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Authors’ Note

A note to you from Joan and Suzanne:

If you’ve already read our ninth Goddess Girls book, Pandora the Curious, you know it’s a take-off on the Greek myth of Pandora’s Box. In our version, GG#9, Pandora is an MOA student who accidentally lets troublemaking bubbles escape from a box. The bubbles bump other students, causing them to do silly stuff until those bubbles eventually get recaptured.

In the actual ancient Greek myth, the troubles escape from the box to forever cause problems throughout the world. Only Elpis—the spirit of hope—remains stuck inside the box. Huh? No fair!

We think Elpis should have been released too. After all, the hope in our world helps us feel better during troubled times! So in this book—Elpis the Hopeful—we decided to explore what might happen if Elpis did escape that box. We hope you’ve enjoyed this happy twist on her story!






Pronunciation Guide

How to say some of the names in this book:

Apate (ah•PAH•tee)

Amphitrite (am•fih•TRI•tee)

Aphrodite (af•roh•DI•tee)

Ares (EH•reez)

Artemis (AR•teh•miss)

Athena (uh•THEE•nuh)

Elpis (EL•piss)

Hades (HAY•deez)

Hera (HEH•ruh)

Koalemos (koh•AH•leh•mohs)

Lysander (lih•SAN•dur)

Moros (MO•rohs)

Pandora (pan•DOHR•uh)

Pericles (PEH•rih•kleez)

Persephone (per•SEF•oh•nee)

Pheme (FEE•mee)

Plato (PLAY•toh)

Poseidon (puh•SI•duhn)

Socrates (SOCK•ruh•teez)

Zelos (ZEE•los)

Zeus (ZOOS)
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1 A Precious Day


“WHAT AN AMAZING DAY!” ELPIS shouted up to the bright blue sky one Monday morning. Here on Mytikas, every day was perfect and precious, in her humble opinion. Mytikas was the highest peak on Mount Olympus, which was the tallest mountain in Greece. From atop it, she had a brilliant view of all the little towns, villages, forests, and lakes far below her.

Although Elpis could see, hear, and speak like a human, she wasn’t mortal. Or immortal, either. Nope! She was a real… live… bubble! The sparkly, golden bubble of “Hope,” to be exact. Until a few months ago, she’d spent her life locked inside a dark box along with nine horrible, troublemaking bubbles. So being free amid all this beauty was awesome!

Her freedom was mostly a result of sneakiness on her part, though. It had come about after a Titan godboy named Epimetheus had brought that awful box to Mount Olympus Academy (MOA for short). There, the box had fallen into the hands of a curious student named Pandora, who’d discovered the secret to opening it!

While Elpis remained trapped in the box, those trouble bubbles escaped. They managed to bump into nine MOA students, temporarily changing each student’s personality for the worse. Once Elpis escaped, she glooped the trouble bubbles out of those students, though, returning them to normal.

Then, while Pandora captured all the other bubbles, Elpis stealthily bobbled away to this peak. Ever since that crazy day, she’d worried she might be caught and returned to the box too. She really hoped that would never happen!

For now, Elpis shook off thoughts of the past. Leaving her perch, she hitched a ride on an air current. Whee! Like a kite or a bird, she was carried along by the current, gracefully gliding down, down, down the slope of Mount Olympus. How she loved floating along on this fresh mountain air!

She was always careful on such travels, though. The world was quite unsafe for someone like her. Someone small and fragile. Like most bubbles, she was made of water, soap, and air, and she was only a few inches wide.

As far as she knew, only two beings had ever been able to see her. Pandora, of course. And Zeus, the most powerful Olympian ever! He was King of the Gods and Ruler of the Heavens, and the principal of Mount Olympus Academy, too. Therefore, Elpis stayed away from that place. Because Zeus might not like it if he discovered she roamed free.

Sure, she sometimes got lonely being all by herself. But a busy, helpful life spent alone was better than being trapped with those unfriendly trouble bubbles, who’d argued and plotted nonstop. As if troublemaking were an Olympic sport!

