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            "Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind;And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind:Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste;Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste:And therefore is Love said to be a child,Because in choice he is so oft beguiled."

A Midsummer Night's Dream

By William Shakespeare
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Psyche goes to the beach
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“Don’t look at me like that. You don’t have to go in, Petra, but I’m going for a swim.” I eye my best friend’s long face. “If you don’t want to get in the water with me, you can wait for me over there.” I gesture toward a shady tree.

“HAW hee.” She bumps me with her velvety nose, and I rub it, smiling.

My donkey, Petra, follows me everywhere I go, and she’s special to me, more of a friend than a pet. Yaya gave Petra to me before she died. I think Grandmother knew her time was coming, knew that I’d need the solace of a friend once she passed to the shadowlands. As usual, she was right. Though I’ve been surrounded by people, I’ve felt more alone than ever.

Today, all I want is to escape court for a little, to have some time to myself. I’ve noticed lately that people treat me differently. Lately, the other girls keep me at arm’s-length, avoiding conversation with me, answering my questions and responding to my comments with coolness. When I pass, I see them whispering together behind their hands, snickering and darting edged glances at me. A few loyal friends, if they are openly friendly, risk harassment from the others, so I’ve been alone a lot.

And the boys.

I don’t know what is happening with the boys. When the village boys—boys who used to forage for mushrooms with me, who I played tag with in the meadows—look at me, it makes all the little hairs on the back of my neck stand straight up.

I can’t describe how they look at me, I just know that it makes me want to hide. Like I need to put on more clothes, cover my face, or bring Papa with me. Perhaps all three.

Which I do.

I hide from people a lot. I hide from people that I used to like, who I thought knew and liked me as a person.

I bring Papa with me whenever he can manage to get away, but that isn’t often enough for me to run my errands in the local market every week. He is a buffer—an impressive buffer for the others, but a comforting one for me.

“Kiki,” he’d say, “Out and about again?” Then he’d laugh, pinch my cheek, and let me take his elbow for the shopping expedition. 

Then people would leave us alone. They’d offer respectful nods to my father, the king, and either ignore me (women), or give me the side-eye (men). Still, that was much preferable to when I had to go marketing alone.

When I was alone, the women were openly hostile, the men would follow me, talk to me, and the bolder ones would touch me.

I’m brought back into the moment when Petra bumps me with her whiskery nose. We’ve made it to the beach, and I’ve been standing in one spot, staring out across the sea.

We’re not alone. I hear two men arguing as they follow the beach, aiming for the track I’ve just come down. The last thing I want is for them to notice me, so I walk with Petra behind a bushy tree to wait. Easing myself deeper into the prickly branches of dense shrubbery, I listen to them as they approach. I don’t like the sound of them.

“Her father will never let her marry you!” one says caustically. “You’re too old. And you don’t have the clout I’ve got.”

“I have a better chance than you,” a gravelly voice answers. “Your family connections are terrible. Didn’t your sister marry a rag picker?”

“What does my sister have to do with me?” the first fires back. “Our family disowned her. We never see her anymore.”

“All the same, the king will not join his daughter to a family with such scandal attached to it.” He pauses for a moment. “And knowing the king, he will be even more deterred by the fact that your family disowned her. Family is important to him.”

When I finally hear their bickering fade into the distance, Petra and I slowly make our way down to the water. As usual, my loyal donkey finds a shady tree with clumps of grass and settles down as I peel off my outer layers and dive into the water.

The sapphire sea cools my skin, and as I float, muscles I didn’t know were tense slowly relax. I laze about in the waves for a while, thinking about my situation.

The two men by the beach aren’t the first to come seeking my hand in marriage. In addition to avoiding the men who follow me around, I also have to be careful in town because someone tried to kidnap me. Papa’s fiercest warriors caught the perpetrator and made an example of him in the square to deter any other would-be kidnappers from abducting me. His corpse rotted in the hot sun for months. It was a gruesome but effective deterrent. No one has tried to forcibly steal me away since.

Being wanted wouldn’t be so bad, but most of the men who want me don’t see me as a human with feelings. They treat me like a thing to possess and flaunt in front of the others. I’m lucky these suitor situations only arise every once in a while.

When I tip up to the surface of the water, I realize I’ve floated out quite a way, and I struggle against the tide to swim back to the beach.

