1.
Theseus and Asteron

Why does someone make a Labyrinth? For people to get lost in?
No. You make a Labyrinth with a centre. You put people in it to find the path.
Why do you put something in a Labyrinth? To hide it?
Ha. Putting something at the centre of a Labyrinth is the surest way to make people seek it.
For this is what Pasiphae did when she gave birth to a monster. Pasiphae, child of Helios. Pasiphae
Sunspawn. Pasiphae the Oracle, who saw with eyes as bright as daybreak.
Pasiphae, who was more sunfire than woman. Who mated with a godly bull because fuck you that's
why.
Pasiphae, who saw her child's twisted path as clear as dawning.
What do you put in a Labyrinth? What do you keep swaddled at its heart?
Oh, something precious. Something that must be kept safe.
She called him Asterion, for the stars that were his eyes.
She suckled him on sunshine and when he was big enough, she weaned him onto scraps of scorched
meat.
The rumours abounded, of course, that Asterion was feeding on the flesh of humans. And perhaps it
is possible that when wicked people came to take him away from his mother, he fought and killed
them with the godly strength that others would call monstrous.
Would you not have fought for a parent?
Alas, rumours are what they are. Something had to be done.
What kind of person designs a Labyrinth as a prison? An engineer?
An engineer is really just a person who solves puzzles. And when Pasiphae came to Daedalus with a
puzzle, he saw a way all the parts could fit together.
In return, she made sure he had plenty of wax and feathers in his cell. For all the good it did him.

What do you call a Labyrinth that you don't plan to leave? A trap?
Or, perhaps, if you were safe and if your sister Ariadne (who could find the secret ways of the maze
with string to guide her) brought you enough food and enough books, you might call it home. For a
while at least. You might, deep in the dark with an ever-shrinking supply of candles, even remember
that you are more than a monster. At times.
But Pasiphae dreamed of more than this for her darling child. For the precious, holy creature who
held heavens in his countenance.
So, when one of her other sons (one of Minos’s brats) died due to Athenian treachery, Pasiphae saw
a way that salvation could perhaps be bought with that tragedy. Knowing the Greeks and their
fondness for Heroes, she knew that demanding reparation in a tithe of human lives would surely
bring a shining paragon who would rescue her child.
Admittedly, she did not expect it to take so long. She saved what poor unfortunates she could from
their fate in the maze (though it must be said, that was as much to spare Asterion the guilt as to
spare them their lives).
Finally, Theseus arrived. Ariadne was persuaded to make doe eyes and escort him into the Labyrinth’s
core.
What do you call a person who willingly goes into an impossible Labyrinth to confront a holy
monster? A hero?
You might be better off calling him an optimist.
For when Theseus met with Asterion, he fell for him immediately. How could he not, when his eyes
seemed full of galaxies? And so, in the heart of a maze made by a master, their two hearts were
joined.
The extraction wasn’t easy to arrange, but everyone involved was determined. And Minos was very
much prepared to believe that the bull remains he found in the maze were those of Asterion.
Once the lovers set anchor at Naxos, so that Ariadne could disembark to meet her own lover,
Dionysus, it should have been plain sailing for them.
But Poseidon had never liked Asterion and he threw up a storm to scupper their ship and their
hopes.
With home tantalisingly close, Theseus had the crew rig up black sails, to indicate that the Gods were
displeased and that sacrifice should be made.
Theseus’s father, King Aegeus, tried every sacrifice he could think of. Wine, gold, animals… nothing
worked. He grew desperate.

What do you call it when you would give anything? When you would pay your every iota and dash
yourself upon the rocks, praying that you might wrestle fate aside?
You might call it sacrifice. You might call it ritual. You might call it love.
Whatever you call it, the storm broke. Theseus and Asterion made safe harbour.
Their happiness would be tinged with tragedy, but it was always going to be. And it was happiness,
nonetheless.
And far away, looking down on them through the sun as it burned through the clouds, Pasiphae
smiled.
Why does someone make a Labyrinth?
So that something precious might be found in its heart.

