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Princess Medea lives in the dream-like Kingdom of Colchis along the Black Sea. It is the richest
land in the world presided over by a gift from the gods, the Golden Fleece. Gold is as plentiful in
this land as the sands on the beach. She and her sister go to do the palace laundry one day and
discover a strange ship from a foreign land coming ashore on the Phasis River. Her father holds
a banquet and Medea meets a golden-haired prince from far away who claims he has come
here to win the Golden Fleece to take home to Greece with him. He is willing to fight for the
Colchians or to buy the Fleece outright.Medea’s father, King Aeetes, at once summons his
guards and warriors and throws the foreigner and his sailors in jail. Medea knows she must save
this foreign prince or no one else will. But in order to save him she must betray her father and her
people. It is a hard choice for one so young to make. But for Medea there is no turning
back.Jason and Medea: A Novel is Dora’s Benley’s latest Greek and Roman novel about the
ancient world for young adults. If you enjoyed this romantic suspense novel, you will also enjoy
her other works such as Julius Caesar: A Novel, Caesar and Cleopatra: A Novel, Medea the
Witch, Helen of Troy, Minotaur, Cleopatra’s Stone, Book of the Dead, and Julia: A Novel.



Other books by Dora BenleyJason and Medea: A Novelby Dora BenleyPublished by Edward
Ware Thrillers YA, an imprint of Cheops Books, LLCStories out of the past.Copyright © 2017 by
Dora Benley.All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photo-copying, recording or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without prior permission in writing from the Publisher,
except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review.CHAPTER 1: A NEW FACE IN
COLCHISMedea was a young and beautiful princess who lived in a faraway land called Colchis
on the coast of the Black Sea. She was happy there with her father, King Aeetes, and her
mother, Queen Eidyia. Her brother and her sister made her life complete, and she did not want
for anything but lived in peace and prosperity all her days.For, you see, Colchis was a golden
land watched over by a guardian spirit. This spirit was called the Great Serpent. He was a giant
snake with golden scales whom the Sun God Helios had chained to an old oak tree when he first
created the land and peopled it with his children. Helios so loved his children that he had given
them a gift, a Golden Fleece so bright that a mortal could hardly look upon it. Helios set it in the
highest branches of the old oak tree so that it could shine its radiance upon his people and bring
them happiness. But the Great Serpent must be forever vigilant of those who would steal it and
take it away. As long as the Great Serpent slumbered at the foot of the oak and guarded his
treasure, there were no wars, and the passing of one day into the next was but the sighing and
turning over in one's sleep to dream another golden dream.On the morning of Medea's sixteenth
birthday she awaked early. The sun was shining, and she thought it would be a lovely spring
morning to go into the mountains and do the palace laundry. In those far off days, doing the
laundry was the job of the royal women and was much more fun than it was to become in later
times. She awakened all her maids and even called to her sister Chalciope, "The fish that were
up at dawn have now filled their bellies and are asleep again before you've even risen once.
Come, let's head for the Phasis River."Meanwhile the maids had lighted the kitchen fires to
prepare a grand picnic luncheon of freshly baked bread, grapes and nuts, cheese, the curds of
milk mixed with honey to sweeten it, and flagons of wine. For doing laundry was an all day task,
and they would not return until nightfall. They did not forget their own bath oils nor the princess's
ball to warm themselves with a game of catch after the cool dip in the Phasis. The Caucasus
Mountains were still chilly this time of year, and the highest peaks had snow.The two princesses
jumped into the ox cart alongside the piles of laundry, and the maids took turns riding while the
others walked beside the cart. As the oxen lumbered slowly up into the hills, the young women
sang to pass the time. Time always went by slowly here in Colchis.Medea was the first to leap
down from the cart. The geese who lived in the royal enclosure in the mountains where they did
their laundry came to greet her and peck her hand for bread crumbs. She kicked off her sandals
and skipped across the shallows of the stream on the many rocks that lined the riverbed to help
Chalciope and the others fasten the sheepskins in place with wooden pegs. Here the stream
would wash through the white hairs and gild them with particles and nuggets of gold. For Colchis
was a land rich in gold. Medea looked down at the gold bracelets on her wrist clasped by two



rams' heads butting noses.The girls worked in groups. They stretched the laundry out on the
rocks. Then they pounded it with smaller stones to release the dirt until it came their turn to
bathe. Medea and Chalciope leaped up. Medea threw her woolen shift to the ground and chased
her sister out into the water, racing her to see who could reach the middle first. She waded out to
a still pool caught in the center of a circle of rocks and gazed down at her reflection.She had a
high nose and cheeks that showed traces of baby fat, but her eyes were bright and luminous.
