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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

(who is who: a handy dandy list)
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Aidoneus Zagreus Hades, Lord Hades – Lord of the Underworld: Tartarus, Erebus, etc; brother of Zeus, Hera, Poseidon, etc.

Cerberus – his three-headed dog, who guarded the underworld.

Persephone-Kore – daughter of Demeter; depending on the source, father is either Zeus, Iasion, or even Poseidon, reluctant consort and Queen of Hades.

Zeus – Sky God, Leader of the Olympian Gods, father of many.

Hera – Unhappy Consort of Zeus, also his sister, Goddess of women, marriage and childbirth.

Demeter- goddess of the fields, agriculture, protected marriage and domesticity,  Kore’s mother.

Dionysus- Twice born, ancient bull-horned god of fertility, vegetation, wine, god of liberation from societal constraints.

Ariadne –Minoan Princess betrayed by Theseus, became Dionysus’ wife instead – he set her crown among the stars after her death, immortalizing her.

Hermes – trickster spirit, herald/messenger god, led souls to the Underworld.

Hecate – goddess of witchcraft, magic, wilderness, crossroads, childbirth, ghosts,

Apollo- Phoebus, Paeon, Pajawone, which may be his earliest name, god of the arts, music, poetry, an ideal figure who was also god of light, archery, healing, prophecy, possessed the power to cause and cure plagues and illness.  

Aphrodite – goddess of sexual love, beauty, desire, fertility, also a sea goddess, predates Zeus, has enigmatic associations with Dionysus according to some traditions.

Eros – God of sexual love, brought Gaia and Uranus together, lethal, potent ‘son’ of Aphrodite, but according to Hesiod’s Theogony, was present when Aphrodite set foot on Cyprus after her birth in the ocean, guardian of marriage, protector of love between men..

Consort: Psyche, mortal beauty turned goddess.

Ares- god of war and the spirit of battle, son of Zeus and Hera.

Sister: Enyo – who is bloodlust and violence personified.

Daughter: Eris – who is Strife, and is sometimes called Ares’ sister as well.

Son: Deimos – dread.

Son: Phobos – fear.

Athena – Atinija – her earliest name > from Crete, goddess of arts, war and wisdom.

Artemis – virgin goddess of chastity, forests, wild animals, the hunt, childbirth and fertility.

Medusa – a beautiful  priestess of Athena, punished by her for being raped by Poseidon and thereby desecrating her temple, rendered monstrous by Athena who later sent Perseus to take her head.  She symbolizes the death processes and death. 

Helios – frequently combined/confused with Apollo, the original ancient Greek sun god, who drove a chariot, like Sunya across the sky.

Hephaestus – god of fire, blacksmiths, craftsmen, metallurgy, neglected consort of Aphrodite.

Gaia – an ancient Earth goddess, primordial creator of the world who created the world with her son the sky god Uranus.

Heracles – originally the mortal son of Zeus, rendered immortal by his father.

Poseidon – God of the oceans and of horses and earthquakes.

Ganymede – exceedingly good looking young Trojan prince, probably a teenager, when Zeus kidnapped him and, immortalizing him, then kept him as his cupbearer and lover.

Osiris – ancient Egyptian god of the Underworld, god of vegetation.

Nepthys – Osiris underworld consort, mother of Anubis.

Isis – Osiris’ consort, mother of Horus, protective mother goddess, ‘great of magic’.

Anubis – jackal or jackal headed god of the mummification wrappings, assoc. with Funerary rites, assisted in the Judgment of the Dead and led the Righteous to Osiris, his black fur represented both death and fertility.

Horus – hawk-headed god of the sky, patron of sun and moon, son of Osiris and Isis.

Hel – Norse goddess of Death, rules the Underworld, over those who did not die in glorious battle, also a name for the underworld.

Garmr – her bloody dog, guards the underworld.

Freyja – Norse goddess of love, battle, war, fertility and magic, patron of crops and spring, half of all slain warrior souls went to her hall Sessrumnir in Asgard.

Wotan – or Odin, leader of the Norse gods, creator of both the world and its people, god of war, wisdom, magic, poetry, prophecy, victory, hunting, and death.

Two Raven companions: Huginn and Muninn.

Thor – Norse god of thunder and lightning, son of Wotan, volatile temper and loved battle, watched over the common man, welcomed slaves to his hall after their deaths.

Tyr – Norse/Germanic god of single combat, military justice, treaties,self-sacrifice. 

Yamaraja – or simply Yama, a Vedic god of death and lord of the underworld, the first man to die and find the path to the underworld/afterlife.

Asclepius – son of Apollo and Coronis, god of healing, medicine, doctors.

Immutef – or Imhotep, apparently a real architect who worked for Djoser and high priest, a reputation as a sage and physician gathered after his death to the point that he became sanctified.  His tomb site was a place of pilgrimage for people seeking cures.

Dhanvantari – Like Imhotep, a real person it seems, who was a talented healer who came up with Ayurvedic medicinal practices and one of the world’s earliest surgeons, later elevated to divine status as a healer to the gods and god of Ayurvedic medicine.

Vrinda Devi – according to what I could find: goddess of devotion to the Supreme, also physical health and wellbeing, also is associated with Radha and Krishna.

Shiva - Hindu god of destruction and also regeneration.

Parvati – Shiva’s Consort, divine Shakti and mother goddess, reincarnation of Shiva’s first wife Sati, mother of Skanda and Ganesha.

Durga – the warrior aspect of the Divine Mother - DEVI, the fiercer, demon-fighting aspect of Parvati, according to one reading, an aspect of Kali.

Kali Ma – goddess of time and change, figure of annihilation, redeemer of the universe – the one who finishes, her black appearance concerns her associations with war and corpses.

Surya – the Supreme Light, solar deity, drives a chariot drawn by seven horses.

Tumatauenga – Maori god –the fierce fighter, originator of wars.

Anu – aka Anann the personal name of the Irish goddess Morrigan, personification of death, predicts death in battle.

