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Someone You Can Build A Nest In









To all the gods I cannot please.










The Twelve Labors of Heracles


1 Fetch the invincible skin of the Lion of Nemea.


2 Defeat the immortal Hydra of Lerna.


3 Catch the evanescent Hind of Ceryneia.


4 Defeat the man-eating Boar of Mount Erymanthos.


5 Clean the entire Augean Stables in one single day.


6 Defeat the man-eating giant Birds of Stymphalia.


7 Defeat the Bull of Crete, child of Poseidon.


8 Steal the man-eating Mares from the warlord Diomedes.


9 Steal the war belt of Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons.


10 Steal the world-famous Red-Haired Cattle from the Three-Headed Giant Geryon.


11 Fetch the Golden Apples of the Hesperides from Hera’s Garden at the Top of the World.


12 Defeat Cerberus, Three-Headed Guard Dog of the Underworld, Pet of Hades.










Part One


The Rise










Hera 1


Good news, Heaven,” announces my dipshit husband. “I’ve made a new king of the mortals.”


It’s that same boasting tone he used the morning he conceived Perseus, the slayer of monsters and first King of Mycenae. The same tone he used when he’d conceived giants, and heroes, men who wrote history with their footsteps. This tone beckons me to celebrate that he has sired his newest favorite child, since I am the Goddess of Pregnancy.


I have never celebrated these children for a simple reason: I am his wife, and we haven’t fucked since the mortals discovered bronze.


“Bastard!” I reach for the ivory javelin that a priestess once carried across half the sea to lay at the foot of my temple in Delphi, ready to finally break it in. My aim will be true. I want to get him through both testicles and at least one eye.


Immediately my entourage betrays me and descends. Até is first, the quickest of foot, looping both of her slender arms around my right shoulder so I can’t throw. She’s stronger than her slight frame looks. Até has always been poison disguised as wine, her sunny complexion often leaving her mistaken for a nymph. Being the Goddess of Ruin, she’s destroyed many people who thought she was less than she was.


Spittle flies from my teeth as I yell, “You should be on my side!”


Then Granny’s leathery wings fill my vision, and she is on me too. It’s been a long time since anyone called her a goddess; now they call her kind “furies.” Granny is the oldest of her kind, predating the Erinyes triplets. Great bat wings extend from her shoulder blades, and brown vipers grow from her scalp instead of hair, although with age the vipers are more sloughed-off skins than venomous threats these days.


“Dear, please.” Granny’s face is as creased and leathery as her wings. It is less age and more the stress of her eras of work. She lives in my entourage as a sort of retirement from this kind of stress. I see her dull eyes begging me to look into them, to slow my violence. “Don’t let anyone make you hurt yourself.”


Até still wrestles my right arm. “And let go of the damned spear.”


“It’s a javelin!” I yell, stampeding forward, dragging them both with me across the halls of Olympos. They are immortal, but I am the Queen of the Olympians, tall and unbowed. The Amazons may kiss Artemis’s ass, but when they want something done, they pray to me.


Até groans, trying to bend my arm downward. “Hera, honey, there’s got to be a better way.”


Granny pleads, “I want better for you.”


“Heraaaaaaa!”


That’s neither Até nor Granny. That’s the tone again, demanding that I adulate him for his great gift to the world of fertility.


“Hera, come look! He’s going to be my best work yet!”


There are not enough gods on Olympos to hold me back.


Olympos is an evanescent place, more an idea than a reality. Our great temple reshapes itself to our wills, providing any chambers, or towers, or dungeons as we need them. Architecture is to us what a syllable is to a poet. Every room that I run through hews itself out of living white marble, not painted as the Thebans treat their temples. Doorways open through solid rock, obeying my rage as I race closer, permitting me passage as I grow closer to my dipshit husband’s voice.


There is only one permanent feature atop Mount Olympos: the rim. The great circle of unbroken marble was chiseled from the greatest slab of such rock anyone on the Aegean Sea could find, long before Perseus’s time, and was offered to us to earn our favor. It is the very edge of our temple atop the unclimbable mountain. It is the boundary between our infinite possibility and the mortals’ affairs.


There, at the rim of our temple, stands my dipshit husband. Immense in height, his white beard thicker than brambles. His robe made from the wool of golden lambs is cast away, dangling from one hip. His shoulders block out the sun.


He stands at the very spot on the rim where we used to sit and kiss and gamble on the futures of mortal lovers. A small notch rests in the marble there, the only scratch on the entire rim. It marks where my dipshit husband dropped his thunderbolt in the midst of our . . . better times.


This is the spot where he first called me Queen.


This is the spot where he now calls, “Come look. This kid is going to be your favorite.”


Most of the Olympian Twelve have come out to watch in their curiosity. Zeus’s enormous brother and God of the Seas, Poseidon, stands closest to him, his thick brow dripping with brine. Hestia, Goddess of Homes, and my son Hephaistos, God of Craftsmen, skitter out of my way, opening a space at the rim for me beside another of my sons, Ares, God of War, who swallows hard and avoids meeting my eyes.


As I come close, I’m distracted enough that Até catches the back end of the javelin and tugs it from my grasp. All I manage is to shove my shoulder into Zeus’s side. To my disappointment, he does not fall over the edge.


This close, I can’t resist taking a look. The mortal world is right there. The reason to be angry. The thing my dipshit husband has done.


There, along the wine-dark sea, in the south, within the fruited land of Boeotia, within the walled town of Troezen, within a bedroom streaked with oil and bodily fluids, is the insult.


I am the Goddess of Mothers, and no conception is outside my perception. The bedchambers are wide, thin sashes of blue dangling from the ceiling. The wide-shouldered Queen of Troezen, Alcmene, brown skin aglow, is hurriedly explaining something to her husband, the lumpy King Amphitryon. By her gestures, already she knows she is with child, and she is way too happy about it. She should be apologizing.


At least her husband will be angry with her. I’m rooting for him. His wrath will be a good outlet. Maybe I’ll pick up a few revenges from him to visit upon Zeus.


Except the next time I glance into their bedroom, they’re not arguing. They’re necking so intensely the rest of their bodies get in on it, and next they tip over the bed in their passion.


I hope they hear me say, “What the fuck?”


It’s impossible. That they’d be happy about this, and that my dipshit husband was so bad in bed this human woman still had strength for more. He must have been off his game. Back in our day, we split mountains with our lovemaking.


“See?” says my dipshit husband. “Everyone is excited. This kid is going to change everything.”