Luckily, I’m a strong swimmer, but it was foolish to chance being out when the tide shifted.

I finally reach the shore, muscles quivering with exhaustion as I slog out of the shallows. Stretching out on a flat rock, I rest there until I’m completely dry—but no longer cool. I’ve been down here long enough; it’s time to return to my chores.

Yes, I have chores, even as a king’s daughter. Papa’s tiny kingdom is not particularly wealthy, but he rules wisely, and his people love him. While some kings have a lot of servants, we have a trusted handful. They mainly work with him at managing the kingdom. Mother and I have a woman who helps us keep our clothing in order and dress our hair, but I still take care of marketing for the family and a little of the cooking. We have someone, but she often helps in the fields, so—while we eat fresh produce daily, sometimes we need to cook it ourselves.

Once I’ve walked Petra back to her enclosure, I wander into the hall and see Papa with two men, their voices familiar. The gravelly voiced one could be my grandfather, is built like a bear, and has frown lines etched in his face. The other man wears a condescending sneer and holds his rail thin body with an air of importance I find repulsive.

Unfortunately, as I suspected, the men from the beach weren’t talking about marriage to either of my sisters.

These men are here for me, based on the patient but firm look on my father’s face as he glances at me. Why am I always the one they want? My sisters have waited years for marriage. They’re ready now.

My chest clenches up, and I can’t breathe. How it does that when my heart is trying to escape is beyond me. I have to trust Papa. He surely won’t agree to either of them marrying me. Right?

“Gentlemen,” my father begins, and as he shakes his head, my heart slows its pounding, and I breathe easier. “I cannot part with Psyche yet. If you are still unmarried in a few years, come back.” I catch a sly wink from Papa while the two suitors are busy glaring at each other. He knows, as I do, that they are unlikely to wait that long. The time period is intentionally vague. Oh, how I love Papa!

Once the men leave, Mother comes in to sit with Papa. She listens to him tell about the suitors, raking a measuring gaze over me.

I finger-comb my still damp hair and twist it over one shoulder. I know I don’t look presentable. Mother likes for me to look like a king’s daughter, but that takes time, and being outside will muss anyone’s hair. Spending lots of time in the sea is definitely not her idea of ladylike.

“Psyche, come here, child.”

I stroll over to her slowly, hoping she won’t notice the sand on my clothing or smell the saltwater on my skin and hair.

“You’ve been swimming again.”

Caught.

“Yes, Mother. I was alone, except for Petra.”

“Hmm. Well, see in future that you present yourself according to your station,” she says with a sniff of displeasure. “You are a king’s daughter, Psyche, not a street urchin.”

“Yes, Mother.” I will go straight to my rooms next time. If Alba isn’t there to help me get cleaned up, I’ll stay there. “I wasn’t expecting company.”

Her mouth curls into a simper. I won’t like whatever she’s about to say. “Psyche, I believe we will be receiving callers for you regularly from now on.”

She eyes me under a lifted, daintily arched eyebrow. “You must always be ready to receive visitors before you enter the great hall, and you will absolutely not go gallivanting outside like a barbarian.” She lifts the twist of hair off my shoulder with two fingers, frowning. “And you will always be well groomed and bathed.”

Papa looks over from behind Mother, crinkles his nose, and shakes his head slightly. I will still be able to go swimming. Papa will help see to that. He has always been much more interested in my happiness than Mother has.

Don’t get me wrong. I’m sure Mother loves me. She just doesn’t always show it in the obvious ways. It comes out in her pride for me, for the gifts she says I’ve been given by the gods.

While I’m grateful for my life and the position I was born to, is it wrong to wish for something different?

I sometimes wish I were an ordinary shepherdess with no political or social aspirations. A shepherdess could have friends and go swimming whenever she wanted. A shepherdess could marry without an arrangement. She could find someone she loves and have a family. What a beautiful, peaceful life.

Like it or not, I’m a political pawn. Mother wants to increase our status among the other kingdoms. She enjoys the prestige of being a queen and would dearly love for me to marry some haughty, high king. She and Papa would gain an alliance for times of war, and I would be surrounded by luxury and servants. And my new position would solidify her own high status to all the surrounding kingdoms, as well as within her own.

Of course, I don’t care anything about rank or social standing. I just want a real marriage—one in which love is the focus, not station, not material things. I want my husband to love me for myself.