Others often said they were her most attractive feature — next to her curly black hair, of course,
that fell in ringlets about her shoulders. She sat on a rock and parted her hair into three wet
braids. Her skillful fingers braided it tightly until it reached her hips as she thought, This is my
sixteenth birthday. I wonder if Father will betroth me to the neighboring prince this year. She
mused about it but shuddered, for she did not want to leave home.As Medea and Chalciope laid
their clothes out in the sun to dry and opened the picnic baskets, a serving woman came rushing
up. "M'lady, come quick! Your father says you must leave the laundry here and hurry back. Take
refuge in the palace. A sail has been sighted coming up the river."As all her women screamed,
Medea said, "It could be a friendly ship.""No, m'lady," she panted all out of breath as she
curtsied and curtsied again, "it looks like a warship." She described its bold red and black paint
and the dark eyes painted menacingly on its very prow. It flew a full-bellied sail all sewn with
warriors clad in bronze.Her women were off at a gallop, overturning vases of oil and flasks of
wine in their eagerness to hide. Even Chalciope struggled into her shift as she hurried away.
Medea dressed more slowly and ambled down the hill at her leisure, leading the oxen cart. She
did not want to hurry or she might miss this sail. It was not often that strangers came to Colchis
— only a few merchants from time to time.Her tardiness was rewarded. As she neared the crest
of the last hill, she caught sight of the ship. The great warrior sail had been furled, but indeed it
was a warship, a brightly colored, thirty-oared galley sleekly designed for speed. The crew had
disembarked, no doubt after hitting a sandbar, and were trudging waist deep in the water man-
hauling the ship up the river by the use of hawsers and plain brute strength. Their bare shoulders
blazed bronze in the sun. As they turned the ship towards the bank and tried to beach her in the
reeds, Medea caught sight of a fair young man standing at least two handspans above the rest.
His flaxen hair caught the light and gleamed gold."Hey, Tiphys," he said to an old man, "we
came here to find gold, and it looks as if all they've got is mud." They laughed, sharing a joke.
She was wondering if he were the leader, forgetting all about the neighboring prince, when she
heard her father call, "Medea!""Coming, Father!" she said. But before she could run the rest of
the way, King Aeetes himself emerged from the bushes with a thunderous look on his face. He
was imposing enough as it was with his bushy gray beard and overarching brows. But when he
was angry, his voice seemed to travel from one end of the capital city of Aea to the other."I
thought I told you to hurry back to the palace. You're deliberately disobeying me just to look at
the strangers.""But, Father, they can't hurt me from this distance." She balled her fists in
frustration. "Besides, what war party would arrive by the light of day in full view of
everyone?""Not another word."Medea hung her head and hurried back up the pathway to the



stone fortress on the hill, the palace, made of massive cyclopean-gray blocks. She knew she
would see the strangers again once they had made their way out of the thickets of osiers and
willows. The fire was being lighted in the hall. They were to receive the sailors.Medea waited with
her mother and sister upstairs in the women's quarters while Aeetes — perched on his throne —
met with the buccaneers in the main hall. He was surrounded by a full complement of guards in
case things should get nasty. Only when it was ascertained that there was no ambush intended
did Aeetes summon the women down to supper. Medea saw that this band of wayfarers had
been forced to leave all their weapons except for their swords at the door. The sword was
something that no man asked another to give up unless he wanted a fight on the spot.The smell
of the roasting carcass of bull reached her nostrils as she approached the dining hall, but she
had eyes only for the foreigners. She had spent all afternoon wondering where the blond one
hailed from and what his name was. In a way she felt as if she already knew him.Her seat was at
the banqueting table with her parents and siblings, but she had to pass by the table of seafarers
to reach it. No doubt their leader could feel her breeze and hear the swish of her skirts, for her
arm barely brushed his. His very person smelled of the salt sea air, adventure, and other worlds
as yet unexplored by her. He must come from very far away indeed, for no one in Colchis was
half so fair. Colchians were a darker-skinned race. She wondered again what there was to see of
the world beyond Colchis.As she took a seat beside her mother, who patted her hand and
smiled benignly, her eyes and the stranger's met — if but for a moment. Her cheeks flushed hot
in confusion as she quickly looked away and bowed her head. But not before she saw her elder
brother frown. Apsyrtus was heir to the throne of Colchis and sometimes could act more kingly
