
 

 
Chapter 4 
Show and Tell 

 

“Come, walk with me. A grand tour is in order and we 

can talk as we go.” Igneous swooped an arm low through 

the air, and pointed the way. 

The two passed into the center of the three corridors at 

the back of the cave and wound their way through the 

mountain. The details of Igneous’ workmanship amazed 

Skye. Everywhere he looked, colored crystals sprang 

from the walls like flowers along a stream. Even the 

cobbled floors displayed polished gems that sparkled 

under his every step.  

Igneous spoke to him about his upcoming quest. He 

spoke also of the mountain’s history and about the first 

people who came to reside in its woods. Skye learned of 

the giant eagles and a few secrets about the lake.  

“It’s all in the brew, my dear man, all in the brew. 

Pure food,” Igneous said. “A gift from Misty. You are 

what you eat, you know. The waters they drink are rich 

in nutrients that leak out from the living-stones, and the 

fish that swim in the lake are food that makes the eagles 

smart. Remarkable, intelligent creatures, they are. Makes 

them grow large, too. And—even though we really don’t 



need the help—they like to guard our mountain. That’s 

dedication any father would be proud of.”   

Sky noticed many times that they crossed intersecting 

tunnels and entered other domed caverns. Each cavern 

was the same shape and size as the others but featured a 

different gem studding the walls. They passed through 

rooms of diamond, topaz, beryl, onyx, jasper, turquoise, 

emerald, and many others—all polished and welded in 

place with gold. The sight took his breath away each time 

they entered a room. It also took some willpower, and at 

times a nudge from Igneous, to step out of those rooms.  

Igneous had purposely designed the mountain this 

way to hold captive any trespassers. The whole system 

was a maze—a spider’s web of complexity.  

“Why all the security?” Skye asked. “It’s difficult 

enough to find the entrance, let alone the way out.” 

“Quite right, my curious friend.” Igneous stopped and 

faced Skye, leaned forward, and became deadly serious. 

“But someone has, or should I say,” his eyes shifted left 

then right, “some ‘thing’.”  

“Thing?” Skye didn’t like the sound of that. 

“It’s the best description that fits.” 

“How so?” 

The guardian crossed his arms, eyes squinted in 

thought. “Only once through the ages has someone 

broken in. At night, a thief came. Fragments of living-

stones lay scattered, their blood smeared everywhere. 

Murdered.” His voice shook. “I heard my stones through 

the corridors—hundreds of them screaming as they died. 

No reason for the murders other than for the pleasure of 

hearing my oracles cry. The murderer slipped away as 

easily as he came before I could get to him.”  

“Did you get a look at whatever it was?” 

“No. At first we believed we knew who it might be, 

but what we found puzzled us. Whatever it was …” The 

guardian’s eyes flashed and narrowed, sending shivers 



over Skye’s arms. “It walks on … three legs … six toes 

each. The strangest thing I’ve ever seen, and it made sure 

I’d see its tracks in the blood on my floors.” He looked 

straight into Skye’s frightened eyes and whispered, “We 

have been visited—again.” 

Igneous’ rocky muscles flexed before the boulder 

relaxed with a sigh.  

“Last night it tried to come in through one of the 

seven water-light towers.”  

“Why did it come back?” 

Rocky shoulders shrugged. “Sometimes people get 

used to the shameful things they do. They do what is 

wrong for so long that it becomes natural. They reason 

what’s bad to be good, and they continue wallowing in 

it—even start to enjoy it. Stolen fruit is sweet, my friend, 

but soon grows sour. That’s when immorality takes its 

toll.”  

The guardian looked around with eyes narrowed. “So 

if you see anything unusual you will let me know, won’t 

you?”  

“Anything unusual?” Skye chuckled. “Everything 

here is unusual. How am I to know?” 