The likelihood of that is probably the same as Petra laying an egg.

“Psyche. Are you listening to me?”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Mother. I was woolgathering.” I look up to her reddening face. “What did you say?”

“I said, it is time we went to the temple of Aphrodite to pay our respects.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Go prepare yourself so you aren’t an embarrassment to your father!”

I look over at him, but his lips quirk in a smile. I’m not an embarrassment to my father. I think we both know whom I’m embarrassing.

I hurry to my room for a clean change of clothes, then head down to the bathhouse. Alba stands with a towel, waiting for me when I arrive. Once I have washed, she helps me hurry into my dress, and works on combing out my tangled hair while I wrestle with my sandals. Finally, she pulls me up for a full-length look, tweaks my hair slightly, and with a grin, pushes me out the door.

I amble slowly, taking my time walking down the hall to where mother waits.

It isn’t that I don’t want to visit the temple. If I were to go alone, I’d enjoy praying to the goddess of love in marriage. I’d find a quiet corner and spend a peaceful time there. It’s when  Mother makes such a fuss wherever we go, as if our presence is a gift to everyone, that I hate going. If one could die of embarrassment, I’d be dead a million times over.

I prefer going places with Papa. He meets people casually, naturally. His people love him for his informality and the guileless way he treats them as much as for his wisdom. He views ostentation as folly. He and Mother are polar opposites Their marriage was an arranged marriage and they don’t seem very close for a married couple with children. If Papa married Mother, what hope do I have of finding happiness wed to a stranger?

Mother and I parade through the busiest part of town to Aphrodite’s temple so men can stare and women can glare at me. Mother dons an act of piety, every movement and look calculated to draw the eye. She wants to be noticed in the temple, and her plans don’t include worshipping the fickle goddess.

Mother’s lack of reverence fills me with apprehension. I’ve heard lots of stories about Aphrodite, and many of them bode ill for mortals like us. Whole family lines have been cursed for generations for nothing more than the goddess noticing one person’s insincerity.

Pushing such useless thoughts from my mind, I make my offering to the goddess and pray. I badly want to make a good marriage, so I honor Aphrodite earnestly. She and Hera are the two goddesses I can come to for help finding a loving marriage. Surely, I will need that help in the next few years. I can at least make good use of my time at the temple.

Mother puts on a good show, but the way she consciously draws the attention of the men visiting the temple—the way she draws attention to me, where I’m kneeling quietly—feels awkward. I don’t like them all just...looking at me. I feel small. Surrounded by people who don’t know me or have my best interests at heart. Men staring like lions eyeing a single piece of meat between them.

Oh, why can’t I be someone else—somewhere else. I’d settle for somewhere alone.

When we leave, after what seems like hours, Mother loudly comments to me that I should soon be preparing for marriage, that suitors from all over the continent will be coming to ask for my hand. I hear the deep rumblings of men talking, and when we start back home, a long line of men follow behind us.

“Mother! What have you done?” I whisper to her frantically. “We don’t want all of these people coming home with us!”

“Psyche, there are travelers here from far away countries passing through visiting that temple, and all these unmarried men now know that you will be available.” She stops short, speaking in a low voice so as not to be heard by the multitudes dogging our steps. “Don’t be ungrateful, child.” She tips up my chin with two fingers. “You don’t want to be limited to the two you met this morning, do you?”

The shock must register on my face, because she bobs a satisfied nod and takes my arm to move on. “With these gentlemen to choose from, you might actually find one you like.”

“Thank you, Mother.” I do feel grateful. There are some men closer to my age in the crowd. Some are even handsome. If I must be married to someone, I suppose more offers mean a better range of choices. “I don’t understand, though. Papa said I’m too young to marry.”

“He meant to put off those two men this morning without upsetting their dignity. You are plenty old enough to marry.”

Like that, I feel my chest tighten again. I need to talk to Papa. Surely he can make her see sense. If anyone outside of Olympus can.

Since the visit to Aphrodite’s temple, enough men to take over Papa’s kingdom have invaded for the express purpose of asking for my hand in marriage. When my father outright refuses them, saying I am too young, they don’t leave, and with so many males in such a small kingdom, there are quite a few scuffles in the town between the more ill-tempered men.

