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1
Book Description


  
  After being abandoned, Ion was raised by a Delphic priestess. He grows up believing Apollo favours him. When he learns Apollo wants him to leave behind the only life he’s ever known, he wishes he could reject the path Apollo has chosen for him. But the gods can be both kind and cruel and he wouldn’t be the only one who suffers. Unknown to Ion, the path Apollo sets him on could uncover secrets from his past. Secrets that if they’d been discovered when he was born would have led to his death.

  

  *

  People have been telling stories since the beginning of time. Fairytales, folklore, myths and legends are among some of the stories that have been told over and over through the centuries. The basic story remains the same, but each storyteller adds their own style, sometimes adding something unique to the tale.

   

  *

  This story was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.

  




  
  




2
Name Pronunciation


  
  Like many names there is more than one way to pronounce the following ones. These are the pronunciations used in this story.

  

  Aeolas (ee-or-lus)

  Creusa (cray-oh-sah)

  Delphi (dell-fie)

  Delphic (dell-fic)

  Erechtheus (eh-reck-thee-as)

  Euobeans (you-bee-ans)

  Ion (eye-on)

  Pythia (pith-ee-uh)

  Xuthus (zoh-thus)

  




  
  





Chapter One: Creusa


  
  Creusa stared down at her newborn son where he lay in the wicker basket she’d placed him in. He smiled up at her, his hands waving energetically, his soft brown eyes staring trustingly up at her. She looked away, blinking back tears. If her father, King Erechtheus, should learn she’d given birth he probably wouldn’t believe he was the sun god’s child and kill both her and the infant.

  She forced herself to look at the child again. He had her dark coloured hair, but it was too soon to tell if it would be straight like her own, or fall in curls like the golden locks of his father. The child gurgled and she forced herself to hang golden charms around his neck rather than pick him up and hold him close. It was the best she could do for him. Rising to her feet, she lifted the wicker basket and carried him into the nearby cave. She could only pray someone found him and raised him as their own.

  Placing the basket in the cave, in a sheltered place out of the sun and wind, she once again found herself staring down at him. She hadn’t even been able to bring herself to name the child. If she had, she knew she wouldn’t have been able to part with him. “Keep him safe.” Her words were a whisper. “Protect your son, Apollo, and see that he’s raised by someone who’ll love and care for him.” There were more words she wanted to speak. Words to beg Apollo to find a way for her to keep the child, but she knew it was impossible. She clasped her hands together in an effort not to reach for him again. It took several minutes before she could drag her gaze from the child.

  Turning away, she left the cave and walked back along the narrow track. Her head was bowed and tears silently fell. “Keep him safe.” She was unable to resist saying the words again. When she returned home she’d go to Apollo’s temple and beseech him to answer her prayers. She’d leave offerings for him and ask him to look after their child and let her know he was safe. Surely he’d protect his son.

  




  
  





Chapter Two: Ion


  
  “Ion!”

  He turned to face the young boy who ran towards him, pausing in his task of sweeping the temple steps. “Is something wrong?”

  The boy shook his head. “The Delphic priestess wishes to see you. Immediately.”

  “Do you know what she wants?”

  The boy shrugged.

  “No matter. I’ll find out soon enough.” With a smile of thanks for the boy, Ion handed him the laurel broom and went to find his foster mother.

  When he found her, his foster mother smiled up at him and patted the space beside her on the seat. He joined her, wondering what had brought the sorrowful look to her face that even her smile hadn’t completely banished. “What’s wrong?”

  “The gods can be both kind and cruel, but never turn away from them, mock them or forget their existence as they can be jealous and punish those they believe deserve it.” She reached for his hand, holding it in one and patting it with the other.

  Dread filled him as his gazewas drawn to their hands. How many times had he seen her do this when she had bad news to impart? He met her gaze. “Did something happen?”

  Her smile remained tinged with sorrow as she shook her head. “Not yet. But it will. Apollo came to me in a dream and told me it was time to let you go. You have your own path to follow and today it will be shown to you.”

  “I’ve trained my entire life to serve here at the temple, with you. I’ve never wanted anything else.” How could he repay her for all she’d done if Apollo sent him away?

