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Shaken not Stirred 

 

The deep rumble began at the floor of his room, building gradually until Kevin’s entire 

bedroom was shaking. “Earthquake,” he murmured as he grabbed his pillow and rolled off his 

bed to the tiled floor to lie next to the mattress. Heart pounding, he drew his head and knees 

together and lay in a fetal position, placing the pillow over his head. In the stark night he heard 

more than saw the succession of thumps of books falling off his shelf onto the floor. His head 

swam as he sensed the walls vibrating around him.  

I’ll have to wait it out, he thought as he fought a raising sense of panic. He knew he 

wasn’t supposed to try to run outside the door but it was hard, to just lie until the quake was over. 

The movement of the bed thumped against his back as the ground rumbled beneath him. Though 

only twelve years old, he was tall for his age, and his body length matched much of the bed.  

He had been trained by his dad, “During any earthquake at night you roll off your bed 

and lie on the floor next to it. If the roof caves in, it will likely fall against the bed and you’ll be 

better protected.” His dad was a famous geologist. He was the best person to listen to in times 

like this. Just stay calm, he told himself. 

Is this the big one? Kevin wondered, knowing Northern Utah had been waiting for a 

major quake for decades. Even as he thought about it, the ground began to settle, making him 

realize that only a brief few seconds had passed. 

He didn’t get up. His dad had also told him of aftershocks. He took a tentative sniff; 

quakes could cause gas leaks from broken pipes. But one couldn’t smell natural gas could they? 

Hadn’t he heard somewhere that something was put into natural gas to make it smell? 

Something wasn’t right; but he was too scared to think clearly. 

Within seconds the quake was done. 

He lay, panting, as several minutes passed without incident. Nervously, he stood up and 

started for the hall. His parents were up stairs, I’d better check— 

Kevin paused; his Dad also said that the steps of a home were the most vulnerable after a 

quake. They could crumble beneath his weight by simply stepping on them; so how can I— 

How much damage happened outside? He wondered. It was still early morning and he 

didn’t know how much he’d see in the dark. Kevin stepped over to the window of his room. 

After so much shaking and now with the calm, his heart began to settle. It was as if nothing 

happened. He liked sleeping in a very dark room and so his mother had covered his bedroom 

window with a heavy curtain. He could hear the wind blowing outside and was glad to see that 

the glass wasn’t cracked. Otherwise he would have felt the air. With the violence of the few 

seconds of quake, that surprised him. He reached up to open the curtain but something blocked 

his hand.  

It was like a wall of hard air? 

There wasn’t much to see, other than shadows. Always having had good perceptions in 

the dark, he sensed more than saw how close he was to his bed, his dresser and the pile of books 

now scattered across the floor. He was a foot away from the wall. He wasn’t touching the 



curtain, glass nor the wall but when his hand was about six inches from the window; it was 

stopped by some unseen force. Weird. 

He tried to remember what was bothering him. He was aware that there were two types of 

waves of an earthquake. The body wave was where the earth moved from beneath the ground. 

The surface waves occurred when movement reached the surface and away from the focal point. 

Surface waves were what caused the ground move like the water of an ocean. The spot on the 

surface directly above the origin of a quake was the epicenter. He hadn’t yet felt the surface 

waves to determine the direction where the earth originated. 

Since their home was next to the Wasatch fault line, he had assumed it would be from the 

east. Or maybe the aftershocks would tell him the origin.  

Kevin glanced to his left, a series of colorful lights were flickering through the slit of the 

door to his bedroom closet. Their circular pattern reminded him of a police car. Opening the 

door, he saw floating in the center of the closet his geode rock. It was the size of a basketball. 

The outside of the roc was an ugly grey with one side cut open into a circle. The crystalline 

interior was purple and was normally just nice to look at. But right now it was emitting a series 

of colorful lights: green, orange, blue, yellow and purple. The rock was slowly turning in the air, 

shining the rainbow of lights against his cloths and walls of the closet. 

What the--. 

He normally had the rock resting on his dresser, but had stuffed it in his closet whenever 

he thought that Josh was going to stop by; otherwise, his best friend had a tendency to use the 

geode as a bowling ball. 

His rock had never done that before. I’ll ask Dad. Kevin ran for the front room. 

In the main living area he paused in shock, staring at the light show taking place. His dad 

had placed different geode rocks throughout the entire room. Now they were each floating in the 

air offering their own circular pattern filling the room with a spectacular light display that spilled 

out into the hall and kitchen. His dad’s rocks were floating at head level and slightly humming.  

The one in his room hadn’t hummed. 

Their exposed colorful crystal interiors ranged from a vivid blue, deep purple to a soft 

green. Each rock was of a various size and color. Each usually positioned on side tables or book 

shelves were now turning slowing in the air. Each had a unique frequency of a low hum.  

His mom called them his dad’s pet rocks. Rocks aren’t supposed to float, he thought. But 

this was the first time he had experienced an earth quake that actually shook the house.  

They’re not alive are they? Unconsciously he rubbed his finger on a buffed disk of geode 

rock, a slice of the colorful interior had been turned into the crest of a ring he wore on his thumb. 

His dad had given it to him when his voice began to change. It had only been shined and buffed 

before being inserted into a brass ring. 

He heard heavy steps of his dad’s descent down the stairs behind him. 

 


