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The day of the hunt had arrived! The hunters were gathered at a set place in a green, grassy field bordering the woods where the boar lived. All had come because they wanted to win the prize of the hunt, the hide and tusks of the Calydonian Boar.

The appointed hour was in the early morning, for, it being early in the eighth month, they needed to hunt the boar before midday brought insufferable heat. In fact, all week, as heroes arrived from all over Greece to the island of Aetolia, where Calydon was one small kingdom among many, Prince Meleager, who was to lead the hunt, had impressed upon them the importance of starting early, as hot as Aetolia got this time of year.

About half of those present were Argonauts, so called because the ship they sailed upon was called the Argo, which had just returned successfully to Iolcus from its quest to retrieve the Golden Fleece. The Argonauts among the party were as follows: Jason, captain of the Argo and the world’s first sailor; Idas and Echion, the fastest men on earth; Lynceus, brother to Idas; Caeneus; Ancaeus of Arcadia; Nestor, the wise king of Pylos; Iphicles; Castor and Polydeuces, twin brothers; Mopsus; Hippalmus; Telamon; Amphiaraus; and Pirithous and Theseus, best friends forever. 

Those who had come to join the hunting party who were not of the Argonauts were Epochus, the brother of the Argonaut Ancaeus of Arcadia, who now wanted to become a hero like his brother; Lelex, an old and gray-haired man who spoke very little; somebody named Pelagon; somebody named Hippasus; and Panopeus, the world-famous lion hunter. There were also three brothers present: Enaesimus, Alcon, and Leucippus. They were the sons of Hippocoon, king of Amyclae, who had sent his sons on the hunt to bring back the prize and thus bring glory to his kingdom.

As the hunters stood around the field waiting for anyone else to arrive, Jason was surrounded not only by his Argonauts, but by the rest of the hunting party, who clamored and jostled one another, eager to hear the tales told by the world’s first sailor. 

Jason said, “When the crier first made his call to adventure, I have to admit I was pretty pissed. I was like, ‘A boar??? A fucking boar??? Do you know who I am? I am mother fucking Jason, leader of the Argonauts. We are the most famous mother fuckers on earth, because our adventures aboard the Argo have forged us into a new breed of men called heroes. I have been to the ends of the earth and slain fucking monsters you couldn’t even dream of. And you insult me by asking me to go all the way to bumblefuck nowherseville to kill a mother fucking boar??? Get the fuck out of here.’” 

Meleager had quickly grown to dislike Jason and the Argonauts. He didn’t like how loud, coarse and crude Jason was, or how his men fawned all over him. He also resented having to rely on heroes from elsewhere to hunt the boar, and wished his father had allowed him to go into the woods all by himself to kill it.

But as much as Jason had already gotten on Meleager’s nerves, insulting his country, no matter how rural it was, was the last straw. 

Interrupting Jason the prince said, “I object to you referring to Calydon in such a manner.”

Jason abruptly stopped speaking and the entire crowd hushed. He glared at Meleager and said, “And just who the fuck are you?”

“I am Meleager, prince of Calydon and leader of this hunt.”

Jason made a movement with his hand directed at Meleager as if shooing away a fly, and said dismissively, “Yeah, yeah, yeah.”

Jason turned his attention back to the crowd and continued, “So, anyway, then the crier told me that it’s no ordinary boar. ‘It’s the size of a bull,’ he said, ‘and has tusks as large as an Indian elephant’s. Its hairs are as strong and sharp as spears. And it breathes fire.’”

Meleager’s face was bright red. He was not accustomed to being spoken to in such a manner as Jason had just addressed him, and didn’t know how to respond. 

Jason continued, “So that piqued my interest. I was like, ‘and I get to keep the pelt?’ and the crier was like, ‘Whoever makes the kill wins the pelt, and the tusks as well.’ And I was like, ‘Well, given the competition I’m likely to face in Calywhatsitcalled, that’s as much as saying I get to keep the pelt.’”

The other Argonauts laughed with Jason.

Meleager, speaking up again, said, “Oh, I think you might run into stronger competition from us Calydonians than you think.” 

