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I 

They took us from where they found us and reduced us to creations in their own image. 

Shaped us into what they needed of us.  

But I am old, far older than they could begin to imagine. Before they confined me to a 

mountaintop, I ruled the heavens, and I ruled the earth. The ones that came before them knew 

me. They bowed to me and made their offerings and built their temples in my honour, long 

before the new ones set the fathers above me. I was powerful. I was darkness and I was light. 

I was The Mother. And as the mother, I suckled them all. I nurtured and showed mercy. I 

presided over their hearths and homes, over their couplings and over their wombs and their 

birthings. Over their fields and their husbandry. I controlled the seasons. Fire and the circles 

were mine. The dance. 

The women bore daughters, but they also bore sons. The daughters naturally took their place 

in the order of things, but the sons were weak. They clung to their mothers’ skirts, clung to 

their breasts. Their frailty, their neediness inspired a special love, a kind of eros. And so they 

raised them up. That’s how it happened – the shift. Slowly the sons came to sense their power 

and the women smiled on them and felt pride. It took a very long time, but that is how it 

happened. 

This is how they came to make new gods that reflected who they now were. They could not 

make me go away or disappear, but they could diminish me and this they did. They made a 

whole pantheon of Gods, of which I was but one. Above me they set a male God to be all-
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powerful. One who controlled thunder and lightning. Who roared with displeasure when 

crossed. Who was ruthless in punishment. Who was overwhelmed with lust.  

Queen of the Heavens, they said of me. Queen of all the Gods, but my duties were shared out. 

And if that was not enough, they married me to this thunderous Father. And the stories started 

– he loved me, he raped me, he tricked me, I wanted him, he took me willingly, I took him. 

This is how stories multiply and take the truth away. Obscure it. 

So here I am now, the protectress of marriage, tied to a philandering spouse, and dwindled to 

a jealous wife. The only rage I am allowed is against his whores and his bastards. But my 

rage is deeper and more savage and it could destroy their fragile cosmos. For the moment, I 

am content to frustrate his plans and thwart the ambitions of his progeny. For the moment I 

play the game. 

II 

This was the greatest betrayal and I was used to betrayals. He chooses his women for their 

youth and their beauty and their innocence. It is always the same. I can barely tell them apart. 

But this one he chose to spite me. To humiliate me. She was my priestess. High priestess in 

my temple in Argos. A descendant of water spirits, always damp and weepy, more mortal than 

she should have been, but there was an earnestness about her that I liked. They offered her to 

me and I chose her over women more suitable and more mature. I thought she would serve 

me well. I thought that I could shape her to my will and purpose.  

He was sitting next to me during her dedication and I could feel the stirrings of his lust. I 

turned to him and smiled. “Not this one,” I thought, “This one’s mine.” He looked at me and 
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turned away. So sure of himself. It didn’t take him long to start his courtship. She refused 

him. Several times over. She had a pure and steadfast heart. She was promised to me and she 

would not waver, this I knew. 

Though he was capable of great finesse, her constant refusals angered him and he went at her 

like a battering ram. With each heavy-handed attempt, she grew more rigid and more 

resolute. And possibly more frightened. And then suddenly he stopped. She prayed and 

thanked me for fortifying her spirit. I was alarmed. It wasn’t like him to give up on what he 

wanted. 

It didn’t take long for her prayers to change dramatically. She would come into the temple 

every morning and prostrate herself before my statue in tears. “Help me!” she wept, “Help 

me, please!” She scratched her face with her nails, scratched her arms, her legs, turning 

against her own body. She offered me a piglet, white doves, her hair, all in sacrifice, all 

begging for my help. 

Then, eventually, she curled up against my stone feet, drenching them. 

“Every night he comes,” she whispered, “Every night in my dreams. He calls my name, his 

voice like music. Then he is close, like a soft, warm breeze, he ruffles my hair, strokes the 

back of my neck, breathes his sweet breath into my ear until my whole body tingles and I 

wake up writhing, bathed in my own sweat.” 

“Help me! Help me! Help me!” The monotony of her call. She was no longer innocent, but 

still naïve. I turned away from the pathetic, sodden mess of her. There was nothing I could do 

for her, nor wanted to. I had already lost and she disgusted me. I turned my back. 
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I walked away, but I kept my eyes open. When I lose to his lust, then all that’s left to me is 

interference. It is demeaning, but it’s what they want of me. In all their stories, that is who I 

am, a petty, jealous wife. That is how they restrict my power. How they keep their own wives 

in check.  

“Look at Hera, Queen of Olympus, Goddess of marriage, who protects your home and 

presides over the birth of your children. If the all-powerful Goddess cannot keep her husband 

in her bed, how dare you to complain? Look at her squandering her power on revenge. Thus 

it is for wives, while men have the power to conquer anyone, woman or boy, that takes their 

fancy. Look at the great God Zeus, the delighter in thunder, the cloud gatherer.” 