Lord Ogoun –Haitian and Yoruba assoc.,  presides over fire, iron, hunting, politics, and war.

Hadak Ura – Hungarian war god, metal smith, forged the Sword of God.

Perun – Slavic, highest god of their pantheon, god of thunder and lightning and war, like Thor, has a hammer.

Parashuram – or Parashurama, a martial Shraman ascetic, sixth avatar of Vishnu.

Skanda – six-faced son of Shiva and Parvati, also Lord Murugan, war god.

Takemikazuchi – Japan, god of lightning, sword and bows are his weapons.

Huitzilopochtli – a sun god and a war god of the Aztecs, legendary wizard.

Mextli – Aztec warrior god, of the moon and of storms.

Teoyaomicqui – Aztec god of dead lost souls, esp. from battles.

Tezcatlipoca – ‘smoking mirror’- Aztec god of hurricanes, night winds, the earth, divination, sorcery, strife and war.

Trebaruna – Spanish/Portuguese goddess of protection of home and families, a war goddess.

Babd – Irish goddess of war who took the form of a crow or a wolf.

Kukailimoku – Hawaiian god of war.

Resheph – Canaanite god of war and plague and lightning.

Andraste – Anglo-Celtic goddess of war, battle.

Cernunnos – god of the underworld, but also of produce and fertility.

Archangel Michael – field commander of the army of God, patron saint of warriors.
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Where or when did love stories begin?

Did they begin with Aphrodite and her illustrious paramours Ares and Adonis?  

Or did they begin with the rapacious Zeus and his many hapless, helpless conquests?

Perhaps they began with Inanna...

Or did they begin one beautiful, balmy, and fateful day when Hades ran afoul of Eros and that fearsome hunter ever so calmly notched a golden arrow in his dreadful Scythian bow and released it.  No one was immune from the power of Eros, not even the Lord of the Underworld...

Hades recoiled from the impact, his hand grasping the lethal shaft.  Eros’ sudden, efficient violence startled him.  He met the young man’s terrible, knowing glance.  “You bastard!”

Eros smiled and it was terrible to see.

Hades looked down.  His own hand laid pressed flat against his chest.  The accursed arrow was gone, but a mark bloomed all red and purple, looking as inflamed and tender as it felt to his touch.

Hades looked up.  “Do you realize what you’ve done?”

Chuckling lowly, Eros turned his smiling gaze toward the meadow.

As though hypnotized, Hades followed his glance to where the sunlight danced across the wildflowers and softly waving blades of grass.

A most splendid sight greeted his feverish gaze: light, lithe figures draped in gossamer gowns that wafted in the breeze whenever they idled or threatened to fly away whenever their wearers rushed about.  Maidens or nymphs, not that it mattered much to Hades, it mattered only that they were near enough for his eyes to drink their fill of their beauty.  His spirit warmed as they rushed every which way exclaiming over the goddess Flora’s wild, beautiful bounty.

Hades moved a step closer.

Eros chuckled again.

Hades ignored him, but in the back of his mind he wished mightily for a Zephyr to seize Eros and dump in the Himalayas.  A touch of frostbite might cool his heels for a little while.

As colorful as the blossoms they gathered in their soft arms or into the aprons they improvised from their raiments, the troupe of maidens scattered further and farther a field.  They called to one another over each wonderful new find.

Hades had seen them all, but he watched only ONE.  They were each lovely and bright, but this one ... She shone the brightest in his dazzled sight with her sun-kissed golden red hair and skin so pale and translucent he knew that the slighted touch would bruise her.

Already he envisioned his umbre-toned hands touching her soft skin, caressing her delicate boned hands and slender arms...and then closing about her wrists with their purplish blue veins.  In his arms she would abide, so warm and supple to hold.  Even her rich hair, he knew, would be as fragrant as honeysuckle, as night blooming jasmine, and he would close his eyes as he buried his face in that radiant hair and simply breathe.

Such thoughts carried him forward.

This incident the Fates had decreed.

The Zephyr Hades would have invoked to blast Eros all the way to Shambala did the winged one’s bidding instead.  It stirred the leaves and the sea of grass, muffling the voices of the maiden’s companions.

“Kore.  Kore.  Come see...”

Half-stooping, she raised her head.

The Zephyr tossed the ends of her hair, carelessly, knowing how it made the Lord of the Underworld’s heart ache. 

Eros smirked, leaned against the cypress tree, and folded his arms over his lean, muscular chest.  No one could escape his power, not even the King of the Dead.

“Kore...Kore...”  But the Zephyr made certain to carry their cheerful voices the other way.

Her friends waved to her, beckoning to her to rejoin them among the pure white and yellow blossoms that grazed against their knees.

Wildflowers overflowed from her improvised apron.  She had plenty.  She had more than enough to delight in.  Smiling at her fragile treasure trove, she heaved a great sigh and stood erect.

His breath stolen, Hades moved but three swift soundless steps forward.

The sun-dappled shadows conspired to conceal the dark lord just a little longer beneath the stooping tree boughs.

What a brave, bold creature was this Kore.  Hades admired her straight strong back and the fullness of her form filling out that simple summer garment.  The impudent Zephyr made certain to give him a sound appreciation of her figure by tugging at her gown until it pressed close to her flesh.

Hades wanted to slap that Zephyr for taking such liberties with her innocence.

She began to turn away.

Hades faltered in mid-step.

Eros’ smile widened.

Something yellow caught her eye.  She stopped to look again and then to look closer still.  She caught her breath.  

Such a flower she had never seen in all the days of known existence.  This yellow bloom she had to possess.  How her mother Demeter would adore it!  She stooped once more and stretched out her hand to take it.  The shadows covered her from the meadowlands.

“Kore?  Kore?  Where are you?”

At the leafy border between the vast bright meadow and the dark whispering forest, Kore’s companions found a great pile of flowers and no other trace of their friend

Invoking fierce Artemis’ protection, a stalwart trio braved the restless shadows in the forest to search for Kore.

They did not trespass far.

