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Abstract 

Mythologies are stories that create a backbone for cultures to stand on. These are the stories that 

cultures tell about themselves, the things that they interact with, and about being human. These 

cultures and their stories change and evolve throughout time, and although some are forgotten or 

buried, most are never truly lost. The change in these stories bring different versions and new 

characters to the forefront when different people use the story as a way to communicate their 

own human experiences and different ideas of the world. Plenty of characters appear in 

mythologies with uncertain endings, little recognition, or as half-baked heroes. This is a 

collection of ten fiction stories that will hopefully spotlight some characters that an audience 

would not be overly-familiar with and bring them to life with an eye for engaging storytelling 

and incorporation of cultural and mythological research. The intended audience for this project is 

the adolescents of the United States of America to spark interest in mythology. The focus is on 

education through entertainment and these stories are told in a way to provoke deep-thinking. 
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Process Analysis Statement 

Working on this thesis gave me a very important outlet to express and consider interests 

of mine that influence my every day and my world view. Storytelling is one of the first interests 

that I can remember having and I always look for outlets to express this. Coming into college I 

wanted to tell stories, and this thesis has been that outlet for me. College and discussion-based 

classrooms fostered a realization in me that storytelling could be educational as well as 

entertaining, because throughout history that is how storytelling has been used. One of my other 

passions has always been mythology. I have always been curious about why stories about the 

world get told the way they do and in all of the different versions that these stories take on. 

Mythological storytelling is fascinating to me because it reflects a lot about how storytelling is 

still being used and how stories get retold without feeling boring. For years I felt an itching to 

write my own myths, and while this is not impossible, I realized that I could practice by retelling 

myths from different angles. With this realization, I wanted to incorporate my knowledge and 

appreciation of other cultures to retell myths and bring different ideas to the forefront while still 

doing justice to the source material and old stories. 

Over the course of this project, I underwent a lot of personal growth and self-discovery. 

From choosing characters to focus on, choosing perspectives to take, and choosing what to assert 

in the narratives, there was a lot of understanding that got brought to the forefront about what I 

find myself personally drawn to or show what influences have had great impact on me. This was 

all very interesting to consider, so I want to use this as a place to write out some of the 

discoveries about myself that surfaced during this project. Self-discovery is very important, and 

hopefully something that I continue to do throughout my life. 
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The characters that I chose to write about can indicate a lot about where I am in my 

journey for knowledge and thirst for exploration. It is obvious that I favor to write from 

characters whose experiences I can connect to more closely. This means that many of the 

characters shown in this project are women, perceived to have a feminine form, and/or human.  

A character that would have been out of range of any of these ideas would have been to write 

about masculine male deities. However, the idea of telling stories about male deities are what 

come to the forefront when mythology is discussed. This preference of mine that allows me to 

connect to these characters in at least one aspect is also what made them good candidates for this 

project. Many of the characters that I’ve chosen are also from European and Classical 

Greek/Roman mythologies. These are the cultures and mythologies that I feel most educationally 

equipped for, even though I researched other cultures and mythologies for the duration of this 

creative thesis. With more time and study, I would be interested in diversifying my work even 

further, within certain parameters of sensitivity and appreciation for what would be represented. 

Perspective is a very important thing to consider when writing anything, and with this 

project the perspective of a story could carry a lot of weight. Most of the stories are written in 

first- or third-person perspectives, which is common, although I found myself using third person 

far more often. This is not exactly an issue, but I think that it clues me in to my own mental state. 

The unconscious desire to write in a third-person perspective might come from a sense that these 

are not my own characters. Plenty of authors embody their own characters, the characters of 

others, and even characters that are other people. I saw this as an opportunity to expand my 

writing “toolbox” and attempt to embody characters by sitting with my material for longer before 

writing. On this journey, I even experimented with second-person perspective with the hopes that 

is might further draw in an audience. The self-discovery with perspective shows that I am still on 
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the path of learning how to tell stories, but that every project is an opportunity to practice and 

build skill. 

Another thing that led to some self-discovery was choosing what argument to assert or 

suggest in each story. There are many assertions made in every story, although themes of love 

and female empowerment seem to be dominant. The theme of female empowerment is not so 

shocking since many of the characters included are women or goddesses. What is most 

interesting is how the theme of love emerge. It is also not overly shocking, plenty of the 

characters chosen have some kind of romantic or sexual desire within the mythologies that we 

have record of. The most interesting thing about the theme of love is that these themes of love 

are not always presented as romantic or erotic, but often as a love that is tragic or concealed. 

Tragic love stories are commonplace, but writing them made me realize that I understand the 

formula for tragic love more than I understand the formula for writing happy romances. For me 

this is odd because I have had little experience with matters of the heart, but that love has never 

made me feel sad or tragic. This self-discovery is that I have learned a lot about writing and 

storytelling from media that pushes tragic love stories and that in the future I would like to learn 

how to write romantic endings that are not tragic or sugar-coated, just happy. 

