.  Perseus quieted them with a wave of his arms.  

“At this, Zeus asked his brother to make our passage safe and soft, taking us across a flat calm to 

this very island...where we were discovered by a fisherman...”

 He ended the story with a turn to his surrogate father and raised the bowl with a smile to 

him.  “Dictys took us in.  He asked nothing of my mother, and raised me to be an honest, good 

man.”

 “Dictys!” yelled the symposium in toast.  Polydectes’ triumph had been snatched from 

him.  Again, this whelp had stopped him from getting what he wanted, just as his very existence 

had kept Danae from his bed.  For despite her earlier troubles with her uncle, Danae was a wiser, 

thoughtful woman who refused his advances, so long as her son was in the house.

 Now, all eyes were on the monarch.  Summoning up a grunt and a nod, Polydectes 

responded, “A fine tale and well told, I think we all agree.”  The festivities resumed, and Perseus 

returned to his seat.  There was some discussion about Polydectes’ choice for a wife, for he was 

looking to marry.

 Argus leaned in close to Perseus, “A fine tale, indeed.  Even a true one, as you said, 

young master.  Although I don’t believe it was in the guise of Melampus that Zeus came to 

Acricius.”

 “No?” Perseus chuckled.

 “No.  Melampus had not yet been given the sight by that time.”

 Perseus studied the old man for a moment, “And you would know this how?”



 “I know of him.”

 “Ah...  It worked for the story.”

 “That it did.”

 The wine bearer came around again and Perseus shook his head at the image of Medusa.  

“You do not like the krater?” asked Argus.

 “Hardly scary enough to protect the wine, is it?”

 “That is a sad tale, the story of Medusa.”

 “How so?  She defiled the temple of Athena.  Dictys has taught me that you should honor 

the gods, if not out of love, then out of respect for their power and their capricious nature.”

 “Exactly.  The gods do sometimes show cruelty.  They have their reasons, of course, but 

they are, for all their power, remarkably like us.  Given to their passions, which, like everything 

else about them, are more grandiose, harder to control.”  Argus sighed, “ Medusa, like your 

mother, was foolish and young, and she was vain to the point of stupid.  She caught the eye of 

Poseidon and he persuaded her to sleep with him.  She hadn’t counted on it being a ploy by the 

sea god to insult Athena, by taking her in the temple of the goddess.  On the offerings dias, if you 

can believe it?” he chuckled.

 “Do you know Medusa as well as Melampus, old man?”

 The smile on the ancient slipped and for a moment there was something about him that he 

could not place, a strangeness that seemed larger and more powerful than the old man’s frame 

could contain.  “Dictys did teach you to respect your elders, yes?”

 Perseus was surprised, “Yes.  I did not mean offense.”

 “It is, as we have been discussing, the foolishness of youth?”



 “Precisely.”

 Argus said cooly, “You will need to shed that quickly.  The future before you is much 

more dangerous that you would believe.”

 “What say you, Perseus?” came a call, disturbing their talk.  He looked over to find 

Polydectes looking at him inquiringly, along with half the symposium.  “I said...the most likely 

candidate seems to be Hippodamia, the daughter of Oenomaus.  She is said to be beautiful and 

intelligent, but her father has a challenge for her suitors.  To win her hand, they must best her 

father in a chariot race.  The other men of the village have offered me horses, gifts to weaken the 

sovereign’s will.  What will you give for your adoptive country?”

 “My lord, I would gladly give you a gift for Oenomaus,” said Perseus, “but as you know, 

I have no inheritance.  My mother and I, like orphans, have lived on the good graces of your 

brother.  I have done my best to repay him by working his boat...but I have nothing of value to 

give.”

 “It is a shame the son of Zeus has been reduced to the status of simple sailor, isn’t it?”  

The symposium burst into laughter, and Perseus could feel his face flushing in anger.

 “Keep your head, boy,” whispered Argus.  “The moment is nearly here.”

 Polydectes was holding out his bowl for more wine.  “Perhaps you could render me a 

service...”

 “Maybe he could drive the chariot,” suggested one villager.

 “He does not know how to drive a chariot,” Dictys reminded him.

 “Oenomaus certainly doesn’t need a load of fish,” Polydectes chided him.  He glanced at 

the serving boy and his eyes narrowed.  “You could,” he said, setting aside the bowl.  He took the 



krater from the server and turned the snarling face of the Gorgon toward him.  “You could bring 

me a priceless gift.  One no one else would provide him.  One which would guarantee my 

marriage to Hippodamia...”  Perseus understood the implied promise: and shift my interest from 

your mother.  “Bring me the head of Medusa.”