I throw my hand at the image of this blissful king and queen who defy the bounds of marriage, willing my javelin to split their roof. Giving them a good impaling will send the right message.


Then I remember my hand is empty. That damned Até stole my javelin.


My dipshit husband boasts, “He’ll be more man than man. More god than gods. He’ll hold the world on his shoulders and extend Greece’s greatness for centuries.”


Time is so much thinner on our side of the marble rim. I blink, and already Alcmene’s belly bulges. She kisses her fingertips and then holds them over where her baby grows.


My dipshit husband mimics the gesture, kissing a hand and then placing it to my shoulder. He rubs my flesh and beams with pride down at the mortal world.


“You watch over this one. I’m making him king.”


His touch dries up my interest in mortal-watching. I bat his hand away and jab a finger into his chest. He won’t treat the world as his domain alone. It took us both to slay our father, and I can kill again.


I say, “You’re done making kings. Your son won’t rule a fruit stand.”


“Come on,” he says to every other god in attendance, like I’m being difficult. “Goddess of Pregnancy. Goddess of Mothers. Goddess of Family. You can’t hate a kid.”


“You’re a fucking child and I hate you.”


“Plus, this is two kids.”


“Twins?” I ask. “You made two demigods for me to look after?”


I wonder if I can beat a god to death with his own dick.


“Only one is mine,” he says, leaning an elbow on the marble rim. “The other is Amphitryon’s. Balancing each other out.”


I wrinkle my brow in the way a countryside wrinkles in an earthquake. I say, “That is not how pregnancy works.”


“I’m having a new son! I’m being liberal with the miracles today. It’s a celebration. Everybody’s babies will be more handsome than average. You can do that for me, right, oh Goddess of Mothers?”


I’m reaching for his throat when another goddess proclaims, “That’s brilliant!”


I want to kill her before I even recognize it’s Até. My Até, my Goddess of Ruin, the person I soonest turn to to shit-talk this dipshit god. She pushes right up against my side, holding my ivory javelin, her face beatific and radiant up at the King of the Olympians.


She says, “Give your son a mortal twin who is himself better than all other mortals. Bless the shit out of the kid.”


“Exactly!” Zeus says, gesturing to her like I should be taking notes. “See? She gets it. You should listen to her.”


Até prattles on, “And you won’t stop at his twin, right? Everyone born on the same day as your heir should be more beautiful than any mortals before them.”


Zeus puffs out his chest. “Because they live in the era of my generosity. All these babies are going to make grown men blush. You’ll see to it, yes, Hera?”


I don’t know how Até is still talking. I should be strangling her, but I’m dumbstruck. What is she doing?


Até says, “I heard he’s to become some kind of king, too?”


“The greatest of kings! He has my blood, and the blood of Perseus!”


“Do you have a date picked?”


“Oh, it’ll be the solstice. Everyone loves a festival.”


“So it’s destiny, then? No waiting. The child born of yours and Perseus’s line on the spring solstice shall be king?”


“He shall be king of all he surveys!” Zeus said, thunder resonating from the clap of his hands. “Yes. It shall be the law of Heaven and Earth.”


Até looks me full in the face, with that same beatific expression, not dropping it at all. It’s only then that I realize the Goddess of Ruin might be misleading someone.


I keep the disgust on my face as I ask, “Destiny? For the child of Zeus and Perseus’s lineage born on the spring solstice?”


Até clutches at my elbows. “You’ve got to be happy for the King of the Olympians. This is going to be wonderful. For us.”


That pause. That “For us” is what finally gets me on board. This is why I keep such a smart entourage. I’m lucky my dipshit husband doesn’t figure it out himself, but his eyes are glued to Até’s ass.


While Até starts spinning up possible names, I return my attention to the mortal world. They had only to speak this law, and now every oracle in the lands is spreading the same mythology. The one born of Zeus and Perseus’s line on the solstice shall be king of all he surveys.


Great states are already sending tribute to Troezen, to fatten the wealth of King Amphitryon. Queen Alcmene reclines on a bed of feathers, with attendants rubbing her swollen feet. Those feet are going to be swollen longer than she expects.


I sort through souls like a librarian sorts through documents. Perseus was almost as horny as his father, and has left plenty of fools in his wake. For instance, King Sthenelus now rules both his father’s Mycenae and Tiryns, really living up to daddy’s rapacious desire for power. He’s a bully; he exiled his nephew Amphitryon to Troezen in the first place. If his child is king, it might put some impudent whelps from Troezen in their place.


He is a weight upon his suffering wife, Nicippe, who would have done great things had so many power brokers not traded her around. There she is, pregnant with a boy she could shape into something worthwhile. She deserves the ear of the powerful.


And look at that? She just so happens to be due in the spring.


What a coincidence.


It’s an invitation for him to catch me. To see what I’m doing. To struggle against my plot, and to scheme back. To fight with me like I deserve to be fought with. To be defeated, like he deserves to be defeated. Those are the only drives that keep our marriage going these days.


And my dipshit husband doesn’t hear me.


He’s boasting to all the other gods, jumping between them, his tone like his sentences want to fuck their ears.


“So then I said, ‘You know, I can look like your husband tonight.’ I mean, I could look like a swan if she wanted, but sometimes looking like the husband spices things up just right. And she turned this color, you know, like the dawning of a new day, but that dawn is somehow bashful?”


I rear back to slug him, and there is Até, capturing my hand one more time. She wraps her fingers around mine and squeezes. She still wears the beatific smile of false innocence.


She whispers, “Got the plot?”


I love this evil weirdo.


With the look we share, I find enough calm to wait.


“Look at that!” Até says, so loud that nobody could mistake her for actually surprised. “It’s a miracle of the gods down in Greece.”


My dipshit husband stops in the middle of miming something like eating a fig. With a grin as broad as any tyrant’s ambitions, he leans over the marble rim and to the mortal world. The days have burned by, and the solstice is upon the Aegean Sea again.


“Now you all better bless his kingdom,” he commands. “Especially you, Hera. No tricks.”


I squeeze Até’s hand. “I would never play a trick on the King of All He Surveys.”


“That’s why I married you. You know when to follow—wait.”


The hairs of his white beard curl further, like they are winding up around a spindle. Static sparks pop around his eyebrows. He grips the marble rim of Mount Olympos, probably not noticing that his left hand rests over the old notch he once made. He leans so far over that he could spill down into Greece.


“Who is that in the palace?”


