
EREMOS 

Persephone doesn’t know what she expects to happen next. She disappears from the palace Demeter gave 
her in Crete, and pauses for a moment with a crumpled piece of parchment in her hand.  

“You do not belong here.” 

     With an odd sense of trepidation, she finds herself hurling the ball into a fiery volcano, courtesy of one of 
many of Hephaestus’ workshops spread across the Aegean Islands.  The words are ingrained on her heart 
anyway and she thinks she’s finally on her way to believing them. 

     Finally, she finds a desolate sanctuary, abandoned by gods and mankind alike. Though scorned by time, 
the flora that prevails, twisting its way and besieging crumbling buildings of concrete and steel comforts her. 
Perhaps she can wait for her demise here. It would be peaceful enough, would it not? 

      She half expects to fade, like the Titans, like the heroes, forgotten and without purpose. But her power 
never wanes, her longevity never fades, and she can feel herself changing in strange, new ways.   

     Her hair grows longer and fuller, her eyes turn from spring green into something dark and mossy, her 
dark skin, previously the color of young bark, darkens further to the color of the soil after a heavy rain fall. 
It’s hard to call flowers these days, perhaps because of her powers transitioning to Kora, and the vegetation 
she can call is alien to her, thick and mossy, some pale like ever-glowing stars that don’t need sunlight, 
others spiky and terrible but so strong she finds herself stroking them on tundras, coaxing them into 
growing. 

     She hears her mother calling, sometimes, a distant inquiry that’s got no urgency. She doesn’t feel the 
need to answer it, nor any of the half-hearted whispers that Hermes delivers to her. No one looks for her. No 
one questions what happened to Persephone. 

     For the first time… for the first time she might be free. No, not the first time. She’d been free with Hades, 
alive and joyful, but she’d also been a captor then. Now, she’s neither captive nor captor. 

     Free. 

     She didn’t think free could ever be so lonely. 
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