This path to self-discovery had its fair share of things that challenged me. These 

challenges were about skill, worldview, and sensitivity. Challenges are a big part of any project 

and they need to be overcome, but overcoming these challenges will lead to personal growth and 

dealing with the same challenges easier in the future. Some of the challenges that I faced may be 

well-known and expected, but having a record of my experiences with challenges will inform 

others about how to solve similar challenges when they are struggling. Where I have grown to 

face my challenges are areas where I will strive to continue growing and improve upon. 
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Skills are traits that are always being improved upon, and sometimes a skill needs to be 

developed in order to face challenges. In particular, the skill that I exercised the most when 

working on this project was my skill of storytelling. One specific challenge that I had to 

overcome connects to the prevalent theme of love within my stories. It came to my attention 

when editing, and re-reading my stories, that I struggle in my writing to express emotion. This 

struggle to write emotion was something that many of my stories work around. Sometimes this 

work-around of expressing emotion is beneficial, like when the character is considering past-

events, or when the character is meant to be disconnected from the emotion. When writing a 

more emotional scenes and characters, I struggled the most. This is not an issue that is exclusive 

to this project, and despite being challenged by it before I am still learning how to overcome it. I 

had to overcome or work-around this challenge in some way. One of the ways to deal with this 

challenge was to have an editor who expresses emotions better in words. Despite feeling 

emotions very strongly, I have trouble expressing emotions in words that feel authentic, so 

having an editor who understands my emotions but can put them into words easier is a huge help. 

Another way that I faced down this challenge was by trying to express emotion through image 

rather than in abstract concepts. This challenge has added more experience and finesse to my 

skill of writing emotion, even though the skill is still far away from being considered mastery. 

Research and writing came together in this project to form a new challenge of my writing 

skill. I have used research in short poetry before this project, but never in fiction. Most of my 

writing done in fiction prose was not heavily influenced by research, but this thesis was different 

from the very beginning. From the beginning of this project, I had planned to do extensive 

research to inform the way I wrote about these characters and their stories. When the actual 

writing segment of the project was in full-swing I was faced with the struggle of when, where, 
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and how to include the research I had done without it feeling obstructive to the enjoyment and 

clarity of the stories. This challenge is one that I would like to continue facing with future 

projects to develop my skill of bringing research and creativity together. In this project, the way I 

chose to face this challenge was mostly by not overthinking the inclusion of research. I had to 

trust that all of my research and time would inform the stories I was telling in a way that felt 

natural. I had to reframe the mental goal of my project to be less about the statement of fact, and 

more about the weaving of story threads to entertain an audience who will hopefully be 

encouraged by my work to do their own research. This challenge was mostly solved by 

reminding myself that my intended audience is young adolescents who want to be entertained 

with the goal that people are naturally curious and will continue their learning on their own. With 

that being said, I still wanted to be as true as possible to the research and source material. Now 

that I have faced this challenge, I would like to continue being challenge to work on further 

blending research with storytelling. 

 Everyone has a personality and a set of experiences that drives them, but sometimes this 

worldview can become a challenge. No amount of research and considering experiences that are 

not my own is able to completely change the way I see the world. The reason that this was a 

challenge during this project is because writing for characters, cultures, and times that are outside 

of my worldview is difficult. This is a similar challenge to trying to blend storytelling with 

research, except this time the challenge is in how to blend my worldview and understanding with 

my understanding of research. The challenge was a personal one that made me confront my own 

worldviews. Where this occurred, most was in stories where the source material and research has 

varying accounts. This meant that, out of the versions that exist, that I would have to choose a 

path to take and explore. Due to the nature of my project I wanted to stay away from choosing 
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the most well-known versions, but I also wanted to stay truthful to the cultures I was 

representing and not choose a version that felt deviant from the culture. The way that I overcame 

this challenge was by trying to put twists on some of the more well-known versions, or by 

making reference to the well-known versions. In this way I could let my personal experiences 

and worldview influence myself and my audience, while also including reference to the source 

material that would include the worldview of the cultures I represented. 

Along with challenges of worldview comes a challenge of sensitivity. There were lines 

that I was not willing to cross in order to be as sensitive as possible to the cultures and characters 

that I wrote about. I do not have deep personal ties to any of these cultures so where I felt most 

inadequate in my ability to represent these cultures and stories with my worldview, I included an 

element of vagueness and mystery to encourage an audience to conduct their own research. The 

encouraging of individual research is the overall goal of my project, but I find it even more 

important to promote for cultures and stories that I have less personal connection to. It can be 

argued that Classical Greek and Roman mythologies are still part of Western culture and 

civilization, so these are stories that Western culture still continues to tell and change. However, 

stories from other cultures are not prevalent or well-understood by Western culture and 

influence. Stories from other cultures should be told by those cultures and it is my intention to 

introduce the barest hint of some of these stories fueled by intense research to encourage my 

intended audience, young adolescent Americans, to pursue individual study into cultures that 

they are not familiar with and promote cross-cultural understanding and appreciation. It is my 

own belief that everyone, especially young people, would benefit from understanding people 

who are not themselves because I have spent most of my college career studying people who are 

different from me and in turn have learned a lot about myself. 
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 This entire process and road to completion for this project has involved a lot of learning. 