Such bad thoughts fell away as she swooped ever lower, glorying in the day. Here on Mount Olympus’s beautiful Mytikas, she couldn’t help but be happy. And hopeful! Skirting the edge of a village, she was on the lookout for signs of unhappiness right now, though. That was how she spent most of her time—offering hope to others in times of trouble.

The homes she spied below were built of wood and mud bricks, each with wooden shutters on the windows and a small courtyard or garden. Here on the mountainside, villagers were going about their day. But then…

Crack! Out of nowhere, a thunderbolt shot down from the sky. She gasped as it struck one of the homes. Ka-boom! Half of it was instantly wrecked! As Elpis watched in horror, a family of four rushed out of the house, seeking safety outdoors.

“Oh no! Our home! Half of it is gone!” wailed the mortal woman who’d fled the house. She held a crying baby in her arms.

“Destroyed!” wailed the kind-looking man beside her. “What’ll we do?” He held the hand of his terrified little son, who clung to him.

Just then, a shadow passed overhead. Elpis glanced up in time to see a big, muscled guy with wild red hair and a beard zoom high across the sky. It was Zeus—riding away on his amazing white-winged horse, Pegasus! He must’ve thrown that thunderbolt! As the whole world knew, Zeus was famous for the huge, terrifying thunderbolts he wielded.

Anger filled her. How could he have been so careless? A family’s home had been half ruined by that bolt. Her heart ached for them. Yet he didn’t seem to care. Ignoring the damage he’d caused, he flew onward, never even slowing as he headed toward the Academy.

Well, she wouldn’t ignore the misfortune he’d caused. Unlike Zeus, she would help them! (Her name was Elpis for a reason, she liked to think. Because she put the “elp” in the word “help”!)

Quickly, she drifted closer to the family. From a few feet away, she blew out four small bubbles, each the size of a dandelion puff. “Hope,” she whispered, blowing the same word into each bubble. As fast as she created them, the hope-filled bubbles flew free of her and sailed toward that sad family.

Invisible to the people of the town, each of her bubbles bumped against the cheek of one of the four members of that family. Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! As the bubbles popped, the family was filled with the magic of hope. Within seconds, their tears began to dry.

Now the father studied their broken house. “Well, at least half of it’s still standing,” he said, perking up a little.

“Yes! We can always rebuild,” the mother added. “I’m just glad our family is safe.”

“Me too,” said the little boy, still hugging his dad’s leg.

“Goo-goo,” cooed the baby.

Elpis figured that was the baby’s way of being hopeful too.

Having heard the crack of the thunderbolt and fearing some catastrophe, neighbors were now pouring outside to gather around the family. When they saw what had happened, they stepped in to help. One man offered to bring the family wood planks. Another offered mud bricks. Still other villagers offered food, furniture, hammers, and nails. And many volunteered to spend time working to rebuild the house.

It pleased Elpis to see this nice family’s hopes lifted even higher by their neighbors’ kindnesses. However, this never should have happened. Zeus had been unforgivably careless.

Gazing up at the puffy clouds overhead, she saw that he and Pegasus had disappeared from view. Before she could think better of it, she issued a command. “Magic breeze, come to me, please!” No sooner had she uttered these words than a glittery breeze whooshed close, causing her to momentarily bob this way and that in the air.

Once she’d settled again, she told the breeze, “Please deliver this message to Zeus. Tell him that I, Elpis the Bubble, hope he will be more careful where he throws his bolts in the future. Because today one of them half destroyed a family’s home.” Feeling fresh anger at the memory of the incident, she added, “Shame on him!”

“I will deliver this message, as you wish,” the breeze promised as it gently whirled and swirled around her.

No sooner had the breeze whipped away toward the Academy than Elpis began to worry that she’d made a terrible mistake. If she’d been face-to-face with Zeus, she’d never have dared to say such things to him. After all, Zeus was King of the Gods. She was just a bubble! So maybe her message was ill-advised? It could even land her in trouble!