I kept my eyes open. My strength lies in knowing him through and through. It didn’t take 

long for the cloud to appear and I knew what it meant. She had relented and he was trying to 

keep it from me. Though I prefer a graceful glide, I can leap fast when I need to. I was upon 

them in seconds. All it needed was a clap of my hands for the cloud to dispel. He was a 

moment before me. What I saw in the clearing mist was the great God caressing a beautiful, 

white heifer. 

“Isn’t this the most beautiful animal you ever beheld, wife?” he smiled smugly. 

The animal was lowering its head and trembling all over. 

“It is indeed very fine, husband. Will you not gift her to me? I find I am quite besotted with 

the creature. I have never before seen such a perfectly lovely cow.” 

The cow flinched as he once more stroked her back and scratched behind her ears, his hands 

reluctant to leave her body. He looked up at me, faltering only briefly. 
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“Take her,” he said, his smile like steel. He patted her hard on the rump, reached out and gave 

me a long and lingering kiss on the mouth, an invasive kiss. Then he was gone.  

I had learnt from experience never to trust him, but I felt safe because I had my agents. I 

called on my favourite, all-seeing Argus, my faithful giant, my precious guardsman, loyal 

only to me. He came speedily as he always did, eager to serve me. I loved him dearly, better 

then I loved my own sons. Ares I could never bring myself to love, so cruel and violent and 

so stupid. I made Hephaestus myself by twice slapping the earth, in the old way, just to prove 

to Zeus that I too could make children on my own, just like him and his Athena. Perhaps it 

was my spite that made him ugly. I could not bear to look at the monstrosity of him and threw 

him off the mountain. He was clever with his hands, that one. That’s how he got his revenge, 

but that’s another story.  

Argus, with his hundred eyes, was perfect. He was to watch the cow, so Zeus could not get at 

her. He never fully slept; there were always eyes awake and alert. Perfect indeed. But I 

underestimated the persistence of Zeus’ lust, and yearning for vengeance. He sent Hermes, 

his hateful son, disguised as a travelling bard, to keep Argus company and gain his trust. He 

told him tale after long and tedious tale. On and on he droned, in the end singing lullabies 

until every single wakeful eye drooped and slumbered. Then not content just to whisk the 

cow away, he saw fit to finish Argus as he slept. That is the kind of treacherous, thieving 

scoundrel he is. He stole the life of my precious friend from him for no reason, other than his 

own bloodthirsty pleasure. 

I felt the blade go in as if into my own flesh and leapt up screaming. I got there faster than the 

blink of an eye, but I was too late to save him. Just in time for the assassin to flit away on his 

winged sandals, leaving the cow behind. Back to daddy with his tale of woe. I wept over my 
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giant, washing his body with my tears, but they could not bring him back. Finally, scooping 

up the eyes to keep, I stood and turned to her. 

The heifer looked at me with tears, beseechingly, but I could not spare her, not now, not after 

all that I had lost because of her. She saw the hate in my glare and ran, fearing for her life. As 

if I would stoop to killing her, tainting myself with her blood. I laughed. I wasn’t done with 

her yet. Sometimes it is the smallest things that can irritate the most. I sent a gadfly. It 

pursued her relentlessly, biting her, drawing blood, torturing her. And so she ran and ran and 

dived into the sea, giving it her name. As my priestess, I called her Callithyia, but he named 

her Io, ‘moon’. She was pale enough. 

My gadfly was as persistent as Zeus had been. It did not let her be and she just kept running, 

swishing her tail, kicking her hooves. Who knew a cow could run that fast and that far, giving 

name to things as she went, having adventures. I relented eventually out of sheer boredom. 

She ended up in Egypt where her love for my husband was consummated. She bore him a son 

to add to his collection. I tried some mischief there, but my heart wasn’t in it.  

He found her a good husband in the end. She had sons, took on many roles, and everyone 

wanted to claim her as the source, the mother – the Egyptians, the Ethiopians, the Libyans, 

even the Greeks themselves. Not bad for a pale and weepy wimp. There are rewards for 

giving in to a mighty God, the mightiest. 

And I? I continue to rage against his women and his endless offspring; put a spanner in the 

works every chance I get. As Father of the Gods, he is beyond harm, but I hurt the ones I can. 

The stories of my jealousy and petty rage multiply and become legendary. They say my anger 
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and spite spring from my love for him, a love he spurns for lesser women, not half as 

beautiful as I. It is convenient to believe that, but it is only a tiny fragment of the truth. 

The men both scorn and fear me. They know no better.  The women know and love me, and 

with that I am content. For now, I am content. Only the game is not quite played out. Not yet. 
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