Not ten paces in, they encountered the formidable winged god Eros twirling a luscious yellow flower between his fingertips.  They froze at once and dared not move.  Perhaps he had not noticed them.

As though reading their minds, Eros turned an amused glance their way.  Intent glowed dark in his amber brown eyes.

The maidens fled to the safety of greater numbers out upon the meadow.  His laughter, full of scorn and daemonic delight, sent them all running as far and as fast as they could go.  It was the only sensible thing to do.

None of them dared look back.

Delighting in the chase, the Zephyr blew upon them, stampeding them, even as Hades rumbled in the opposite direction aboard his ebony chariot.

Already as powerful as an elemental force, passion gave Hades unyielding might.  In one hand, he gripped the reins and with the other he clasped his destiny, his hand firmly pressing against her belly. 

The entrance to his realm lay but a short stretch away.  His three black destriers knew the way, only his impatience compelled them to rush headlong this time.  He had to rush, for she struggled with tremendous vigor and shouted and screamed enough to shatter the celestial ceiling if he lingered for too long in the open.

Their sudden descent from the sunny world of the Living into the valley of the shadow of Death caused Kore to falter.  A tremor went through her.  A sob jolted from her and she trembled as she passed into the darkness of the Underworld.

Hades pulled her close against him.  How she shook.  How wildly her heart raced.  “Fear not this realm, fair Kore, for here I am King and here shall you be Queen.”

Kore buried her face in her sleeve and all but choked on her tears.

Her legs would not bear her, so he carried her from his chariot.  He breathed in deep.  She smelled of warm soil, sunshine and all the things that flourished in its grace.

She was in no state to assume her place on the royal and divine dais beside him, so he carried her into his chambers behind the dais.

The spirits of the dead rippled in their wake from the force of his desire and her anguish.

Neither food nor drink could tempt her.  She had appetite only for grief, so he bid her lie down and rest.

She collapsed upon his bed.

His love wound bled anew into his heart.  Hades could not bear to leave her side.  As invisible hands drew down the curtains surrounding their retreat, Hades stretched out beside her and stroked her hair...for there was nothing else to be done.

Afterwards – a potent word ‘afterwards’ – when her tears had dried and the last echoes of her cries had faded even into the bleakest recesses of Tartarus and Erebus, Hades consigned the torn and spoiled remnants of his bride’s once splendid maidenly gown to the pyre that forever blazed between the dais and his private chambers.  She watched him sacrifice its softness to the greedy flames and understood what it was to be a sacrifice herself – a virgin sacrificed upon an expedient marriage bed.  Her own blood bore her ordeal witness.

“My Mother will be mightily aggrieved,” she said.

Hades turned and gazed with frank and scarcely sated love upon her pale and bruised beauty.  Her hair shone golden in the firelight as it hung full and loose all the way to her thighs.  She did not attempt to veil her nudity with it.  There was no sense in concealment or modesty, however vulnerable she still felt.  He knew her entirely.

No one would save her now, she realized.  Once she was lost to the sun’s sight, there would be no going back to the life she had enjoyed.  So she gazed into the fire and felt her heart expire along with her lovely dress.

“Do not think of leaping upon this pyre,” Hades said in a low, but gentle voice.  “These flames would not dare to so much as singe your hair.”

“And if I tried anyway?”

“I would catch you and hold you fast and keep you near; besides these flames are for purification.  They are dangerous only to the ‘unclean’.”

She would not meet his gaze even when he climbed the stone steps toward her and stood before her again.  Instead she gazed into him, seeing that terrible bruise over his heart.  “I am cold.”

He smelled of the incense from all the flames burnt in honor of the Dead in all of the world.  “Then I shall warm you.”

When at last she emerged again from the curtained chamber, Hades with gentle hands attired her in Queenly raiments: a gown of white silk that glowed like a moonstone and sparkled with a multitude of small, faceted clear quartz beads, slippers made of embroidered silk of the softest shades of blue Hades knew of, a gossamer blue veil that floated about her on the softest of whispers, and at last an embroidered corselet both very light and very strong, which was studded with gemstone cabochons.  He combed and arranged her hair with his own hands and with great care, before arranging her veil just so.

Everywhere she moved the most delicate chiming emanated from her person.  She felt like a precious temple ornament when Hades brought her forth upon the dais.

“Kore no longer,” Aidoneus Zagreus Lord Hades announced to the Sacred Court of the Underworld, “henceforth are you Persephone for your beauty is such that it destroys the light.”

She murmured, “My Mother will surely hear of this.”
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In the Underworld realms, all was quiet and as calm as an undisturbed lagoon.  There Persephone reigned beside Hades, his Queen of iron, haughty towards him and resentful towards all.

Other than a steadily growing trickle of souls driven emaciated out of mortal existence, all was as it ever was in the Underworld.

In the upper realms of Earth and Sky, all was in tumult until at last Life itself hung in the balance.

Demeter held the Earth itself hostage until Zeus bestirred himself to retrieve her abducted daughter and restore her to her mother.  She was still grumbling ominously as Hermes sped off to the Underworld.  “Bring her to me at Eleusis first.”  

Zeus sighed and rubbed his brow.  He knew better than to meet hers or Hera’s glances.  He could feel Hera simmering.  When she was truly, deeply, fiercely angry, she tended to smell like sandalwood, oddly enough.  He hated that smell.

“For someone who purports to concern himself about the maintenance of the law and the social order itself, you are the epitome of indifference when it suits you,” said Demeter.

“That is not entirely true,” Zeus said.

“Thank you for qualifying that,” Demeter snapped.  “Your words give me such consolation.”

The instant Hermes crossed into the realm of Hades and Hel, Persephone took one look at his frown and sat forward with a smile.  She gave Hades a bright, defiant look.  “I shall be Kore again.”

As Zeus was Lord of the Skies, so was Hades Lord of the Underworld, therefore, Hermes paused to incline his head to him upon the dais.

Hades inclined his head in return.

Breathless, Persephone stood up.