“Hmm, good point, my befuddled fellow, but I can 

reassure you …” He put a hand to Skye’s shoulder. “… 

you’ll know it in your heart—if you can trust what is 

there. Trusting is a hard thing to do, I know, but you 

must learn to do it, particularly in situations you don’t 

fully understand. You’ll see what I mean about trust soon 

enough.”  

He ruffled Skye’s hair again. “Come now, our tour is 

almost at an end.”   

Skye wasn’t sure he liked the way Igneous talked 

about trusting. He brushed his mussed hair back out of 

his eyes and chewed his lower lip.  

They entered another grotto—one made of sapphires. 

This one resembled the others, except it held a larger 



stone, shaped like a teardrop. About half the size of 

Igneous, the stone rested in the center of the room like a 

trophy. It hummed in deeper tones than the smaller 

living-stones, but not as deeply as Igneous himself.  

Igneous stopped at the oracle, ran his hand over its 

surface, and spoke encouragingly. “All in good time, my 

child, and you shall be free once more. Chains will be 

broken again because of you, you’ll see. But first things 

first.” 

The teardrop stone purred louder in Igneous’ 

presence. He made no explanation to Skye, and 

continued his tour through the room as if nothing had 

happened.  

Skye eyed the large stone as he walked past. “What 

was that about?” Igneous swiveled around, looking 

puzzled, then lifted his gravelly brows. “What? Oh—

why, yes, where are my manners?”  

He rolled back to Skye, took hold of his hand, and 

placed it on top of the oracle.  

“Master Skye, you are with Hope.”  

Silver sparks flickered off the surface under Skye’s 

hand and showered to the ground. Hope jerked and 

glowed brighter.   

Skye’s legs gave out and he collapsed to his knees, 

unable to remove his hand from Hope. Tears sprang to 

his eyes. Hope had a purpose—its urgency real. Skye’s 

mouth hung open and the oracle’s words spilled from 

him, resounding deep and earthy in the chamber. 

 

 

“I cry. I weep. I mourn in pain 

My children, are you well?  

Are you valiant? Are you sane? 

I worry how you rest, if you run while troubles chase 

I long to encourage you, to show you there is grace 

To hold you, to mold you in my arms safe and tight 



To wake you, to shake you, to whisper ‘It’s all right’ 

I cry. I weep. I mourn in pain 

My children, are you well?  

Are you valiant? Are you sane?” 

 

As quickly as they began, the sparks stopped. A cold 

wave of goosebumps hit him. “She … she spoke through 

me,” he finally gasped out. 

“Yes, my boy.” Igneous bent over and put a 

comforting hand on his back. “Hope sings her song to me 

over and over again, in much the same way. But the 

feelings go deeper, don’t they?”  

Skye sat with his back against Hope, and wiped the 

moisture from his eyes with the heel of his hand. “She 

aches, Igneous. Aches to be back in the world, back with 

her children—us—mankind.”  

For once Igneous seemed at a loss for words. With a 

nod he let Skye know that he understood. 

“Igneous?” 

“Yes?” 

“Why is Hope in this room and not out where she 

wants to be? How did she even get here?” 

“All good questions, my friend, but not easy to 

answer, I’m afraid.” He crossed one arm in front of 

himself and placed his other elbow on top. With his 

finger and thumb, Igneous pinched his stony lip in 

thought. “Hmm, perhaps I should start by first saying … 

Misty is very sick.” 

“Misty’s sick?” Skye sat up. 

“Yes, well; maybe, I should say, depressed.” 

“Depressed?” 

“Yep! Well, perhaps it’s more like he’s really 

worried.” 

“Worried?” 

“Well, of course. Wouldn’t you be sick, depressed, 

and worried if you just learned that Hope is dying?”  



“Hope is dying?” 

“Is there an echo in here? Hmm, I thought I insulated 

better than that.”  Igneous went to the wall and patted it, 

feeling its integrity.  

“Igneous, is this all true?” 

“Yes. Unfortunately, it is so.” The light in Igneous’ 

eyes dimmed. “Like a rock’s ripple in a pool, man has 

steadily become more degenerate, greedy, and violent. 