I pretend to look. “Why husband, that is the King of All He Surveys.”


Not a single idea on our plane of existence dares move. Everything becomes taut, tensing with anticipation for Zeus’s revelation.


“What the fuck?”


I brush Zeus’s bare arm as I lean over the world again, to watch. There are so many processions of states and tribes pledging their allegiance to the new king of kings. The infant who carries with him the destiny of Zeus.


He is a skinny baby with little brawn in his frame, but he will grow strong enough to wear his crowns.


“King Eurystheus,” I say with a cold laugh. “Strange. I don’t see twins.”


I watch until the procession from Troezen arrives. King Amphitryon has to swallow his bile and kneel before someone else’s newborn. Behind him, his wife Alcmene struggles to hide her disappointment—or maybe that’s her going into labor. I’m sure her children will be worth the wait.


Temptation overtakes me. I start to slip down into the palace, in the guise of a midwife who will really be able to rub this in. They thought they would control the world through the insult of a child my dipshit husband gave them. Nobody insults me.


I feel the chill of the stone floor under one foot and am about to put the other down when I hear the thunder cracking. The skies are shining and clear, and yet thunder fills the air and stings my nostrils.


In a tone I haven’t heard since the last great war, I hear my dipshit husband ask, “Até, aren’t you the Goddess of Misfortune?”


“Yes, my lord. Why do you ask?”


“Then you should’ve seen this coming.”


I’m back on Olympos in time to see Zeus lifting Até in one hand. She is less than a feather in his grip, and he straightens her as stiff as a javelin. Her entire body crackles with lightning, her face a portrait of agony. Her cries are imprisoned in her throat. Nothing save sizzling sounds escape her lips.


With her captured in a thunderbolt, Zeus raises his arm. No Olympian dares catch his arm.


He hurls her downward, and she passes as a shooting star over the palace, and across the islands. She hits the sea so hard that Poseidon crosses his legs.


Zeus holds his bearded chin high. “Até is exiled from Mount Olympos. She will never set a misfortunate foot on this mountain again. That is part of the new era, too. Am I understood?”


He does not actually wait for the Olympians to agree. Perhaps he knows I’d shout him down. I’m already parting my lips to argue when he continues.


“And her domain is vacated, as well. Ruin. Misfortune. Whatever the fuck she thought she was peddling, any of you can have it. Who wants it? Hm?”


That piece of shit Apollo immediately raises a hand to claim it. He’s been a thief of domains since the day he was born. I don’t let him speak, elbowing him aside and shoving him into Ares. Ares will know enough to shut him up.


“You had no right!”


“I am the King of the Gods! Olympos is my war-won domain. No one but me has the right.”


“You fucked around and you found out.”


“Do you want to see more lightning?”


“Do you want to see a javelin pierce both your testicles and at least one of your eyes?”


“That’s . . . imaginative, but no. No more disobedience.”


I slap a hand down on the marble rim, and it cuts my hand. Shocked, I realize I hit the notch in the stone.


What pulls me out of the surprise isn’t my husband’s swearing and threats. It’s the wailing of twin babies. Never have newborns begging for milk made me sick to my stomach before. I could vomit across the mortal plane.


Both Zeus and I look down, together, upon that household in Troezen. There is a crib of wood so freshly lathed it must have been built this very week. The parents must have built it on the journey back home.


There they are. The twins. The mortal, and the insult. His face is wrinkled, his arms flail erratically. There’s nothing unusual about him. And yet I hate him from my depths.


Zeus is still looking at his newest favorite son when he says, “You are done, Hera.”


“No,” I said. “I haven’t begun to get my justice.”


From the crowd of Olympians comes Granny, who must feel out of place. She is the only non-Olympian left here, with Até being exiled. She knows she could be next, and still she comes to my side to rub my back and coax me away.


I will not be coaxed. I look upon the aging vipers of her hair and take inspiration.


“I will not suffer that insult to live. I’ll put fucking snakes in his crib.”


Zeus says, “Do not put snakes in his crib.”


“Oh, like you’ll even notice. You’ll be too busy turning into a fence to have sex with a rake, or whatever you’re into at that point.”


“I’m the King of the Gods. I run the mortal world. Of course I’ll notice.”










Heracles 1


Dear Auntie Hera,


Thank you for the snake friends. They are very wiggly. We played a lot. They are sleeping now.


Please send more animal friends. Do you have cats?










Hera 2


Quit praying to me, you little shit!


Also, nobody prays like that. A prayer isn’t an application to the academy.


Also, how the fuck is a toddler capable of talking like that? You’re tiny. Your father is a fucking idiot. Where did you get that sort of wisdom?


Oh, I see her. I know where you’re hearing those insipid words. Those false pleasantries meant to sway me. Your mother, Alcmene, with a darkness under her eyes that fades at no time of day. She looks behind her more than she used to. That’s what has her bothering my temple every morning, and droning at me three times every day.


There she is on her knees before the bust of my visage she installed in her courtyard, as though her household had ever praised me before.


“Goddess Hera, you are the Goddess of Mothers, and so . . .”


I turn away from the marble rim of Olympos, already bored with your mother’s latest prayer. She thinks I’ve never heard a suck-up before? She thinks words will earn forgiveness?


Granny is waiting there when I turn around. She takes my shoulders in her taloned hands and says, “Dear, this mother prays to you three times a day. There must be some conviction to her.”


I turn up my nose. “It’s not enough. She’s lucky I don’t send you down there to drive her mad and get rid of the child.”


Granny releases me to grab at the desiccated snake skins of her hair, pupils dilating. “P-please, no.”


“No, no,” I say, softening my voice. Granny trembles at the idea of having to work again as a fury, and now I hold her. “Your time is done. And my fight is not really with her. It’s with that insult.”


My eyes betray me and return to your world, as Alcmene lifts you from your crib in the dead of early morning. It’s the first of many times she carries you into the courtyard, to where my visage lies in the small shrine. My dipshit husband gave you strength, so you can stand at a very early age. You wobble over, peering oafishly at my stone eyes.


As your mother recites yet another prayer, you put one of your grimy palms over my mouth. You hug your teetering weight on it and call it “Auntie Hera.”


Granny moans in pain. “Dear, you’re holding me very tight.”


I realize some of my fingers are digging into Granny’s side. I release her and shake my head.


“Sorry, Granny.”


“It’s all right, dear. Please, take it easy. I know this is going to upset you.”


“What is?”