 This reduced the company to peals of laughter.  The very notion was ridiculous.  Only 

Argus, who was watching him intently, was not laughing.  Quietly, he said, “The head of Medusa 

is a dangerous thing, young Perseus.  It would bring great credit to he who would end her reign 

of terror. Taken from her it would be a potent weapon a hero could use to avenge himself on 

those who have wronged him.”

 “How would I even know where to look for her?”

 Argus smiled, “Silly boy, I will direct you.”

 “You? But...”

 The eyes had changed.  Instead of brown they were gray, almost the same color as his 

eyes.  Over the noise he heard Polydectes ask, “What say you, Perseus?”

 He stood quickly and faced the symposium.  “My lord, I will bring you Medusa’s head.”

 The room was shocked to silence.  Polydectes leaned forward on his couch, “You will not 

be allowed to return without it.  This is a vow for a hero, Perseus.  If you do this, it is a vow 

before the gods.  You will not set foot on this island until you have the Gorgon’s head...or she has 

yours.”

 “Truly,” said Argus, softly.

 “I will do as you ask.”

 The island’s nobles and the sailors burst into animated conversation and some of the men 



were slapping Perseus’ back, impressed with his courage.  One wished him a swift crossing over 

the Styx when he got there, which he assumed would be moments after he found Medusa.  

Dictys was talking with his brother quietly, intensely.

 When he sat, Argus was smiling at him.  Perseus said, “I don’t even know where to 

start...”

 “I do.”  The voice had changed.  Instead of a gravely hoarse wheeze, Argus was speaking 

in a light, musical female voice.  Perseus looked to the old man, and found what leaned toward 

him was a woman – easily his height and tan.  She was, like him, a bronze color that few men 

and women could achieve.  Her green-gray eyes were filled with humor and intelligence, and the 

smirk on her face gave her a playful, pleased look.  Her dress was finer than any he’d seen.  She 

was feminine in build, but he could see the play of her muscles under the skin in the lamplight.  

He started to speak, but she laid a hand on his arm.  The skin was cool to the touch and Perseus 

felt his heart start and his loins stir.

 “They see Argus, my would-be hero. But you know me, don’t you?” 

 He gasped, “Athena...”

 “This is a great opportunity for you, my mortal brother.  With a bit of luck, and a bit of 

help, you should prevail.  There are great things expected of you, and as you said, you have a 

destiny.”

 “My grandfather?”

 She laughed, “You want to jump to the end of the tale this early?  Where would the fun be 

in that?”  She leaned close, “You will need a few days to prepare for your trip.  Tomorrow, you 

will make your sacrifices to the gods.  Do diligence to the sea god and your father, so that they 



may give you calm seas and strong winds to set you on your way.  Say your goodbyes to your 

family.  Then board Telephemus’ ship – he will be happy to have you for a few days – and he 

will carry you to Samos.  Once there, we will meet again.”

 “What will I do there?” he asked.

 “I will show you the face of your enemy, so that you will know her from her sisters.  

There you will also have to glean Medusa’s whereabouts from the Stygian witches, daughters of 

Phorcys and sisters of the Gorgon.  They are appropriately named: Deino, Enyo, and 

Pemphredo.2 They are ancient things, and can be quite cunning.”

 “How do I get them to tell me where Medusa is?”

 Athena smiled, “I won’t do all of this for you, little brother.  Now let’s pave your way...”

 She stood smoothly and moved to the rack where the visitors had deposited their spears 

and other equipment.  Athena took hold of Argus’ walking stick and Perseus watched it transform 

in her hand to a spear.  The weapon’s tip gleamed gold, but the sheen was not that of bronze.  

The length of the shaft was translucent, like quartz.  Some of the guests were inquiring if the old 

man was retiring for the night.

 “Polydectes!” she called.  “I thank you for your hospitality, and for the entertainment.”  

With that, there was a flash of light, and they all saw a white owl flap its way out of the room.

 The assembly leapt to the their feet, and some dropped to a knee in shock and 

supplication.  Dictys stood, mouth agape.  “A god!  A god at our symposium!” shouted 

Polydectes.  He was standing beside his brother, looking from the doorway to Perseus. It would 

have been quite the boon to Polydectes for people to know he had hosted a god, but as the guests 
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were crowding around Perseus, he felt a wave of anger and jealousy.

 “You spoke with it?” Polydectes said.

 Perseus corrected him, “Her.  Our guest was the third born of immortal Zeus, the wise 

and brave Athena.”

 The king looked wary, but said little else.  His guests were beside themselves and plied 

Perseus with questions to which he could only shrug at answering.  While the others interrogated 

him, he was able to ask Telephemus about his course and found he was headed east.  Perseus 

inquired if Telephemus might carry him to Samos on the business of their recently departed 

guest, and the captain was only too happy to oblige.  A passenger favored by the gods could only 

bring good luck to his vessel, Telephemus opined. From that point on, the symposium 

degenerated into speculation into the nature and motives of the gods, and whether or not a 

sacrifice needed to be made for her visit.  Perseus was in a daze for a while, before finally 

staggering, half-drunk, home.