than Aeetes himself — and more conscious of his own dignity.Still Medea could not bring herself
to be angry at Apsyrtus. When she was a child he was her protector. Once she had strayed off
into the hills and had been cornered by a mountain lion. Apsyrtus had coolly stalked him down
and killed him single-handedly with a spear. He would rather die than allow any harm to come to
her. She could not imagine that this fair-haired foreigner was any lion who needed killing. While
Aeetes addressed him, Medea tried very hard to keep her eyes to herself."Why do you sail up
the river in a warship and yet claim you come for peaceful purposes?" the King demanded."I am
Jason, Prince of Iolcus in far-off Greece, a land halfway across the world, in the great western
sea called the Aegean." The fair one who was two handspans taller than the rest stood up and
made Medea's heart flutter. "I come on a peaceful mission to trade with you for something which
you have and which we sorely need. My uncle, King Pelias of Iolcus, has heard of a Golden
Fleece renowned for its healing properties that brings peace and happiness to your kingdom.
Alas," he sighed, "my homeland is torn with war and strife. Brother fights against brother.
Children go hungry. Plague claims the lives of all. We have a greater need than you, King
Aeetes. But we will not steal it. We will give you gold. Or, if you prefer, we are all strong men and
hardy. We will take the field against the Sauromatae or any other tribe that threatens
Colchis.""You fool!" Apsyrtus leaped up ahead of his sire, for he was always quick to temper. He
placed his hand on his sword hilt as he spat at Jason like a man hardly worth his notice. "My



father is the richest man in all the world. We have gold here in Colchis for the wasting. Even the
women find it flowing in our rivers and streams and bring it down from the mountains in their
laundry carts. We have no need for whatever paltry amount you can offer us."Aeetes had been
considering well his speech and now turned to his son and quelled the young man's temper with
a look. But then in a far more deadly mood than his son, he drew his lips back over his teeth and
said, "It is no Golden Fleece that brought you to Colchis, but no doubt a plot to seize my throne.
I've heard it all before from the young nobles in all the cities that border the Black Sea. All envy
us. All say they want the Fleece. But I have ruled here for forty years, and I intend to make
sixty!"He rose to his own majestic height, for he was a giant of a man who in his own day could
best any athlete in the arena and had taken more shields in battle than any other Colchian
warrior. None could compare to him. None could question his right to rule. He turned to his
guards and said, "Send them back to their King Pelias with their hands chopped off and their
tongues cut out. Leave only their feet to carry them so that they might witness how Aeetes deals
with pirates. Let your Pelias confine his ambitions to Greece. It is a barbaric country and a
backward one."The guards started forward. Medea clasped her mother's hand and was about to
scream when Jason stepped forward to head them off. He held out his arms imploringly and
said, "Hera, Queen of the Gods, has sent me here where no Greek before has ever ventured. Do
you think Argo could cut through the swirling black waters of the Clashing Rocks or fight against
sea monsters without the aid of the gods? Think again, my king. I am a mortal man, and your
swords can easily cut me down. But do even you, though your conceit be as broad and deep as
the Black Sea itself, dare to spite the gods?"
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COLCHISMedea was a young and beautiful princess who lived in a faraway land called Colchis
on the coast of the Black Sea. She was happy there with her father, King Aeetes, and her
mother, Queen Eidyia. Her brother and her sister made her life complete, and she did not want
for anything but lived in peace and prosperity all her days.For, you see, Colchis was a golden
land watched over by a guardian spirit. This spirit was called the Great Serpent. He was a giant
snake with golden scales whom the Sun God Helios had chained to an old oak tree when he first
created the land and peopled it with his children. Helios so loved his children that he had given
them a gift, a Golden Fleece so bright that a mortal could hardly look upon it. Helios set it in the
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treasure, there were no wars, and the passing of one day into the next was but the sighing and
turning over in one's sleep to dream another golden dream.On the morning of Medea's sixteenth
birthday she awaked early. The sun was shining, and she thought it would be a lovely spring
morning to go into the mountains and do the palace laundry. In those far off days, doing the
laundry was the job of the royal women and was much more fun than it was to become in later
times. She awakened all her maids and even called to her sister Chalciope, "The fish that were
up at dawn have now filled their bellies and are asleep again before you've even risen once.