Hermes observed her impatience, but he couldn’t help by observe also the pain that turned Hades’ gaze inward.  Sometime there was nothing he hated more than being a messenger.  “You know why I have come.”

Hades grunted.  His brow furrowed.  He reached into the bowl of fruit beside his throne.  He chose a pomegranate.

“My mother,” Persephone said, her chin held high and her eyes flashing bright.  “You have come to escort me home.”

“This is true?”  Hades looked Hermes hard in the eyes.

Hermes nodded.

Hades regarded the great round bruise colored fruit in his hands...and tore it open with focused violence.

Hermes almost winced at the sound it made.  “Your presence is not unwelcome on Olympus, Aidoneus Zagreus.”

He smiled tightly.  “Oh, of that I’m damned sure.”  He began to eat of the pomegranate.

At that moment, Hermes doubted that Lord Hades tasted anything other than his own bitterness.  He frowned and tilted his head for a better look.  “What is that blemish on your chest?”

Hades glanced up toward bright-eyed Persephone.  “It’s a wound.  It’ll be a scar soon enough.”  Anguish welled up in his face again.

Hermes avoided Persephone’s scowl.  “I don’t recall seeing it before.”

“I acquired it recently, very recently.”

Already his consort behaved as though nothing had happened and that he didn’t exist.

“If you have come to take me away,” she said, “then do so.  My Mother will be impatient to have me at Home.”

“Coming, my Lord?” said Hermes.

Hades bit into the heart of the Pomegranate’s wound and would not look up at either of them.

Hermes sighed.  “Ready, Kore?”

“Yes!  Let’s go,” she snapped.

Hermes inclined his head toward Hades again and to Anubis and Hel off to the side, where they had observed everything, and turned away from the dais.  “Let’s be off then.  Olympus is in high dudgeon over you.”

Persephone stepped from the dais.  

“Wait!” Hades’ voice thundered across the vast chamber.

In mid-step, Hermes flinched and risked a look over his shoulder.

Persephone froze in place, but quickly busied herself with removing her veil.  She did not look back.

Hades stepped into her path.  “You can leave that readily?” he said very lowly.

She arranged her rich garments and tried not to see him or that purplish red scar over his heart.  “Yes, of course.”

“After everything that has happened between us?”

“Particularly after what has occurred between us,” she said, cool and curt.

“You may indeed leave, but you shall never forget.”  Hades took her face in his hands and kissed her.

Persephone gasped and tried to push him back, but he closed his arms about her.  Every moment of ardor combined with grief he poured into his kiss.  She tasted the pomegranate seeds on his tongue and then in her mouth.  Her eyes widened, staring into his dark eyes.  Then she closed her eyes...and swallowed.

His lips brushed hers in parting.  Then he peered into her face for some sign of compassion.

Her eyes opened, but she looked beyond him to Hermes, who pretended, poorly, not to have witnessed anything.

His arms fell away from her and he resumed his place on the dais.  Shifting his back toward her empty throne, Hades took up the pomegranate and picked at its remains seed by seed.

Hermes could not get Kore away to Eleusis fast enough.

From Eleusis, Hermes had the dubious task of escorting Demeter and Kore to Olympus to see Zeus.  At Olympus, Hermes took one look at all the tense and angry faces and decided that he couldn’t clear out of there fast enough either.  Hermes tipped his shining winged helmet to all present, pivoted and fled to Sicily to wait out the drama.

Demeter could not caress and pet her Kore enough.  “Where did you get these garments?  So fancy.  Too formal.  Never mind.  I shall get you fine new gowns.”  She took one look at the darkness in Zeus’ face and decided that she wanted her precious daughter well away from him.  Turning away from the Olympian thrones, she ushered her darling one away ahead of herself.  “Your friends have missed you so much...”

“Bear with our presence a moment more,” said Zeus.  His voice rumbled everywhere.

Mother and daughter looked back.  Kore’s face shone.  Demeter’s clouded over.

“Kore?” he said.

“Sky Pater,” she replied.

“That is no longer your name, am I correct?”

She looked down.  Her regal garments shone as could the full moon behind the thinnest veil of cloud, soft and pure and cool.

“It is best to answer the great Pater Familias,” said Hera.

“You have another name now,” said Zeus in the tone of one who knew all too well what he needed to know.  “Tell it to us that we may know the woman you have become.”

Demeter scowled.

Trembling, she lifted her gaze.  A movement off to the side caught her attention.  It was Eros, eyeing her over the wing he was preening.  His unsmiling look of bemusement sent a chill through her.  Then anger surged throughout her being.  Her face reddened.

“Per...Persephone.”  Although gently uttered, her name carried throughout Olympus as clear, pure, and strong as a temple bell’s chime.

Zeus considered her anew.  “And do you destroy the light as your name proclaims?”

She shrugged.  “I cannot say.”

“The ruler of Hades chose that name for a reason.”

“I cannot begin to fathom what inspired him so.”

“Can you not?”  Eros plucked a feather from his left wing without so much as a passing wince.

Zeus cast a dark look at the young man.

Blithe in his sovereign indifference, Eros began preening his right wing.

“May I leave now?” said Persephone.

“Not yet.”  Zeus gestured.  “Those exquisite garments...”

“HE gave them to me.”

“He dressed you.”

“It was necessary.”  She blushed and lowered her gaze until she could compose herself.

“Then he was a good host to you.”

“That is not how I would describe him.”

Eros snorted.

“Zeus, do not torment the girl,” said Hera.

“Has she not suffered enough?” said Demeter.

“There is a purpose to my inquiry, Great Harvest Mater, so bear with me.”  Zeus’ voice, formerly calm and patient, rumbled forth from Olympus.

Demeter bit her lip and kept a firm hold on her daughter’s arm.

“He dressed you in Queenly raiments.  He sheltered you.  Did you accept food and drink from him during your sojourn?”  Zeus leaned forward in his throne.

“Ample quantities of food and drink he set before me, but I did not taste of it,” she said primly, although a shadow glanced suddenly across her brow.

Zeus saw it though.  “Not so much as a sip of refreshment?”