 When Perseus woke the next morning, he was headachy and tired.  Dragging himself off 

of his raised mattress, he relieved himself into the jug the servants had left in his quarters and 

staggered through the house to the courtyard.  There, Dictys was gathering his meal and gear for 

the day’s work, and Danae was sat at the reflection pool.  Both turned their attention to Perseus 

as he wandered in.

 “Wine,” laughed Dictys, “a sweet mistress at night, and a nagging wife the following 

morning.”

 Danae reached out with her leg and kicked the older man lightly in the calf.  “Dictys tells 

me it was an eventful night.”



 “No more so than usual, mother.”  Perseus ruffled his hair and squinted against the 

morning light coming from above.  Through the opening he could see clouds were gathering.  

“What, you don’t have visits from Olympians regularly?”

 “Just the once,” she said bluntly.

 Wincing, Perseus sat on the edge of the pool.  “Sorry...”

 “Don’t be.  Athena is the guardian of great heroes.  Still, what were you thinking?  

Hunting the Gorgon...for Polydectes.”

 “Your lord,” Dictys reminded them, “if only for the time being.”

 Danae bowed her head slightly.  “I spoke out of turn, my lord.”

 “Don’t do that,” Dictys said.  “You do not have to show submission to me.  This is your 

house as much it is mine. This is your country now, but that also means Polydectes is your ruler, 

and while I love my brother, he can be a vindictive fool.  He’s been denied wooing you thanks to 

Perseus, and he delighted in an opportunity to goad the boy into this foolish quest.”

 “Right here,” Perseus reminded them.

 “But the Gorgon?  What was he thinking?” she asked Dictys.

 “Still right here,” Perseus repeated.

 “He was thinking to prove himself in a company of men.  And he was quite drunk.”

 Perseus glared at the captain, who suppressed a laugh.  “Even in that state, he wove one 

of the best tales I’ve heard in a symposium in some time.  And his boast about Medusa! That 

brought the approval of a goddess.”

 Danae insisted, worriedly, “It’s still dangerous.”

 “I know it’s dangerous, mother.  Give me my portion, would you, Dictys?  I think I’m 



going for a walk this morning to clear my head and plan my trip.”

 Dictys shrugged, “I was going to talk about that with you while we waited on the day’s 

catch.”

 “Tonight.  Yes?” Perseus said.  “I have to make the appropriate sacrifices before I set 

off.”

 “Set off?” Danae asked, “When are you planning to set off?”

 “Telephemus ships tomorrow,” Perseus told her.

 “Tomorrow!?!” she cried.

 Perseus nodded. “The first part of this journey is already laid out for me, mother.  I don’t 

have a choice in this.”

 “He’s right,” Dictys interceded.  “Athena, herself, has set him on his way.”

 Danae looked unhappy, but said nothing.  Perseus gathered a small pouch of dried fish 

and fruit, and threw a water skin over his shoulder.  Naked save for his sandals and the skin, he 

left the house and walked up into the hills east of the town.  The daytime heat was starting to 

build, but the clouds that had been puffy and bright white were now being overrun by a stretch of 

gray, higher clouds.  The incline was steep enough to be challenging on the loose soil, and at one 

point he stopped to look out of his home.  He could see the fishing boats out to sea and wondered 

which was Dictys’.  He passed a shepherd and his flock at one point and waved, but continued up 

through the scrub grass and juniper to the top of hill.  The effort was enough to have him 

sweating, but not winded.  On the crest of the hill, he stopped under an olive tree to scan the sky.  

To the west, he thought he could see rain streaming under the clouds.  In a few hours, they would 

feel it here on the island.  To the north, he could see Kithnos, to the east on the horizon was 



Pelagos.  Over the horizon, four hundred stadia distant, was Argos, the land of his birth.

 A few minutes’ walk brought him to an old temple, one dedicated to Zeus.  While most of 

the people of Serifos were adherents to Poseidon, being a seafaring people, this temple still 

brought the thousand or so residents of the island at least annually to leave votive offerings to the 

lord of the gods.  It was a smallish building, square and simple.  There were none of the columns 

and friezes that he heard adorned the grand temples in Athens.  Pinax, stones with carvings of the 

gods, were placed on either side of the entrance.  These showed Zeus seated on his throne on the 

one tablet, the other showed him in mid-throw, lightning poised to fall to earth and smite some 

unseen foe.

