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Calix entered the dark cave, the cool air always a welcomed relief from the warm, humid air outside. After making the journey so many ties, he no longer needed a light to find his way through the dark, he could find his way there blindfolded when needed.

At the back of the cave was a statue, one he visited every day unless there was a storm. It was of a young woman, frozen in the motion of taking a step back, one hand half raised, her eyes wide in shock, her expression a mixture of fear and confusion. It was lifeless, the grey stone dull, and yet he came back to see it every day to lay a flower at its feet, seeking forgiveness that couldn’t be given. If only a statue was all it was, but it wasn’t. 

Many seasons ago, more than he could keep track of, the statue had been a girl of flesh and blood who had washed up on shore and staggered along the beach, seeking help, until their eyes had met. He'd been years younger than the girl then, though he didn’t know his exact age. He’d never paid attention to things like that but he thought that he might be nearly the same age as her now, since he was almost the same height as the statue. He could almost look directly into her eyes. Thanks to the protection of the cave, the statue was untouched by the elements. Was that good? Or was he condemning the girl to an eternity of torment? 

His mother hadn’t been dead for long when the girl had come and he hadn’t begun carrying a blindfold yet. Now he made sure he always had something on hand to cover his eyes with. Thankfully, animals were unaffected since they were his only company and, sadly, source of meat. He only ate those that were old, sick, or that he found already dead, unable to bring himself to kill . . . again. His fangs ensured those that were alive had a swift death as he injected venom into them, venom that didn’t affect him when he ate them thankfully.

He lifted his hand to trace the cold stone cheek, unable to remember the colour of the girl’s skin, her hair, eyes, even her clothes. It had all happened so quickly and he’d been so panicked. He took a shaky breath, leaning slightly against the statue, the closest thing to human contact he’d had since his mother’s death. 

“I wish I knew your name,” he whispered. He couldn’t give her funeral rites or pray for her without knowing her name. Did anyone remember her? Or was her soul now lost forever just like her body? His hand moved to the back of the stone hair and he pressed his forehead to a cold one. “I’m sorry.”

Calix stepped back from the statue and retraced his steps out of the cave. He needed to tend to his garden. There was a storm brewing in the distance, and he couldn’t risk losing the crop of vegetables and herbs. The fruit trees would be fine at least, but he’d check them for anything edible before the storm hit. Crossing the bridge always brought back happy memories of his mother. They had spent so long looking for the perfect stones to put into the river, the small gaps between them allowing the water to flow while the layers kept it stable. Their careful work meant that his feet remained dry as he walked across. The stones were warm under foot from the sun, with patches of coolness from where the water lapped at them. He could just as easily cross the river that almost cut the island in two now but as a child it had been too deep for him. He missed those days so much, missed his mother and her loving smile, the loving hands that had taught him so much.

By the time he was finishing checking his plants and retrieving food, the wind was picking up, and he pulled up his hood, gently pushing back one of the serpents mixed into the mass of silvery white hair that tumbled down his shoulders. They were too curious and playful for their own good sometimes, chatting away in their own language that he could only understand to a point. He tugged the cloak tighter around his body, balancing his basket of food against his hip as he headed home. 

It wasn’t much, but it had been the home Mother had made for them when they had first come to the Island, when he was barely more than a baby. He hadn’t had the heart to build another after her death. It hurt that not so long after her death he had made the same mistake as she had. There had been a storm two days before she had washed up on the beach and Calix could only assume that her ship had sunk. 

He pushed aside the well-patched hangings that served to help keep the cold out, slipping into the large inland cave. The cloth hanging from the cave walls had been vibrant when he was little but had now faded with age and had been patched a lot but he needed them to help keep the heat in. Calix walked to the fire pit that was off to the left, under where there was a crack in the roof, allowing the smoke to escape instead of filling the cave. He knelt down to set his food onto the woven mat before the fire pit and then lit the fire to warm the ‘room’ even further. He still remembered watching her weave the hangings even as he had played with handmade toys at her feet, listening to the stories she shared as she worked. She’d made their nest too and he’d never changed it, even if it might be warmer to make it smaller. It was close the fire pit but not close enough to be in danger from any sparks. 

