


There was once a beautiful young lady named Medusa. There were
many beautiful women that lived in Athens, Greece, but Medusa
was, without a doubt, the most striking of them all.

The problem with Medusa was that she was very vain. She often
bragged of her beauty and spoke of nothing else.
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Medusa would boast to everyone that her skin was a fair and white

as snow. She thought her lovely golden locks accented her eyes that

were as emerald green as the Aegean Sea. She admired her ruby red
lips that were softer and redder ian the loveliest rose.

Listening to Medusa going on and on about herself was exhausting.




When Medusa was not busy sharing her thoughts concerning her
beauty, she would gaze for hours at her reflection in the mirror.
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Before bed each evening, she would brush her long blonde hair
and admire her beauty in front of the pitch-black window that
casted her reflection.
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Also, when she was sent to fetch water from the well for her
father’s horses, she would become so distracted by the
beauty of her reflection casted in the water, she would forget
about watering the horses.
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