


t the first blush of ‘rosy fingered dawn’, a time when

mists still shroud and the dew embalms, a slender form

clad only in a light chlamys stole along the edge of a gusty.

cliff. A distant observer would have seen another pretty boy.

hurrying home from his lover before daybreak. A nearby

witness, a rare prospect at that hour, may have been amazed
to find the fleet figure female, a sister or wife who ought to

be indoors. Even Amazons nodded at that hour!

How it all began.
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The girlpaused on a rocky height Z

to face the heady breeze and
keen seaward prospect.

“And to this the masen |eft

a daughter,” she said, as t

She smiled wheni Boreas, the
North Wind, fluttered the chlamys.
Once upon a time stuch flurries
were believed to impreg|
mares and Inattentive wol

. Was the Maenad spy wat:
shie wiryly: wondere

They met on the
umbered shoreline. % d
SHE (with mock .

forbearance): B

A fine faun.

HE: You have

agreed then —-

to ‘muse’ the
- “Maenad? Yes?
Very timely our
Regent’s infatuation L 5
withwyou...idlingover ___ ~— T8

ine, a da rling.:_:t:é}ar



As the plrate Typhon stashed his plunder from a raid on an >
.\Egyptlan merchant vessel, the boy rushed by nearlyﬂ-«f’?’
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tripping him up. Had he been.alesticd -::f
he may have caught the fleet Iad

No, by Ares, a young rib, dressed

as a brash recrwt_!'

.*‘.‘ﬂ

of a Corybant as the brisk wind swept the chlamy:
Typhon was trying hard to be amused. "I don’t beliey
~ abird -- here! And she’s laughing, the harpy.”

declared aloud: ° Deares_-t;_f?"'
hena, | promise you the



The Regnant Maenad, who aspired to be the Sovereign Glaean
ruler, sat on the Palace rooftop overlooking the Palace’s lovely

g rden her expreSSI

I mushrbom

Cerbes, the Epopt, loitering on the breezeway, sensed the dicey =
possibility - their flinty Maenad smitten! by the vision of the
sylphlike Glaean aristo and her flame-haired maid as they stood

in the sun-flecked garden after the storm, their chitons drying

on a trestle In the Yew tree a royal cobra stalked aﬁ owl, a

8 ';It wasta curious obsessmn foran:

' ambitious Maenad, this young boy:sh 6

widow of limited means. M
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A temple spy reported a liaison between Zelea and a Theran

“y5 artist, a happenstance the conspirators used to

~distract the jealous imperious Maenad from

“Z  their planto banish this Maenad tyrant!
i & &

punlsheq

o E.

T



. N s Ry
gVypranEm ‘\,_!n-t:?ge“m”es

‘not approve

lity“with a royal shawl

The wary Regent q'ue"étioned

as face mask, for she did not wan timatesher Vored chic Zelea, who she had™
commissioned a statue of to honor the Tripartite'Shi ﬁh&\lfab%rint. H'ence
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As the Maenad’s
wanton prodigal fétes grew in number,
many citizens became upset. The rite of initiation
into her troupe of Thyiads prompted the partisans to
enact their plan whereby Zelea would join the gang,
allow herself to be ritually pleasured by the ‘nurses’
of Dionysus, and so keep the Maenad captivated while
plans for the coup materialized, a task Zelea took
up with quiet wry amusement.

ritual d|55|pat|on cou rc undermme the stablllty of the polis.



By the time of the Peregrination Rite, the peeress was now

everyone’s precocious child and wondrous seed cake. Scheira,
the storyteller, succumbed to the trig anticipation. Never
before had she seen a Potnian priestess just free the mold!

In the second dance, two Herms affecting to be Dionysus,
cued the first strains of the dithyramb as they discovered
the savory fare that was pledged to a daunting goddess.
Doing so they became the stolid ox, General Bull, the ogre
fated to flitch the sacral cake --a'self-infatuated Dionysus
conniving at the consumption of himself.

Well , it was a Labyrinth!
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As a Thyiad, Zelea learned the Anaconda Rite with arms overhead

in the eye-stalk pose, coached by a Mistress of the Dance,
thus leaving the Regent in a state of reassured wonder and
exploitable preoccupation. Only the ardors of the bull
court Zelea eschewed, unlike the
fearless Scheira.




L@- nva5|oh all hands on
. of the Regent, who
then feared the Regent might be a heedless wanton after all.




A morning mist lifted the day the ominous flotilla came, ships
bearing Egyptian Shardana. The Streets of Glaea soon cleared,
the residents fleeing to the mountains. Zelea and Thera were
among the last to leave, the last to descry their idyllic island.




The new ruler, a hale husky Egyptian-Nubian Viceroy, knew of the
senusal Maenad Regent and readily purged her wanton followers.
Only those Glaean aristos who could handwalk through a field of
sharp upright thyrsi -- Zelea being one -- were to be trusted by a
ruler who belleved only the d|scretely able mlght be useful. When

of the
“kabyrinth
- mysteries
e
prompt
“Hmore
. distrust,

discreet,
keep our
. words
simple.
It can
provoke
fraught
ideas
harmful
for us.