The other girls have begun openly cutting me out—mocking and badmouthing me in a way they only did in private before. Solitude is my only option, but the men make even that impossible. They find me wherever I go, vying for attention, sitting as near as they are able. They paint me. They write poetry to me. They perform athletic feats in front of me. They all try to be the center of my attention. The local females are disgusted. Honestly? I am too. I’m sick of all of them, and I can’t get anything done.

Just before daybreak one morning, I find a quiet spot under a tree to pit olives. I’ve taken to doing my chores as early in the morning as possible, and I find quiet corners where no one thinks to look. I’m not safe alone anymore; it isn’t just a matter of being uncomfortable. Luckily, this morning, all is still. For now.

An hour into my work, I hear women’s voices on the other side of the stone fence where I sit, sheltered under an almond tree.

“Who does she think she is?”

“I know! She’s nothing special.”

“She’s only looking for attention! What are these men thinking?”

“The youngest princess needs to learn some decorum from her elders!"

I carefully peek over the fence at the tableau.

Women from the village stand together as Mother passes by. Mother, being who she is, can’t resist putting them in their place. “Psyche’s beauty draws them all, but her personality keeps them coming. Yes, she is the loveliest creature on earth—no, even on Olympus itself.” I’m embarrassed by her boastfulness and the smug turn of her lips.

“How can you say she is more beautiful than our gods and goddesses? Your pride is showing.”

“No. Aphrodite herself could not compare to my beautiful girl.” Oh, no. No. No, no, no.

This can’t be good.

Mother just...compared me to the goddess Aphrodite. I’ve heard stories. The goddess of love and beaut  is not a goddess with a sense of humor—or much mercy. This cannot end well.
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Eros ducks projectiles

[image: ]




I have never seen Mother so furious. She usually contains her jealousy behind a cool smile, and pursues a sweetly poisonous revenge the victim never knows is coming. Today, she rampages through the palace, throwing things, destroying her home, and cowing any palace servant in her orbit. I don’t know why she called me here. I’m sorry I had no excuse to put her off. If I had any idea what she wanted, I wouldn’t have come. Excuse or no excuse.

“Son, get your quiver! Take care of this now!” As she punctuates her sentences with breaking glass, I don’t answer her. I’ve left my pack and bow outside in the gatehouse. My gear should be safe from her there. This tantrum is legendary. There are probably storms sweeping across the world below. The rage of such a powerful goddess cannot be contained to the heavens.

People tend to forget her strength, underestimating the power of beauty and love. In reality, Mother has the ability to crush nations. Ever hear of the Trojan War?  That war, lasting ten years, was begun because of love and beauty.

“Go, boy! Take your golden shafts and shoot both her and the most horrifying monster you can find! They will find humiliating love...or he will kill her!” I duck under the vase full of flowers sailing over my head. It crashes through the window behind me. “Then, you will shoot all the possible suitors in town with shafts of hatred! She will suffer for her blasphemy!”

This isn’t the first time she has asked me to punish someone with love or hate. Besides the fact that she is my mother, I am a lesser god, and I haven’t the power to fight her on any of her wishes. Most of the time, I can’t even talk her out of them. When the goddess Aphrodite is caught up in a rage, she’s never rational. I decide to just get it over with. She will know if I don’t comply with her wishes because she can see through my eyes whenever she wants. She will keep tabs on me with the View until she has seen me do her bidding. In truth, I believe she watches me more than I’m aware. I can never really be sure when she is observing my actions.

I’m her son, although she rarely gives me reason to feel like one. Her interest in me has always been rationed, her time usually spent between lovers and petty squabbles. Regardless of her lack of interest in me, every power I have comes through her, and she knows it. Any sign of rebellion and she’ll remove all but my immortality, or her wrath could roil over into the other gods.

Mother roused, is enough to cause a war between the gods here, on Olympus. Zeus knew it when he matched her with Hephaestus. He didn’t want the other gods fighting over who would take her as a wife—her unsurpassed beauty, and position as keeper of love were too tempting for them. Too bad for Hephaestus she never wanted to marry him.

Keeping my mother calm and at peace is the surest way to maintain peace on Olympus.