Kindness for kindness’s sake has become the exception 

to the rule. Wealth, instead of good deeds, now measures 

success. Because of this, I saw Misty cry. Never thought 

he could do it, but there it was—a tear. It wept right out 

of the lake down below and left a deep, dark hole in the 

center.”   

Skye remembered seeing the dark spot in the lake 

earlier that day. 

“This teardrop is made up of all that is precious to life. 

It is, in all actuality, the heart of Misty. From that day, 

Hope began to die. The only hope for her survival is the 

same hope for man’s survival: to put back into time—

once and for all—Hope.  

“Hope has been draining slowly from the world for 

quite some time now. How long Hope’s residue on the 

world will last is unknown, but it can’t be much longer. It 

is said that there is always hope, however …” He paused, 

face solemn. “I seriously wonder if there will be any left 

for mankind.”  

“Can’t you put it back?” 

“I can’t do it, Skye. It would mean nothing if it came 

from me. I’m not the one chosen for this calling. Hope 

must be dropped back into Elysium Lake, and she must 

penetrate the very hole from which she came—the heart 

of Misty. Only the chosen one will be able to accomplish 

it.”  

“How will you know who is chosen?” 



“By their devotion to Misty. It will be the one who has 

fallen unconditionally in love with the mountain and all 

he stands for—the one who’s willing to be changed for 

the sake of putting Hope back into the world. Then and 

only then will Hope live and be restored for all.”  

“And you believe I’m that chosen one, don’t you? 

Otherwise, why would you bring me here?” 

“What does your heart tell you?” 

“My heart?” Skye reflected for a moment. “My heart 

is confused. I’ve been gone too long and too much has 

happened to me to think with my head, much less my 

heart.” He leaned against Hope, and looked away in 

thought. “I do know I love my family and what I’ve 

come to see as my home, and I’m devoted to all that 

surrounds me. That is one thing my heart and I are clear 

on.”   

“And that is a very good place to start.” Igneous 

nodded. “So, be of good cheer. Whether or not you are 

the chosen one, you are fulfilling your part accordingly.”  

Skye stared. “The man we saw in the stone, he’s hurt 

bad, isn’t he?” 

“Oh yes, absolutely—right at death’s door even as we 

speak. You know, if we don't get you there as soon as 

possible, the Chief will die.” Igneous nudged Skye with 

his elbow. “Hey, want to see where the water comes 

gushing out of the mountain into the waterfall? The best 

view you’ll ever see is right around this corner.”  

Skye stood. “Hold on, you just can’t switch subjects 

like that. You’re telling me that was a chief we saw?” 

“Why yes. Chief Bending Tree is his name and a well-

earned one at that.”  

The boulder struck a pose, held up his head, and 

recited: 

 

“When storms blow and the earth shakes, 

Limber trees may bend, but the stiff will break.” 



 

He relaxed his pose and looked to Skye with one 

eyebrow cocked. “He’s like that, you know, born to be a 

leader—strong in deeds and decisions, yet not too stiff 

and set in his ways or traditions, good as they may be. 

“You know,” Igneous went on, leaning an elbow 

against a crystal on the wall, “Bending Tree is a pretty 

great guy, important too. He must not die, my young 

friend; your mission must not fail. Administer the life-

blood of the earth to this man and anyone else that is sick 

or hurt. It seems that people are always getting hurt, not 

at all like it used to be before the great flood.   

“Speaking of floods, how about we go see that 

waterfall I told you about?” Igneous spun about and 

headed out the sapphire doorway, anxious, it seemed, to 

get to the water.  

Skye followed closely behind, wondering what could 

be more important right now than rescuing this man. 

Something peculiar was going on.  

When they turned the corner out of Hope’s grotto, the 

sound of rushing water echoed down the corridor.  

“Ah, here we are.” Igneous scrubbed his stony hands 

together.  

