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The Earthshaker 

I never knew my father. Mom always just said that they had a whirlwind of a relationship and when the 
dust settled and he had flown away, she found out that she was pregnant. As I got older I began to press 
for more details, but none ever came. Eventually I stopped asking. But that didn’t stop me from looking. 
Every time I pass someone on the street with a nose like mine, or see someone on TV that has my eyes I 
wonder, could that be my father? But with absolutely no details to go on, all I can do is wonder. 

Mom and I have a pretty good life, just the two of us in our little apartment by the beach. Huntington 
Beach is always sunny, and rarely do I need to wear more than a windbreaker. Sometimes I just go sit on 
the beach and read or do homework—you know, just like any typical teenage girl.  

“Dora, are you okay? You just keep staring out the window.” 

I jump a little, nearly knocking my water bottle off the lunch table. I guess I had been staring at the 
ocean. Somehow that always gets me thinking about my nonexistent father. 

“Sorry Mels, I guess I just spaced out.” I take a drink of water and shrug. “What’s going on?” 

“We are only discussing the most significant event of our entire senior year—prom, of course!” Melody 
practically jumps out of her chair with excitement. The other girls at the table nod their heads in 
enthusiastic agreement. “Are you still planning on going solo, Dora?” 

“Yeah, you know I don’t click with any of the guys here. Besides, why would I want to put myself in the 
path of destruction? I wouldn’t stand a chance with you on the dance floor. At least if I’m solo I can get 
out of the way quickly.” Melody may or may not be known up and down the coast of California for her 
passionate (her term) dancing. I think the last school dance left three guys limping home and another 
dozen people with assorted bruises from her flailing limbs.  

Amanda must have decided that her position on the opposite side of the table was protection enough 
from Melody, because she proceeded to imitate some of Melody’s more well-known moves. 
Unfortunately, while she wasn’t within kicking range, Melody was able to shoot Amanda one of her killer 
glares.  

Melody stiffened up her shoulders and crossed her arms. “You’re all just jealous of my killer moves.” 

“Oh, they’re killer all right. I think someone might just drop dead one day,” I say, earning myself my own 
deadly glare. “Oh, come on Mels, you know the rest of us can’t even compare to your level of skill.” 

She must have been placated by my amendment because she loosened up and smiled, giving me a 
playful shove. “You’re still planning on coming dress shopping with us, right?” she asked. 

“I don’t know . . .”  

“Oh come on!” she interjected before I could even murmur some excuse. “I know you already have a 
dress. But if you come you can help us all decide! We need you, Dora!” 
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How could I say no to that? Melody always knows how to get me to do what she wants. “I guess if you 
put it that way I have to come,” I say with a wolfish grin. “I do like to judge people.” 

“Perfect!” Melody squeals. “Saturday at ten we are meeting at the bus stop by Amanda’s.”  

She finishes just as the bell rings, signaling the end of the lunch period. As we all get up, clear our things, 
and start heading for our respective exits, Melody calls out to me, “Don’t forget, okay?” 

I wave her off and head to class. I may not like shopping, but I do like helping my friends and making 
them laugh. All through the remainder of my classes I think up different one-liners I can say as they 
parade their dress finds in front of me. I wonder how many times it is acceptable to use the word 
magnífico before even I become irritated by myself. 

******* 

“Have fun! Be safe, Pandora!” Mom holds her arms open for the hug she requires every time I leave the 
house. I don’t why she always has that insistent look on her face; I never leave without embracing her. 
It’s just the two of us, so we have always had to rely on each other. Sometimes it is those morning hugs 
before I leave that get me through the day. I know she feels the same.  

“I’ll be back by three, okay Mom? If I’m going to be late I’ll text you.” I run out the door before getting a 
response. I’m late. I’m supposed to be there in ten minutes. I decide to cut through the narrow alley in 
between the apartments that will take me right out to the main street. 

There’s a man leaning against the side of one of the buildings smoking a cigarette. He is massive, bigger 
than the linebackers on the football team. His clothes are shabby and old, but surprisingly clean. His face 
is covered in neat stubble.  

“Hey girl, slow down, you’ll trip,” he calls out to me. In my experience, it is usually best to ignore random 
guys on the street. 

Then suddenly, bam! I’m against the wall. My head reels, and then everything comes into terrifying 
clarity. I’m looking at the face of the man that was smoking. His cigarette breath is nauseating. How did 
he get to me so fast without me noticing? 

He mumbles words I can’t understand and then suddenly my body is frozen. What is this? Terror? Fear? 
I’ve never frozen like this before.  

All I can do is look at his face. His eyes—they look unearthly. They are gold and deep. The iris is blacker 
than I thought black could go. As I look into them I feel like something ancient and terrifying is looking 
back at me. These are the eyes of a demon. 

By this time tears are streaming down my face. That seems to be the only physical response my body 
will show. How could this happen to me? I’ve gone through this alley a hundred times—I’ve never seen 
so much as a stray dog here. I think of all of the statistics I’ve ever heard about sexual assault. Am I 
about to be one of those? 

No, I refuse. I will not be another statistic. 
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His hand begins to slide under my shirt and start a slow trip of my upper body. I want to scream, but 
even that is taken away from me; I simply can’t do anything. A roar within me begins to awaken, 
something ancient and primeval that has slumbered within me all this time. Slowly I begin to realize that 
this roar is not just inside me, it is surrounding me. It fills the air and the earth begins to tremble. 