Come, let's head for the Phasis River."Meanwhile the maids had lighted the kitchen fires to
prepare a grand picnic luncheon of freshly baked bread, grapes and nuts, cheese, the curds of
milk mixed with honey to sweeten it, and flagons of wine. For doing laundry was an all day task,
and they would not return until nightfall. They did not forget their own bath oils nor the princess's
ball to warm themselves with a game of catch after the cool dip in the Phasis. The Caucasus
Mountains were still chilly this time of year, and the highest peaks had snow.The two princesses
jumped into the ox cart alongside the piles of laundry, and the maids took turns riding while the
others walked beside the cart. As the oxen lumbered slowly up into the hills, the young women
sang to pass the time. Time always went by slowly here in Colchis.Medea was the first to leap
down from the cart. The geese who lived in the royal enclosure in the mountains where they did
their laundry came to greet her and peck her hand for bread crumbs. She kicked off her sandals
and skipped across the shallows of the stream on the many rocks that lined the riverbed to help
Chalciope and the others fasten the sheepskins in place with wooden pegs. Here the stream
would wash through the white hairs and gild them with particles and nuggets of gold. For Colchis
was a land rich in gold. Medea looked down at the gold bracelets on her wrist clasped by two
rams' heads butting noses.The girls worked in groups. They stretched the laundry out on the
rocks. Then they pounded it with smaller stones to release the dirt until it came their turn to
bathe. Medea and Chalciope leaped up. Medea threw her woolen shift to the ground and chased
her sister out into the water, racing her to see who could reach the middle first. She waded out to
a still pool caught in the center of a circle of rocks and gazed down at her reflection.She had a
high nose and cheeks that showed traces of baby fat, but her eyes were bright and luminous.
Others often said they were her most attractive feature — next to her curly black hair, of course,
that fell in ringlets about her shoulders. She sat on a rock and parted her hair into three wet
braids. Her skillful fingers braided it tightly until it reached her hips as she thought, This is my
sixteenth birthday. I wonder if Father will betroth me to the neighboring prince this year. She
mused about it but shuddered, for she did not want to leave home.As Medea and Chalciope laid
their clothes out in the sun to dry and opened the picnic baskets, a serving woman came rushing
up. "M'lady, come quick! Your father says you must leave the laundry here and hurry back. Take
refuge in the palace. A sail has been sighted coming up the river."As all her women screamed,
Medea said, "It could be a friendly ship.""No, m'lady," she panted all out of breath as she
curtsied and curtsied again, "it looks like a warship." She described its bold red and black paint
and the dark eyes painted menacingly on its very prow. It flew a full-bellied sail all sewn with



warriors clad in bronze.Her women were off at a gallop, overturning vases of oil and flasks of
wine in their eagerness to hide. Even Chalciope struggled into her shift as she hurried away.
Medea dressed more slowly and ambled down the hill at her leisure, leading the oxen cart. She
did not want to hurry or she might miss this sail. It was not often that strangers came to Colchis
— only a few merchants from time to time.Her tardiness was rewarded. As she neared the crest
of the last hill, she caught sight of the ship. The great warrior sail had been furled, but indeed it
was a warship, a brightly colored, thirty-oared galley sleekly designed for speed. The crew had
disembarked, no doubt after hitting a sandbar, and were trudging waist deep in the water man-
hauling the ship up the river by the use of hawsers and plain brute strength. Their bare shoulders
blazed bronze in the sun. As they turned the ship towards the bank and tried to beach her in the
reeds, Medea caught sight of a fair young man standing at least two handspans above the rest.
His flaxen hair caught the light and gleamed gold."Hey, Tiphys," he said to an old man, "we
came here to find gold, and it looks as if all they've got is mud." They laughed, sharing a joke.