“No, Sky Pater, not one sip.”

“Do you mean to say that the whole time you were in his domain you did not taste even the smallest morsel?”

Persephone began to open her mouth, but stopped and frowned.  “The smallest morsel?”  A sigh shuddered out of her.  “I have damned myself,” she murmured.

Demeter peered into her face as fresh lines of grief spread across her browned, careworn face.

“Persephone?” said Zeus.

Tears rolled down her cheeks.  She brushed them away almost impatiently.  

“Something passed your lips,” said Zeus.

Eros smirked.

With a trembling fingertip she touched her lips.  “Some pomegranate seeds...when he...”

“And only one would have sufficed,” Zeus declared.  He stood.  “Persephone – for that is your name – you have tasted of Death so to its Lord you belong even as you belong also beside your Mater among the sweet blossoms of Primavera.  For that reason, you must retire from the sunlight to the realm of shadows, returning when the Seasons deem it fit.  Dry your tears for they are useless.  It is a fair judgment as the Fates have decreed.”  Zeus avoided meeting Aphrodite’s glance.  “Now, go abroad with your Mater and bless the fields anew with your presence.”

Zeus extended his great hand.

Dutifully, Persephone kissed it.

Without a glance at her, he withdrew his hand at once, for he knew in his conscience that she would have rather bit him.  Zeus brushed away her tears against his purple robes as though they would burn right through his hand and strode off.

“Where are you going this time?” Hera called after him.

In a smiling tone, Zeus replied, “For a long stroll.  I shall return when I return.”

Hera made a short, angry sound.

Persephone looked up. 

Hera was glaring at Aphrodite, who shrugged.

“He doesn’t need me for motivation,” the goddess of Love and Beauty said.

Hera’s fierce gaze settled on Eros, so casually preening his wing.  “I expect you know where he’s going.”

Persephone was struck by the young man’s fearlessness.

“And if I do?” he replied.

Hera shook.  She looked fit to spit and tear her hair.  “You never apologize for anything, do you?”

“Never.”  He smiled.

Hera tore from the Great Throne Hall.

But for her mother fretting in the entrance and Eros, whose merciless gaze had shifted toward her, Persephone lingered alone.  The rest of the Divine Assembly had prudently slipped away in all directions.

“You are to blame for this,” she said.

Eros leaned toward her, perfectly serious, thoroughly earnest, and said in a lowered tone, “What I did was decreed by another.”  Then he leaned back and said loudly, “You are what you must be, just as I am.  We have roles we must fulfill.  You will see.”

Pivoting, Eros spread his wings and, brandishing his bow, soared high and away.

Not much later, in the Underworld, Lord Hades received the report of Lord Zeus’ decree from Hermes, courtesy of Apollo, who had borne witness to all of it in Hermes’ stead.  A thoughtful silence ensued between the two divine incarnations.

Abruptly and decisively, Hades crushed the pomegranate husk in his fist and pitched it into the fire pit behind the dais.  As he stalked past Hermes, he patted his lean shoulder.

Beyond any doubt, Hermes knew he had glimpsed a smile on somber Hades’ face.  In the near distance, he heard Hades whistle and the three-headed Cerberus simultaneously yap, whine and bark.
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There was no pretending otherwise.  Everything about her had changed.  More than the awkward silences, the meaningful glances that her former companions gave her, or Demeter’s forced cheerfulness, Persephone felt it in her very being.

She was different.  Her sojourn in the Underworld, coupling with Aidoneus Zagreus Hades, had altered her.  Before, she had felt the energy of life dancing within her.  That energy flowed through her now.  She felt as though Life itself cut a channel through her, passing through her as a river rolled through a delta into the sea... and felt strangely invigorated.

To her companions and Demeter, she said nothing.  It didn’t seem prudent, not when she couldn’t make sense of it herself, and not when the mortal world she returned to had suffered a change too.

Where everything had flourished, blossoming and ripe with abundance for all to share, Persephone found its dire opposite.  Only the most stubborn leaves clung to the trees, but the north wind peeled them away one after another.  Not one vibrant green blade struggled in the currents.  Only dying and dead yellow and brown grass huddled against the cracked soil, barren and quick to fly to dust upon the restless winds. 

For a very long time, Persephone walked in a landscape of anguish, unaware that her eyes mirrored the grief of the world.  She found dead livestock beside dried up ponds and streams and blessed their bones for the suffering that had been inflicted upon their blameless souls.

Inscrutable, Demeter walked beside her at a slight remove.  If she felt any sympathy, or had a moment’s empathy for what her wrathful pain had inflicted upon the helpless mortals, she showed no trace of it.

They found an abandoned village and an excess of evidence of funerals recently observed of men, women, children, whole families who had perished.  Persephone lingered there a moment simply absorbing the silence.  Even the birds had deserted that place.  She cast a look toward Demeter and saw only self-satisfaction.

“You did this.  How can you be so content?”

Demeter blinked out of her musings.  “How can you speak so to me?  I was half out of my mind when I couldn’t find you.”

Persephone gestured about her.  “Are all these...Is all this worth less than me?”

Demeter looked long and hard at her, as though her daughter had said something utterly imbecilic.  Then she moved onward toward the near meadow, the one she knew to be sacred to Dionysus, saying, “It is of no importance; besides it all can be restored.”  She waved a hand at their unnaturally still surroundings.

Persephone stopped to regard the deserted village.  She had never thought her mother to be anything but benevolent, benevolent in her duties and in her nature.  Suddenly, she saw how hard and selfish Demeter could be.  “It did not have to be this way,” she muttered as though swearing an oath she was just beginning to understand.   

“Come along, Kore,” Demeter’s voice was gruff.  “There is work to be done.”

She folded her arms over her breast.  Her fuming gaze scraped along just ahead of her feet.

Someone already waited there in the sacred meadow.  ”Ah, there you are...at last.”

Persephone looked up.  For a moment she was surprised.  Then she saw the mountain of Nysa beyond its plain and nodded to herself.  This was his stomping ground, almost literally, for here in the meadows of his plain Dionysus carried out his especial ceremonies.