Trash cans begin to fall over and boxes in the alley tumble to the ground as the earth continues to shake 
with increasing power. My attacker looks side to side and then takes off running, leaving me on the 
ground shaking as violently as the earth. I can’t tell when the earthquake stops, but I am pretty sure my 
own shaking far outlasts it. Somewhere in the earthquake, I regain my ability to move, but slowly, 
painfully. Maybe the shock jolted me back to reality. I kneel there in the alley for what seems like hours, 
finding it difficult to move. Eventually I find the energy to grasp at the wall, clinging to stucco, relishing 
the pain in my hand. It reminds that I am still alive.  

In a haze I walk back to my home. Debris from knocked-over trash cans and broken potted plants line 
the street. When I get to my door, I’m not sure I will be able to open it because my hand is still shaking 
so much. I manage to get it open and my mom is already walking towards the door, no doubt hearing 
the doorknob rattling. She takes one look at my appearance and turns white. She rushes to my side and 
my legs give out as her arms encircle me.  

I break down right there in the doorway. All that fury and rage I felt during the attack is gone. It has 
been replaced by hollowness and tears. We stay there in the doorway for a few minutes—me crying and 
Mom just holding me tight. Eventually she leads me to the kitchen and sits me on a stool by the sink. I 
can hear the water rushing from the sink as she presses a warm, wet washcloth to my face, wiping away 
my tears and the dust that must have been on my face. I didn’t even know I was bleeding until I see red 
going down the drain. I must have cut my head on the building when that man—that monster—
slammed me against the wall.  

When she is done with my face, she leads me to the shower. In the shower I begin to regain some sense 
of myself. I go to my room and put on my favorite pajamas, fleece pants and an oversized sweater; both 
have no business in Huntington Beach, but they are the comfiest, softest articles of clothing that I own. 
Mom sits on the edge of my bed and I join her. She then grabs a hairbrush and starts brushing my long, 
wet hair. 

“I was cutting through the alley,” I say, starting slowly and quietly. “Suddenly I was against the wall.” The 
rest of the story comes in starts and stops interspersed with small sobs and tears. All the while she sits 
there and calmly brushes my hair. She doesn’t say a word until I am finished. 

“Do you want me to call the police?” she says with the calmness of a surgeon about to begin an 
operation.  

“No,” I whisper. “They are probably busy after the earthquake, and he didn’t actually do anything 
anyway.” 

“He hurt you,” she says, gently caressing the sore part of my head. “But if you’re sure, I won’t call 
them.” 
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“I’m fine, just some cuts and bruises from the quake.” 

She stops bushing my hair and looks me in the eye. “I wasn’t talking about your body. When something 
like this happens, the bruises fade much faster than the scars left on our souls.” 

“Our?” I nearly whisper the word. Has this happened to Mom too? I knew that my dad wasn’t in the 
picture, but I had always assumed their relationship had been some sort of one-night stand or 
something.  

“It seems the gods haven’t been kind to us, Pandora.” Then slowly, the truth comes out.  

Mom had been at a party when she saw this handsome stranger walk into the room. He looked like a 
surfer who had just come off the beach; she fell for the windswept hair and ocean blue eyes. He soon 
approached her and they talked, danced, and flirted. He invited her to walk along the beach with him. As 
they were walking, it seemed like they had entered another world. She thought she saw strange 
creatures in the water. As she turned to ask him if he had seen them too, they locked eyes. She felt her 
body freeze and the stranger smiled.  

“I still remember his eyes,” she says wistfully. “They weren’t just the color of the ocean—they seemed 
to move like it too.” 

She doesn’t go into detail about what happened next, but her silence says it all. After a few moments, 
she shakes her head and continues with her story.  

“He must have thought that I was still frozen, because he didn’t bother to hide himself as he left. But as I 
sat up to make sure he wasn’t coming back, I saw him begin to glow and he changed somehow, 
becoming a different person. He then walked into the waves and disappeared.” 

She picks up the brush and starts running her fingers along the bristles, as if to remind herself that this is 
the past, not yesterday. “It took me a while to understand, but eventually I came to realize that I had 
just been raped by the god of the sea, Poseidon.” 

The name drops like a bomb. This is impossible. The Greek gods aren’t real. They are just stories the 
ancient Greeks made up to explain nature and their own bad behavior. I stand up and go to the window, 
gripping the windowsill and staring at my reflection in the glass. 

“Poseidon? Mom, you must be joking. Are you sure he didn’t just drug you and you were wigging out or 
something?” She can’t be serious. This has to be some sick joke. 

“Dora, you know it’s true. I know you do. Haven’t you always felt like something inside you was 
different? Something that you couldn’t explain?” She sounds perfectly convinced that I will accept this 
story as the truth. 

And yet . . . could she be right? Back in the alley, I felt something stir. 

“Mom, while it was happening, I was frozen too. I couldn’t move and I just wanted to scream, but I 
couldn’t open my mouth. And then I felt something . . . wake up, something inside me. That’s when the 
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earthquake happened.” As soon as the words come out of my mouth I can see the gears turning in her 
head. Then all the color drains from her face. 