Mother had told tales of the first Medusa, cursed by the gods for her crimes. Despite the centuries that had passed since then the curse remained, though slightly weakened. Mother carried human blood as well, all part of the effort to break the curse. He’d never known his father, knew it was likely that he was dead in one way or another. He’d been so young, he’d never thought to ask about the man before she was killed, he’d thought they had forever for such stories. Calix knew he’d been human though, knew that was why he had hair, even if the colour was ‘unnatural’, rather than just a head full of serpents. 

He might have hair but he still couldn’t look at anyone without turning them to stone. There had to be a way to break the curse but what did it matter when he’d be the last? He was the first male in their line, maybe another sign of the curse weakening, but that made it even more dangerous to try and have a child. Besides, he had no idea how, all he knew was it took a father and mother to do so, another thing his mother had promised to tell him more of once he was older. He was older now but there was no one left to tell him. Besides, a child could never happen when he was alone.

He knew his fate was to live out his life totally alone except for the animals until he either died or was killed. No matter how much he wished for someone to talk to . . . someone to love. It was impossible. No one could ever love a Medusa, they were the monsters of legend, something hated and feared by humans and the gods. Not that his powers would work on the gods, the curse had been weakened far enough to ensure that . . . or had it been changed purposely to ensure his ancestors could no longer be used against them? 

Calix shivered as the wind blew in despite the hangings. He could hear the sea in the distance as the waves began really crashing into the cliffs. He got up and moved to further secure his home, making sure the fire was protected should the hangings prove no match for the storm. There was nothing else he could do but wait it out. Storms had been worse when he was younger, before he knew how to store food and drinking water in case they lasted for days. He hadn’t been tall enough then to secure the tops of the hangings either which had let the wind and sometimes even the rain and debris in. 

There were times he wondered why he bothered at all, why not let a storm get him if it wanted to? He wondered if this was Poseidon’s way of trying to remove the last Medusa from the world? But ending up under Hades’ thumb any quicker did not seem a smart thing to do. Mother had made sure to warn him about that god since eventually everything mortal met him. And he was mortal enough that he’d end up there eventually. Mother might not have been. If she hadn’t been killed, then she might have lived forever. If the others had been not only immortal but unkillable, then he would not be the last, would not be alone. Was it comforting to know he wouldn’t be alone on the island for eternity? Usually it was, but sometimes he was more scared of Hades than of being alone. There was no way he would be reunited with his mother in the Underworld, that would be far too kind a fate for their kind. Besides, if he was gone, who would look after the girl?

Eventually he banked the fire and rolled himself up in his blanket nest, closing his eyes and letting the sounds of the storm lull him to sleep. Thankfully, there were no nightmares of finding his mother or of the girl and he slept well only to wake to the storm raging even more fiercely.

The storm lasted for five days, battering the island continuously. It meant he was trapped in his home and would likely find his garden destroyed, again. He always made sure to keep a stock of seeds in the cave so that he could re-plant everything if needed. Food would be scarce for a while, but he was used to that; it happened at least once a storm season. 

The first thing he should have done was check his garden but instead he made his way to the cave to check on her. The cave was fine, a little seaweed around the entrance but that was it. That was the main worry about having her in that cave, the closeness to the waterline. But in all the years since he had managed to get her from the beach into the cave it had never flooded, no matter how bad the storm. 

Reassured that everything was fine, he made his way to the garden and grimaced as he took in the damage. He had a lot of work ahead of him so he knelt in the mud and got started pulling up the ruined plants. He would have to wait for the soil to dry out before planting new seeds. Once he was done pulling the dead plants up, he’d check the trees he got fruit from to see if they needed any work. Hopefully, none had been uprooted since he had no way to replace them. 