And there he stood: the Bull-Horned One, Twice-Born Dionysus.  Vines entwined about his bull horns and trailed through his long brown hair.  A snake rested in a lazy coil about his neck, its black eyes resting upon her just as its master’s did.

Of him, she had heard more than could be proved.  Certainly there was a unique aura about Dionysus.  Although his handsome face belonged to a sensual young man, his kohl lined eyes had the sort of impenetrable quality and, already, a world-weariness and comprehension such as emanated from the visages of reverent, wizened sages.  Dionysus struck her as somber, but that was hardly surprising, considering the dire circumstances confronting them.  Those same deep, unfathomable eyes flickered slightly as he took a full view of Persephone.

Inclining his head slightly, he said in a richly accented, strong voice, “Greetings, Demeter, Harvest Mater.”

Demeter bowed a little more profoundly. “Greetings, Bull-Horned Lord.”

Dionysus faced Persephone and bowed deeply.  “Greetings, Queen of Hades.”

Persephone hesitated.  That was the first time she had heard herself referred to precisely as a Queen.  A random quandary arose in her, but she was mindful enough to bow most respectfully to the Twice-Born One, who was the oldest of the Olympians...if Truth be admitted amongst friends.

Was she Queen of a place or person?  Or both?

“Greetings to you, Twice-Born One,” she said.

Dionysus took a step toward her and extended his hand, while with his free hand, he tossed his gleaming silk chlamys over his opposite shoulder.  Except for its rich, voluminous folds hanging about him, he was all but naked.

Before Hades, she would have scarcely noticed, since Apollo roamed about in the slightest and most flowing of coverings also.  

After Hades, Persephone was keenly aware of the slightest of cloth barriers standing between their bodies.  She kept her gaze aimed above his waist, but as she accepted his hand, she noticed its fine strength and eloquent fingers.  Well adored by the sun, his skin was a radiant brown and his tousled and long hair a golden hued brown.  Whereas Hades possessed all the strength of bedrock and iron, as though formed by Gaia herself, and could move with swift, irresistible purpose – a formidable manifestation of divine energy, Dionysus possessed a subtle and beguiling energy.  Hades took charge.  Dionysus beckoned one onward, just as he was doing then with Persephone out upon his sacred plain.  

From the instant she took his hand, the energy that flowed through her flowed into him...and through him into Gaia.  He was also a conduit.  She caught her breath.

“We have a great task before us, Persephone,” he said in a soothing, but firm voice.

Dionysus cast a brief look at Demeter.  She stopped where she was, turned away, and holding her hands out over the barren ground, began uttering mantras.

Far out upon his sacred plain Dionysus led Persephone.  “You and I must restore this realm.  We are the only ones who can, for the Living have long since forsaken this place.”  Genuine sadness hung heavy in his voice.  “Have you been here before?”

“No.  Never.”  Persephone gazed about at the desolation.  “Was it nice here before?”

“It was a wonderful wild place once, full of birdsong and whispering trees.  Now the trees have lost their voices and the birds have gone in search of more charitable habitat.”

“I wish I had seen it then.”

“You shall see it rise up and grow fertile again.  You shall hear my beloved birds sing and chatter.  Then the people will wander back...but only if you help me restore this realm.”

“What must I do?”

“I would not ask this of you if my people were still here, but we are all and, truth be told, only you and I can – this once – repair your Mother’s damage.  We are special, you and I.”

The entire time they strolled forth side by side, hand in hand, Persephone felt their combined energy surging into one another, pooling, gathering in force and potency inside their beings.  When she had been simply ‘Kore’, her ‘self’ was quite contained.  Now that she had become ‘Persephone’ by the fated desire of Hades she possessed power, from the Underworld but also as part of her matriarchal birthright she empathized with Life’s forceful resilience.

And Dionysus shared her associations in ways she hadn’t considered.  Perhaps, she reasoned, it was because their connection as vehicles of rebirth had never been crucial until that day.

“Yes, I can feel a connection.  Strange.”

“Do not be alarmed.”

“No, I am not alarmed, just a little surprised when I first touched your hand.”  She glanced down at their clasped hands.  “Startling.

“Are you well with it now?”

“I am quite well with our bond.”  Her eyes locked with his.  “I am quite prepared to do what it is you require of me.”

“It is not I who require this.  I am content.”  Dionysus motioned toward the land and the golden-hued horizon.  “The land, Life itself, requires this of us both if everything should flourish again and the people return.”

“Tell me what to do and I shall do it with all of my being.”

“See that circle just ahead?”

“The one marked out with stones painted with red earth?  Yes.”

“Stand on the northern side of it and I shall stand on the southern side.”

Persephone shone in her pure colored raiments as she darted across the dry ground to her place on the circle.

Dionysus walked.  There was a meditative frown on his face.  His eyes remained fixed upon Persephone.  He took his place opposite of her.  His whole demeanor altered.  The Bull-Horned One stood perfectly straight and alert with his feet placed well apart.  The great snake that had been resting in its favorite place coiled about his neck slid down his chest.  It coiled languorously about his waist before easing down his left leg to the ground.  

Impassive to distractions, his serious face remained focused toward his partner in the ceremony.

As the snake slithered a slight distance from the circle and coiled tightly to wait, Dionysus lifted his chin a little higher.  “Are you ready?”

“What are we doing?” she called across the circle.

“We dance within the circle, keeping always directly opposite of one another.”

“I do not know this dance.”

“Mirror me.”

“There are no musicians.”

“The wind shall play for us and for percussion we shall have to use our feet.  Gaia the Mother of All shall not mind us using her great round belly for a drum.  This time we must provide the rhythm.  If we are successful, Persephone, mortal ones shall take our places next year.”

“I see.”  Persephone straightened as he had and lifted her chin slightly.  “Show me the way.”

