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Is it not so tragic that the stories of beauty, of true breathtaking perfection, all seem to end in tragedy? This played upon the mind of Jean as he slipped his copy of The Picture of Dorian Grey into his rucksack and pushed open the back door of the restaurant, leaving behind the overwhelming stench of frying meats and steaming vegetables.

It was a shame really, that the older woman he’d waited upon during his shift had been with a man. A real shame. Although he’d caught her rolling her eyes at times and sighing loudly, particularly when her partner appeared at the entrance of the restaurant with what seemed like burns and coal markings across his scruffy trousers, she’d held his hand throughout most of their time at the table. Despite the man’s mediocre appearance, the lady had worn a flowing robe of white material, completely flawless, with her hair hanging loosely in waves down her back. He rarely noticed things like this about women, and was typically far more interested in what lay beneath their clothing, but he reminded her of a painting he’d seen once in an art gallery years before, thrown together messily by a mediocre artist, entitled The Goddess of Love.

Pulling the the material of his thin coat closely around him to ward off the dropping temperatures, Jean headed through the carpark and towards the line of trees that surrounded the tarmac, searching for the beginnings of the winding path that would guide him all the way to the fire pit in the centre of the forest, around which he was sure his friends were already situated, setting up tents and cracking open bottles of lager.

The walk through the darkness phased him very little, due to his familiarity with the twists and turns of the path, where he needed to duck a little to avoid low hanging branches, which spots had the most uneven rocks.
He manoeuvred his way through the trees for five minutes without pausing, and was congratulating himself on the extent of his knowledge of the wilderness when he heard a stick snap close behind him. Turning quickly, his foot slipped and he lost balance, falling to the ground. His elbow burned and his lower back began to ache.
“Fuck.” He whispered, gritting his teeth together.
“Now, there’s no need for that.”
There she was.

The moon behind her illuminated the fabric of her pristine gown, the nighttime wild blowing her thick hair out behind her. For a moment, Jean couldn’t see, couldn’t think of anything but the beauty of the woman, the sight which lay before him.
“I’ve been watching you, Jean.” She stepped towards him. “For a long time.”
“Did you follow me?” He tried to stand, but in a second she was above him, and he felt helpless to move himself.
“I’m always here. Don’t pretend you haven’t seen me before.”
“I-I haven’t. Only in the restaurant.”
She sighed, bending down towards him, “I suppose people think very little of me now. Only in history lessons, maybe the occasional halloween costume. And Herakles got a fucking film.”
“You’re crazy.” Jean breathed as she inched closer, so close that their lips were nearly touching. “I don’t know you.”
“Oh yes you do. I’m everywhere, Jean. Every time you lust after a girl, every time you peel away a woman’s clothes, every time you admire yourself in the mirror in your pokey little flat.”
“My friends are expecting me.” Was all the boy could say.

“Let him go.” A familiar voice echoed through the trees. Despite his relief at the interruption, Jean couldn’t look away from the perfectly sculpted features of the woman before him, the ethereal figure who oozed sexuality and chaos.
“I’ve cared for him since childhood. I will not lose him, too.” The voice said, closer now.
The woman in white effortlessly pulled Jean to his feet, but kept a strong hold upon his arm. He now saw the face of his rescuer.
“Percy?” He was taken aback at the sight of his old babysitter, barefoot in front of him, so comfortable in the darkness it was as though she was the darkness.
“Jean.” Her voice trembled. “You need to leave. Don’t speak to his woman again.”
The white woman tightened her grip. “Tell him the truth, Persephone! He should know who we are!”
“Leave! Now!”
“You know he’ll never leave us. I’m there every night when he thinks nobody’s watching, when he muffles his groans alone in his bedroom. And you’ll be there waiting for him at the end, ready to drag him down below with the rest of the poor souls you’ve stolen away.”
Persephone fixed her eyes on Jean, “I’ve watched you grow, and fallen more deeply for you each passing day. You must run, and keep running, far away from us, away from what we’ve inflicted upon you.”

Jean pulled his arm away from the White woman, and threw one last look towards Persephone before he began to sprint through the forest, his mind still blank. His rapid heartbeat was the only sound which grounded him, kept him moving, regardless of how tired his legs became.

Suddenly, there was a voice, a whisper into his ear. “We never left, you know.”
He turned his head slightly, without stopping, but there was nobody behind him.
It came again, so close he was sure he could feel her breath. “You thought about me earlier - in that painting. The Goddess of Love, they called me. You know my name. Think it, say it, remember it.”
Aphrodite.
“You have to keep running.” Persephone’s instruction joined in now.
“We didn’t just disappear because mortals stopped worshipping us. We’re still here. We’re everywhere.”
“Jean, you can’t look back.”
“I haven’t seen a face as beautiful as yours since… you know. Well, Persephone knows.”
Don’t stop. He thought. Keep moving.
The whispers became screeches, rising in an unrelenting crescendo of orders and temptation.
“You know what I could do for you, Jean. You know what you want.”
“Stay away from her, from us.”

