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Perseus and Medusa
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1][bookmark: OLE_LINK3]Long, long ago, in ancient Greece, there lived a vindictive king named Polydectus who was keen to marry the mother of Perseus, Danae. Polydectus knew that Perseus would not allow his mother to marry him so the manipulative king sent Perseus away on a quest, not expecting him to return. “Bring me the head of the monster Medusa,” blasted the King, “and I will not bother your mother again!”
[bookmark: OLE_LINK5]Medusa (who was as ugly as a gargoyle) was a hideous creature. With claw-like hands and tusks for teeth, the monster was the most fearsome in the land. Instead of hair, Medusa had live, venomous snakes that hissed constantly like a tap that had been left on. Her skin had a loathsome, greenish tinge and she had the devil’s eyes. She was the loneliest and most miserable creature for anyone who made eye contact with her would instantly be turned to stone.

Ambrus and Cerberus 

As the waves rolled on to the warm, golden beach, a young man sauntered happily amongst the multi-coloured seashells. Gracefully, he tiptoed around the shells being careful not to crush one. He had a kind and gentle heart but a strong and muscular body. His name was Ambrus. On top of Ambrus’s head, was a cascade of beautiful hair that trickled down his back like liquid gold. Around his waist, hung a tan coloured animal skin and his top half was bare to expose his bronze, sun kissed physique.  Ambrus looked at the scenery around him. Behind him, beyond the beach, lay a small, quiet village. The houses were simple and made from the wreckage of ships that had washed up on to the shore. In the centre of the quaint, fishing village was something rather unusual. It was a huge, majestic fountain. The fountain was in the shape of Aphrodite, the Greek Goddess of Love. Ambrus loved to hear the trickle of crystal clear water as he fell to sleep at night. During the daylight hours, Ambrus adored the sound of the waves whether they were gentle and relaxing or crashing and thundering against the shore. Far out to sea, Ambrus looked with his piercing emerald green eyes and he could just make out another island in the distance. He often wondered who lived there as he had never left his home in all his 24 years of life. 
Later that day, while Ambrus was helping the fishermen drag their small, wooden boats on to shore for the evening, a messenger came galloping past them heading for the centre of the village. The fishermen looked at each other bewildered but Ambrus knew that the arrival of the strange messenger spelt doom. When they arrived in the village, a large, noisy crowd had begun to gather around the fountain. “What’s happening?” Ambrus asked a nearby woman.

Theseus and the Minotaur

Many moons ago, King Minos of Crete detested the civilians of Athens.  The reason he hated them so much was due to them killing his son.  To prevent any war happening, the Athenians agreed to send seven boys and seven girls, every nine years, to be sacrificed to the Minotaur.  This ghastly monster was half man, half bull and lived in a dark labyrinth.  
Theseus, the son of King Aegeus of Athens, was angered by this cruelty and demanded he joined the next victims so he could kill the Minotaur.  King Aegeus begged and pleaded for Theseus not to go but he insisted.  The king made him promise to change his sails to white as a sign of his achievement.
Violent storms battered the ship as it sailed towards Crete but Theseus was determined to kill the Minotaur.  

A Greek Myth

The sun rose over the mountainous horizon of Quickagon, bathing the pastures in a warm glow. People were awakening to a beautiful day, and the narrow, cobbled streets were beginning to fill with a cacophony of voices and laughter. These joyous sounds carried through the air, dancing their way down to the creek. 

At the water's edge, slumped a disheveled shadow of a man, who was staring unseeingly at the movement of the fish.  The man, named Demetrius, had once been the local fisherman, and his stall at the market was always surrounded by happy customers. The customers did not come purely for the delicious fish or Demetrius' wit; they came for the chance to spend time with Robessia. Robessia was as near as you could get to an angel in human form. She possessed a very unique power, and people flocked from across the land to be healed by her. When Robessia touched a human's hand, any pain that afflicted their soul was lifted. She had been the light of Demetrius' life, but now she was gone, leaving Demetrius' world dark. 

His dark, long hair, once wavy and shiny, was now dull and greasy, hanging across his face like a curtain. The welcoming glimmer in his blue eyes had been replaced by a squinting look of annoyance whenever anyone approached him. Once, Robessia had ensured any tears in his robe were darned and fixed; now, the material hung tattered and dirty. One year had passed since Demetrius had last seen Robessia’s face, and he remained as desolate as the day she had left him. Demetrius scowled to himself as he picked up a small, grey pebble from beside his foot. He turned the pebble over in his hand, before throwing it angrily in the river. Ripples spread across the water as the fish fled.
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