 Perseus steeled himself and entered the place.  It was dark inside, and the high roof was 

blackened from years of burnt offerings.  A crude statue of Zeus, recognizable as such for his 

thunderbolt in his right hand and the enormous beard, stared in wide-eyed, almost crazed, 

expression.  The god had been painted in the past, and the colors had faded over time, save for 

the cold blue-gray eyes.  Eyes the same color as Perseus’ own.  The room for the priest was 

separated from the main chamber by a length of cloth.

 An oil lamp burned near the dias where the offerings were left.  He set out a portion of 

the food he had brought, poured olive oil over it and used a small bit of straw to catch flame 

from the lamp and light the offering.  “Father...” he nearly choked on the word, “help me to bring 

honor to my family by succeeding in the tasks set before me.  To Athena, your favored child, 

give me the wisdom and cunning to see this through.  Take this meager meal from a humble boy 

and may it please you.”

 He wasn’t sure what he was expecting.  Maybe for the statue to talk to him, or for his 



father to show himself and give him some kind of support, or to feel filled with some kind of 

inspiration...no matter what it was, there was nothing.  The statue continued to glare past him 

toward the entrance.  The flames turned his votive into a greasy sludge in the bronze bowl on the 

dias.  Perseus waited for a few minutes, then nodded to himself and rose.  Outside, the heat was 

oppressive, but there was now a pleasant sea breeze blowing in from the northwest.  The rain was 

closer now.

 He made his way back into town, taking the path to the temple of Poseidon, positioned 

near one of the wells for the city.  It was noon by the time he arrived, and out to sea the fishing 

fleet looked to be turning toward home.  A few of the boats had already deployed their sails and 

were moving toward the shore.  The rain was only an hour or two behind them, at most, and the 

breeze had grown to a gusting wind.  The air was still warm, but the moving air was quickly 

bringing relief from the heat of the last few days.

 Poseidon’s temple was newer, with simple Doric columns without fluting.  The building 

was perhaps three to four men high, and the interior was large enough to accommodate a sizeable 

portion of the town.  Inside there were two rooms, the main chamber had a statue of the sea god, 

bearded, glowering, and resting his weight on his trident.  His skin was painted a faint greenish 

tinge, and the hair and beard were black.  Blue eyes looked through the window toward the sea.  

There was a wide table below him, with bowls of offerings.  There were two windows on either 

side to augment the light from the braziers burning near the god.  A smaller room behind this 

chamber was the apartment for the priest.  He was on hand, along with a few of the women of the 

town who were finishing their entreaties to Poseidon.  They were dressed in simple chiton, with a 

length of cloth over their heads to preserve their dignity and propriety.



 At the sight of Perseus, the women quickly cleared a spot for him at the offering table, 

and the priest smiled warily.  Word of his visitor had already spread through the town.  Perseus 

laid out the rest of his repast on the table and the priest quickly intoned the prayers to Poseidon.  

Perseus threw in his request for a safe and swift passage to Samos.

 On his way home, he passed through the city.  The people were packing up their wares in 

the marketplace ahead of the impending deluge.  Servants were bustling about in pursuit of their 

respective errands, and as he passed the palace of Polydectes, he could see a few of the guests 

from the other night, including Argus.  The old seer had apparently slept through the night of the 

symposium aboard the vessel, unaware that he was been impersonated by a goddess.  He stopped 

to chat with them, and learned that Telephemus was down at the shore, preparing his boat for its 

trip.

 Perseus walked down to the sea’s edge, and found Telephemus’ vessel grounded and 

anchored.  The captain and his crew were quickly covering their cargo, and stepping down their 

mast in advance of the rain.  Some of the fishing fleet were pulling their craft onto the shore and 

he could make out Okeia on her way in.  The rain was visible a few stadia behind, dark streamers 

falling from the clouds to the water below.  The sea was beginning to froth and throw itself on to 

the beach.  Perseus could already tell by the break of the water that this was a mild rainstorm, 

nothing to worry about.

 He arranged with the captain to be on hand the following morning at dawn to aid in 

resetting the mast prior to sailing.  If all went well, they would raise Samos within a few days, a 

week at most.  Perseus thanked him and walked along the beach to where Okeia was 

approaching.  He could see his shipmates furling the sail, while a few men were bent to the oars 



to bring the ship in the last few hundred yards.  Dictys and four others were stationed on the bow, 

waiting to jump off and help haul her onto the beach.

 Dictys and Perseus exchanged waves and the young man waded into the water to catch 

the first line tossed out by the crew.  A few moments later, he was aiding the crew, who were 

tumbling from the ship to haul on the mooring lines, and together they pulled Okeia ashore and 

staked her down.  As they were finishing, the first drops were beginning to hit.  They divvied up 

a portion of the catch between the men, then Perseus and Dictys made their deals with the 

merchants over the gunwale.  Once the catch was away and the drachmas counted, Dictys and 

Perseus made their way home under a cloudy sky, soaked from the rain.