She was wondering if he were the leader, forgetting all about the neighboring prince, when she
heard her father call, "Medea!""Coming, Father!" she said. But before she could run the rest of
the way, King Aeetes himself emerged from the bushes with a thunderous look on his face. He
was imposing enough as it was with his bushy gray beard and overarching brows. But when he
was angry, his voice seemed to travel from one end of the capital city of Aea to the other."I
thought I told you to hurry back to the palace. You're deliberately disobeying me just to look at
the strangers.""But, Father, they can't hurt me from this distance." She balled her fists in
frustration. "Besides, what war party would arrive by the light of day in full view of
everyone?""Not another word."Medea hung her head and hurried back up the pathway to the
stone fortress on the hill, the palace, made of massive cyclopean-gray blocks. She knew she
would see the strangers again once they had made their way out of the thickets of osiers and
willows. The fire was being lighted in the hall. They were to receive the sailors.Medea waited with
her mother and sister upstairs in the women's quarters while Aeetes — perched on his throne —
met with the buccaneers in the main hall. He was surrounded by a full complement of guards in
case things should get nasty. Only when it was ascertained that there was no ambush intended
did Aeetes summon the women down to supper. Medea saw that this band of wayfarers had
been forced to leave all their weapons except for their swords at the door. The sword was
something that no man asked another to give up unless he wanted a fight on the spot.The smell
of the roasting carcass of bull reached her nostrils as she approached the dining hall, but she
had eyes only for the foreigners. She had spent all afternoon wondering where the blond one
hailed from and what his name was. In a way she felt as if she already knew him.Her seat was at
the banqueting table with her parents and siblings, but she had to pass by the table of seafarers
to reach it. No doubt their leader could feel her breeze and hear the swish of her skirts, for her
arm barely brushed his. His very person smelled of the salt sea air, adventure, and other worlds
as yet unexplored by her. He must come from very far away indeed, for no one in Colchis was
half so fair. Colchians were a darker-skinned race. She wondered again what there was to see of



the world beyond Colchis.As she took a seat beside her mother, who patted her hand and
smiled benignly, her eyes and the stranger's met — if but for a moment. Her cheeks flushed hot
in confusion as she quickly looked away and bowed her head. But not before she saw her elder
brother frown. Apsyrtus was heir to the throne of Colchis and sometimes could act more kingly
than Aeetes himself — and more conscious of his own dignity.Still Medea could not bring herself
to be angry at Apsyrtus. When she was a child he was her protector. Once she had strayed off
into the hills and had been cornered by a mountain lion. Apsyrtus had coolly stalked him down
and killed him single-handedly with a spear. He would rather die than allow any harm to come to
her. She could not imagine that this fair-haired foreigner was any lion who needed killing. While
Aeetes addressed him, Medea tried very hard to keep her eyes to herself."Why do you sail up
the river in a warship and yet claim you come for peaceful purposes?" the King demanded."I am
Jason, Prince of Iolcus in far-off Greece, a land halfway across the world, in the great western
sea called the Aegean." The fair one who was two handspans taller than the rest stood up and
made Medea's heart flutter. "I come on a peaceful mission to trade with you for something which
you have and which we sorely need. My uncle, King Pelias of Iolcus, has heard of a Golden
Fleece renowned for its healing properties that brings peace and happiness to your kingdom.
Alas," he sighed, "my homeland is torn with war and strife. Brother fights against brother.
Children go hungry. Plague claims the lives of all. We have a greater need than you, King
Aeetes. But we will not steal it. We will give you gold. Or, if you prefer, we are all strong men and
hardy. We will take the field against the Sauromatae or any other tribe that threatens
Colchis.""You fool!" Apsyrtus leaped up ahead of his sire, for he was always quick to temper. He
placed his hand on his sword hilt as he spat at Jason like a man hardly worth his notice. "My
father is the richest man in all the world. We have gold here in Colchis for the wasting. Even the
women find it flowing in our rivers and streams and bring it down from the mountains in their
laundry carts. We have no need for whatever paltry amount you can offer us."Aeetes had been
considering well his speech and now turned to his son and quelled the young man's temper with
a look. But then in a far more deadly mood than his son, he drew his lips back over his teeth and
said, "It is no Golden Fleece that brought you to Colchis, but no doubt a plot to seize my throne.