“Yes, Mother.” I keep my face bland, my voice neutral, so I don’t inflame her temper more. “Who is it, and where do I find her?”
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Psyche hides
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After our visit to the temple, the streams of men visiting from across the kingdoms don’t stop. Word spreads, and now men overrun the kingdom. Men who get underfoot everywhere I go, men who try to talk to me, touch me, get me alone. I don’t feel safe going places anymore, but I sneak away to visit one of my last friends. Cassia is only a few years older than me, and she has a little boy I adore.

I cut through the woods, but I can hear breaking branches on the trail behind me. I’m being followed again. Luckily, I know a hidey hole nearby. I’ve never cared much for crowds of people, and I’ve lately had to look for a lot of sneaky spaces to avoid unwanted attention. I only wish I didn’t have to use a well-travelled path to get to my shortcut.

“Princess!”

Oh, dear. I hoped that no one spotted me. I hurry under a low hanging branch, but I’m not quick enough.

“Please, let me get that for you!”

“No! I’ll get it for her.”

“I believe I was here first.”

I scrunch my eyes together, hoping it will make me invisible. That works, right?

“Is there something wrong?”

I open one eye to see two men staring, wide-eyed. Both are much nearer my age than the majority who have met with Papa. One has a sparse growth of facial hair that might someday become a beard. The other is clean-shaven. Both stand shorter than me, are stockily built, and dressed in fine clothes.

“Oh, no. Nothing is wrong.” I peer at them warily. “If you will both excuse me...” I scurry around the two of them holding the branch for me, opting to circle the tree on the other side. I hurry toward my shortcut.

Please don’t follow me. Please don’t follow me.

“Princess!”

Oh no.

Now that they’re walking on either side of me, I can’t take my shortcut because I don’t want anyone else to know about it.

“If you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to escort you to...wherever you’re going.”

“Oh, you don’t want to go with him! He didn’t even shave for you, like I did.” He strokes his smooth chin.

“Kosta, you don’t have any facial hair to shave! I’m at least working on my beard.” He points proudly to his face. “See this? This is a week’s worth of growth.” His friend snorts in a teasing way.

“Alex, no one wants to see that.”

“What?”

“Never mind. Princess...” The clean-shaven one turns to me. “I’m Kosta, and I’d be happy to walk you home.”

“You aren’t supposed to just...just introduce yourself to royalty! You need a formal introduction or something.”

“I don’t see anyone here trained in royal protocol, do you?”

They both look at me.

“Um, it’s very kind of you both, but...I would really prefer to travel alone.”

The two men look at each other, then at me.

“You’ve scared her by being too pushy, Alex.”

“No, I haven’t. I just asked if I could walk her home.”

“You didn’t ask her. You pushed yourself forward and—”

“Asked if I could help, that’s all.”

When they stop to continue their argument, I quietly slip away.

I stop by the little house Cassia’s husband built with his own hands, and Leon comes hurtling out. “Kiki! You came! You’re here!” He jumps at me, wrapping his chubby arms around my thighs, nearly knocking me over.

“Hi, Leon! My goodness, you are strong! You nearly toppled me like a tree!” When he doesn’t let go of my legs, I tickle his armpits until he’s rolling on the ground giggling. “Ahhh! That’s better.”

Leon is the cutest little boy I’ve ever seen. He has curling dark hair, and the longest eyelashes framing lagoon blue eyes, but his ready, dimpled smile is the best. Today, I’m teaching him how to paint.

It takes an hour or two to teach him how to hold the brush, how the paints I bring can be used to draw simple figures. He’s much better at it than most children, and Cassia looks over our work proudly.

When I get ready to leave, Cassia asks me to come every week to work with him. As skilled as he is on his first day, he’ll probably grow up to be a gifted master artisan. We set up a schedule, and I say goodbye.
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Eros falls for Psyche—literally
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I lie flat in the branches of an oak tree, hidden, and wait for her to come out of the cottage. I don’t like this assignment Mother insists upon. The girl has done nothing wrong, as far as I can tell. It was her mother’s boastful tongue that brought mine into this towering rage. Now Mother demands vengeance on a vulnerable girl with no great estate, little position, and nothing to protect her from a goddess’s wrath.

A slight figure darkens the doorway, and she comes out.

My hands slacken, and I slip on the bough, falling into the bracken with a thump. I scramble aloft again before she looks my way, nursing my scraped body along with the hit she, unsuspecting, has dealt my solar plexus.

I can’t breathe.