Learning is not just the research that I have undertaken, but also about self-discovery. Learning 

is a process that indicates how self-discovery and research will be used. The way that I face 

challenges has taught me that I can overcome them in the future, and that I do not need to face all 

challenges alone. The things that I have discovered about myself will promote self-imposing 

challenges to hopefully make myself into a more well-rounded individual. This kind of learning 

is not completely passive. Sometimes epiphanies occur, sudden realizations about the self, but 

often it requires reflection and deep-diving. Self-reflection is an incredibly important tool that I 

have developed a little more over the course of this project, and with such a large-scale project it 

is easier to look back on the work I have done and recognize patterns. All of these ideas result 

into what I understand as learning about myself. 

All of my writing has been fueled by months of rigorous research and years of college 

courses to serve as background information. Then I rounded off the research by writing ten short 

fiction stories that would incorporate my research as a touchstone. The process of my work can 

be broken into two sections: research and writing. Both of these sections are incredibly important 

in the work that I have accomplished. 

While writing and revising does take time it is the research that I put into this project that 

took the longest and the most effort from me. This research might not be provided in my stories 

in ways that require in-text citations, but understanding a character is just as difficult as an actor 

studying a role. Not only did I have to learn how to embody these characters or write about them 

in a way that does them justice, but I also had to understand the greater works of myth and the 

broader culture that they are a part of. Most of my research included finding sources, reading, 

and rereading huge bodies of text until I felt that I had a grip on the material. Then, I would 
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cross-reference sources to figure out what different versions of works existed and where 

discrepancies would appear. The research that I undertook in order to write these short stories far 

outweighs the length of the stories themselves in order to refine understanding of these 

characters, the culture the character is set in, and determining what angles to bring forward based 

on the information I discovered. All of the research that I have done for this project is listed in 

the bibliography following the stories for further individual study, since this is my intention, but 

it also shows the amount of effort that has gone into researching and considering how to tell 

these stories. 

The other section of work that has been put into this project is the writing of the short 

stories. Each of these short stories is at least three hundred words long and no longer than one 

thousand words, per the parameters I set for myself on the project. Most of the fiction courses 

that I have taken in college so far has focused on short stories of about twelve pages or a couple 

of short story assignments that are less than one thousand words. Based on writing alone, this 

project has produced about the same amount of content that a traditional fiction class would, but 

this writing is also backed by an extensive amount of research. Choosing characters and topics 

for these stories took time to consider since all of the world mythologies that I wanted to work 

with have so many characters to choose from. Each short story has been edited at least once in a 

workshop-style setting with suggestions from one of my peers. 

Overall, I think that the extent of time and effort that has gone into this project has 

produced high-quality work reminiscent of Classical works, but with modern flare. Young 

adolescent Americans, my target audience for this project, are naturally curious and require 

intellectual stimulation without the rigid expectations of testing implements. With the 

improvement and advancements in technology, I know very few young people who do not 
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research every small thought that they are curious about. Therefore, I undertook this project to 

bring cultural understanding and a renewed interest in mythologies to the youth of the world, but 

America specifically. Well-written stories will spark curiosity and drive independent research 

into topics that each individual is truly passionate and engaged with. Even if these stories do not 

drive research, they are built on the foundation of many hours of research and can provide basic 

information about a topic that an individual might not have known otherwise. This project was 

done in a short fiction format to cover a larger range of topics, but also to engage with a desire 

for shorter-form media. These short stories are easy to scroll through without devoting too much 

time and are intended to spark a passion that will linger. Longer form stories are still valuable to 

young people, but are likely to only target people who already have an interest in the subject. 

Short stories are more likely to grab the attention of a wider variety of people with differing 

interests. The goal here is to drive interest and passion that might spark a desire for further study, 

but also to give the basic understands of other cultures. 

These short stories focus on mythological characters that are not as prevalent in modern 

western media. The characters I have chosen are not well-known in modern western media either 

because their story is disregarded as not being very important, or not exciting enough, or because 

the character does not fit western ideals. Highlighting characters that are not at the forefront of 

understanding in western culture allows these stories to grab the attention and interest from 

people who might not normally be interested in mythology. One thing that American culture 

tends to lose is that mythology is important to cultures and that not all stories have to showcase 

the same couple types of characters, but that mythologies are the collection of stories told by all 

sorts of people with many different character types. With this project, I hope to bring the 

mythologies of other cultures into more mainstream conversation, but also bring forward 
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different takes and perspectives in more well-known mythologies. I want to share my love for 

mythology and storytelling by showing that everyone can be represented in mythology, and that 

if the mythology doesn’t exist that it can be made and new stories can be told. 

Going forward with this project there are a lot of things that I would be excited to do. I 

would like to continue writing stories like this and maybe expand this collection to include more 

in-depth research and maybe delve deeper into the cultures that I am unfamiliar with. This is a 

good starting point with cultures I already have a decent understanding of, but I believe that with 

further research and rich discourse I could venture into cultures and stories that I am more 

unfamiliar with. On a similar note, I think that this project would work wonderfully as a 

collaborative collection of over-looked mythological characters with writers and researchers 

from different cultures. A collaborative project could be mythologically and culturally more 

accurate than I could be alone, and more effectively engage people of all cultures. There would 

truly be something for everyone. There is not anything specific that I could do at this moment 

with this project, although I will continue a project of writing more of these stories to hopefully 

collect and publish. The most concrete goal that I have for these stories is to publish in some 

form, but ideally in a way that reaches my ideal audience as a collection. These stories are all 

important of their own and as individual stories are more likely to be read by consumers, but 

without being in a collection of any kind I believe that the patterns that emerge from having them 

arranged as a collection would be lost. All of the effort that I have put forth in my last semester 

of university has culminated in a project that was not only beneficial to my understanding of 

myself and beneficial to the development of my craft, but it also has given me the confidence to 

attempt to disseminate my work to a larger audience that could benefit from the work. Stories 
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have always been valuable throughout time, and I want to show that information and fiction can 

operate in tandem to engage readers in life-long learning.  
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Iphigenia 