“Well.” Granny makes a show of clearing her throat. “Alcmene has named the child.”


“Dipshit the Second? He already has a name. He’s ‘Alcides,’ named after some other useless mortal in his family.” Your mother named you after one of Amphitryon’s ancestors, to try to appease him. “What do I care if she heaps extra names onto that living insult?”


Down in the courtyard, in front of my visage, Alcmene coaxes, “Go ahead and pray to her. Go ahead, Heracles.”


Wait.


Heracles?


Heracles?!


If Granny weren’t standing in the way, I would dive off Olympos and strike them down myself.


“Heracles?” I repeat. “She’s calling that thing ‘Hera’s Glory’?”


“She’s showing reverence to you.”


“Because nothing makes me feel as revered as my husband cheating on me. I’d kick his balls up through his skull if he was around.”


Like always, the King of the Olympians has managed to disappear right after his infidelity. I’ll find where he’s hiding, in time. I’ll deal with him.


First I’ll deal with you, Alcides. Heracles. Your name is an insult, and your existence is an insult. You will never be king. You’d grow up to be just as bad as your father. You look like him, and you smell like him. Like stale milk and staler leaves. You’ll think like him, too. You’ll have no fear because you are too godlike in strength, and you’ll have no perspective because you are too mortal in wisdom.


I survived the horrors that came from the generation before mine. I toil against the horrors my generation creates. You will not get the opportunity to make the world worse. Your kind of story only ever ends one way.










Heracles 2


Auntie Hera,


How they sing our name. Can you hear them all the way up from atop Mount Olympos?


The crowd amassed around my stepfather’s villa, hundreds of people in any direction, waiting for a glimpse of the two great brothers of Troezen. They did not chant my name. They sang it in a sweet repetition, like locusts droning together. The passion. The yearning to see us work.


How do so many people know our name? People were calling me by it before I knew what it meant. Isn’t it funny, to have a name before you have a self?


I am Alcides, proud son of Alcmene.


But I am also Heracles, proud son of Zeus.


“Alcides” honors my forebears, ancestors of my mother and stepfather. But “Heracles” is a title that honors all your virtues, and all your lessons of how important family is to us. When a crowd sings for “Hera’s Glory,” they praise you as much as they praise me. It’s the name that brings us together.


“Al, come on,” calls Iphicles, my twin brother. He beckons me with both hands to step inside the arena we have built beside his father’s stables.


Auntie Hera, have you met Iphicles? I was born wrestling him, as though we were racing to see who could enter the world first. He is a born athlete. Mama Alcmene says the night she conceived of me with Zeus, she also conceived of Iphicles with her husband. It boggles the mind such a thing could happen. I assume it was a miracle from you. You preside over all births, so you must have had a hand in this. Thank you for blessing me with this constant companion, who doubtless will be as legendary as myself when we are grown men.


“It’s time, dumbass!”


Iphicles gets a little impatient with my constant prayers. Please forgive him. He’s royalty, and royalty deranges people.


Iphicles stands naked before the throngs of admirers. Every muscle on his relaxed frame is more defined than when a grown man flexes. You could not build more muscle onto a body than he does. He approaches the stone he selected yesterday, the largest one yet. It’s a great gray slab, taller than he is and carved with stars, so it can resemble the sky that Atlas keeps aloft. It took four of Iphicles’s servants working together to drag it into the arena.


Iphicles stoops on the sanded-dirt arena floor, blowing kisses at the blushing virgins sitting on the benches in front. He collects a palmful of dust and beats his hands together so he’ll have a drier grip.


The rock doesn’t stand a chance. He clasps it from the base and hoists it to my father’s sky. Up it goes, grit crumbling off where he holds and tumbling down onto his dark curls.


How the throngs cheer for him. I cheer, too, beating my hands together. This is his personal record.


Then it’s my turn. Most of the crowd goes quiet as I stride out, staring at my chunky thighs and the paunch wine has given me. Someone murmurs, asking if I’m a servant boy. The one person who cheers is Themistocles, a boy a year older than me, who has the sweetest singing voice in the city. We’ve only flirted a couple times before. I wink to him, and his cheeks go afire.


I come right up behind my brother, into the shade that his slab gives us both, and stoop. I touch my fingertips to his heels. With knees trembling, he steps first his right foot onto my palm, and then his left. I feign agony at how heavy he is, letting the crowd worry this won’t work.


As the first person snickers, I hoist Iphicles straight into the air, up into my father’s sky. I hold my brother in one hand, directly over my head while he keeps the stone above his.


Surely you hear them chanting.


“Hera’s glory! Hera’s glory!”


Poor Themistocles falls onto his bench from the passion, and he isn’t alone. Many need quenching for their hoarse throats after our display. Boys and girls our own age run up to give us baskets of nuts and dried fruits, and fans of the blue and brown feathers of cuckoos. Do you see them? I only accept cuckoo and peacock feathers, as they are your favorite birds.


While show-offs try and fail to lift Iphicles’s slab, I collect half of the offerings of food, and all of the cuckoo fans. These I carry to the little shrine to you that is tucked behind the fruit vendors. It was disheveled when I first found it, but I make sure to clean it daily. You are as beautiful in a stone bust as you would be in person.


Locals wish to replace the bust, saying your image shows disdain in its gaze. But when I gaze upon your bust, Auntie Hera, I see your poise and determination. I will never let them take it down.


There’s an older woman at your shrine today, already down on her knees, her face deeply creased from the intensity of prayer. Her red raiment has gone shoddy from years of use and lack of care.


“Please, Glory of Hera,” the woman says to me. “Answer my prayer.”


I put out a hand. “I am not god enough to be worth praying to. But if you are hungry, you can come have lunch with me.”


Her voice croaks as though she’s worried sick. “It is not food that I hunger for.”


“Please, my lady. What is the matter?”


She remains on her knees as she turns to me. “The Lion of Cithaeron is so great that it can shatter a carriage with one swipe of its paw. It destroyed my sons’ business, and still their caravans must travel through those mountains to bring our city’s tribute to the Minyans. If the lion is not defeated, my sons will not come home next time they venture out.”


“That is a terrible burden, my lady.”


“No god has intervened against this horrible beast. Yet here you are, before Hera’s visage. The Goddess of Mothers. As a mother, I beg you to be the miracle that spares my sons.”


As she speaks, my brother Iphicles catches up with us. He looks tentatively upon her, as though to ask whether I want her sent away. I wave him to come closer.