I’ll heal my abrasions later, with my towel, woven of the healing golden fleece, because all I seem able to do is stare at her. Her face, shining with celestial warmth, could stop Father Time in his tracks. Her light contains all the power of one of my golden love arrows. Her body is dainty and perfect, with the gods’ own symmetry. Her grace is water dancing in a fountain. Her laughter, all the joy in the world rolled up into sound.

Oh, gods.

No wonder.

She outshines Mother, and Mother knows it. The girl’s mother was right to be proud, if stupid to express it aloud. Aphrodite would never have noticed the girl if she hadn’t been compared negatively to a mortal. Yes. The girl is more beautiful than any of the goddesses I know—and I know them all. I marvel to think that anyone would be foolish enough to publicly announce this. My mother is jealous of her beauty as others are of their children. More, actually. I don’t think Mother loves anyone or anything as much as her own beauty and acclaim. Not me. Not any of my brothers. Not even my father. Everyone knows of her conceit and vanity.

Styx.

I can’t hurt this girl. She embodies everything lovely, honorable, and bright. Her face lights with laughter as she wipes the small boy’s face with a corner of her dress. The boy’s mother kisses her cheek and takes the paints the girl offers for her child.

No. How can I justify this to myself? How can I ruin someone so pure, so kind, so gracious...so innocent. This is not like when I punish Zeus and Apollo. They get their deserts. Zeus, king of the gods, barely needs any prompting to stray outside his marriage, with all the different women he has plucked like so many ripe peaches. As for Apollo...don’t get me started on that self-important golden boy. A sun god he may be, but he’s still a smug annoyance.

I’ve seen enough. I don’t know what to do, but I can’t smite Psyche. I absolutely refuse. This will be very, very tricky. Mother will View everything I have done and seen today. How do I protect this girl without the vindictive goddess wising up?

If Mother sees even a hint of what I want to do, she’ll hamstring me so that I’ll be helpless to do anything for Psyche.

I make a corridor and jump through it. Suddenly, I’m walking the marble halls of Olympus, searching for Athena. If anyone can help, she can. She’ll be happy to strategize with me, since she and Mother have always been rivals, and because Mother cannot View things on Olympus, our meeting and conversation will be private. I find the goddess of wisdom in the courtyard feeding crickets to her owl.

“Aunt Athena. I need your help.”

“Aunt Athena? Eros, when have you ever called me Aunt Athena?” Her eyes narrow. I’m fooling no one. “What mischief are you up to now?” I need to tread very carefully, here. I couldn’t swindle her, even if I wanted to. She’s too smart. I often need her wisdom, and I like her more than I do most of my relatives—of course, I don’t tell her that. I guess I’ll settle for the truth.

“I need you to help me protect a girl from Mother.”

I’m not prepared for her rakish grin.

“Really! The wind blows that way, does it? Did you get stuck with one of your own shafts, youngster?”

“No...Not at all!” I clear my throat and pull some errant leaves out of my hair. I don’t know how to explain the sudden flush creeping across my face or how I’m choking out words to someone on Olympus I actually respect.

“Tell me.” She sits on the wall with Glaux on her wrist, watching me, stroking his feathers with the knuckles of two fingers. I sit next to her and recount my story, stressing the girl’s innocence in the whole thing.

At the end, she sits thoughtfully and releases the little white owl into the air. “Eros, you have to choose arrows only by touch, and keep your eyes on the targets, not on the arrows.” She looks from the clouds at me, pinning me with her gray eyes. “Can you tell the difference between your arrows by weight and feel?”

“Of course. I often have milliseconds to draw and sight before I shoot.” I consider her quietly for a second. “After all, I normally shoot a variety of arrows, not just the love shafts.”

“Good. I assume you want the girl for yourself.”

This is not a question but a statement. Ah, Athena! She knows me too well. My mouth drops open, but all I can do is clear my throat. I swallow and look at my hands rather than at her amused gaze.

“I thought so. You will loose your lead arrows on her suitors. According to you, none of them is good enough for her, anyway. Arrows of apathy will work better than hatred. You don’t need them torching her house or killing her. They will marry other women, so they will become irrelevant. Besides, your mother will enjoy seeing Psyche jilted.” When she stops, I know I won’t like what she will say next. “You must also shoot something at Psyche and the monster.”
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