“Mom, what is it? What are you not telling me?” I almost scream the last part. I don’t know if I can take 
any more surprises today. 

“You know that Poseidon is the god of the sea. Well, he is also the god of earthquakes. You must have 
inherited some of that power.”  

I jump to my feet and turn to face her. “So let me get this straight. I am the daughter of a Greek god. 
And not only that, but I also have this power to cause earthquakes? Great!” I throw my hands up in the 
air, exasperated. “Next you’re going to tell me that if I go in the ocean I’ll sprout a mermaid tail and 
gills!” 

Mom goes to grab my arm and pull me back onto the bed, but I yank my arm out of her grasp. “Dora, 
calm down. It’s going to be all right!”  

She’s wrong. Nothing will ever be all right again. 

I head over to my drawers and start pulling out a T-shirt and jeans. I change and grab a sweatshirt 
before turning back to face my mother. “I need some air.” 

She starts to protest, but I cut her off with a door slam before she can get very far. 

I first head back to that stupid alleyway. My phone wasn’t in the house, so I assume it is there 
somewhere. I shudder at the entrance to the alley but push through. I pick through the rubble caused by 
the quake. By me, I guess. I push that thought out of my mind for now.  

I find my phone and see a dozen missed calls and messages, all from Melody and my other friends. 

Could it be only this morning that I was going prom dress shopping? 

I send a text to Melody saying that I got sick and that’s why I didn’t come. I doubt she buys it, but I don’t 
care anymore. I just want to move. So I walk.  

I don’t really know where I’m going, but it seems like my feet do because they lead me to the only place 
that might hold some answers: the library. I walk in, ask the librarian where to find information on 
ancient Greece, and then wander through the dusty shelves to the classics section.  

I start pulling books from shelves and reading. Soon I have stacks of book all around me. The librarian 
wanders by a few times looking concerned, but I ignore her.  

I see stories about this and that. One is about Atlantis and it catches my attention. It doesn’t seem to be 
the version that I’ve always heard. It says that the gods didn’t destroy Atlantis. A son of Poseidon did. He 
was what was called an Earthshaker, someone who inherited Poseidon’s ability to cause earthquakes. 

Just like me. 
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The Earthshaker had just learned that a god had raped his wife. He was so upset that the gods would 
defile a member of his household that he lost control and caused an earthquake. The quake caused fires 
to erupt and tsunamis to bombard the city until there was nothing left. The gods did not want to be held 
responsible for the destruction of Atlantis, so they spread word that it was the Atlanteans that had 
brought the destruction upon themselves. Those jerks. So desperate to save their own reputation that 
they spread lies to cover it up. 

I read through more myths and I see a reoccurring theme. My mother’s story is not unique; the story of 
Atlantis isn’t unique. There are so many stories of gods and men taking advantage of and raping women. 
And the women never get treated fairly. They aren’t even allowed to keep their grief and trial about 
themselves; their male guardians make it about them. 

There is the story of Medusa. Poseidon, my . . . father, raped her in the temple of Athena, and who got 
punished? She did. It wasn’t even Medusa’s fault, but Athena still turned her into a monster with snakes 
for hair and a gaze that will turn you to stone.  

Callisto. She was one of Artemis’s virgin hunting attendants. There are several different versions of the 
myth, but each mentions her getting raped by a god and having a son. And in retribution Hera turns 
Artemis into a bear and her own son nearly kills her.  

Persephone. Her father decides to give her in marriage to Hades but does not consult her or her mother 
on the matter. So Persephone is violently snatched away and tricked so that she can never leave the 
underworld.  

Phaidra. Though she is a loyal devotee to Aphrodite, the goddess still uses Phaidra to dole out her fury 
on Hippolytus. Phaidra commits suicide as a result. 

Then there is my namesake, Pandora. She is created for the sole purpose of setting all evil and chaos 
upon man, further painting women as terrible and evil. Will the gods never cease to use women as 
pawns for their schemes? 

I lean back against the heavy bookshelf. What am I to do? Recent life experience leads me to conclude 
that these aren’t all just stories; there must be some truth to these myths. So how to I let the gods know 
that their behavior will not be tolerated? I don’t think a #MeToo campaign will work against immortal 
beings. 

It must be getting late. From what I can see of the front of the library, it’s dark. I stand up and stretch, 
looking down at the pile of books at my feet. I am just wondering what to do with them when the 
librarian starts walking toward me. 

“Um, I’m sorry for the mess. Do you want me to put them back?” I look down at the books and back at 
her. “Actually, I don’t think I know where they go.” 

The librarian looks me up and down and then looks at the pile of books around me. “Did you learn 
anything interesting through the mess you made?” She raises an eyebrow and slowly waves her hand 
over the piles of books. 
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I look down at the books and reply, “I learned a lot. Things that make my own story make sense.” 

“I can see that.” 

I quickly look up because something has changed. Her voice isn’t as old. There is now a mist surrounding 
the bookshelves. The librarian has disappeared and in her place is a woman with long reddish hair. She is 
dressed in a Greek-style toga and wears a crown on her head. Power radiates from her every pore. She 
extends her hand to me, and despite knowing that something strange is happening, all my instincts 
telling me to run, I take it. She leads me through the shelves until the stacks of books become more like 
the walls of a cave than the walls of a library. The temperature starts to drop and every once in a while 
something drips on me.  