He heard nothing now, beside the desperate yowls of the goddesses. Maybe if they’d stopped, paused for even a moment, he would’ve heard the snorts and growls of the beast galloping towards him, his mouth wide and his tusks sharp.
The first Jean knew of the creature was the knife-like tooth which dove deeply into his leg, and the scarlet liquid which squirted from it as the weapon was removed, dragging him to the floor. The pain spread quickly, almost paralysing the entire limb, but he tried to scramble away from the boar, hands grasping at stones and sticks, anything that he could use as a line as defence.
It roared as it lept toward him, its curved bones glinting in the moonlight, ready to bury themselves deeply within Jean’s comparatively soft flesh, ready to devour him fully.

Up on the mountain, the deities stood beside one another, unable to look away.
“You did it again.” Persephone whispered. “It’s as though you can’t allow somebody as beautiful as you to walk the Earth.”
“I was in love.” Aphrodite choked back the lump in her throat. “He’s yours now.”
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My portfolio piece, 21st Century Adonis, is set in the present day, where Aphrodite[footnoteRef:0] and Persephone[footnoteRef:1] once again fall for the same young mortal. My writing tells the story of Jean leaving his job in a restaurant after encountering Aphrodite for what he believes is the first time, to his attempted rescue from her by Persephone, and finally the untimely end that he meets when he is attacked by a wild boar in the forest on his way to meet his friends. [0:  https://www.getty.edu/art/exhibitions/aphrodite/goddess.html ]  [1:  https://www.theoi.com/Khthonios/Persephone.html ] 

For this story, I took inspiration from a variety of sources - not all of them Greek mythology. Evidently, my main inspiration was the story of Adonis[footnoteRef:2], and how he was so beautiful that two goddesses - Persephone and Aphrodite - fell for him from a young age. However, I was also struck by inspiration from Lolita[footnoteRef:3] by Vladimir Nabokov, in that both the protagonist in this novel and in my piece were sexualised by older and more knowledgeable individuals, and are seen as victims to the desire of others. Another source that inspired my writing was Disney’s Hercules[footnoteRef:4], although this was primarily in the area of the dialogue which takes place between Persephone and Aphrodite, as I enjoyed the way in which the ‘Muses’ in the film spoke to one another in sarcastic and informal tones. [2:  https://www.britannica.com/topic/Adonis-Greek-mythology ]  [3:  https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/18133.Lolita ]  [4:  https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0119282/ ] 


One comparison that may be made between my piece and the original story of Adonis is the way in which they both meet their death in the same way - after being mutilated by a wild boar. There is debate over who originally ordered the boar to kill Adonis[footnoteRef:5], and whether it was Artemis - who had heard of Adonis’ claims that he was the best hunter in the world - or Ares, who may have been jealous of Aphrodite’s affection for the mortal. This debate continues within my work, although it is made evident that Jean’s death is the work of the gods, which is shown when Persephone says to Aphrodite “You did it again”, after witnessing his death. [5:  https://www.greekmythology.com/Myths/The_Myths/Adonis_and_Aphrodite/adonis_and_aphrodite.html ] 

A contrasting feature that may be drawn between the two stories is that Adonis had the opportunity to develop relationships with both Goddesses, to the point that it was arranged he would spend four months of the year with each of them; however, Jean is killed shortly after being made aware of the true identities of the attractive lady from the restaurant (Aphrodite) and his childhood babysitter (Persephone).
Another similarity that may be seen between my piece of work and Adonis’ original tale is that the goddesses’ main characteristics remain, despite their forms in my story coming across as more human-like. For example, my description of Aphrodite’s clothing for her evening meal was taken from artworks that I found online of her[footnoteRef:6], including her pale disposition and white robes. Additionally, I allowed her to reference Persephone’s role in the underworld through quotes such as “you’ll be waiting for him at the end”, and kept the concept of Persephone having had a role in her lover’s life since childhood by making her his babysitter, whom he called ‘Percy’. [6:  https://www.britannica.com/topic/Aphrodite-Greek-mythology ] 


Despite my obvious displays of similarity between the two works, there were also several areas within my work which I wished to go unnoticed to the untrained eye - meaning, those who are not familiar with Graeco-Roman mythology.
An example of this is when I referenced the outfit worn by Aphrodite’s male companion in the restaurant, which was covered in burns and coal markings. This is because in Greek Mythology, the husband of Aphrodite is Hephaestus[footnoteRef:7], the god of fire and blacksmiths. [7:  https://www.theoi.com/Olympios/Hephaistos.html ] 

Another idea that I have interwoven in my short story is Jean’s lack of modesty in congratulating himself on his knowledge of the outdoors, specifically the forest in which he passes through. This is a reference to the proud nature of Adonis, which may have caused Artemis to become angry with him and cause his death.

Throughout my time studying the Myths and Mythology module, I learnt about a variety of cultures and their mythology, including Greek, Roman, African, and South American communities. And while I have focused solely on Graeco-Roman mythology within my written creative piece, I would like to include some of my newly attained knowledge of areas such as Chinese folk tales and Yoruba Myths[footnoteRef:8] in my work in the future, as I can imagine these being a great source of inspiration for me, as they have been for many others in the arts - such as in the several renditions of Mulan, most notably produced by Disney in 1998[footnoteRef:9]. [8:  https://www.gateway-africa.com/stories/Yoruba_Creation_Myth.html ]  [9:  https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0120762/ ] 