“I hope he doesn’t take it the wrong way and think I’m trying to boss him around,” she murmured to herself.

Zeus was the one who had created her and the trouble bubbles in the first place. While she was golden and glittery, he’d colored the other bubbles blue, purple, green, orange, yellow, pink, red, turquoise, and chartreuse. He’d meant for the nine naughty bubbles to help him and the other Olympian goddesses and gods battle their Titan foes in a terrible war called the Titanomachy.

So it was no surprise that those bubbles were not good-hearted. They’d been created to cause mischief and thwart enemies! After the war, Zeus had boxed them up to keep the world safe. Her, too, which wasn’t really fair, since she’d brought no trouble. But if her message made him mad enough, might he gloop her back inside that box with those awful other bubbles for the rest of eternity?

Another hour passed as Elpis delivered hope here and there. To a farmer who hoped for healthy crops. To a child who hoped for a baby brother.

And then… whoosh! Out of nowhere, a new wind whipped up around her. It sent her loop-de-looping in the air.

“Stop! Stop! You’ll make me pop!” she called to the wind.

When the pesky wind finally stopped blowing, she bobbed to a halt in midair, just inches from a firethorn bush. Carefully, she backed away. Many of these prickly bushes (also called pyracantha) grew in Greece. With their white flowers and red berries, they were pretty. But dangerous. To her, anyway. Bubbles did not fare well around sharp thorns!

“Message for Elpis from Zeus, King of the Gods and Ruler of the Heavens!” called the wind.

Uh-oh. Elpis groaned. “Already? That was fast.”

“Art thou Elpis?” it guessed.

“Well… y-yes,” she replied. This had to be about that note she’d sent. She was surprised Zeus would reply so quickly (or at all), but MOA wasn’t that far away. And these message winds moved fast!

Argh! Zeus probably would never have noticed she was still on the loose but for that dumb message she’d sent in the heat of anger. Now she’d drawn his attention!

“Am I in t-trouble?” Elpis asked the wind.

“Zeus summons youuu to Mount Olympusss Academeee,” it whoosh-spoke, ignoring her question.

Was this summons a good or a bad thing? If she wasn’t in trouble, maybe Zeus just wanted to discuss what had happened to that family. Or ask her advice about what he could do to prevent future such mishaps. She kind of would like to speak with him. To caution him to be more careful with his bolts!

“I’m to give you a speedy ride to MOA,” added the wind. “Let’s go. Zeus doesn’t like to be kept waiting!”

So saying, the magic wind abruptly whipped itself into a small tornado, one just big enough to carry her. Whirling gently, it wrapped itself around Elpis. Then, before she could protest, she was whisked away from the village.
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2 The Academy


THE TINY TORNADO WHOOSHED WILDLY, but all was calm at its center, where Elpis was nestled. New hope sprang up in her as she was carried along toward MOA. Because this could be her chance to explain to Zeus the work she was doing! How the hope she spread each day helped keep his subjects from despairing over troubles big and small. (Including troubles accidentally caused by the King of the Gods!)

In the short time the other nine bubbles had escaped their box, they’d released a lot of troubles into the world. Troubles that could never be reined back in. Not completely, anyway. Fighting the spread of the sadness and hopelessness those other bubbles had caused kept her super busy!

If Zeus could be convinced to value the work she did, he might decide to let her roam free forever. Woo-hoo! (On the other hand, if her message had only made him angry, he might not be in a mood to listen. Boo-hiss!)

Eventually, the small tornado transport unfurled enough that Elpis could view the Academy up ahead. She hadn’t seen much of it the last time she was here. She’d been too busy de-troubling various MOA students from the mischief done to them by the other bubbles.