The woman is silent as we walk. The air around us is so still that I hardly want to disturb it with my 
breathing. She leads me to the banks of a river where a ferry is waiting. As we approach the ferry, the 
ferryman turns to address us. “Do you have your payme—My lady! Apologies, I didn’t recognize you.” 

“All is well, Charon. Please take us to the other side.” The woman is calm and her voice quiet, yet she 
speaks with authority. And Charon? The name rings a bell, but I can’t place it. Something about this 
scene is slowing my mind and making me sleepy. 

Our ride is over before I know it. The woman takes my hand once more and leads me towards some 
mountains in the distance. As we pass through an open field, something keeps flickering in the corner of 
my eye. Finally, I catch it. It’s a . . . ghost? Suddenly, my sight is opened and I see the ghosts everywhere, 
just wandering around. Something in the back of my head is screaming at me. But before I can grasp 
what it is saying, someone else’s screams pierce my thoughts.  

“What was that?” I say, turning my head, trying to find the source. 

“Don’t mind that. Prometheus is just especially ornerytoday. It will pass once his liver grows back.” 

She says that like it’s nothing. Wait, Prometheus? Is that what she said? And then it hits me. Charon, 
Prometheus . . . I’m in the Underworld. And how did Charon address the woman . . . my lady? This 
woman is Persephone, the queen of the Underworld.  

“You’re a smart girl,” she says. “I knew you would figure it out eventually. Now keep up, we are almost 
there.” 

I try to focus on the path in front of me. I thought we were walking towards a mountain, but it looks 
more like a castle grew out of the side of the mountain more than anything else. There are towers and 
spires of dark stone that reach towards the ceiling of the Underworld. Stalactites and stalagmites act as 
decoration and create an ever-present dripping sound. It is like a chilling and eerie soundtrack to remind 
you that you are no longer in the world of the living. I expect it to be quiet as we approach the castle, 
but there are all sorts of clanking sounds combined with claws on stone and other sounds I can’t 
identify, though I am sure I really don’t want to identify them at all.  

Persephone leads me through the front door of the castle. “My husband is away subduing some 
particularly spirited souls. We should have enough time before he returns.”  
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“Time for what, my lady? I’m still not quite sure why you’ve brought me here.”  

She silently leads me down a hallway that leads to a deeper, lower part of the castle. It isn’t until we 
reach a small circular room that she answers me. “There are souls that wish to tell you their story, 
Pandora. They know what your destiny is, and they want to help.” She leads me to what looks like a well 
in the center of the room. I look into the well and then jump back. This isn’t a normal well. I guess I 
should have thought of that—this is the Underworld, after all. I take a deep breath and then look in 
again. Inside there is an eerie glow. I can see humanoid forms floating around in it, drifting in a circular 
current. 

“What is this place?” I whisper. This doesn’t feel like the place to shout, let alone speak. 

“This is the Well of Souls. Hades uses it to keep an eye on the current population. If something is 
happening, it causes ripples here.” She takes a seat on the edge of the well. “It can also be used to 
communicate with departed souls.” 

This crazy lady brought me here to talk to dead people. I can’t believe it. Just when I thought this day 
couldn’t be any stranger, the Queen of the Underworld is going to lead me in a séance. 

“Many heroes have sacrificed much more than you have to come speak to the dead.” She is looking at 
me like my mom does when she thinks I am being disrespectful. “I don’t interfere much in the affairs of 
mortals, but your plight speaks to me, and so have those that wish to speak to you. I was forced into 
marriage with Hades. I am lucky that I have come to love Hades and received so much more than I have 
lost here. Others have not been so lucky. And they want to speak to you.” 

Me? I’ve spent one day reading about these women. I’ve barely scratched the surface on what they 
went through. I have only just been introduced, on a very personal level, into this group of women who 
have gone through so many horrible and unspeakable experiences. How can I possibly help them? 

“After you speak to them, you will know what to do.” She sounds so sure. But I don’t think I can do 
whatever it is she wants me to do. 

But it doesn’t look like I’ll have the chance to run. The well begins to glow and the spirit of a woman 
floats above it. Her face is beautiful, but you can tell she has had a hard life. Her hair floats behind her, 
but something isn’t quite right about it. I think it’s . . . hissing.  

“I am Medusa,” she says. I can definitely hear the hissing from the snakes in her hair. “Poseidon raped 
me in the temple of the virgin Athena. In retaliation, Athena changed me into a monster. The gods use 
mortals like trash. They use you and then throw you away. Walk all over you until you are 
unrecognizable. Then they treat you like a monster until you become one.” Her eyes focus on me with 
the intensity of a predator with eyes set on its prey. “Make them understand that mortals bite back.” 
Then she begins fade away. But her eyes linger the longest, never leaving mine. 

