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The Myth

Zeus’s voracious sexual appetite was matched only by
his wife’s appetite for revenge, which she frequently wielded
on his lovers. But his passion for the mortal Europa would
not be denied, and he would find a way to shield her from
Hera’s wrath.

The beautiful daughter of the King of Sidon, Europa
awoke early one morning from a disturbing dream; two
continents, each in the shape of a woman, were trying to
possess her. Rather than return to sleep, Europa roused
her friends, all fair maidens of noble birth, and together
they walked to the sea. Zeus watched admiringly from his
vantage point at Olympus, while the girls gathered the
fragrant flowers that carpeted the spring meadow. But it
was Europa who most profoundly captured his attention,
for although the others were lovely, she was as Aphrodite
to the sister Graces. And while he reveled in the joy of
beholding her, the mischievous Eros sent an arrow straight
for his heart.

So that Hera would not know of his desire, Zeus dis-
guised himself as a bull—a chestnut bull with horns like
crescent moons, whose scent was sweeter than the hyacinth
that bloomed in the meadow. Europa was enchanted by his
comeliness and gentle nature and as she approached him,
he bowed low before her. She fashioned a garland from her
flowers and laid it upon him, then climbed onto his back. To
the astonishment of her friends, the magnificent creature
leaped into the air and over the sea, as though he was pos-
sessed of wings. Europa cried out in terror but he gently
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reassured her, confessing that he was the mighty Zeus and
everything he did was for love of her. He carried her to the
island of Crete where he ravished her and gave her his three
sons to carry.

Europa later married Asterius, the king of Crete, who
cherished her and adopted her sons. But Zeus loved her
always, and throughout her life she remained a favorite of
the father of gods and men.

* ok ok

Self is the only prison that can ever bind the soul,;
Love is the only angel who can bid the gates unroll,;
And when he comes to call thee, arise and follow fast;
His way may lie through darkness,
but it leads to light at last.

Henry Van Dyke, The Prison and the Angel
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