Jason gave Meleager a glance, said “shush,” and continued, “‘And if the boar is as you say,’ I told him, ‘that would be some prize.’ But the clincher was when he said to me the boar was sent by Artemis. Why, that would practically make its pelt a holy relic.  ‘You know,’ I said to the crier, ‘it’s always been a sore spot with me how I went through all that trouble to get the Golden Fleece only to have to hand it over to king Pelias. So yeah, I’ll go to your little Hicksville and kill your boar for you.’”

Meleager was about to speak up once again when he felt a strong hand on his shoulder. He turned and was face to face with his uncle Plexippus, along with his other two uncles, Eurypylus, and Evippus backing him up by standing behind him. They were the brothers of Meleager’s mother, Queen Althaea, and they were always standing in his way, keeping him from doing what he knew was right. 

Plexippus said, “You’re a fool, boy.”

“I won’t stand by to see Calydon insulted,” said Meleager.

Plexippus gave Meleager that haughty, condemning look he always did and said, “You think that just because you’re invulnerable, incapable of being injured or wounded, that it makes you invincible, incapable of being conquered or defeated. This hunt is your first major leadership test. You need the Argonauts for it to succeed, and you don’t want to jeopardize the hunt by saying something that might turn them away.”

Meleager was about to respond angrily, but then he remembered the conversation he had had with his mother before heading out to the hunt. 

After straightening his mantle and wishing him good luck on the hunt she gave him a cross look and said, “Now Meleager, I want you to get along with your uncles this morning, who I also love very dearly.”

“But Mom!” Meleager said, “They are always standing in my way, and keeping me from doing what is right!”

Meleager’s mom broke into tears and said, “I don’t understand you, Meleager. Why do you insist on provoking everybody like this? Promise me, Meleager, that you will listen to your uncles, who are very wise, and only want to help you.”

Meleager couldn’t stand it when his mother cried, so he promised he would listen to his uncles.
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Many years earlier, Dionysus, his head tilted arrogantly atop his tall, skinny frame, approached Artemis from across the smooth marble floor of the mountaintop. He raised a goblet to his lips, drank a deep draught of dark purple wine, gave Artemis a gloating smile, thrust his hips suggestively to one side, and said in his low, lilting, strangely-accented voice, “Ah, these Calydonians are too kind.”

Artemis gave Dionysus a strange look. “The Calydonians?” She said. “Wine?” she exclaimed, turning her attention to the vessel in Dionysus’ hand. “They don’t worship you, and they don’t have wine.”  

“They do now,” the god answered with a mischievous chuckle. “Just look.”

The gods were able to see any part of Greece from the open-air temple where they lived on the top of Mount Olympus, it being the tallest mountain in Greece. Artemis peered over the side of the mountain in the direction of Calydon, holding her hand over her eyes as a visor to block the glare of the hot Mediterranean sun, and saw that there was a recently built temple there to Dionysus. 

“Don’t I have a beautiful temple?” bragged the god as he took a sip of wine. “What a delicious gift. These Calydonians really love me.”

Artemis’ face turned dark purple like the wine in Dionysus’ cup. Today was first harvest in Calydon, when the king made offerings to all the gods worshipped in the small kingdom, one of several on the island of Aetolia. Artemis was not a stickler for punctuality, but her gift was overdue. It was strange that the king of Calydon should give an offering to an upstart god in his kingdom before he gave one to her, an established deity.

Demeter and Athena, the other two goddesses worshipped in Calydon, came from across the marble floor and joined Dionysus. They too gave Artemis mocking smiles. 

Demeter put a handful of bread in her mouth, and said, chewing, “Ah, they have had a good harvest in Calydon this year. How kind of them to share it with me.”

Athena tore a chunk of bread from Demeter’s loaf, dipped it in the olive oil in a glass bowl she held, ate it, and said in the same mocking tone as Demeter, “Oh, how delicious. I will surely favor these Calydonians this year.”

The three burst out laughing at Artemis, and the goddess knew the truth she had already suspected: she had been usurped.  

Dionysus was the god of madness and destruction, so committing hostile acts for no purpose and without motivation was completely in character for him. And Demeter and Athena were always wont to fall under the sway of the tall dark and handsome foreign god. But Artemis wanted to see exactly why she had not received her due. 

