1. When Poseidon found himself in Ceredigion.
Poseidon allowed himself to be ushered along by the dolphin pod, which had found him disorientated floating on his back ranting about whale vomit, human sewage and plastic. He wasn’t sure which was worse – being eaten by his own father, from who his brother Zeus had rescued him – or being accidentally swallowed by a whale when he wasn’t concentrating on his surroundings. Either way, ending up inside a whale stomach had been deeply disturbing and had triggered his childhood trauma. 
The pod swam effortlessly along the tidal currents, occasionally catching fish to fuel their journey. Finally, the dolphins signaled their arrival in Cardigan Bay near Aberystwyth to the delight of the visitors to South beach. The pod encouraged Poseidon to spend a little time on the land to recuperate from his unpleasant experience and promised him that they would let his wife Amphitrite know he was taking a short holiday.
Poseidon splashed his way through the waves and onto the beach, naked except for a length of bladderwrack wrapped around him like a g-string. Despite his muscular physique, he did not feel very shiny and god like at all. His silvery hair hung like rats’ tails down his back and dark shadows under his bright blue eyes told a tale of the sleepless nights he spent floating in the putrid contents of the whale’s gut reliving his Daddy issues.    
Poseidon looked around and saw men wearing Summer beach attire. Taking note, he snapped his fingers together and as if by magic, he was dressed in Billabong shorts, a tie dye T-shirt and Adidas sliders. 
Poseidon strolled along South beach and headed into town. Before long, Poseidon wonders past a shop called Stars and sees a trident in the window display. He stops and wonders vaguely if there’s another sea god in town. Continuing along the pavement, a man in a suit, shirt and tie muttered “crusty old hippy” at him. It was then that he came across Clives men’s clothing shop. Curious, he goes in and looks at the suits hanging on the rails. He asks the sales assistant if he can try one. Maybe the surfer look wasn’t what got respect in this town. 
“Sure, which suit do you like and what size are you?” asked the assistant.
“I like that one” replied Poseidon in a heavy but undetectable accent, whilst pointing to a classic navy blue suit on the display, “but I don’t know what size I am.” 
“No problem! Let’s measure you up” said the assistant and grabs a tape measure from the counter.
Poseidon recoils as the assistant starts to measure his inside leg exclaiming “What are you doing?”
The assistant, somewhat smaller than Poseidon nervously explained he needed to get the accurate measurement to get the perfect fit in the trousers. Poseidon unclenched his fist and allowed the measuring to continue. The assistant brought a suit out to him, stated it did not need any alterations as he had a perfectly proportioned body, and they selected an ocean blue shirt, navy tie, socks and some black Oxford style shoes. Poseidon snapped his fingers and paid in cash. After changing into the suit and tidying up his hair, he left the store and went to the tourist information desk. There, he inquired as to the interesting places in the town.
After visiting the museum and the castle ruins, Poseidon wanders up Penglais hill, passing the hospital and the National Library of Wales before turning into the Aberystwyth University campus. Students were rushing about, clutching books, laptops and cups of coffee. To the left were steps leading up to a paved plaza with a tower, where students were sitting around chatting. Following their behaviour, Poseidon purchased a coffee from the café. As he exited, he bumped into a young woman and spilled the hot coffee down her dress. For a few seconds, he was speechless. She was exquisitely beautiful. Jet black wavy hair fell in curtains around fair coloured skin. Light blue eyes framed by thick black eyelashes looked up at him. Eventually after an awkward silence, Poseidon pulled himself together and apologized, offering to buy her a coffee. The young woman declined, and he went to sit outside, watching her discretely buy herself a drink and head to the library. Poseidon sat on the steps watching people come and go. 
Slowly, the sun began to set, and he realized he had been sat there for quite a few hours. Most of the students had dispersed and the last couple began to gather up their bags and books. His stomach reminded him that gods too must eat. Suddenly, the young woman emerged from the library and began walking towards the steps near the cafe. Poseidon got up and moved in her direction. She recognized him and stopped in front of him. There was another awkward silence until she said, “you’re the professor who spilt their coffee over me?” and smiled. Poseidon did not object to being seen as a professor, and he was enchanted – her smile made her even more beautiful. Without wasting another second, he summoned his powers and conjured a sphere of water around them which no mortal could see. He pulled the young woman to him and raped her.
When the water had subsided and the young woman was sat sobbing on the steps, Poseidon thought he had better make his escape. Yet when he turned to leave, he saw a tall slim smartly dressed woman marching towards him – part of him recognized Athena. Somewhere close by, an owl hooted. The woman, who was the university pro vice chancellor drew herself up and approached him without fear. “You!” she shouted. Poseidon stood still and his shoulders drooped. The last thing he needed was trouble. Behind him, there was quiet sobbing and a plea for help.       