I've heard it all before from the young nobles in all the cities that border the Black Sea. All envy
us. All say they want the Fleece. But I have ruled here for forty years, and I intend to make
sixty!"He rose to his own majestic height, for he was a giant of a man who in his own day could
best any athlete in the arena and had taken more shields in battle than any other Colchian
warrior. None could compare to him. None could question his right to rule. He turned to his
guards and said, "Send them back to their King Pelias with their hands chopped off and their
tongues cut out. Leave only their feet to carry them so that they might witness how Aeetes deals
with pirates. Let your Pelias confine his ambitions to Greece. It is a barbaric country and a
backward one."The guards started forward. Medea clasped her mother's hand and was about to
scream when Jason stepped forward to head them off. He held out his arms imploringly and
said, "Hera, Queen of the Gods, has sent me here where no Greek before has ever ventured. Do



you think Argo could cut through the swirling black waters of the Clashing Rocks or fight against
sea monsters without the aid of the gods? Think again, my king. I am a mortal man, and your
swords can easily cut me down. But do even you, though your conceit be as broad and deep as
the Black Sea itself, dare to spite the gods?"Medea thought, Oh dear Hecate, help me but I love
him! She might be Princess of Colchis and Chief Priestess of Hecate, but at this moment her
heart was all Greek.Aeetes's guards stopped at Jason's words, and the gesture was not lost on
the cunning king. He smiled at Jason in his wily fashion, as if he now had a grudging admiration
for this bold stranger. Aeetes withdrew with his own councillors to the next room. While Medea
twisted her napkin in her lap, he spoke with them."You shall have the Fleece," Aeetes said when
he returned. "Take it — if you can prove yourself worthy. A day hence you shall take my chariot
and drive to the Plain of Ares. Yoke my pair of bronze-footed, fire-breathing bulls and plow the
field, four acres in extent. And as you plow you shall sow the serpent's teeth. From each furrow
will spring fully-clad warriors in bronze. You must fight and defeat each one of these."Medea was
aghast. She knew that the Great Serpent shed its fangs just as it molted its skin. As Chief
Priestess it was her job to collect them in the Sacred Wood, for she had been raised to be
immune to their venom. But to a foreigner such as Jason who was not of the race of the Sun,
even one prick of a spear point from these warriors would be as venomous as a bite from the
Great Serpent. The poison would travel straight to his heart and shut off the breath in his lungs.
He would die white-faced with his hand to his throat. She had often found the bodies of sea
raiders when she came to feed the Great Serpent. Their eyes bulged from their sockets, but they
were always turned towards the Golden Fleece.Some of Jason's crew, who called themselves
Argonauts, sprang up with their swords unsheathed and started to make a circle around their
leader to protect him. But Jason stayed their swords."I accept," he said. "As captain of the Argo
and Prince of Iolcus, I do not fear to meet my fate in battle, whatever that may be. Hera has
brought me this far, and I trust she will not abandon me now."Jason spoke brave words, but he
was not looking behind him. His men had put their heads together and whispered darkly. Still
their hands had not moved from their sword hilts. Aeetes's soldiers saw them. The captain of the
palace guards stood directly behind the king. He was whispering to his men to fall upon the
Argonauts at Aeetes's signal and to slay them to the last man.Medea had to do something, or
there would be a battle in this very room. It fell to her to sigh and pretend to swoon. She landed
right in her father's lap."Medea, child!" he tapped her cheeks and sprinkled water over her. "Party
dismissed. Return to your ships, and I'll summon you when the arena is made ready."Medea
nearly smiled to herself. There would be no battle today.***Medea's lady mother, Eidyia, and
Chalciope helped the maids carry her back to her bedchamber. They laid her down on her soft
mattress, removed her sandals and clothes, and laved her in cool water. Then they covered her
with a sheepskin that tickled her nose and almost made her sneeze. She held her breath.Eidyia
and Chalciope chatted as they sat in one corner of the room at their looms weaving and sewing.
With neither one had Medea ever had a disagreement more serious than a squabble about who
should wear what gown or whether she was allowed to stay up for a party. Though both were



discussing Jason in the most amiable tones of voice, they skewered him with each thrust of the
embroidery needle."I hope Papa shall never make me marry," Chalciope said. "Men from foreign
parts can be so disagreeable — rude if you ask me. Imagine, asking to trade for our
Fleece!""Now, now, dear," her mother said in her soothing tones. "After all, he is a savage from
an uncivilized land. What can you expect?""What if he attacks us while we are all asleep?""Don't
worry," Medea saw her mother hug Chalciope out of the corner of her eye. "Your father knows
how to take care of him."Medea gulped. She pretended to sigh and stir. Both women jumped to
their feet and sat down beside her, laving her face. But before Medea opened her eyes,
Chalciope leaned across her sister's chest to whisper to their mother. "Did you see how Medea
eyed this Jason?"Medea felt her limbs tingle with fear, but a fear that was not all together
unpleasant."Hush, Chalciope," her mother said. "I know sisters will be sisters, but don't say such
spiteful things about Medea!"Medea's eyes popped open. "Where's father? Where's Apsyrtus?"