Defiant in the face of their mutual determination, a bitter cold wind rushed over the sacred circle and the two Incarnations.  Dionysus smiled in its teeth and could scarcely be buffeted in retaliation.  Infuriated, the wind snatched at the gossamer blue veil Hades himself had placed with such tender care over Persephone’s radiant hair.  She stood still, resolved to fulfill her purpose.  The wind tore away the veil and tangled it and tore it against the bare tree branches.

Dionysus watched it vent its anger on that supple veil and smiled.

Persephone felt a softer breeze run through her uncovered hair.  In the open, her hair shone a honeyed shade of golden red.  She smiled with delight.

Dionysus regarded her again.  Something kindled in his amber-hued brown eyes, causing Persephone’s breath to catch in her throat.  She was not alone.  Gaia was there, everywhere, her heart beating beneath their bare feet.  In the distance Demeter stood facing east with her hands held facing skyward from her sides, still saying mantras to heal the world of her wrath and pain.  Persephone was not alone.  She was well and soon she and her companion in Life and Death and Rebirth would make the world well.

Dionysus raised his arms from his sides and took one step to his right, then a swaying step to his left.

Persephone mirrored him precisely, if a little stiffly.

Then he took two steps right and one step left, then three right and one left.  Each time he shifted directions he stomped his right foot.

Mirroring him from across the circle, she did as he did.

After he had counted up to seven steps right, Dionysus moved a step nearer the center and resumed the series of steps from ‘one’ step again.  Swaying something akin to a rhythmic cobra, the Bull-Horned One moved a little faster at the conclusion of each series of seven steps.

Gradually, Persephone’s motions became fluid and assured.  She let the breeze toss her long gleaming hair about as she moved her head in rhythm with her body’s movements. 

The energy they shared, the power they embodied in that ruined place filled the circle.  Their dance wove their energy behind them leaving an imprint in the ground.  Their energy penetrated Gaia.  As Persephone felt Dionysus’ irresistible vitality, she felt Gaia’s strength rising into them.  They warmed the air about them and that warmth radiated from the circle of red-stained stone.  Gaia sent her own tremendous warmth outward, bathing them in her energy in gratitude...and in blessing.

Closer and closer their dance brought them.  Faster and faster and then the trance came upon them.  Gaia’s heart fires, volcanic fires, glowed in Dionysus’ eyes.  His hands burned when they took hold of Persephone by her arms.  She gasped, so did Dionysus, for her skin had burned him to touch also.

Still dancing, hands touching, they moved in circles until they stood at the very heart of the circle.  Breathless, they stopped, face to face, and looked at each other and then cast glances about themselves.  The very air trembled and in the distance the land seemed to ripple from the heat of Gaia and Dionysus’ circle.

Something tickled their toes.  They looked down.  Blades of grass sprouted all around their feet.  The desolate farm fields in the distance bloomed green with such impatience that for a moment Persephone and Dionysus disbelieved their eyes for a moment.

“We did it.”  Persephone laughed and squeezed his hands.

Dionysus let go a great whoop and spun her about in his arms as she laughed to the skies.  He set her down upon her dusty feet in the grass carpeting the circle, but Gaia was not done with them yet.  She required a sacrifice of Persephone and an offering from Dionysus.

As Dionysus took Persephone’s face in his hands and they gazed breathless and smiling into each other’s eyes, Gaia slipped the God’s chlamys cloak from about his body and let it drop carelessly in the sacred circle.

“Just this once,” Dionysus whispered, “my beautiful light destroyer...my sacrifice.”

Persephone shivered.  Her gem-encrusted girdle fell soundless upon the grass, for all the treasures of the Earth obeyed Gaia’s will.  His warm hands bared her bosom and Gaia carried away the crystal beaded gown of white, flinging it atop Dionysus’ chlamys.

Persephone shivered again.  The Bull-Horned One’s hands were cupping her breasts, his thumbs fondling her.  She knew this act of sacrifice, of submission to Divine Will, knew it so well.  He turned her body this way and that, running his hands across her everywhere.  She closed her eyes and leaned her head back against his shoulder as he filled his hands with her breasts, where they nestled perfectly.

His breath grazed her left cheek.  Opening her eyes, she turned her face towards his, closing them again as Dionysus touched her chin and kissed her half-parted lips.  Breathing in deep, Persephone kissed him back as she had never kissed Hades.  Her head swam as Dionysus bore down.  His kiss was ravenous, but his lips were soft, tender even and so enticing to kiss.

Gaia had prepared a lush bed of grass within the sacred circle and onto it Dionysus sank with Persephone pressed close against him.  They paused kissing only when Dionysus rose up and rested on his knees.  His honey-brown eyes roamed across Persephone’s luxuriant beauty as he removed his vine-laden bull horns, his unusual crown, and set it aside.  Contemplating her in potent silence, he combed his fingers through his hair, loosening it for the breezes to play with.

Fascinated, Persephone watched his hands.  He moved always with a kind of languid grace and calm purpose, which rather surprised her.  He and his followers especially had a reputation for wild abandon, but he had shown her the way into his trance state.  They remained in its grip, under the primordial spell of Gaia, and it was nothing like she had heard or imagined.

Alone with Hades in his realm, beyond all aid, she had been afraid.

Alone within sight of the mountain of Nysa, alone with the Twice-Born One naked upon their bed of succulent grass, Persephone was unafraid.

Dionysus lowered his hands to rest upon his knees.  Her gaze followed his motions.  She had avoided gazing at Hades as much as she could even to the point of averting her face and closing her eyes when he lowered himself onto her.  Now, her gaze lingered upon Dionysus, his face, his shoulders, traveling downward mesmerized by his remarkable hands, and seeing his readiness for her.

Raising upon her elbows, Persephone shifted toward him and raising her knees, parted her legs.

His eyes kindled.  He leaned out over her and then leaned into her.

Delight escaped Persephone’s lips and she took him fully into her embrace.

Their sacred act carried them far from themselves back again into the Sea of Consciousness that Source of All Things which formed all of Life.  Dionysus became whole with Persephone and together they became whole with Gaia.  Her energy poured into them, flooding their minds.  The couple felt and knew every sentient mind in Existence become part of them with all the force of a tsunami.