Next, a young woman appears. On her back she wears a bow and arrow. She has the flowing hair of 
youth, but the eyes of a wild animal. 
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“I am Callisto. I was one of the followers of Artemis.” When she speaks, there is a low growl in the back 
of her throat. “One day I was seduced and raped by Zeus. When Artemis found out I was pregnant, she 
cast me out. After my son was born and grown into a man, Hera discovered Zeus’s infidelity. Hera 
turned me into a bear and my son nearly killed me. In order to save me, Zeus turned me into a 
constellation.” Her voice grows deeper and a snarl escapes her lips. “The gods never bring down their 
wrath upon each other. Mortals always take the punishment for the gods’ mistakes. Make them take 
responsibility for their actions.” As she fades away, I can hear her growl. 

Then a forlorn woman appears. She looks like she has known great sadness. There is a faint scar around 
her neck. 

“I am Phaidra.” Even her voice is sad. She sounds like someone denied every happiness in life. “Though I 
was loyal to Aphrodite, her anger with my stepson superseded my devotion. She cursed me for my love 
for Hippolytus.” She begins cry a bit. “Instead of acting on that love, I took my life instead. It doesn’t 
matter if you are devoted to the gods or not, they still will find a way to punish you. Remind them to be 
loyal to those that are loyal to them.” As she fades away, I swear I can hear a muffled sob. 

The last spirit that appears is a woman with auburn hair tied in a plait. Her features are perfectly 
symmetrical, as if sculpted by a master.  

“I am the original woman Pandora. The gods created me to unleash death, disease, and destruction 
upon humankind. I was made keeper of the jar that kept them prisoner. When I opened the jar and 
released them, chaos ensued. However, I quickly closed the jar before hope could escape. And yet I am 
blamed for all the trials of man, even though the gods created me for this purpose.” She looks at me 
with a gaze that consumes all it sees. “The gods used me as a tool of destruction. But I chose to let hope 
remain with man instead of letting her go with all the other evils contained in the jar. Unleash your 
might against the gods, but never let hope escape.” She disappears, but I can still hear her last words 
echoing in the chamber. 

Then more women appear, those with names I don’t recognize. Their dress and accents tell me that they 
are becoming increasingly modern. There are women in ballgowns and corsets, floral dresses and pearls, 
miniskirts and heels, jeans and T-shirts. They all tell their stories, stories of how they had attracted the 
eye of the divine and how it felt. Some are angry and resentful. Some are furious. Others are quiet and 
subdued, but even they have fire in their tongues.  

Eventually the parade of women stops. Persephone then stands up, walks over to me, and puts her hand 
on my shoulder. “The gods have not been held accountable for their actions for too long. They run 
rampant and take what they want and do what they want with little thought for the lives of others. You 
have the power to bring them down a few levels. The mortal world has learned to hold men responsible 
for their actions. Women fight back now. It is time the gods learned that. So fight back.” 

My head is spinning. This is all just so new. I never wanted a destiny or a séance. Then the room actually 
starts spinning, not just my head. Suddenly I am back in the library, back among the shelves. In my hand 
is a business card for some law firm. On the back is written, “Fight back.” I’m still not sure what has 
happened, so I just stick the card in my pocket. The ground slowly stops spinning.  



10 
 

 

I am still a little disoriented when I walk out of the library. My phone starts to vibrate and I see that my 
mom is calling. I have no idea how long I’ve been gone.; she must be worried sick. All the anger I felt 
towards her this morning is gone.  

“Hey Mom, I’m sorry I ran off earlier.” 

“There you are! I’ve called five times! I’ve been worried!” I can tell. Her voice is never this high. 

“I’m sorry. I’ve been . . . I’ll have to tell you when I see you. I’m on my way home now.” 

I talk to her almost all the way home, only hanging up when I can see our little apartment. I think of 
when I left the house this morning—I wouldn’t have been able to name anything Greek other than a 
gyro. Now I have met the Queen of the Underworld and we talked to the dead together.  

I walk into the apartment and hug my mom. Our embrace lasts longer than usual, conveying all the 
words we can’t say. I then tell my mom everything that happened to me. It seems like my trip to the 
Underworld took almost no time at all.  

After I’m done telling my story, we sit in silence for a while. “Well, I see you had quite the adventure 
today. What are you going to do now?” 

I have no idea. Absolutely none. What are you supposed to do when a goddess shows up and tells you to 
embrace your destiny? Listen to her? She didn’t exactly give me a map or book of instructions. She gave 
me ghosts and a business card. 

“I don’t know. I mean, this morning I was angry and ready to fight the world. But now, I’m not so sure. I 
agree with Persephone and the others—the gods must be stopped. Just look what happened in 
mythology; look what they did to you. The gods can’t just go around messing with humans like we don’t 
matter.” I’m exasperated. What can I do? Persephone said that I have the power to do something, but 
all I have the power to do is tell people off and make earthquakes; and I don’t even really know how to 
control that last thing. 

“First,” she grabs my hands with one of her own and uses the other to lift my face towards her. “You are 
a blessing. You are never to believe that I think you are a burden or a curse.” A single tear runs down her 
cheek. “Second, they never asked you to fight anyone, only to hold them accountable.” 

“But what does that even mean?” I shout a little louder than I intended to.  

The only answer Mom gives me is a firm and quiet one, “I think you do. The spirits told you how.” 