Since she had really been awake the whole time, she knew neither father nor brother had come
to see her. That was not like Papa. Usually he asked about everything she did until he drove her
out of her mind."Your father has called the men of Colchis to an important meeting." Her mother
propped a pillow under her head and smoothed her dark locks down over the white pillow case,
twirling her daughter's curls around her fingers. So she had done ever since Medea was a little
girl whenever she wanted to put Medea to sleep.But now Medea had more important worries.
"What kind of meeting?" She tried to sit up, but Eidyia pushed her down again.Her sister and
mother exchanged glances, and Chalciope walked away clucking and shaking her head in
disgust. Her mother replied in her most evasive tone of voice, "Oh, just a political meeting.
Nothing for you to worry about."It was everything to worry about. "And Apsyrtus?"Her mother
raised her finger to her lips and said, "Sh-h-h-h-h!"But Medea need not have asked. From
outside her bedroom window, she heard the pounding hooves of a horse rushing away. That and
a wild whooping which was the Colchian war call.***Medea forced herself to lie still until her
mother blew out the last candle and closed the bedchamber door. Then she sprang up in one
leap and dressed herself in her most inconspicuous clothing and veil. She waited with her ear to
the door until all was quiet, then cracked it open. Only the night torches were still lighted along
the hallway. Voices guided her footsteps along the corridor and down the stairs to a room with
light shining from underneath the door.It was the King's study. Her father was making a speech.
The room was not big enough for all the male Colchians. He must have been making the same
speech again and again all evening as each group crowded in, while the rest waited outside. He
was declaring that Jason would be killed in the arena by one of the fire-breathing bulls who
would either gore him, trample him with its feet of bronze, or scorch him until his skin was
withered and black. At the moment Jason fell he, Aeetes, King of Colchis, would make sure the
rest of the Argonauts did not escape. He would personally strip a forest hill of brushwood and
burn the Argo with every man on board to cure these pirates of their airs. He ordered each and
every citizen of Aea, the capital city of Colchis, to be on the lookout. No man must escape. A
cheer went up.No! Medea thought. No! Not while I still live. She thought of Jason's curly locks



and the twist to his lips when he smiled at her. They had never spoken, but like magic he drew
her after him.Before she knew where she was going, the power of his magic had drawn her out
of the palace itself into the night. She ducked under the boughs of the trees and skirted around
the crowds of men gathered to hear Aeetes. Her ears were attuned to a different sound. Down in
the river where Argo was moored, the rigging clacked in the wind.She was the Chief Priestess of
Hecate, and the guards stepped aside and did not question her when she entered the temple at
this midnight hour. Hecate was the principle goddess of the Colchians, just as Hera seemed to
be the chief goddess of the Greeks. Surely Hecate would help Jason.Medea lighted a brazier
and in a black cauldron boiled together all the ingredients she needed to make the salve. She
added ample measures of the most deadly snake venom and then mixed in magical herbs as an
antidote. She poured oil into the cauldron and stirred, inviting the spirit of Hecate to enter her
mixture. She wanted her salve to make the wearer as impervious to pain, as strong, as mighty as
the goddess herself.This feat of magic was not done lightly. She had to draw upon powers given
to the daughter of Helios the Sun from the beginning of time, powers that would make people
call her a witch if she were not already a princess. It was secret knowledge passed on from
mother to daughter. When her mother had given it to her on her birthday, she had said, "Now,
daughter, you are a woman. You must know that this potion has the power of life and death. Into
your hands passes the safe-keeping of the kingdom of Colchis. Though the men may be
warriors, we women are the guardians of good and evil. We decide who to prosper and who to
do unto death and black defeat. If this potion is ever given to an enemy of Colchis, Colchis will
be no more."
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