Then just as suddenly a great peace came upon them.  Gaia had withdrawn, sated and invigorated by their union.  Alone together, Dionysus and Persephone climaxed.

At last, in the stillness, the Fates granted Dionysus the vision his heart craved: of a maiden abandoned by a faithless young man and the island where Dionysus would find her weeping.  Smiling, he kissed Persephone’s neck and raised up on his elbows to look into her face.

The dreamy expression on Persephone’s face unclouded and she looked surprised.  “You?!  How did you...”

Dionysus knew when someone was having a hallucination and he could rouse anyone from a lingering trance state.  He took her face in his hands and caressed her.  “It is I, Dionysus.  Who did you see, Persephone?  Who did you see?”

“Hades.”  She touched his browned face for reassurance.  “You were him or he was you, but he was here.  His face...”

Dionysus kissed her hands.  “Come with me.  The natural world has been renewed and I know of a sacred pool close by where we can bathe.” 

Persephone nodded.
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Joyous nymphs greeted Dionysus and Persephone at the sacred pool with a wonderful banquet and fresh garments for afterwards.  They smiled and bowed and blessed them for their sacrificial act.  As the couple stepped into the waters hand in hand, the nymphs tossed blossoms upon the water and poured sweet, fragrant essences into the water.

Dionysus had walked directly in, but Persephone hesitated just long enough to test the water with her toes.

“It’s warm!”

“Umhmmm,” said Dionysus.  “That is why I come here when I crave a good soak.”

She stepped quickly in beside him and let the water touch her earlobes.

After they had soaked in meditative silence for awhile, they moved into the shallows and sat beside the water’s edge.  At once, the nymphs offered them refreshments and delicacies.  Dionysus leaned his damp head back against the grass and gazed up into the abundant sea of leaves rustling softly.  He chewed on the olive bread and cheese he held in his right hand.  Persephone savored the bread and cheese, looking happily at their restored paradise.

“Where is my Mother?” she wondered without a trace of anxiety.

“Elsewhere,” Dionysus said.  “She is not allowed to come near us.”

“Oh.”

“When you are ready, you can leave and you will find her.”

“She will be busy by then,” Persephone mused.

“She had better be.  ’Serves her right.”

“You are angry with her.”

“I was, but not anymore.”  He smiled kindly at her and brushed a wet strand of glossy red hair back away from her brow.

“She was selfish.  You think that don’t you?”

“I do.  There were other ways to get you back once Helios told her and Hecate what had happened.  Her initial anguish and panic I understand perfectly, but she did not have to punish Life itself to get you back.  Many innocent beings suffered and perished needlessly...and it just did not have to be that way.”

They gazed out at the sunlight sparkling on the water for a moment.

“I think she was selfish too, when I saw what had happened.”

Dionysus stroked her shoulder a moment.  “Now that I have met you I understand though.”

They exchanged quiet, friendly looks.

“I understand also why Hades HAD to make you his consort.”

Persephone looked at the bread and cheese in her hands and frowned.  “I do not.  I had never set eyes on him before he carried me off.  I had only heard of him.  His reputation carried far beyond him, just as yours does.”

Dionysus arched his brow and mused to himself for a moment.  “And how do I compare to my own legend?

“I expected a wild man with crazy eyes.  I expected someone deep in a narcotic haze and raving some sort of visionary nonsense.”

Dionysus gaped.  “Heavens, Kore!”

Persephone burst out laughing, causing the nymphs to giggle behind their hands.

“What HAVE they told you about me?” he said.

“About the wine soaked, opium addled orgies with your followers for starters.”

“We all drink wine.”  He made a face and shook his head.  “As for my opiates, whatever I apply to my purposes is for a purpose: for divination, for the attainment of greater insight into oneself and the cosmos, or as a means of transcendence from the confinements of self ... as a means of attaining enlightenment.  What you encounter with me is decided as much by what you bring with you as by what you seek.  I am a means and a way.  I am just a conduit for those who would follow my path.”

Dionysus let her mull that over for a moment.  “You yourself are a conduit and certainly, so is your Lord Hades Zagreus.”

A frown flinched across her thoughtful brow.

The Twice-Born One tilted his head slightly to peer better into her face.  “There is a reason why we each had visions at the peak of our union.”

She seemed startled.  “You had a vision too?  What did you see?”

Dionysus gazed past her sat the foliage shimmering in the sunlight.  “I saw a young woman upon a desolate island.  She was weeping her heart out for the ship and the faithless hero aboard who had left her behind.  My heart went out to her.  My heart is hers...when I find her.”

“Then what are you doing here?  You should fly away to her.”

“I would, but she is not there yet.  We are deeply associated, this brave maiden and myself because of the bull who is also a man and I, the man-god who wears the bull’s horns.  She is not born into this realm yet, but the Fates have shown me her and where and when I shall come to her.  I need only be patient.”

Persephone gazed into the water.  “I see.”

Dionysus studied her expression.  “And you saw Hades.”

“Please do not...”

“There is a reason for your seeing him in my place.”

“It was a bad memory, simply that.”

He whispered into her ear, “You can tell yourself that all day, all night, and for years to come, but you know the truth.”

She shook her head vehemently.  “I cannot bear to dwell upon it.”

“Dwell or not, him you must return to for you are required there just as you are required here.  I think you know that.”

“But I cannot accept it.  I do not want to.”  She turned passionate eyes toward him.  “I would rather have belonged to you.”

“Me?  A raving visionary?”  Dionysus smiled.  “Are you certain?”

Persephone blushed.  “No.  No, you are nothing like that.”

“Then how do you see me?”

“I expected someone wild and almost primordial and exotic.  You are exotic to be sure, but in the most beguiling manner.  You strike me as being meditative, contemplative, philosophical, very compassionate, which I do appreciate particularly, and...otherworldly.  One minute you are this roguish young man and the next I see this ancient sage peering out from your eyes.  You are nothing I was told to look out for.”
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