As a goddess, Artemis had the ability to peer into the past. She looked backwards and saw Dionysus descend from Mount Olympus many months ago to the great halls of Calydon, enter the throne room, and introduce himself to the King Oeneus, an older man with a head and beard of short, tightly curled grey hairs. The king wore robes of regal colors: crimson and purple, trimmed with gold. 

Oeneus said, “Oh Dionysus, great god, for what reason have you deigned to grace the kingdom of Calydon with your presence?”

The god Dionysus answered, “My presence brings luck wherever I go, and I wish to spend some time here in order to bring your kingdom good tidings.”

Artemis, watching the scene unfold as she peered into the past, seethed and shouted, “He’s lying through his teeth!”

Artemis, wanting to know what Dionysus was thinking, peered into his mind. She saw that Dionysus wanted to corrupt the king with a certain gift, but knew that if the gift seemed unearned, the king would grow suspicious of its true purpose. 

The god thought the queen had a hot little ass, and over the next few days made his attraction to her known through not-so-subtle looks and gestures, to throw the king off the trail and make him think that his wife was the aim of the god’s designs.

Artemis watched in disgust as the king, with his three trusted advisors, Plexippus, Eurypylus, and Evippus, the three brothers of his wife, Queen Althaea, walked to the shore to embark on a trip to a neighboring island to pay homage to Zeus. She watched in disgust, because she knew the true purpose of the king’s trip. 

Although they were alone, the four spoke in low, conspiratorial tones, knowing that there were ears everywhere. 

But they stopped speaking altogether when, down the sandy road lined on both sides with knotty trees and tall blades of sturdy grass, they spied Meleager catching up to them. This was the king’s eldest son, and next in line to the throne. When he reached them he said, “No, Father, I won’t permit it.”

The king turned, shouting, “You dare tell me what to do? You have no idea what is going on here.” 

“But I do know, Father. I am aware that Dionysus is more interested in mom than you. When she is present, the god hardly pays any attention to you, and lavishes her with praise. It is obvious that paying homage to Zeus is just a pretext to leave the god alone with mom.”

The king did not deny the accusation. Instead he shrugged his shoulders, turned, and continued to shore saying, “Well, I am a hospitable man.”

Meleager put a strong hand on his father’s shoulder and shouted, “You take hospitality too far!”

Plexippus stepped between the prince and the king. The three brothers always ganged up on Meleager, supporting his father over him, and he hated it. It was always the same: Plexippus did all the speaking for the trio, while the other two stood behind him on either side, backing up his words with silence. 

Plexippus said, “Dionysus is a god! His visit to our kingdom is an opportunity that comes once in a lifetime, if that. Imagine what kind of gifts he might bestow upon us.”

“In return for a night with mom?!?” Meleager cried in disgust. 

“She is only a woman,” Plexippus answered with a shrug. 

“Only a woman???” cried Artemis on Mount Olympus. “Only???”

“That is your sister you are talking about!” cried Meleager, on the ground and in the past.

“No. I am talking about the greater good of the kingdom,” replied Plexippus.

“And what does mom say about this?”

“Nothing, of course. She doesn’t know,” replied Plexippus.

“Women deserve our respect,” cried Meleager, “and I am going to tell mom exactly what you have planned.”

The king said, “Now, Meleager, bringing things up in the open would cause everybody much embarrassment.” 

Plexippus said, “Discretion is of the utmost importance. And since you have shown yourself to be indiscreet in this matter, and might ruin everything by telling Althaea, you must come with us to pay homage to Zeus.”

“I refuse,” cried Meleager.

“I order it,” said the king.

That ended the matter. Although Meleager had no need to obey his uncle, technically holding rank over him, he could not disobey the king.

Watching Calydon from the future and atop Mount Olympus, Artemis was outraged. Not only did the sex act revolt her, but she hated the king for passing his wife around like a piece of property. She looked away, disgusted. 

The reason Artemis was disgusted by sex went back to when she was a little girl. Her father Zeus loved her tremendously and doted all over her. 

One day Zeus sat Artemis on his knee and said, “You can be the goddess of three things. What would you like to be the goddess of?”

Artemis said, “Chastity.”

An amused Zeus said, “Why do you want to be the goddess of chastity?”

The little girl Artemis answered, “Because when a woman sleeps with a man, the man then owns her. I value my independence and never want to belong to another person. I wish to remain a virgin forever so that I can be my own master.”