Time passed as it always did. The new garden took root as Calix rationed his food to last until a new crop was available. He spent his days in the sun, working on the garden, visiting the girl, mending clothes, all the little chores that gave him something to keep himself occupied. That was his life and it was the only one he’d ever known. Needing food that would remain edible longer, he began collecting seaweed. Mother had liked it and, as gross as he found it to taste, it was edible. Any food was better than starving if another really bad storm hit.

The only change was ever brought by the storms, the bad ones doing damage to the island and the milder ones occasionally fun to watch. Now and then, he’d spot a ship in the far distance, but they never approached the island. No ship had come close in a long time. He hadn’t even seen the one the girl had been on.

It was several seasons before another storm of that intensity hit, giving the island time to flourish. Calix ate well, noticing he was slowly growing still, if only a bit. He tracked his height in the same spot Mother had when he was little, making the mark on the stone wall with some burnt wood. His stock of seeds was replenished during the calmer than normal seasons and his collection of the dreaded seaweed grew as well. He’d been working to try and figure out a way to store something that he could regrow the trees from too if it was one day necessary. 

But the calm could not last forever and Poseidon’s rage was unleashed again, or perhaps it was Zeus with all of the lightning? Calix hid in his home for days and days, watching as his food and water supplies dwindled. He could last a while without food, but water? There was a hot spring deeper down a tunnel that he used for bathing, but Mother had always warned him not to drink from it and the few times he’d gotten the water in his mouth it had tasted funny. But with the storm raging it wasn’t safe to leave his cave and even if he did the river would be too dangerous to approach for water. It had surely broken its banks by now. The high tides and crazy seas would have flooded it with salt water, at least part way up. He couldn’t risk heading up to the lake either, not when the cliffs were so close and the wind so strong, if he was blown off then he’d be dead. If the fall didn’t kill him, he would drown. 

After a while, he stopped counting the days, only sipping at his dwindling water supply and nibbling the food he had left, trying to make it last longer. He was scared. This storm was the worst he could ever remember and it was lasting for so long. Maybe . . . maybe the gods had finally tired of everything and were ending the world. He huddled in his cloak and blankets; the air colder than it had ever been before. It felt like it would never end.

But eventually, it did. He fell asleep in the dark curled tight to try and keep warm and woke to silence and a sliver of sunlight making its way through the soaked hangings. Calix hesitated for a moment, scared to see what had become of the island, before scrambling to his feet, pushing aside the heavy wet fabric to squint out into the daylight, mid-morning by the suns’ position. It was over. It was finally over. The sudden silence after so long was unnerving in a very different way than the noise of the storm had been. 

Calix cautiously stepped out of his home, grimacing as his bare feet sank into mud. He slugged through it towards the fruit trees, there was no point checking on the garden since he knew it would be gone. He stopped and stared, horrified by the sight. They were gone, the remains scattered about the ground. What was he meant to do now? The trees were older than he was probably, or at least older than his memory. Mother had taken such care in tending to them, teaching him how to care for them, to climb them. He swallowed thickly, taking a shaky breath. He couldn’t fall apart, he had to keep going, clean up and hope he could get them to grow again. They wouldn’t be the trees that his mother had worked with him on but they would still be his.

He took a deep breath and moved into the destruction, stepping very carefully to avoid tearing his feet up. The larger pieces of debris he left for now, moving around to see if there was any remaining fruit, damaged or intact. How long would it take to grow new trees from seeds? 

Clearing the area took many days, he didn’t bother keeping track. Planting anything had to wait till the ground dried out enough but thankfully the high tides had washed a lot of things up on the beaches and rocks. Fish from the sea had even been forced up into the river only to die once the salt level had dropped. For now, he had enough food and water. As much as he wanted to go to the cave, he had to ensure his own survival first. If he died, then she would be alone, and he didn’t want that to happen. 

But finally, he could take the time to check on her. He froze in terror when the cave appeared empty and then he rushed over to where she lay, toppled by the storm. Calix carefully ran his hands over the statue, fearful she had been damaged. But the stone beneath his trembling fingers was as smooth as it always was. He closed his eyes, taking several deep breaths, trying to calm down. She wasn’t hurt. He hadn’t failed her. Ever so gently he levered her back into a standing position
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