I look at her like she’s crazy. But I can’t argue with her; I am just too exhausted. We talk a little while 
longer, eat a little dinner, and then I’m off to bed. Today has been longer than any day has a right to be. 
And yet I can’t sleep. All the events of the day replay over and over in my head. When I finally do fall 
asleep, my dreams are strange. They are full of snakes, bears, and eyes—the eyes of my would-be rapist, 
Pandora’s eyes full of fury. I also dream of a building in the middle of the city. I must have walked past it 
a hundred times, but I can’t remember what it is. 
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******* 

  

I wake up refreshed despite the dreams. I pick up my phone and see more messages from Melody. I 
don’t know what to tell her, so I continue to ignore her.  

She’s going to give me hell on Monday. 

The thought seems so strange, so ordinary. It is hard to see myself in school on Monday doing the same 
things I’ve always done, talking to the same people I’ve always talked to. Who knows if I’ll even survive 
the weekend. At this rate, I’ll return to the Underworld in a more permanent way. I set my phone back 
down on the end table and see the business card again. I pick it up along with my phone and begin 
googling the company name, Jove & Co. Law Firm. I see that the address is somewhere here in 
Huntington Beach, so I look up the address. I nearly drop my phone. It is the same building I saw in my 
dream. 

Well if this isn’t a sign, I don’t know what is. 

I have no idea what I am supposed to do there, but I jump up and get ready to head out. As I take a 
shower, ideas start to form. I get ready on autopilot, the majority of my brain thinking of a plan. I 
mumble a “Good morning” to my mom while I pour a bowl of cereal. As I go to leave, she grabs my arm. 

“Where are you going? You’ve hardly said a word all morning.” 

I snap out of the daze I’ve been in. I simply give her a cocky grin and say, “I’m going to go put some gods 
in time-out.” 

 

***** 

Standing in front of the building, I don’t feel nearly as self-assured as I did when I said good-bye to my 
mom this morning. But I am a strong believer in fake it til you make it, so I press on. I enter the building 
as confidently as possible and head straight to the front desk. 

“Excuse me,” I say, trying so hard not to sound like a teenager. 

The man at the desk looks up from the screens in front of him and raises an eyebrow. “Yes? Can I help 
you?”  

“Yes, you can.” I hold up the business card and say, “I’m looking for them. Which floor are they on?” 

The receptionist snatches the card from my hand and looks at it closely, as if to see if it’s a fake. He then 
looks at me again with a greater intensity, inspecting me as closely as the card. He hands it back and 
says to me suspiciously, “Go to the elevator. Insert the card in the slot, and it will take you to the correct 
destination.” 
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Well, those are weird directions. But I follow them anyway because I really don’t have much else to go 
on. I enter the large and very fancy elevator as directed. Once inside, I look at the buttons. It’s all pretty 
standard until it comes to the slot at the bottom. I insert the card, and after a moment a new button 
appears. It isn’t labeled, but I press it anyway. Suddenly, the elevator begins moving. I’m not sure, but I 
swear it is moving in different directions, like the elevator in Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory.  

After a few minutes the elevator dings, signaling the end of the strangest elevator ride I have ever had. 
As the door opens, I realize that the elevator is probably the most normal thing that I am going to 
encounter during my time in this place.  

I step out of the elevator into what I am sure must be another world. The ground is solid enough, but 
there are no walls. Everything stretches farther than I can see; there are rows and rows of columns with 
differently decorated platforms. There are a variety of creatures all around that I can only assume to be 
an assortment of nymphs, fauns, and other creatures that belong in mythology. This place is the 
opposite of the Underworld; it is full of light, laughter, and life. In the distance I can see what must be 
some sort of gathering area. It is where the most people are, anyway. 

As I take a few more steps away from the elevator, its doors close and it begins to descend, going back 
the way I came, I assume. There’s no turning back now. 

I begin to walk towards the largest gathering. I walk quickly, confidently, and with purpose, hoping no 
one will take too great a notice of me. It doesn’t work, though. As I walk, heads turn and people 
whisper. Soon they start following from a distance, gaining even more attention. I resist the urge to look 
back. The cacophony of whispering and the growing sound of footsteps does enough to tell me how big 
the crowd is.  

After what feels like an eternity, I reach the gathering ground. It is a large amphitheater filled with tables 
and lounging areas. Someone must have flown ahead, because the occupants of the amphitheater are 
waiting for me in a large semicircle. I quickly scan them. There are fewer than a dozen of them. These 
beings radiate power, the same kind of power Persephone did. These must be the Olympian gods. Each 
face has a different emotion: confusion, disgust, apathy, curiosity. I linger on one face. I find traces of 
myself in it. I see something else as well: fear. My father is afraid, and I think I know why. He knows who 
I am and what I am capable of. 

As I finish my scan I lock eyes with a god who is leaning against a helmet. And I know those eyes. This is 
impossible. It can’t be. Those eyes belong to the man in the alley, the one who attacked me yesterday. 
The man with the demon eyes. 

Rage and fury boil up inside me. I can feel the power within me begin to stir. I take a mental hand and 
stroke this primeval power and simply whisper, not yet. 

All this happens in a matter of moments. After all in the amphitheater are done staring at each other, 
one of them gets up. As soon as he opens his mouth I know him, Zeus, King of the gods. 

“Tiny girl, I think you have lost your way.” His voice is so condescending that I just want to release my 
rage here and now, but that is not part of the plan. Instead I lock eyes with him. 
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“No, Lord Zeus. I am right where I need to be. I have a message to deliver.” This causes a ripple of 
surprise. Voices both in front of and behind me stir. 