“Iphicles,” I say. “How would you feel about hunting a lion today? It would make a great prop for you to lift at our next public display.”


Iphicles comes not one step closer to us. “I don’t know, Al. I need to get ready for court with King Eurystheus. He will be in the region soon to deal with the Minyans, and Father wants me to strengthen our relationship. The fate of Troezen hangs on it.”


Auntie Hera, do you know King Eurystheus? He was born shortly before myself and Iphicles, but was much less fortunate. You see, Papa Zeus proclaimed the first child of Perseus’s lineage born that day would be King of All He Surveys. Eurystheus was so unlucky that he was born before dawn, and now he has grown into a life overburdened with responsibilities. I see my stepfather King Amphitryon trapped in court from dawn to dusk every day with complaints from the people in his little territory. Eurystheus must be miserable. Praise be to you, Auntie Hera, that I was born too late and am free from the weight of crowns.


And I didn’t realize Iphicles was so busy. All he’s talked about is lining up dalliances with his admirers. I feel guilty for even asking him. Poor royals, you know.


“Please,” says the mother, bending her head to your shrine. “There is no counting how many children that lion has taken from mothers.”


Iphicles says, “Al, the Lion of Cithaeron is supposed to be a nightmare. I know a poet that sang of it, and it tracked him down and ate him too.”


I try to imagine that. “That’s a lot of work for a lion.”


“This thing is vicious on another level. They need Ares, not us.”


“Ares is not answering their prayers. This mother needs a hero.”


“Seriously, Al. Drop it. You know what happens to heroes?”


I look upon my brother, and then to this terrified mother. But it was the gaze of your bust that convinced me. What would the Goddess of Family want me to do?


I say, “Anything for Auntie Hera.”
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I lean back on the marble rim of Olympos and kick my feet up, resting them on a cloud. On the mortal plane below, everyone is doing exactly what I planned. I love being good at my job.


In a voice mimicking the follower I sent, I say, “Oh please, great Heracles, won’t you solve all my problems by getting eaten by a lion?”


Only shitheels turn down a mother in need. I didn’t even inspire her to get on her bare knees like that, though. That was great stuff. If that woman wants to get married again, I’ll pick out a handsome prince for her myself.


The satisfaction is so sweet that I half-expect my dipshit husband will appear and spoil it. I haven’t seen the bastard in what feels like years.


Yet it’s not Zeus who ruins my beautiful solitude. I hear the talons scratching on the marble floor, and I know it’s an owl before I smell it. I hate that she always shows up in the avatar of an owl. Like predator birds are special?


I ask, “What do you want, Athena?”


I wave on my blind side, hoping I’ll smack her by accident and send her down to the mortal world. She doesn’t belong up here, especially when I’m feeling this good. She erupted from my dipshit husband’s head one afternoon long ago, and is quite likely the only child of his who isn’t the product of infidelity. She’s a literal headache who thinks she’s the Goddess of Wisdom.


“Your Grace,” Athena says in that neutral inflection she always uses, like she has no opinion on anything because she’s above facts and opinions. “I am merely curious of one detail in your grand scheme.”


“Whatever the question is, the answer is you should leave me alone.”


Her white-speckled brown shape waddles into my peripheral vision. Of course she won’t leave me alone. There’s something she doesn’t know, and nothing bothers the Goddess of Wisdom more than that.


She asks, “Why the Lion of Cithaeron?”


That’s what she doesn’t understand? My head lolls back, the tips of my golden hair brushing the floor.


“Because if you go to its home region, and you examine the creature very closely, you will find it is a big fucking lion that kills everything.”


“Yes, Your Grace,” she says. “It’s just that I recall Cithaeron is the mountain where you and Zeus used to go make love outside of the titans’ purview. When you were youngest and most in love. I believe you called it your one private hiding spot.”


“It’s not very private if you know about it. You weren’t even born back then.”


Those talons claw closer, and I can feel her chill near me. Most gods and goddesses have very warm auras. This goddess, though, always leaches my heat.


She says, “The question compels me. You looked for a place to send Zeus’s son, and your thoughts went to a place where you and Zeus were happy and carefree. Why?”


“Because a killer lion lives there. I thought you were the smart god.”


“There is a much larger lion that lives in the west, which you could have—”


I wheel around to lash out at her, but at that exact heavenly moment, another god’s voice rings out across Olympos. Every room and space in the temple shakes with the voice of Apollo. He jumps up on the marble rim of Olympos, both hands grabbing hanks of his golden hair. He’s so transfixed by whatever is happening in the world below that he loses his luminescent crimson robes, and they fall away, fluttering to the mortal plane as though they’re a present for whoever just entertained him.


I give him a withering look. I already have Athena here; I don’t need a second headache.


I ask, “What happened now? Did one of your mortal suitors steal the moon for you?”


“The kid has already slain the lion.”


“No. The fight can’t be over.”


“It wasn’t much of a fight, unless you think a hand swatting a fly is a war.”


It was a cosmic second ago. He can’t have fought it. It’s going to kill him, and I’m going to watch.


I peer over the edge of Mount Olympos, down at Mount Cithaeron, into the ravines where roads wind, those great clefts that Zeus and I once broke into the earth when we were a little too zealous in our lovemaking. We were foolish and I didn’t know him better yet.


Nowhere on the mountain can I find the great lion. It has to be prowling somewhere.


Then it emerges from the shadow of the ravine, and its golden fur drinks in the light of the sun. It raises up toward the sky, toward Mount Olympos as though it is looking at me. As though it questions why this day has dawned.


But there is no actual life in its eyes. Its body rises and falls, rises and falls, as a single man parades it along the road toward Thebes. It’s that damned bastard, his smile splitting open his beard.


He bellows, “Thank you, Auntie Hera, for giving me the strength to survive this ordeal!”


I have sparred with Artemis. I have been pummeled by hundred-handed titans. But his words feel like a slap across my entire cosmos.


I reel away, and find Athena isn’t peering over the edge at the sight. She’s watching me, casually, as though she already knew the outcome.


Oh, I could go for roast owl right now.


I say, “Apollo. Athena. Get me something deadlier. Let’s drive some other heroes mad and slaughter the bastard that way. Is Oedipus still alive? He’s easy enough to fuck with. Just tell him he’s related to Heracles and that’ll do it.”


They’re cowards. I can see it in them. Apollo shrinks up, finally realizing his nudity in his discomfort, and actually crosses his legs for modesty. That shrill, gray-eyed owl, Athena, shifts on the rim of Olympos.