Athena walked past him and approached the young woman, horrified by the possibility that the university’s reputation could be spoiled. “How dare you?” she screeched. The young woman curled up shaking. Athena continued, “You have desecrated this place, this is my place, my project! You do not come here to study to disrespect it by tempting our benefactors. What is your name and what are you studying?”
The young woman recognized the pro-vice chancellor and was aware of Athena’s power. She was compelled to answer, “Medusa and I’m studying conservation.”
“Right”, said Athena. “This is what will happen. You will get your degree, but as your punishment it will only be a 3rd class one and you are to go at once to Cors Caron where you will work on a research project on the adders there. You are to remain there until I say otherwise.” 
Medusa was incapable of saying anything more. Not only had she just been violated but now she was being punished for it. Anger grew inside her. She could not believe she had been betrayed by another woman. Her entire life had meant nothing – her studies, her relationships, her self-respect was shattered in those moments. She decided there and then that she would get revenge one day on both of them. Poseidon smiled to himself and sighed. Somehow his conquest did not seem so attractive anymore, and she certainly wouldn’t be when she was in the bog with the snakes.  He quite liked the place he had found himself in though and decided to explore it further. 
That night he took himself off into the hills around the town, sensing another adventure awaiting him. He observed that there were many sheep which gave him an unnerving sense of deja- vu. After several hours of hiking, he saw the lights of a farmhouse and felt drawn to it. A woman who seemed familiar was walking in the fields nearby alone. Poseidon decided to try his luck and spoke to her. She seemed to not care that a man had appeared in the middle of nowhere and was obviously trying to chat her up. Before long he was suggesting they went inside the farmhouse together. She laughed and declined his advances, saying she was far too upset about her daughter leaving to think about that. Poseidon was persistent and before he could grab her, she turned into a Welsh cob mare and took off across the fields. Poseidon was taken by surprise. Then he shapeshifted into a Welsh cob stallion and galloped after her at full speed. Around nine months later, a black maned foal was born on the farm and was one of the fastest horses to ever exist. Years later, it was seen grazing with a winged horse by some teenagers out hiking in the hills. They reported the sighting of the winged horse but were laughed at and accused of lying. 
Poseidon did not stay long in the Cardigan Bay area after that night. He left his suit and shoes on the sand and returned to the sea. The next morning a dog walker found the items and reported the strange find to the police. The search and rescue teams searched the coast for the mystery man who had purchased it from Clive’s, but he was never seen again. 

2. Reflection on the writing of the myth of Poseidon. 
This creative response to a myth focuses upon the myth of Poseidon. It clearly shows the 3 layers in Greek myth: Firstly, that an individual event or character is part of a larger nexus; secondly, that there are different stories about a particular myth; thirdly, there are specific instantiations of a myth – and this is one of them.
My creative response to the myth sets the stories about Poseidon in the contemporary world in the location of Cardigan Bay, Ceredigion, and contains several elements of the myth of Poseidon. I chose the stories of Poseidon because I enjoy the Greek mythology. Following Booker’s seven types of plots, the story I created about Poseidon fits into the plot type known as ‘Voyage and Return’. Poseidon left his home of the sea to visit the land, and after committing acts of rape, he returned to the sea. 
It starts with Poseidon being with his friends the dolphins whilst recovering from being accidentally swallowed by a whale and being traumatized by the event even more so because he was eaten by his father Cronos as a baby. However, later there is also the reference to a sense of déjà vu when Poseidon sees sheep, and this relates to another telling of the myth  of him as a child being hidden away with sheep to save him from being eaten by Cronos. Despite this, the early mention of Cronos sets Poseidon within a genealogy of gods, and the story also refers to his wife, brother, his sister and two of his offspring. The Greek myths emphasized the connections and relationships between the gods and goddesses. 
The seaside town of Aberystwyth was chosen because it has several aspects which could be used within the tale, including the university. This was connected to Athena, a Greek goddess of learning and wisdom whose symbol was the owl. The owl is now associated with learning and graduation from university, so the university was used as a substitute for Athena’s temple. 
When Poseidon arrives on the beach from the sea, he dresses himself in beach clothes in surfer brands, which shows that he is still in between sea and land. He later buys a suit and becomes more human through this and fits into his new surroundings and he was mistaken for a professor by Medusa on the university steps.    
The theme of shapeshifting frequently found in Greek myth is developed more when Demeter changes into a mare to escape Poseidon who then changes into a stallion and pursues her; this is similar to the tale of Ceridwen and Gwion in the Welsh Tale of Taliesin, so this was interesting to set this part of Poseidon’s story in the Welsh hills. An offspring of Poseidon and Medusa is referred to later in the story - Pegasus is a hybrid, being part horse, part bird. It could be argued that Pegasus represents the transgression of the rape of Medusa by Poseidon on the steps of the university (also known as the Temple of Athena). The retelling of two rapes in the myths around the god Poseidon emphasise that there was, and still is, inequality between the sexes. The myth, perhaps more so in its retelling in the contemporary world highlights issues of power and morality.