“Well then,” he turns to his fellow gods and addresses them. “Shall we hear what the mortal has to say? 
Or shall we throw her over the side of Olympus?” Some of the gods seem to give this some serious 
thought, but most agree to hear me out. Only demon eyes says nothing. He looks anywhere but where I 
stand. 

“It looks like you have earned yourself an audience, mortal. Though I still haven’t ruled out throwing you 
off Olympus.” He smiles as he says that, further trying my resolve to keep my power reigned in. 

I stand a little straighter and begin the words I had rehearsed over and over on my way to the law firm. 
“I have a message for you.” I turn to look each god and goddess in the eye. “All of you. The spirits of 
women throughout history have spoken to me, and they are done. They are tired of you lot injecting 
yourselves in the lives of mortals, causing trouble, and then punishing them for your mistakes.” The gods 
are starting to look uncomfortable, and some even look angry. I think my plan is working. 

I continue, “Too often you gods have seen something that you have wanted and you have simply taken 
it. It doesn’t matter if that thing is a sheep or a woman, you take it and give no thought to the 
aftermath. If the other gods see a crime in your actions, it is the mortal that suffers. I am here to tell you 
that this will no longer be tolerated.” 

The gods then erupt into an uproar. They call me all sorts of names: insolent, foolish, prideful. Zeus then 
stands up in order to grab me and, presumably, throw me off the side of Olympus.  

He doesn’t get very far. 

I finally let some of my rage escape. The amphitheater begins to shake violently. I let this go on for a few 
moments, enough to let some pieces break off the surrounding structures. Then I pull it back in. 

Zeus lies on the ground, his eyes widening in shock. The others wear similar expressions of shock and 
horror. Slowly Zeus gets back up and returns to his chair. He looks to Poseidon. “You. Tell me, was that 
you. Or is this girl a . . .” He can’t even finish the sentence. 

“It was not my power that shook this place, brother. It was her.” He pauses to let this all sink in. “She is 
my daughter and an Earthshaker.” He looks ashamed. I hate it. He should not be ashamed—he should 
be afraid. 

An audible gasp sounds throughout the crowd.  

I stand a little taller. “Yes, that is what I am. And I am here seeking justice. Justice for all the wrongs you 
have committed. You may be gods, but you should not be immune to justice. None have stepped up to 
reign you all in, so I have been chosen by your victims to hold you accountable for your actions.” Only 
my rage and the understanding that I am here on the behalf of others keeps my knees from shaking.  



14 
 

 

“Insolent girl!” Hera screams. “Who are you to tell the gods what to do! We have done worse to those 
who have claimed less. Arachne once thought she was a better weaver than Athena, and she was turned 
into a spider. So what makes you think—” I cut her off.  

“What makes you think that Athena was justified? Where was her right to turn Arachne into a spider? 
How are the gods less prideful than man? We humans are willing to submit ourselves to others when 
the gods will submit themselves to none. Who then has the greater pride?” A small voice in the back of 
my head is screaming at me to run, that there is a lightning bolt with my name on it headed my way any 
second, or maybe an angry cow. 

The gods begin to scream and shout about how contemptuous I am. But I simply put my foot down, and 
with it release another quake. That shuts them up. I don’t think they are used to someone standing up 
to them. 

“Enough. You shout like children trying explain why they shouldn’t be in trouble. Just face it. You lot 
have had your power gone unchecked for far too long. Well, I am here to be that check. So let’s begin.” I 
turn and face Demon Eyes. “This man,” I say pointing at Demon Eyes, “attempted to rape me in an alley 
yesterday. Now Olympians, what should be his punishment?” 

Again there are shouts and insults thrown against me, trying to defend Ares. So that is who he is. I cause 
one more quake. This time something falls from a nearby structures and rolls towards the gods, nearly 
running them down. 

“I said, what is his punishment? Ixion attempted to rape Hera and was sentenced to a fiery wheel in 
Tartarus. What will be Ares’ punishment? I was caused immense physical and emotional distress. If Ares 
were a mortal, he would be sentenced to time in jail or forced to pay a fine.” I say this all matter-of-
factly, hoping that if I remain calm, the shouting will cease. 

The gods look at each other, most of them confused as to what is going on. Slowly, they begin to talk. 
Poseidon leads the conversation, asking them to consider that Ares be punished.  

Ares is aghast that they are even considering that. He stands up and begins speaking to them. “What?! 
Are you actually listening to this child? She comes out of nowhere and tells us that our past actions have 
been questionable and that we need to be put in check, and you listen to her?” He turns to address Zeus 
directly. “Father, you are the king of the gods. Since when have you let mortals tell you what to do?” 

Zeus looks like he is actually listening to Ares. Crap.  

I approach Zeus, kneeling before him and placing my hand on his knee. “Almighty Zeus, you have long 
been king of Olympus. You have sought to be fair and have bowed to fate even though it has not always 
been what you wanted. You have kept peace among the Olympians. You have also been the cause of 
strife through your own actions and infidelity.” He turns to look me in the eye, and I can tell he is not 
pleased that I have brought up his numerous affairs. “Lord Zeus, in those transgressions it has always 
been your partner that has suffered the consequences from Hera. Is that fair? Is that just? Please, 
consider keeping yourself and others accountable for their actions so that the mortals involved are not 
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further hurt by the involvement of the gods.” I bow my head and wait to be struck down. A minute 
passes, maybe two. Everything is silent. It is as if nature itself is waiting for Zeus’s reply. 