Zeus said, “You are now the goddess of chastity.”

Artemis, watching from Mount Olympus, skipped ahead to a few days later in order to avoid seeing all the disgusting sex between Dionysus and the queen, and picked up the thread when the king returned to the palace from his voyage. 

Dionysus, smiling and much more relaxed than he had been before Oeneus left, called the king to sit with him on a divan. The king could tell by observing the god’s demeanor that he had gotten laid. Once both were seated facing each other the god took the king’s hands in his and said, “I am appreciative of your hospitality and grateful for your discretion. You are truly a wise king. Thank you, Oeneus, for being such a fine host during my visit. In return for the favors you have offered me, I am going to give you a gift.”

Dionysus waved his hand and in it appeared a plant that had never before been seen in this part of the world, but one which Artemis looking down and into the past from Mount Olympus recognized immediately. 

Dionysus said, “This plant is called the vine. And this fruit which grows upon it is called the grape. I am going to give this to you, along with instructions on how to make a new kind of beverage from the grape called wine. This wine will become the most popular drink in the entire world, and since you will own the grape, wine will be sure to bring you and your kingdom great wealth.”

“What gives him the right,” seethed Artemis, “to accept such a dangerous gift?”

Artemis, not needing to see the next part in detail, sped up time and watched as King Oeneus, following the instructions of Dionysus, planted the vine around a vast wooden structure called a trellis. The king and his subjects appeared to move so fast to Artemis that they were like blurs that came into focus when standing still and became nearly invisible when in motion because of their apparent speed, when in reality they walked at a normal pace. 

The plant called the vine appeared to Artemis to quickly climb all over the trellis in a few short minutes, even though it grew quite slowly, over many weeks and months. 

Seeing something she wanted to watch, Artemis slowed down time to its regular speed as the king, following the god’s instructions in how to turn the grapes into wine, brought the most beautiful maidens of the kingdom and lined them up in a field in front of a wide, shallow barrel in order to inspect them, and pick the most beautiful. 

But the women were not inspected for the beauty of their faces, although they all had beautiful faces. Nor were they inspected for the beauty of their figures, although they had beautiful figures. No, as the king inspected the maidens of Calydon, he looked not at their breasts, or their hips, but lower still at their feet. For it was by the beauty of their feet they were to be judged.

The women of Calydon were modest and kept their entire bodies covered at all times with long robes that went down to their feet. Many did not even like to leave their houses, so uncomfortable were they being seen by men outside their immediate families.

With tears in their eyes, the maidens slowly removed their leather shoes. The barefoot maidens shyly lifted up their robes just above their ankles, and the king inspected their nude feet with deep aesthetic contemplation. Although it was only their feet being looked at, the maidens’ faces blushed deep crimson.

One by one, the king chose the twelve maidens with the most beautiful feet in the kingdom, as one by one he dismissed the ones that failed to make the cut. The remaining dozen had exceptional feet: long, slender, and curved at all the right places. Tears of embarrassment landed on the grass all around their toes.

Artemis looked with rage at the small group of men from the court that had been given the honor of watching the crushing of the grapes. Plexippus, Eurypylus, and Evippus were there, along with a few others. 

All present had watched the inspection of the feet with approval, but Meleager had seethed silently at the indignity the maidens were put through. 

Now, when the king ordered the twelve maidens to strip to nothing, and they responded with cries of despair at the mere thought of undressing outdoors in the presence of men, Meleager could take it no longer. 

He said, “Father, I ask that you think of the poor maidens, whom you are asking to expose themselves to us.”

Plexippus stepped forward, and backed up by his brothers Eurypylus and Evippus said, “Well, what about them?” 

“They are daughters, and sisters,” cried Meleager, “and one day will be wives. Don’t they deserve our respect?”

Plexippus exclaimed, “Bah! Your father is following the instructions of a god. It is the gods who deserve our respect.”

“Dionysus is the god of madness, and his instructions are mad!”

“Dionysus has favored your father with a great gift, and you dare spurn it?”

“Dionysus is also the god of death. I would be careful accepting a gift from him. You don’t know what it might bring.”

“Nonsense,” said King Oeneus. “Dionysus has shown us great favor. The maidens must undress, because otherwise the juices from the grapes will stain their white tunics.”
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