Tainted Blood 

 Never in her life would the priestess have expected her story to end up the way that it 

had. The family curse was expected. The evils that came her way were expected. Iphigenia’s 

curse included kindness. Kindnesses that made the despair double. The men of the family got by 

with curses of brutal death and madness, but they knew what to expect for having Tantalus as an 

ancestor. Iphigenia had been shocked at her sacrifice, but it was more expected than Artemis 

saving her from the altar. 

 Why was she saved? Artemis had wanted her life. 

 Being saved was a short-lived blessing. Iphigenia revered her goddess, but hated the 

practices she was forced to perform. Preparing men for sacrifice, to have their blood spilled for 

Artemis. The priestess thought it barbaric and she mourned for her family, but not her father. A 

dream of her brother’s death brought on even more pain. Her heart hardened to the idea of 

sacrifice, her brother had been all that kept her feeling human, kept her feeling different than 

those she saw as barbarians. 

 Were human sacrifices what Artemis wanted? Thoas’ law demands Greek sacrifices. 

 Iphigenia almost prepared her brother to be sacrificed, but he was alive since she refused. 

Her brother was a gift that also brought her pain. Orestes and Electra were alive, but their parents 

were dead and her brother suffered a horrible madness at the hands of the Furies. She had the 

knowledge that her brother took the life of their mother. It was a shock when Orestes asked, at 

Apollo’s request, for Artemis’ priestess to forsake the goddess her sacrifice and steal the sacred 

statue. 

 What did she have to lose? They were already cursed. She agreed. 
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 Had this service to Apollo atoned for their family curse? 

 As a priestess at Brauron she no longer felt cursed. Her brother established a temple to 

Artemis in Halae and she continued being a priestess for the goddess. It was Apollo who had 

commanded Orestes for most of his journey to steal the statue. It was Athena who ordered them 

into their places in service of Artemis and Greece. No longer were human sacrifices something 

that Iphigenia had to take part in. Her siblings were alive and her killer was dead. Their family 

line could continue, but they might be cursed. 

 Why had she been spared death twice? 

Agamemnon. 

Thoas. 

When Iphigenia dies she will be buried in Brauron, just as Athena said, the garments of 

those who died in childbirth will be placed on her tomb. Unhappy childbirth, but still the birth of 

a child with Artemis’ assistance. A hope for the child to withstand any family misfortune, a 

prayer for Artemis and her priestess. In life, Iphigenia manages the temple, seeing girls become 

women and then mothers. 

If the family curse is to be passed, it will not be through her. 
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Sigyn 

My Trickster Husband 

The venom burns my hands too. Over the years, waiting for Ragnorok, it has been 

difficult to continue caring about Loki’s screaming when the venom of a snake drips onto his 

eyes. This bowl that I hold overflows with the snake’s venom, and spills onto my hands. I empty 

the bowl as fast as I can to cease Loki’s screaming, his suffering, but barely a tear slips from my 

eyes as my hands blister and bleed. He cannot move, he’s chained and in agony, but with all of 

the freedom I have to move I choose to sit at his side and protect him as best as I can. I stay, 

holding the bowl above his face. I need to preserve one thing that I love about the husband I 

know, but I never thought it would be his face. 

Loki, the shape-changer, chained to a rock and anticipating the angry burn of venom in 

his eyes, is also forced to show me his face. I’ve seen him before, this is true, when we 

conceived our sons. Sons that, because of their father’s faults, had been awfully manipulated by 

the other gods. Every day I mourn our sons and tear the flesh off of my hands, but Loki screams 

out for his beautiful face. 

Why should he care for his two sons with me when he’s had three monstrous children 

with a giantess and been the mother of Odin’s eight-legged horse? My two sons wouldn’t matter 

to him. 

The bowl above Loki’s head fills and I look at his bonds, holding him to the stone slabs. 

Those bonds had once been my son’s entrails. Entrails that had been ripped from him by my 

other son, his brother. The gods had turned my son into a wolf to kill my other son, all to punish 

my husband. Had Narvi been the wolf, or was it Vali? It’s been too long for me to say, but I cry 
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for them both all the same. One had his beautiful face turned into a wolf, his maw smeared with 

the blood of his brother. The other’s entrails entrap his father until Ragnarok. 

My sons had been punished for Loki’s actions, far more severely than his monstrous 

children had been. Fenrir, Jormungand, and Hel all live. Fenrir is bound just like Loki, father and 

son. Jormungand and Hel and given much more freedom, even while trapped where they’ve been 

placed, the sea and Niflehiem. Even Sleipnir is the steed of Odin, praised for his speed. Yet, my 

sons are the ones to truly suffer. One gave his life. 