  “The morning I found you on the temple steps, in your little wicker basket, I couldn’t resist taking you in and raising you as my own. Every day I’ve thanked Apollo for giving you to me. I’ll grieve every day after you leave, but I wouldn’t change the joys I’ve experienced raising you, to avoid the sorrows that are to come.”

  “Then I won’t go. There’s nothing that can make me leave here if I choose not to.”

  She laughed softly. “So fierce. There must be great warriors amongst your ancestors.”

  “No one, not even the gods can make me leave.”

  She patted his hand again. “Don’t reject Apollo. I, more than most, know how terribly that would end. Promise me you won’t reject him. You might be willing to face his wrath, but I’m not. Do you think he would punish only you?”

  His anger evaporated. He’d do anything she asked of him, no matter how little he wished to do it. Without her he would have perished as an infant. She’d been there for him when his own parents had discarded him. It took a moment before he could force himself to speak the words he knew he needed to say. “I’ll do what you ask.”

  “I know you will. You have always been an obedient son.” She chuckled. “Apart from a few mischievous adventures when you were younger.”

  He smiled like he knew she expected of him when all the time he wanted to beg her not to desert him too. “When do I need to leave?”

  “I don’t know, but I’m sure you’ll recognise the path when Apollo shows it to you. Don’t be angry with him. Apollo has protected you all your life. You must be special to him. Why else would you have been left on the steps of his temple for me to find?”

  He’d heard his entire life how much Apollo must favour him. He didn’t feel very favoured at the moment. Where would the unknown path take him? Why couldn’t he stay at the temple? Surely he could serve Apollo just as well here as anywhere else.

  “Go ready your things and pray before the statue of Apollo. Remember to leave him an offering in thanks for all he’s done and all he plans to do for you.”

  He nodded, knowing that if he spoke he might beg her to let him stay. The temple had been his home nearly his entire life. Drawing away from his foster mother, he rose to his feet. He started to turn away, his jaw tightening on the words that wanted to escape.

  “I know you’re disappointed and probably angry as well as scared, but don’t be. Apollo will watch over you as long as you remain true to him.” She smiled, this one not as sad as the previous ones. “Maybe one day you’ll return to Delphi to consult the oracle.”

  “I will.” His words were fierce. He wouldn’t desert the one person who’d never deserted him. He held her gaze a moment longer before going to do her bidding.

  It didn’t take him long to pack his handful of belongings. He left them in his room on his kline bed. Thanking Apollo took a lot longer. Once that was done, he decided to watch those who’d come to ask his foster mother their questions for Apollo.

  The first time he’d seen her in the role of The Pythia he’d been terrified. Not at first. To start with she’d only been his mother. She’d burned laurel leaves and barley meal upon the altar before she’d sat on the tripod. Upon her head had been a crown of bay leaves and she’d held a sprig of bay. But for all the trappings of a priestess, she’d still been the one who’d rocked him to sleep when he was young, told him stories of the gods and goddesses and taught him right from wrong.

  When she’d become Apollo’s mouthpiece he’d barely recognised her. The change had terrified him and he’d feared he’d lost his mother. Afterwards she’d been drained and exhausted, but once she’d rested she’d brushed away his worries telling him not to fear the gods. They helped those they favoured and Apollo favoured him greatly.

  He arrived in time to hear an older man say, “I am Xuthus, son of Aeolas, and this is my wife Creusa, daughter of Erechtheus, the king of Athens. We have been married for numerous years and are grieved by the fact our union has never been blessed by children. We would like to ask Apollo what we should do about this matter and have brought great offerings in the hope of receiving an answer.”

  Ion felt a chill as he heard his foster mother speak. She was no longer the soft spoken woman who’d raised him. Instead, she spoke with the authority of Apollo. Once he’d gotten past his initial fear, watching her become the Delphic Oracle had always awed him. Today was no different.

  “You should regard the first person you meet upon leaving this sanctuary, your son.”

  The words hit him like a physical blow. Ion backed away. He had to run before they left or he’d be the first one to meet them when they left the sanctuary. Hurrying away he stumbled, tripping over his own feet and sprawling on the steps where he’d been left as a baby. Rising to his feet, he heard a noise behind him. He turned, freezing when his gaze
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