Now, though, she couldn’t help but admire this majestic school for immortals (and a few lucky mortals and spirits). It gleamed in the sunlight atop Mount Olympus. Built of polished white stone, it was five stories tall and surrounded on all sides by dozens of Ionic columns. Low-relief statues called friezes were sculpted just below its peaked rooftop.

“The Academy is so beautiful!” Elpis exclaimed.

“Yessss,” murmured the wind.

When they reached the massive bronze doors at the top of the Academy’s front steps, she wondered how they’d enter. Luckily, just then the doors opened and some students spilled outside. The wind took advantage of this and whooshed her inside.

“Wow!” Elpis breathed, marveling anew at the grandeur she encountered. Marble tiles shone on MOA’s floors, and the ceilings were covered with paintings illustrating the glorious exploits of the goddesses and gods. One scene showed Zeus battling spear-carrying Titan giants as they tried to storm Mount Olympus. Another showed him driving a chariot across the sky while hurling thunderbolts into the clouds.

The wind zoomed her down a hallway, high above the heads of teachers and students moving here and there below. Elpis watched a girl with long turquoise hair sip from one of the fancy fountains set along the walls. Afterward, the girl’s skin sparkled more brightly as if powdered by golden glitter. This glitter indicated that she was an immortal goddessgirl, Elpis knew. Though similar sparkles covered Elpis, she wasn’t immortal. Too bad, because if she were, she wouldn’t have to constantly worry about getting popped!

“Amphitrite, where ya going?” another girl called, waving and rushing over to the turquoise-haired girl. This yellow-haired girl was Pandora! When Pandora drank from the fountain too, her skin didn’t sparkle like Amphitrite’s did. That was because Pandora was a mortal, one of the few who went to MOA.

Swept along on the breeze near the ceiling, Elpis remained invisible to students rushing back and forth below as they chatted or opened lockers. Eventually the wind hesitated at a turn in the hallway, seeming unsure which direction to take. As Elpis awaited its decision, her attention was caught by four girls gathered around a poster hanging alongside a classroom door labeled HERO-OLOGY. The poster read:


WINTER BALL IN THE HALL COMPETITION!

Our annual celebration of winter will take place on December 1.

Submit art and design decoration ideas to the front office by this Friday.



All four girls wore cute sandals and chitons—flowing gowns that were popular in Greece. A gold GG charm hung from a necklace each of them wore, and their skin sparkled and shimmered. Which meant they were goddessgirls. Yes! She recognized them from her last visit here—Athena, Persephone, Aphrodite, and Artemis. They were among those who had gotten bumped by trouble bubbles, causing them to act very unlike themselves.

Zeus’s brainy brown-haired daughter, Athena, for example, had fallen under the spell of a “Ditz” bubble. As a result, she’d acted ditzy—as in airheaded—often staring blankly off into space instead of thinking smart thoughts or studying in her usual way. And the normally super-nice red-haired Persephone had become angry at everyone after getting bumped by an “Anger” bubble.

Elpis had helped rid those four girls of trouble bubbles. And she had done the same for four other students, and even Zeus himself! But she’d been invisible to these girls then, and no doubt was now as well.

As the wind continued to hesitate, still directionally confused, she listened in on the girls’ conversation as they discussed school, homework, extracurriculars, and such. They sounded like… friends. What would it be like to have friends? Truly good ones—not troublemakers like those nine awful bubbles. She could only imagine.

After the girls walked off, a group of boys came along. Each wore a tunic—a plain, knee-length version of a girl’s chiton. One boy carried a trident, which looked sort of like a pitchfork. She remembered him—the godboy Poseidon. She’d glooped a “Scaredy-cat” bubble out of him. Eyeing his sharp-tipped trident, she couldn’t help but be glad the indecisive wind was keeping her high away from it!

A frowny boy in the group, with thick black-and-green hair that hung forward over one eye, paused to study the poster. Noting his interest, Poseidon nudged him, snickering. “Dude, you thinking of doing some art all of a sudden? You do realize you’d have to actually talk to people to participate in an event like that, right? And do you even know how to draw?”