I stay by Loki’s side. The others call me “the faithful wife,” but my heart wanders. The 

Loki that I loved, the father of our sons, had not been the same Loki that orchestrated Balder’s 

murder. I loved the Loki that accompanied Thor in taking down giants, who wore Freyja’s falcon 

skin and flew as free as a bird, who played a maidservant at false-Freyja’s wedding to the giant 

Thrym. Balder’s death was caused by a different Loki, one that I hadn’t met before. 

All of the nights that Loki has spent with other women, or spent nights as a woman with 

someone who wasn’t me, those I could overlook. The gods all do it, and I had my sons, my pride. 

Now, my sons are dead because of Loki. His screams of pain don’t mean much to me 

anymore, and I’m starting to believe that he deserves his punishment. For Frigg’s son and my 

own. I share Loki’s punishment but I burn my hands for the father of my sons, the version of 

Loki that I married. The demon-Loki should be lucky that he’s in such a body. 

Maybe I should have known that Loki was more than just a shape-changer. 
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Thialfi 

Thialfi’s Duel With LifeFire 

  After Thor’s duel with Hrungnir, the god’s servant grew more and more cramped. Thialfi 

felt trapped in his life as a farmer’s son. He would tend to the crops and what little livestock they 

had, but like all young men, wanted to go down fighting. Cutting down Mist Calf by the ankles 

in a duel had fueled the farmer’s son with adrenaline and respect for Thor. The duel with Mist 

Calf mimicked Thor’s duel with the giant Hrungnir. This great duel sparked a fire in Thialfi to 

follow Thor’s example and take down the giants. 

 Just inside Jotunheim, the giants wanted to improve on their creation of Mist Calf who 

was so easily destroyed by a human and lacked a confidence-filled heart. The giants pulled 

together the clay and mud and shaped it into the body of a towering man, heads higher than even 

the giants themselves. Many nights were spent sculpting a body and discussing ways to make 

their creation better, stronger, and more courageous. A mare’s heart had not provided Mist Calf 

with enough power; they needed a larger and more courageous heart. Such a heart could not 

simply be found. 

 Then, they’d tried to make their own heart. Surely the dwarfs could with their magic and 

closely kept secrets. The giants felt that they had to try. From the clay, they engineered a large 

heart before soaking it in a mare’s blood. All this accomplished was to make the red clay runny 

and lose its shape. This liquid heart lacking life was set as a placeholder inside of the man and 

the giants left, intent on trying other ideas to get the heart to start. 

 Loki had flown over Jotunheim, draped in the falcon skin of Freyja, and caught a glimpse 

of the half-born giant and the misshapen heart. Shape Changer didn’t stop his flight, but flew 
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over the mountains to the human-inhabited Midgard and landed on the roof of a farmer’s 

dwelling. 

 Inside the dwelling a cooking fire was lit and the glow caught Loki’s eyes. Within his 

bird’s beak he snatched up a long twig, went inside the dwelling, and lit the leaves on the tip. 

Soaring across the sky went the bird, trailing fire and feather. 

 Thialfi chases after the sky flyer to punish the bird for taking their precious fire, his swift 

feet carrying him a great distance. Without realizing it, he’d run into Jotunheim and now stands 

in front of the great clay giant. 

 The flame that Loki carries still blazes when he circles over the giant of clay. Fire lights 

the brush underneath the giant’s feet when the twig is dropped. Thialfi runs back to avoid the 

blaze, grateful for the swift end of the giant. The ground shakes when a giant foot stamps out the 

burning ground and Thialfi looks up to see the giant, soft clay hardened to near-rock, a still-

burning misshapen clay lump glowing inside of the giant chest. 

 Across Jotunheim, the other giants hear the commotion and watch the spectacle from 

afar, worried that the appearance of Thialfi meant that Thor would be near. The giants called the 

ceramic giant LifeFire, for his fired skin and burning heart. Unlike Mist Calf, LifeFire was not 

cowardly. This giant’s skin was hard and could withstand fire and splashing through the river, 

not so easily cleaved through by an axe. 

 Thialfi takes his axe to LifeFire’s ankles, just like Mist Calf, but this adversary isn’t 

injured. LifeFire reaches down and grabs the axe from Thiafi’s hands before throwing it across 

the mountains. The farmer’s son is left unarmed and in the path of a hard skinned giant. 
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 After running a distance, Thialfi picks up the biggest rocks he can find to throw, but even 

the rocks barely make knicks in LifeFire’s skin. Thialfi runs a distance again, trying to stay out 

of LifeFire’s path. 

 The thrown rocks become the weapon of the giant too, the smaller ones thrown by Thialfi 

and any boulders that the giant can reach out and grab. These rocks all rain down on Thialfi, but 

the swift servant is able to dodge them all. For a moment, Thialfi stumbles over a rock thrown in 

his path and looks up to see the giant’s feet coming towards him. 

 As LifeFire approaches, Thialfi keeps pushing himself to run faster by remembering how 

he’d been very close to outrunning Thought due to Utgard-Loki’s tricks. The giant steps over the 

stones, the smaller ones crumbling under his feet. Each boulder is an obstacle for the giant to 

step over, but he’s begun trying to squash Thialfi underfoot. The runner stays close to the 

boulders and weaves between LifeFire’s legs. LifeFire grows impatient and stomps down where 

he thought Thialfi would be, directly on top of a jagged rock. This blow does wound the giant, 

causing a great crack on the bottom of his foot. 