I grip the marble rim and peer again upon the mortal plane. At that insipid half-god, bouncing along the path to a city, proclaiming he’s slain a thing in my honor. Leaving the mountain that should have been his deathbed behind, leaving more tainted memories in a place that should be special.


I could send him to fight another lion. A bigger lion.


I could, if I was an idiot who was out of ideas.


A beast like the Lion of Cithaeron has broken a few dozen men.


But there are things that break far more than that. There is no beast greater than war.


I look along the shores of the Aegean Sea, for the unrest that terrifies wild animals into abandoning their homes. Throughout the entire region of Boeotia, no one is as feared as the Minyan Army. Their bronze blades hold an edge longer than any other, and each man in their ranks wears a breastplate that turns arrows. The Minyans take tribute from every other people who dare raise their heads. Even Thebes would not stand against them, angry as Thebes is becoming with their demands.


The Thebans will fight the Minyans eventually, no matter what we gods do. They are bullying each other back and forth. Humans always become petty with power.


But if they went to war soon, then Heracles would have to join his stepfather, King of Troezen, regent of Mycenae, in the call to defend Thebes.


Let’s see how you like a war, dear boy.
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That was fun! The Theban elders say a war has never gone that well. Did you see the look on their king’s face when I threw a boulder over his entire encampment? Iphicles swears he saw King Erginus soil himself. I think—


Oh, I’m sorry. I was too excited and lost my manners.


Auntie Hera, please hear my prayer.


I sacrifice this meal and this wine to you in gratitude.


Thank you for leading Thebes to overwhelming victory over the Minyans. I know it was you who kept my neck safe from their blades, and who diverted the arrows so that they landed in the dirt. Iphicles says I have the reflexes of a deer, but I know my fate is more than my own work. You smile upon me, and so I do this for your glory.


It would have been a slaughter if not for your beneficence. Thebes is a great city, but it had too few arms to mount an appropriate defense against the entire Minyan host. I heard Thebans crying in terror for want of blades as I was attending your temple. Had I not been in your temple at that very moment, I would not have known that keen spears and keener arrows decorated the walls.


You’re a clever one, Auntie Hera. You inspired me to hand them all out so the Thebans could defend themselves, didn’t you?


Of course, having a son of Papa Zeus on the battlefield helped a little, too. I do not like to brag in prayers, but I will never tire of lifting the ground out from beneath a hundred warriors and sending them spilling like droplets of water in a current. So many of the soldiers threw down their painted shields and abandoned the cause.


The great city of Thebes is safe tonight. Poets sing that no army west of Thrace is so formidable as the Minyans, and surely they do own more bronze armor and brush-headed helmets than any I have seen in one place before. Now the Thebans have collected the weapons those terrified extortionists dropped as they fled, and arm themselves with the shields of their oppressors, all painted with the three-headed dog Cerberus on them. I’d love to meet that puppy someday.


Soon it will be the Thebans who demand tribute from the Minyans.


But that way lies violence, and I know you abhor senseless killing. So when my business in Thebes ends, I shall travel the land and meet with any of their leaders. If we can have them discuss their grievances, then fewer mothers will mourn children fallen on battlefields. I know that must be your desire. And you know I will do anything for you.


As I returned within the gates of Thebes, I called for everyone to hear what you did.


“See what is the strength of Zeus? See what is the provenance of Hera?”


And I had a decent audience, as many had witnessed my feats upon the field of battle. Again, I do not wish to brag in prayers. But you saw that moment where I caught the spear out of the air and shattered it with my teeth, yes? That’s everyone’s favorite anecdote. Guaranteed to be in poems by next year.


A sharp-eyed poet whose hair and beard were the exact same texture, all long and curled, asked me, “What name should we celebrate?”


I gestured with both hands in the direction of your shrine on the hill. “Hera’s Glory, my friend. The name of Heracles.”


The poet scoffed. “You cannot be Heracles.”


“Heracles?” balked a second Theban, who was still carrying the sword I’d handed him at your shrine. “We are all indebted to you, good foreigner. But you cannot be Heracles.”


They led me to a marble statue of most impressive proportions. It is quite tall, in the shape of a man I recognize. He is enormous, muscles bulging from his shoulders and thighs, and his beard so thick it could house a family of birds. He also hadn’t covered himself when someone had chiseled his likeness, and so I recognize other parts of him as well.


I stood beside this marble giant and struck the same pose, glowering downward with a fist on my hip. It looks much less assuming coming from me, as I’m shorter, and my arms are much thinner. It’s hard to bulk up when divine strength lifts everything for you. Where his exposed belly is taut, mine protrudes.


“This is a son of Alcmene,” I said, holding back laughter. “He was born moments after me. But you bought a likeness of Iphicles. Please tell me you haven’t been worshipping it.”


One woman cackled like a rooster at dawn. She was particularly dark of complexion, like King Creon of Thebes himself, with broad cheeks and broader hips. She carried with her several quivers of arrows, and it was clear she had ferried them to the front lines for the siege.


People tried to argue with me, and I wished I could just introduce them to Iphicles. He’s somewhere in the city, although he always tends to disappear when there is battle. Despite his great size, he is a politician.


Left to defend my identity alone against all of Thebes, I decided to climb my brother’s marble likeness. I proclaimed to them all, “I will prove that I am Hera’s Glory. Any Theban who doubts me may arm-wrestle me to test the strength of Zeus. If I best a challenger, it will cost you one cup of wine. If you best me, then I will bring you wine whenever you please for the rest of your life.”


Local sellers immediately began mixing wine with water for the festivities. I thought it would be a good way to get a couple drinks and start some conversations. A little revelry after our godsent victory.


But there is probably a shorter line leading to the underworld. My challengers queued up around the courtyard twice, and then their numbers stretched from there down the road. The one laughing woman from earlier checked and reported the line ended in a bathhouse, where the last of my challengers were washing up in excitement for the endless wine they would soon win.


They quieted down after the third man crumpled in defeat from a squeeze of my hand. I was trying to be gentle, but got too eager. Yet everyone got excited again by the fifth, and certainly by the tenth challenger. Their being incapable of winning became the joke. These Thebans were not flighty hedonists who drank every night away. They had survived an invasion, and I’d made myself an excuse for a party and a release that they needed. That’s a part I was happy to play, with or without a fancy statue dedicated to me.


