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A figure slept on the couch.  It was an old couch, covered in so much dirt from over the 
years that you couldn’t actually tell what its original colour would have been.  You would 
hope brown, beige at worst, but you knew, in the dark recesses of your mind that you didn’t 
want to acknowledge existed, that it had probably been white at some point. 
 
It was the type of couch that should have been burned a long time ago, just to make sure 
that it couldn’t start a plague epidemic again. 
 
The figure on the couch was its most recent owner by several millennia.  He lay on his side, 
facing the back of the couch, his toga gathered around him and his sandals on the floor next 
to the couch.  He snored lightly as he napped. 
 
The couch was completely incongruent to its surroundings.  It sat in the middle of a large 
palatial room, stark white columns rose to the ceiling far above.  At one end of the football 
field sized room sat a series of twelve chairs, each raised on its own dais.  At the other, a 
large relief map of the world, seemingly covered with ghostly ants, scurrying about their 
day. 
 
The figure stirred as the noise grew louder.  The dragging, scraping sound of metal on 
stone, growing closer, louder, and somehow more scrapey.  By the time the noise had 
begun to echo, the figure was now fully awake and moving to sit up on the couch.  He 
rubbed his face through his long white beard, and ran his hands through his copious 
amounts of hair. 
 
He sat and looked toward the archway the sound was coming from, put on his sandals and 
glasses, and waited. 
 
A few seconds later, Athena entered the grand chamber, dragging the offending item 
behind her.  She continued through the room for several seconds, until she noticed Zeus, 
sitting on his couch glaring at her. 
 
“Oh, hey Zee.”  Athena said, as she stopped. 
 
“What are you doing?”  Zeus said, with the tone of someone pretending to still have some 
patience. 
 
“I thought you’d be resting.” Athena said.  “From the battle.” She continued.  “With the 
giants.” 
 
“Really?  I actually was resting.” Zeus said with moderated calm, indicating towards the 
couch. “So you were completely correct in that thought.  It’s times like this that I think I 
made the correct choice in making you the Goddess of Wisdom.”  Zeus pointed at the item 
behind her.  “What are you doing?”   
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“Oh.  Do you remember that giant Pallas, the one that tried to rape me that one time?”  She 
asked conversationally. 
 
“That’s him is it?  Scuffing up my marble floors?” 
 
“Yes.  But…” 
 
“You couldn’t have just carried his body?”  Zeus cut her off. 
 
“And get his blood all over my toga?” 
 
“Fine, whatever.  Scuff my floors.  Why do you have his body?” 
 
Athena mumbled something. 
 
“I’m sorry.  What was that?”  Zeus asked, patience gone. 
 
“I said I was going to make something.” Athena said quietly, looking down and kicking the 
floor. 
 
“Out of his body?  Or out of the things he has on his body?” 
 
Athena mumbled and kicked the floor again. 
 
“Speak up.”  Zeus commanded. 
 
“Body.  Make something out of his body.”  Athena then straightened and looked up into 
Zeus’ eyes.  “I’m going to skin him, and then use his flesh to cover my armour and shield.” 
She said defiantly, daring Zeus to stand against her. 
 
“I see.” Zeus said, after a pause. 
 
“And I shall also go by the name of Pallas Athena now, having vanquished my foe.” 
 
“Question.” Zeus said slowly, after another pause. 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“Could this have been done outside?  Without dragging him and his metal armour with all 
of its many pointy bits through the palace and scuffing up my nice marble floors?  And, 
perhaps most importantly, not waking me the fuck up!”  Zeus bellowed. 
 
Athena bowed her head and kicked the floor once more. 
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“I was taking him to the kitchen, as they have all the sharp knives, but then there was a cart 
around the back in the middle of a delivery, so I had to bring him through the front door.” 
 
“I’m starting to regret giving you wisdom now.” 
 
“Obviously, I was going to clean up after.” She said defensively.  “I couldn’t do it outside as it 
might have gotten dirt between his flesh and my armour and that would have messed up 
the seal between them.  It has to be done somewhere clean with sharp things.” 
 
“Like, perhaps, the armory?”  Zeus suggested. 
 
“Yeah, like the armory.”  A thought dawned on Athena.  “Ooh, like the armory.  Lots of sharp 
things in there.  Plus there’s that grate for when we clean off our armour.” 
 
“Yes.”  Zeus nodded. 
 
“And that door that leads right outside.”  Athena added, twisting the corner of her mouth. 
 
“Does it?!” Zeus asked in a mock surprised tone. 
 
“I’ll do that then.  Thanks Zee!”  Athena said happily, and made to grab Pallas’ ankle once 
more. 
 
She stopped, noticing Zeus’ expression. 
 
“Could you at least put him on a blanket or something, to stop the metal scraping up the 
floor and making that awful noise?”  Zeus asked, pleadingly. 
 
Athena shrugged at this and waved her hand.  There was a flash of light and the body of 
Pallas was now on a thick blanket.  She looked at Zeus, who now looked thoughtful. 
 
“Are you going back to sleep now?” She asked. 
 
“No, I think I might turn into a swan and go meet some women.”  He replied, still 
considering. 
 
“You’ve been a swan a lot lately, perhaps some kind of bull?”  Athena offered. 
 
“All joking aside, this sort of thing, Pallas Athena, is exactly why I made you the Goddess of 
Wisdom.  Bull it is!”  And with a flash, the most majestic and sexually attractive bull 
imaginable was standing in his place. 
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