 In the giant’s first experience of pain he tries to nurse the foot in his hands, but the crack 

races up the length of his leg and down the other. LifeFire’s balance is disrupted and the giant 

falls backwards. When Thialfi sees the fall, he dashes out of the falling giant’s way. 

 The moment LifeFire’s back hits the rocky and bouldered ground, his body shatters into 

pieces. His flawed heart loses all fire and settles among the wreckage, another boulder 

indistinguishable from the rest. 

 After such a win Thialfi heads home, back to the farm. Loki perches on the heart stone, 

looking at the gravel of LifeFire’s skin. The other giants tremble in fear for further confirmation 

of what they know to be true. Hrungnir’s defeat by Thor was the beginning of the end for the 
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giants, even LifeFire with hardened skin and burning courage couldn’t stand against Thor’s 

servant. 
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Camilla 

Dearest to Diana 

 From the moment I was thrown across the river tied to a spear my life had been Diana’s. 

My father, Metabus, dedicated my life to Diana to save me from an overflowing river and 

Volscian troops. Then, he raised me as if I was Diana’s own child. I grew up wild in my father’s 

shadow of exile, hunting cranes and swans, a spear in my hand and a lion’s pelt draped across 

my shoulders. My goddess never had to accept my father’s pleading, I never had to make it 

across the river alive, but I did because of her. 

 Despite being an exiled tyrant of Privernum and his daughter, my father and I made a life 

among shepherds and liars. Living like this I never learned the ways of Minerva, the weaving or 

of wool-spinning, only the ways of hunting and chastity. My strength made me desirable among 

the Etruscans, mothers wanting me for their sons. I never agreed and my father never insisted. 

He knew as well as I that the only things I needed were Diana and my spear, the two things I owe 

my life. 

 I met other maidens, willing to pledge themselves to Diana. My comrades, always at my 

side, would follow me into battle if the need arose. When Turnus approached me I wasn’t sure 

what to make of the situation. Yet, he was right. The Trojans would change the way we’ve lived, 

and I didn’t have a choice unless I wanted to break the alliance I had with Turnus. I agreed to go 

forward with our alliance and fight for Turnus, for my Italy. 

 Before riding into battle I was gifted the golden bow of Diana, a near copy of the 

goddess’ own, her prized weapon. I would take our enemies down with her name on my lips and 

her weapon in my hands. This is what I lived for. 

---- 
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 It hadn’t even occurred to me that I would die that way. Spear in my chest, a weapon that 

saved me and killed me. I couldn’t pull it out from beneath my breast, but I know now it 

wouldn’t have made any difference. Death isn’t what surprised me, just the spear, I always knew 

I’d give my life in battle. 

 Before being taken to the underworld, I was able to see Diana’s sentinel take vengeance 

in my name. A shining arrow going through Arruns and Diana’s name on her lips. Opis, the 

sentinel, quotes words that could only come from Diana herself, praising me. 

“Dear girl, dearer to me than all others. My dearest Camillia has fallen wearing my armor.” 
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Ariadne 

Suffering Has Its Reward 

 Of course she was hurt. Devastated, really. That excuse for a hero had made a vow to her 

and thought that it would be alright to break it. Not only did he fill her with suffering, but he 

went back on his word. The daughter of Minos was abandoned on Naxos, deceived by Theseus. 

Theseus, who tricked her naive heart by promising love, all the while knowing the blood of her 

brother was driving his seduction. Minos’ daughter hadn’t chosen to have a monstrous brother, 

but choosing Theseus had been a mistake. 

 Often she looks down at the lapping water and wishes to have the will to end it. 

Abandoned and alone with her brother’s death in her consciousness. It never happens, and the 

one who watches her is grateful for this. His heart aches to see a beautiful woman in despair. 

Eventually, her pursuer makes his interest known to the woman. 

The young god Dionysus takes Ariadne from her island prison when she awakes from 

another night of crying herself to sleep. Love doesn’t drive her, not at first. It’s an attempt to end 

her pain, when she agrees to marry the master of maenads. This marriage agreement is because 

even she knows that a god is more powerful than Theseus could ever claim to be. By the time of 

their wedding, this changes. 

Their wedding is magnificent; it is full of love. No one knows what thing Dionysus might 

have promised her or whispered in her ears, but she must have grown to love him. Eros hovers 

around them at the wedding, constantly pushing them together. The proceedings couldn’t have 

been more perfect, Ariadne a well-composed bride even though she wants nothing more than to 

embrace her husband. Her modesty balances his wild nature, but there’s love in her eyes when he 

pulls her in for quick kisses. 
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Even the loud crowd could not drown out Ariadne’s declaration of her love for Dionysus. 

Zeus’ gift of immortality would make their marriage lasting, but the daughter of Minos didn’t 

feel as if this love for a god was as naive as her love for a hero. As punishment, Thesus loses his 

father, Aegeus throws himself into the sea. As compensation, Ariadne enters into a loving union 

with the god the vine. 
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Morrigan 

The Phantom Crow 

 The bird’s wings seemed blacker than before. Twice had she been denied. It was foolish 

of the warrior Cuchulainn to reject and harm her. 