Zeus then stands up. I scramble to get out of his way and back on my feet. 

“I have considered what this girl has said.” He furrows his brow and then turns to me. “What is your 
name?” 

“Pandora.” 

“Hmm, fitting. You have definitely released chaos here today.” He waves his hand as if to dismiss it and 
turns to address the gods once again. “Anyway, as I was saying. I have considered what Pandora has 
said. And she is right—about some things, anyway.” 

A rainbow of emotions sweeps the crowd. Most are shocked. 

“We have thought ourselves above the humans for too long. We have thought ourselves their rulers and 
masters. And while we have more power than they do, we have not used it as we should. With this 
power comes the responsibility to protect and nurture. We have not done that as well as we could have. 
We should be what man aspires to be, not a cautionary tale. Let us be the gods that inspire and bless. 
Let that be our legacy.” 

Those in the crowd clap with enthusiasm. The gods in attendance clap as well, but their faces wear 
weary looks. 

“Let us council together on how to proceed.” Zeus then waves the gods in attendance to join him. He 
sends messengers to tell those not here to join him immediately. The gods talk for the next few hours. 
There are several arguments in the process, but eventually they write up a manifesto. They separate for 
a time to think things over. Or attempt to bribe each other; I’m not really sure. I’m sitting under a tree 
reading the document when a shadow falls over me. It’s my father. 

He waits for an invitation to join me, but seeing that he isn’t going to get one, he takes a seat next to 
me. He just sits in silence for a moment before saying, “We aren’t perfect, you know.”  

I’m not sure what I expected the first words from my father to be, but this wasn’t it. I turn to look at 
him, but I don’t respond. I don’t know what to say or how to feel, so it is probably safer to say nothing. 

Seeing that I’m not answering, he continues. “Unlike the gods of other belief systems, we aren’t perfect 
beings. We never have been. I have made mistakes, and taking advantage of your mother was one of 
them. I think that if I had taken more time, and just asked her, things would have ended differently.” 

I’m not sure how I feel about this god who is also my father. But I guess I should say something. 

“I never expected that my father was perfect. The fact that he wasn’t around was one sign.” 

Poseidon laughs a little. “Yeah, I guess that is a pretty good indication, isn’t it?” 

“So what kind of father are you?” I know this is a loaded question, but I have to know. 
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He sits silent for a few moments, really pondering the question. Now he turns to face me, and for the 
first time, I look into his eyes, the same ones Mom described. “I guess I would say that I am the kind of 
father that really isn’t involved day-to-day, but when it matters, I’ll try to be there—from now on.” 

And I guess he has been there for me—today, at least. He did his best to one, make sure no one threw 
me off Olympus, and two, convince the gods to listen to me. 

“Well,” I say, “I guess that is all I can expect from the god of the seas. You must have plenty of children 
scattered about. I can’t expect you to be paying child support for all of them.” 

We both laugh a little. Then Zeus calls everyone back. There is some more debate, but eventually 
everyone settles on an idea. The draw up a manifesto that basically says that they will do no harm to 
mortals. There is more to come, and I have insisted that I be involved in the process, but it is a start. 

Ares still won’t come within fifty feet of me. The gods ultimately decided that there would be no 
punishment to him since the “incident” occurred before the manifesto. But I think Ares is afraid I still 
hold a grudge. He’s right, though. I do hold a grudge. He shouldn’t pass me in a dark alley anytime soon; 
it didn’t end well for him the first time and it won’t the next time, either. 

Eventually, I wander back the way I came. As I approach where the elevator used to be, I see a button. It 
calls the elevator and I take another wild ride back to Huntington Beach. I walk through the lobby and 
back home. Everything seems so bland compared to Olympus. Just before I get home I see Persephone. 
She didn’t acknowledge me on Olympus. She probably didn’t want to let on the part she played in this 
grand upheaval of Olympian values. 

“You did well, Pandora. You unleashed chaos, but you left hope behind.” She sounds kind of proud of 
herself, like it was all her doing. I’ve made enough enemies on Olympus today though. I should probably 
stop there.  

“Yeah, thanks. Did my best and all. See you at the next meeting.” I think I’m done with divine beings for 
today. I just want to go home.  

I walk through the door of my apartment and breathe in the familiar scent. Soon my mom is there and 
we hug once more. Dinner is already on the table and we eat as I tell her about what happened. Soon 
I’m off to bed. I have school in the morning, after all.  

The next day as I walk into homeroom and take a seat next to Melody, she moves to one across the 
room and glares at me. I guess this is what I deserve after ignoring her all weekend. She actually keeps it 
up until lunch. After some begging for forgiveness and giving her a brownie, she finally relents and starts 
talking to me, showing me pictures from the dress shopping extravaganza. It’s strange. My body is here, 
in the lunch room, but I’m not sure the rest of me is. I’m not sure what my place is here anymore. 

But I’m sure I’ll figure it out. 


