
The Myth of Pandora’s Box – Part 2 

She took a deep breath, closed her eyes and slowly, 

with trembling hands, opened the lid of the box, 

imagining what could be inside: rubies as red as the 

blazing sunset, jewel encrusted gowns, piles of gold 

coins.  

But there were no coins or jewellery, no gowns or 

gems, for all at once every evil and spite, every 

sadness and misery flew out. Like a swarm of insects, 

they fled the house and infested the earth with 

heartache and sorrow. 

 Pandora slammed the lid shut and turned the key. 

“What have I done?” she sobbed, holding her head in 

her hands. Sometime later, Pandora noticed a 

fluttering sound coming from the box, as if something 

was trapped inside.  



Terrified, she pressed her ear to the box. “Let me 

out,” a small voice pleaded gently, “I mean you no 

harm.” Once again, with shaking hands, Pandora 

unlocked the box and opened the lid. A beautiful 

butterfly of hope fluttered out of the box, for 

although Pandora had released pain and suffering 

into the world, she had also allowed hope to follow 

them.  

 

Now on your Purple Mash 2Do write a short book 

review.  Did you enjoy the story?  What did you 

enjoy?  If not why not?  Who would you recommend 

this book to and why?  Out of 5 stars how many 

would you give this story? 