I pulled the Lion on Cithaeron’s skin off of my shoulders and laid it across my seat, so that the head of the beast would gaze out across the courtyard and at the line of waiting arm-wrestlers. I usually wear the head as a cowl.


A lion makes an imposing thing to wear to new places. It starts conversations.


That laughing woman now loitered to my left, within the dead gaze of my lion. To the left were no challengers, so she was not threatening me. Not with physical violence, anyway.


She asked, “You killed that animal?”


I answered, “It was a monster.”


“And you killed it?”


“That’s how I remember it.”


With surprising venom, she said, “You are just like Perseus.”


I joked, “Did you know him?”


“I know enough about his type.”


“Be kind to his name. He is my great-grandfather, father to the father of my mother Alcmene. He did great things in his time.”


“Perseus was crueler than monsters. Unless you think how he treated Medusa was right.”


I slammed down the next man’s hand, a little too hard. I apologized to him, and gave him two cups of the wine I’d previously earned so far as compensation. I kept arm-wrestling and winning more cups as I chatted with this blasphemous lady.


I bested the next challenger and said, “Medusa was a monster. She turned people to stone with a suggestive look.”


The woman gave me a suggestive look. I did not feel hard as stone right away.


She said, “Perseus did not even have grievance with Medusa. He boasted he could get any gift necessary to woo his lover, and the corrupt King of Seriphos held him to it and demanded Medusa’s head.”


“I believe it was a little more complicated than that.”


“Perseus had grievances with the king, not her. If he was a hero, he should have beheaded him instead.”


“You know, he did slay that king.”


“He also slew an innocent woman. If my gaze turned people to stone, would my life be so worthless that you could behead me in pursuit of whoever you lusted after?”


Those words could haunt a man. As it was, I nearly lost focus and the next arm-wrestling match. The centaur, Nessus, strained all the way to his haunches trying to best me, his hooves clacking against the floor. I put his hand down to the table, but without the fervor for sport. My mind was elsewhere.


I turned to the woman. “My lady, what is your name?”


“Call me Megara.”


“Megara, what god guides you to such wisdom and blasphemy?”


She blew a strand of hair from her face. “Why don’t you guess?”


“Is it Hera?”


“She is the August Queen, but I do not pray to her.”


Forgive Megara, Auntie Hera. She didn’t know better.


“King Zeus? He who commands the sky?”


“I live on the ground.”


“Athena? The Goddess of Wisdom? All the smart girls love Athena.”


“You think I need a goddess to bring me wisdom?”


“Well, we can all use some assistance in wisdom. And she is the greatest of strategy. She has all but supplanted Ares as the Goddess of War because of her cunning nature. Yours is a city in need of defense.”


“I do not need both wisdom and conflict,” she said, signaling the server for a cup of wine. “I pray to my god to bring me the right conflicts. I handle them swiftly, for I have all the wisdom I need.”


No. It wasn’t possible.


“You can’t worship Ares.”


She said, “I believe I can.”


Megara received her cup and set it on the table. The last of the challengers bold enough to wrestle me was thwarted, leaving the seat open. A groove is worn into the surface of the table from all the elbows of the people who challenged me and lost their wine.


She thunked her elbow into that groove and invited me with her palm. One more challenge.


Around us, a city of survivors danced and fell in love. We linked hands, and leaned in until I smelled the bitter air of her breath.


I lost.


My arm went straight down. I am the son of Zeus, and the beloved of Hera. But I fought a whole war, and arm-wrestled every bold man in Thebes. I’m weary, tired, and she had Ares on her side.


What a mighty woman. I tell everyone in court how strong she is. I beg the poets to sing of this great saga; it was my loud boasting that got the attention of her father.


You see, nobody in Thebes was more surprised than her father, Creon. As in King Creon, monarch of Thebes and all Boeotia. He descended upon us with all of his servants and retinue, saying he had searched everywhere for me. To show his gratitude for my defense of the city, he would grant me anything.


I looked into Megara’s dark eyes and said, “Well, I owe her a lot of wine.”


She’s very strong, Auntie Hera. I think you would like her.
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There is no door and I kick it open anyway.


I always know when Aphrodite is on Mount Olympos, because a vast territory of the marble restructures itself into the many private chambers she desires. Any unused area becomes part of the Goddess of Love’s palace of fertility. She takes it up with her powders and oils, and mirrors and paints, and wigs and wardrobes—all worthless human artifice. Any goddess can change her avatar by sheer will. Divinity makes tools unnecessary. Yet the Goddess of Love is unhealthily attached to the mortal world and mastering its constantly shifting ideas of beauty.


And there are never doors into Aphrodite’s private palace. She insists on vast space and vast privacy.


I find the specific room she’s in by following the sounds. She is also the patron Goddess of Geese because of certain noises she makes when she’s enjoying herself. I circle three outer walls until I hear her nasally honking away in bliss.


I put my foot through the marble, reducing it into a cloud of dust. Beyond is Aphrodite, reclining on a bed festooned with pearls, and myrrh bushes, and red anemones as bright as her lips. All she wears is that golden girdle, which must be uncomfortable, with her bare legs both hiked up high in the air like her toes are saluting me. Just looking at the position makes my lower back ache.


But I’m not here for her.


At the foot of the bed, down on his knees, is my son. Ares, the God of War, the scourge of battlefields, crouches between Aphrodite’s thighs, face buried in there, giving peace a chance.


Aphrodite goes bolt upright, a flock of doves flying from the bed to take cover in her golden chariot. Then her gaze turns withering, and she drops her head and brilliant hair onto the bed.


“Really?” she says. “You picked right now? You couldn’t have waited six months? I was close.”


“Mom, seriously!” Ares says, like I’m cleaning food off his face. I am not going to clean what’s streaked in his beard. “At least knock.”


“Get up this instant.” I point out through the hole I kicked and toward the marble rim of Olympos. “Give that foolish Megara girl some divine inspiration to dump Heracles. She worships you.”


Ares asks, “Who’s Megara?”


He starts to stand up, and Aphrodite grabs his beard to keep him in place. She says, “Some aging princess with no marital prospects and a lot of luck. And shouldn’t you be asking me to break them up? The Goddess of Love?”


No, I’m not hearing that shit today. “I am the Goddess of Mothers, Family, and Childbirth. I’m more the Goddess of Love than you ever will be. That’s why I’m ending this Heracles and Megara thing immediately.”


Ares says, “I don’t really meddle in love stories. My realm is more the wars that come from them going wrong.”