Looking somewhat embarrassed at being caught out, the frowny boy shoved his black-and-green locks out of his face to glare at Poseidon. “Remember when I asked for your opinion? Yeah, me neither.”

Poseidon’s head jerked back in surprise. Taken aback by the boy’s fierceness, he said, “Sorry. Whatever floats your boat, I guess.”

The other boy relaxed instantly. Seeming to regret his sharp words, he elbowed Poseidon. “Boat. Ha! I get it,” he said. “Because you’re godboy of the sea.”

“Yeah, duh,” said Poseidon, all laughter again. With that, both boys turned away from the poster and rushed off to catch up with their friends.

Seconds later, the black-and-green-haired boy returned, however. After peering both ways as if to make sure no one was watching (he couldn’t have known Elpis floated high above him), he stepped up to the poster. Quickly, he read all the information on it. Then he straightened and heaved a sigh. “If only…,” he mumbled to himself. Then he shook his head. “Nope. No point getting my hopes up.” With a shrug, he ambled away.

Whoa, talk about negativity! Elpis wasn’t sure exactly what the boy’s hopes were, but they had something to do with that poster. She was about to send a helpful hope bubble to follow in his direction when… whoosh! Having finally made a decision about which direction to go, the wind blew her down another hall.

A minute later, they zoomed from that hall, in through a doorway, and onward through an office past a lady with nine heads. Whoosh! On they went, passing through another bigger doorway and into a bigger office. There the wind abruptly stopped, leaving her suspended in midair.

Eek! Seated before Elpis was a powerful-looking guy with the biggest muscles she’d ever seen. Zeus!
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3 Bubble Girl


ZZZZ. ZEUS’S EYES WERE CLOSED. He was sleeping. And snoring too, while seated upon a huge golden throne behind an equally huge desk. His head was bent forward, with one bearded cheek resting on his forearms, which were folded on the desktop. Though a two-foot-long sandwich sat on a plate nearby, only one bite had been taken from it. He was a busy guy. Had his work here tired him out so much that he couldn’t even finish his sandwich before falling asleep? It seemed so!

Zeus had summoned her here, and Elpis had come as requested. Should she wake him up? Or would startling him make him mad? Maybe she should just wait till he woke on his own?

“What do I do now?” she asked the wind that had brought her here. But she got no reply. Because that wind had already zipped away, she realized. Argh! She’d have to face Zeus alone!

“Well, thanks a lot,” she mumbled, though the wind was likely too far away by now to hear her. Since she actually wished she could chicken out of this meeting herself, she did understand that wind making a speedy getaway!

While trying to decide what to do, she gazed around Zeus’s office. It was messier than she would have expected the office of the King of the Gods to be. Everywhere she looked, there were piles of random junk. In front of his desk stood a row of chairs with scorch marks (from thunderbolts?) on their cushions. It looked to her like perhaps someone had cleaned up in here some time ago, but Zeus was slowly messing it up again.

Elpis floated herself over till she was level with Zeus’s big head, yet still some distance away. As she bobbed in place, she studied him. She’d seen him earlier today riding Pegasus, of course. And she’d sort of met him, and some of the Mount Olympus Academy students, too. That was back when the trouble bubbles were on the loose and causing mayhem in these very halls. After helping Pandora to catch them, Elpis had happily heard nothing from Zeus.

Why, oh, why did I draw his attention to me today? she wondered again. It wasn’t like Zeus had given her permission to roam loose. He’d simply never noticed that she hadn’t been recaptured. When she’d disappeared, he’d been recovering from being bumped by a “Lazy” trouble bubble. One that had caused this powerful and (usually) energetic guy to temporarily become… well, lazy. Kind of like he looked now, snoozing away.

Maybe she should follow the wind’s example and sneak out of here. Go back to her mountain peak and pretend she’d never gotten his summons. Maybe Zeus would forget all about her again? Quickly, she bobbed herself halfway back to the door.
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