When she first appeared to Cuchulainn as a beautiful young woman, he’d said he hadn’t 

had the time for a woman with the war. It was a shock for such a man to refuse the eager 

advances of a young woman. Gods have not even refused her. If he had accepted her advances it 

would have benefitted them both. He wins faster and Morrigan gets a defeat and many deaths. 

He did not listen. People had to die in this war, that was just how things are. Such a foolish 

warrior did not even bow to her threats and cursed her instead. 

 Day cycles to night and the crow flies low over the battle. 

 Wolves howl over their kill. 

 A crow lands on a post and ruffles its feathers. Cuchulainn had made good on his threats 

against her. Injured were her leg, her ribs, her eyes, her head. The threats of Morrigan did set 

Cuchulainn back, but he made good on his own and injured her in return. Even without her eyes 

she knew Cuchulainn was due for his own death, but she wished it would be at her own hand. 

The goddess would not stand these injuries any longer, but only Cuchulainn could heal her and 

he refused. 

 A murder of crows disperses into the tree tops. 

 The only indication of the birds in the trees is the cacophony of caws within the branches. 

Healing would not be easy. The Morrigan sought to trick Cuchulainn. It was just a simple 

disguise, a poor old woman milking a cow. He just couldn’t help but be kind to an old woman 

who was kind in return. With his blessings she was once again healed and revealed herself as the 
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Morrigan. This was his second chance and still he spurned her. Young and beautiful or old and 

ugly, neither mattered to him. This warrior told Morrigan that if he had known her, he would 

have left her suffering and not gifted her with health. This war would not be over soon. 

Bloodied armor sinks into the mud of the river, running the water red for the briefest of 

moments. 

Beaks peck at whatever remains of a malnourished dog. 

 The Morrigan on the battlefield between the camps lights the war-hungry fire in the 

warriors. Demanding blood. Demanding death. Cuchulainn had his chances, four of them. 

Morrgian washed his armor. 

 On the shoulder of a headless body the crow lands. 
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Rhea Silva 

Not What You Thought 

 You probably know her as the mother of kings. You might know her as a victim of War. 

Maybe you’ve heard that she was replaced by a wolf. No one can seem to agree what happened 

to her. They only care about the twin sons of Mars who get suckled by a she-wolf. They 

remember the fratricide, of how Romulus founded Rome with the blood of his brother staining 

the earth. It is difficult to even know her name. 

 Ilia. Rhea Silva. The mother of the sons of Mars. The Vestal Virgin who was forced. 

 Was she imprisoned while her sons were exposed to the elements and raised by a wolf? 

The uncle, an evil king, couldn’t handle the consequence of killing his family so he kept her 

trapped. Ilia stays trapped for so long that she dies before the twins return to defeat Amulius. 

When her father and her grown sons take back the throne none of them mourn her death. The 

wolf and the shepherd’s wife are more like mothers to the boys than the woman who gave birth 

to them. 

 Or, was she buried alive? The punishment for a Vestal Virgin breaking her vow of 

chastity is being buried alive. Mars is the cause of her death and the cause of her sons. Her sons 

are taken away from her and she’s sure they’ll be killed too. Rhea Silva is trapped, alive, under 

the earth. Trapped in a room with little food and starved to death. No blood is spilled and no 

burials are given, yet she is buried underneath the earth. When Romulus and Remes return, alive 

and fully grown, their feet grace the ceiling of her so-called room. She knows that her sons have 

returned. 

 What if she had been saved from drowning? The evil king Amulius orders servants to 

throw Ilia and her sons into the Tiber. They are all intended to drown in the river. Tiberinus is 
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god, just like Mars, who finds her beautiful. Romulus and Remus are saved by the river and 

given to a she-wolf. Ilia’s sons are taken from her and she is made the river’s wife. 

 What if she had orchestrated her drowning? The Anio finds her beautiful, even when 

she’s crying and filled with sorrow. He begs her to be with him. Rhea Silva tries to run. She tries 

to run, she wants to run. No more gods wanting her, she’s had enough. Running back would 

mean she’d be buried alive, a slow and painful death. Instead, she throws herself into the water 

and is saved against her wishes by the river. Then she’s made the river’s bride and he praises her 

beauty. Rhea Silva lives to hear of her sons returning and of Romulus killing his brother. 

 No one knows how this woman’s life continues after she gives birth to the sons of Mars, 

but everyone agrees that it isn’t free from strife. She caught the attention of Mars, the attention of 

a river, and gave birth to the founder of Rome and his twin. This woman was powerful. 

 Maybe she escaped. Maybe she was punished by the gods to take on the form of a wolf. 
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Hel 

Death’s Shape 

 You were not an honorable warrior when you died. There were no Valkyries to guide you 

to Valhalla with the weight of a glorious battle tearing through your muscles, that time has 

passed. Death always remains. So does uncertainty. Death becomes a journey, but it is your 

decision of how to make that journey. 

 Choices arise. A horse, a wagon, or something of your own design. It is no one’s place to 

tell you what to choose, and they all lead to death. The horse might lead you to a bridge guarded 

by a giantess, but so will the wagon. No one can say how the journey will go for any one 

individual, just that you must go. Or maybe you’ll meet a wall to get over, one last burst of 

strength in your fingers to pull you over the top. 