After the demise of the Regent, the polis was soon again alive,
from the sale of the Regent’s Palladium, to the pirate Typhon
honoring Thea’s Pillar Crypt with an offering, while hawking
his spoils in the guest houses, including




Because the Viceroy liked the statue of Erato, an early Glaean
work, the Acropolis was left

intact. An old but fond idea

held that the waif Erato

held was said to be the

fabled Nitocris, who

looked a little like

the uncanny Zelea!
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Indue course Zelea Was a]lowed to return to her hoﬂ.lseheld i,
suggestlng she enjoyed a fréedom denied many Glaeans in
the Viceroy’s regime, a preferment that suggested she and
_the few remalmng Regent S partisans had parted comp‘anyg-'
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tive Schrera was abducted by 3 prrate and t
ratis Where the Viceroy had come disguised as a Kurdis
ver to sort out a rival faction there. He recogmzed her at

.RA ThIS is Egyptlan is it not?
Y: You know the tale of Nitocris? Some Hellenes
as Rhodopis, which means ‘pink-fleshed’.
rof Erato’s child and the gold sandals.
one. You will tell it to some court elders.




To avoid being questioned about the Labyrinth by a newly archy
inquisitive Viceroy, Zelea and Thera fled to an obscure corner of it,
only to be abducted by the ever watchful Minotaur. Zelea fell ill,
reviving when Hero Theseus found and slew the Minotaur. At
Theseus’s urging she and Thera fled to Naucratis, bribing a sea
trader to take them there. A break with the past that Zelea
., and Thera had trouble accepting. Indeed Thera only joined
. _her mistress when the ships’s hawsers were released
' and the orsmen set about to quit the harbor.




At sea Zelea visited several

island shrines, one means,
of escape --in a new
“sunknown world. -

_ Yet even the spirit gates in some

~ shrines intimated the closing of a life
circle, the aweome dread seal of Thanatos
on one -- another heartless tease of mortals by the Gods.\\-_._.\
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While pondering her prospects on the wharf in Naucratis, Zelea did
not see the Viceroy, still in his ‘slaver’ guise, who planned to exploit
the story of Nitocris - ineffable Scheira’s telling of it would sway
many listeners. He'd slyly fashioned some gold sandals matching
the Erato ones, sized after a pair of Zelea’s! A scribe from the
Office of the Mazkir or, in the demotic ‘remembrancer’,

must assess Scheira’s words, which cast Zelea as

a future Great Royal Wife,
thus facilitating the avid
Viceroy’s strategm. J

T

SCRIBE: Madame, you are
summoned to a discovery
hearing at the court.
ZELEA (bemused): Can one
get a decent meal there?
SCRIBE: Most assuredly.

In due course.
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Then, a fresh division in the court: the faction opposed to Scheira’s 22
Orphic prophesy slyly argued that Thera was the more ‘rhodopis’ of
the two, thus doubting the prophesy. Several adjudicators reviewed
Scheira’s Sibylline text. Thera was finally deemed to be too old and
less familiar with the
dance reperatoire the
Prince favored. It was
then obvious the
new coterie of
oligarchs ran

the court.

After a second assessment,
the Vizier’s Prolocutor
proclaimed the Lady

Zelea to be the duly
awaited Nitocris,

. ' .upstaging the

. jlate Best Wife,
: who yielded to
% %the might of
& thenew cabal
« % ‘of brazen
oligarchs!
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< It was soon apparent her+nvest|ture was but$ b tran5|e is-tQ‘ low 2572 ‘
/*erpower hungry faction time to assert their hegemony. Somedays Zelea
! conjuf%’d a Glaean water park where she might recruit Perseus’s escape
‘pal Pegasus. But only a lame stallion materialized, hobbled by the cruel
~Erinnyes, sent by Hera to avenge Zelea s willful *‘musing’ and thus the
dlre dlstractlon of Hera's GIearLMaenad'
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Zelea sometimes imagined riding an elegant bireme into a
well-tended harbour, a slender upstart who might conceive
the heady Achaeans putting her on their masterful prow!
Being human, often credulous, and thus gullible, was the
incomparable melodrama all Immortals savor with some
relish, their own immortality tedious at times. So, a tale
that had a beginning but no anticipated ending,

imagining as she had, wandering a wide Ocean

on a dragon head prow. A life too

chancy, hectic to be freely

lived, allowing a Pythia, in

her heady fit, to invoke

calamity. Was it all

so ordained to muse

the bored gods?...
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ra», the storyteller, was soon*
hre mcles often too dlcey f&r-

t;ﬁ ‘the new qﬁéen had usﬁéféd’in a gamy time for a
staid court unpreparedd to deal with a newly assertive oligarchy.
Only monsters mlght listen in, abide the brazen deeds of the gods
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a Navarch — was the ongomg concem D) —-mg
too few:ships and hoplites to resist ralders I|I<e the
Shardana. She strove to remember the happier
times -- even the buoyant exchanges with able Thera.
Heady durable memories not yet fully extinguished.

{ZELEA: You look rather pleased WIth yozﬁelf thi glinl Sad
THERA: The olives are abundant this year, free of leaf spot And

we have two healthy young goats. Athena is smiling down. [f we
could only get rid of you know who,-- without too much mayhem.
ZELEA: I’'m sure some Elders are at work on a plan. Keep smiling.}






Th phalos, or Navel Boss, was visited by Three
Fates, the initial warning of Glaea's peril, of Magna Mater’s, Olympian
Hera's, disapproval of the Glaean court’s late disesteem of her favorite:
Maenad! The Fates came as beautiful women, as Medusa was before

being punished for sleeping with salty Poseidon in one of Hera's temples.
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A measure of the disfavor was a piercing ray of light that
etched the new Navel BOSS_‘ ust befOr.e it was installed

bene%g:‘the{_*
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Y SO|Ied rag dress, intimating a
furf’her waning of Glaean fortune.




Also a return te'a beginning, though in'a Iater age, with
another beguiled potentate enamored'ofia pretty
numinous statue, itsiprovenance allus1
if not occult