Aphrodite rubs the heel of one foot on Ares’s shoulder. “Yeah, and also that boy is, what, twenty years old now? He’s strong as Zeus. He’s never had a lover who survived ten minutes, and Megara’s built like a donkey. Let them have fun.”


That’s what love sounds like? How does anyone worship her?


“Ares,” I say, pulling my voice taut. “You know you are my son.”


I can hear the concessions coming in his tone. “Yes.”


“And you know I love you.”


“I never doubt that out loud.”


I tilt my brow forward, running my tongue along my upper teeth. “How do I feel about infidelity?”


Ares sits halfway up and shares a blank look with Aphrodite. I have seen dogs share more thoughtful expressions.


He says, “Is it really infidelity if I was going to marry her but Hephaistos got there first?”


“Yes!” I say. Maybe I’m a little too loud, as my voice sends all the rock dust swirling into whirlwinds and out into Aphrodite’s other rooms. “Yes, it is! So go quash this Megara thing or I will tell Hephaistos what you are doing with his wife.”


I despise that Ares’s response is to look to Aphrodite.


Aphrodite rubs some of the juices off Ares’s chin as she says, “Look, my relationship with Ares is a secret, but not that kind of secret.”


And Ares adds, “Also, what is the God of Blacksmiths going to do to the God of War? Forge a bunch of invisible chains to catch us the next time we sneak in here?”


Aphrodite thinks for a moment. “Are you into chains?”


“Hm. I could be.”


They are not changing the subject, and especially not to that. “Heracles won a war without your blessing. You will do as your queen says and end his engagement immediately.”


“He actually did have my blessing.”


“What!”


It is not a question. It is a curse word, and anybody who thinks it isn’t hasn’t been a disappointed mother.


Ares shrugs with his wrists. “He was defending Thebes, and I have a lot of followers there. I’m cultivating my lineage. I know everyone likes the Aegean people’s sculptures right now, but trust me, war is what they’ll be famous for.”


I nearly charge into the chamber to dash his brains against his mistress’s pelvis. “This is why people call you the worst God of War!”


Aphrodite rolls her eyes. “You’re only saying that because Athena is standing behind you.”


She is not. Nobody can surprise the Queen of Olympos.


Only, when I glance behind me, she is.


So that’s how I soil a perfectly good dress. Do you know how hard it is to get stains out of stardust?


This time she’s in her humanoid avatar. She is one of the tallest goddesses, with an olive complexion, the fine robes of a senator matched always with the plumed helm of a charioteer. It’s as though she’s ever ready for work.


“Your Grace,” in that same neutral tone. Her tone makes me want to pour molten bronze down her throat. “I wanted to make sure you were all right.”


I warn her, “Do not mock me.”


“This age has put a great deal of stress on your shoulders. You deserve more compassion than you receive.”


“Oh, fuck off,” says Ares. I can feel the daggers he’s glaring at Athena. She has been trying to steal his spot as God of War since the afternoon she was born. She thinks that he’s a mere thug while she’s all tactics. A lot of people think a lot of things.


“Oh, fuck off,” I say. “Zeus sent you to spy on me. Do you want me to carve your eyes out with a spoon?”


Her eyes crease with the faintest concern—concern for me. That’s what gets my stomach roiling.


Still placid of tone, she says, “I assume your outburst is because of the news?”


“Which news? You’re supposed to be the smart goddess. You know everything.”


“The news about Heracles.”


I’m ready to grab her by the robes and drag her to the marble rim. Maybe this second-string Goddess of War can disavow Megara’s affections for me. “Heracles is not getting married.”


“Your Grace,” Athena says, “he’s been married for some time.”


Damn. How long has it been while I’ve been arguing with Ares and Aphrodite?


“I’ll have to do something . . .” I say, yet all that comes to mind is another lion. There has to be a better solution than lions.


“Their marriage is not the news I thought upset you, Your Grace.”


Now I do grab the insipid goddess’s robes, feeling my face heat up like a blade in the furnace. “Tell me one thing that would upset me more than that idiot getting married?”
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Auntie Hera, hear my prayer,


You have blessed me throughout my life. From before I could stand, to the day I marched to war at Thebes, I have always known your grace. But never have I needed you more than I do now.


I’ll never forget when Megara first told me. She followed me right into the bathhouse, sending naked elders scattering in all directions. She plunged right into the water and grabbed onto me, looking like she’d seen the shades of our ancestors. But no. She’d seen our future.


“We are having a child.”


I celebrated until towers shook from my voice, and militias arrived thinking I was a beast that needed to be put down. I paced all around the wilderness of Thebes twice. The wild dogs have grown fat because I kept throwing them more food to celebrate this gift you gave to us. Our family was growing! Anybody who was building a house, I snapped the trees myself and split them into lumber with my bare hands.


Oh, Megara makes fun of my splinters. She mocked me to Ares.


But something is wrong.


Her father summoned the finest midwives from across Thebes, and further ones from Gia and Athens. They say Megara shows the signs of a troubled pregnancy, and hers will be a hard labor. They say she is old to bear children, and that bearing the greatness of a demigod’s lineage would challenge anyone. History is littered with lost parents.


The pregnancy is Megara’s choice. I have implored her to put herself first, but she is steadfast. She wishes to bring lives into this world.


There is no one who greater understands her passion than you, Hera, Goddess of Mothers, Goddess of Childbirth, Goddess of Family. No one has seen more lives come into the world, nor has anyone protected more vulnerable souls under Atlas’s sky.


Her father went to the Oracle at Delphi, and learned that Megara will give birth in the next three weeks.


So I sacrifice this calf to you, the fattest from my herd.


So I sacrifice this goat to you, the hardiest in my herd.


So I sacrifice this wine to you, every cup that I might drink.


I shall fast until the morning after my child is born. Please help a mother, Auntie Hera.
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I am the Goddess of Marriage and Family. Do you know who beckons me? Every ruling family, every family of politicians, every family with a soldier in it claps their hands before my shrines and begs me to resew the tapestry of fate for them. From goats not yielding milk to ships sprouting leaks out at sea, people always bend the story to ask for my intervention.


In other words: I am busy.


I do not just answer every petty prayer. I am a goddess, not a waitress.


An Achaean stable maid is dangerously underweight to be delivering her child, and I am there.


A groundskeeper who lives his truth as a man, but who in doing so has lost the support of his family, must give birth with no one to even wipe the sweat from his eyes as his contractions hasten, but he is not alone, for I am there.
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