 Tell me what you see when you get there. 

How do the halls of Hel greet you? 

Hel welcomed Baldr’s inevitable journey by decorating with overflowing gold and a 

plentiful mead. The halls could be dark, and cause you to scrape your knees on Stumbling-block, 

Hel’s threshold, when you cross it. Entering Hel is not effortless. Maybe the gold in the bowl 

distracts you from Hunger, so overflowing with gold that you can see the bowl for what it is. Her 

halls are not the final place, but you could stay. 

Tell me. 

What do you see? 

Some have said that Hel is monstrous. One half of her is corpse-like and the other half is 

woman. These people see a dark version of her halls. A bleak underworld of suffering with no 

joy. Hel could welcome you with arms draped in gold and a kind smile as if you are the next 
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version of Baldr. Maybe you don’t see her at all, just the empty soulless throne of the hall. No 

matter if you see her or not, Hel’s mistress sees everyone. 

What you see is up to you when the time comes and you make that journey. 
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Hyacinthus 

Fallen Flower 

 When the shining god had suggested a discus game I was quick to take him up on this 

offer. He already was bright with the sun, but when oiled for our game I could have been made 

happily blind from my staring. I was not the only one to stare. When the wind picked up it blew 

my hair into my eyes and brushed my skin, but I refused to stop my game with Apollo because of 

some wind. A son of Sparta would never give in so easily to the elements as to forfeit a 

competition. 

 Calling off the game would also mean losing his attention and dulling the brightness of 

his eyes. The sun shone on my skin as well, even brighter when he was looking at me. Our eyes 

never meet when we’re looking at each other like that, but we both know. Apollo is the first and 

only god who has let me look at him, and there is no disappointment when I watch him throw the 

discus. 

 I want his eyes on me. I want the sun to warm my back when I retrieve the discus like a 

proper companion for the god. The wind picks up when I run after the discus, playing through 

my hair. When I feel the sun burn into my back, knowing that he’s watching me, I turn my head 

back to grin at him but there is grief instead of desire. My eyes just have enough time to meet the 

discus before the heavy disc meets my skull and I fall. The wind still blows through my hair, but 

no longer as violent. My hair sticks to my forehead from the blood that turns my vision red. 

It’s an odd sensation. To be there in body, but not in mind. Odd to feel and hear him, but 

not see him. My connection to my body has been severed, but I have yet to be buried so that 

Hermes can guide me to Hades. The Spartans would bury their prince well, but they don’t get the 

chance. 
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If I could have cried, I would have. Not because I had died, we all do, but hearing him 

cry over me makes me ache with the body that I no longer have. I know that my head rests upon 

his shoulder and that his burning tears splash against my skin. For me he mourns and then begins 

to sing of flowers and heroes. 

Now, my body can no longer be buried. Stems shoot up from the earth and roots grow 

down into the soil. Deep purple buds open toward the sun, showing off petals of the same hue. 

So many flowers grow from one stem, all embracing the light.  

Apollo finishes his song. 

I’ve become this flower that carries his symbol of mourning. My roots are in Sparta, and I 

will let everyone know that the god Apollo has mourned over the death of Hyacinthus. This is 

my only way to let Apollo that I also mourn my loss of him. 

The breeze makes my petals dance, almost too violently, as to uproot me. 
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Hathor 

Numerous 

Your eyes should burn, looking into the newborn sun rising over the horizon. Heat 

blankets your skin and chases away the cold of night. The silhouettes of cows grazing stand out 

against the red rays. Calves nurse from their mothers in the morning light. You are still staring 

directly into the light. 

 The Lady of Heaven is the sun’s mother every morning. 

 Sweat rolls down your back following the curve of your spine. Stone chips away to reveal 

a rare sight forming within the stone itself. The unpolished mineral emerges from the crumbling 

rock. Its blue rivals the backdrop of the sun. 

 The Lady of Turquoise brings beauty to creation. 

---- 

 Your loss has brought you to your knees in tears. This is not the first time a child has 

been lost, but you mourn. There are prayers and spells that will soothe the loss with something 

new. Flowers reach up between your fingers toward the light in the sky. 

 The Lady of Happiness will urge new life. 

 You hear the music play and the energy thrum through the air. Let it overtake you and 

begin to dance. Birds in the distance sing along. The bright sun beats down on the skin of your 

chest. 

 The Lady of Dance inhabits the body. 

---- 

 The sky goes red as the sun sets. Blood drips from your busted knuckles. Your opponent 

holds their broken nose. Follow after the fading sun, trailing blood. 
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 The Lady of the West demands more blood. 

You pour yourself a drink when the light fades, except for a sliver of red. Drums thrum in your 

veins and the memory of a lullaby surfaces. The sting in your knuckles becomes just a memory 

with a drink in your hand. Focus on consuming. 

 The Lady of Drunkenness settles. 

---- 

 Sitting underneath a tree makes you aware of roots digging deep into the soil. You know 

if you were to be buried within its roots that the tree would thrive, but it would protect your 

body. Branches cover your head. The clear night sky twinkles with stars.  

 The Lady of the Sycamore crosses the boundaries of life and death. 
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