Up ahead, water shot out of the mountain through a 

large, diamond-lined hole. Shafts of sunlight fragmented 

through the diamond’s prisms in the bright colors of the 

rainbow. The waves of refracted light bounced from 

crystal to crystal and lit a good portion of the tunnels 

throughout the mountain. Skye shaded his eyes as he 

approached. To his right, a spring boiled up and out of a 

tunnel, and glided over a bed of living-stones that 

shimmered and flashed in random colors.   

“This is one of the seven water-light towers that I told 

you about. Misty’s pretty picky, you know? He finds 

only the freshest of waters and this water is the best 

water in the world. In case you want to know, it’s 



‘perfect’ water. It has never been tasted before, or 

touched or tainted by any living thing. The freshest of 

fresh, the purest of pure, clean and totally …” He gasped 

as Skye swirled his dirty hands in the beckoning waters. 

“… unspoiled.” Igneous barely finished the sentence. He 

took a deep breath and continued reluctantly. “Quite all 

right, master Skye, go right ahead.” An unnatural smile 

pulled across his stony face. “Drink from it, too.” He 

swallowed hard. “If you wish.”  

Skye didn’t think twice. He plunged his whole head 

into the water and flung it out like a whip, spraying his 

wet hair back before taking a long drink.  

By this time, Igneous had braced himself against the 

wall. “Delicious?” he squeaked out politely.  

“Oh yeah.” Skye smiled and slid to the ground with a 

sigh.  

Igneous rolled to the water, bent over, and sniffed. 

“Ahhh.” He looked relieved. “Swept all away, good as 

new. No harm done.” 

When Skye went to see what Igneous was talking 

about, he noticed the sun high in the sky. “Igneous! The 

morning is getting late. Why are we still here? We should 

be on our way.” 

A serious look cracked across Igneous’ face. “You’re 

right, it is time. Time to start the wheels in motion.” He 

rolled back and forth rapidly, and rattled off, “Time to 

weep, time to laugh. Time to plant, time to reap. Time to 

love, time to—”  

The mountain rumbled. 

Igneous stopped short and snapped a quick look out 

the hole then back to Skye. “Time’s up. Sooo …” He 

brushed imaginary dirt from his hands. “… best be 

moving along.” He paused for a moment, and held a 

hand out. “Well?”  

Skye stood, but didn’t know what Igneous was 

referring to.  



“Don’t just stand there, young man.” He extended his 

hand further, snapping his stony fingers. “Give me your 

clothes.”  

Skye hesitated, finally remembering the words 

Igneous had whispered to him earlier. “Now?”  

“Yes, now.” Snap–snap. Igneous’ fingers sounded 

like rocks banging together. 

“Here?” 

“Yes, here.” Snap–snap. 

“E-ve-ry-thing?” Skye said. 

“Of course, e-ve-ry-thing.” The rocky fingers snapped 

again. “Quickly, my modest man, time’s wasting and 

they’ll think you strange enough as it is. It’s best you 

look the part when you drop in.”  

Snap–snap.  

Skye twisted his mouth in thought then turned around, 

kicked off his boots, and unbuttoned his shirt. He peeked 

over his shoulder and saw Igneous still looking at him 

with his hand outstretched. “Could you please? …” he 

asked, twirling his finger in a circle. “You’re making me 

nervous.” 

“Nervous? Why, nothing to be nervous about.” 

Igneous rolled closer. “Seen everything this world has to 

offer and then some. No need to be nervous around me, 

no sir. Why, in only the last one hundred years I—”  

“Igneous.” Skye shot him a panicked glare. 

“I’m turning around … I’m rolling away,” he said, 

and settled about ten feet from Skye. “I’m waiting.” 

Impatient fingers clicked against the crystal wall.  

One-by-one, articles of clothing sailed over and 

landed at Igneous’ feet. The guardian didn’t waste any 

time. He took the garments and ripped them into 

calculated sections; fiber fragments floated to the 

cobbled floor.  

“Here, put this on,” Igneous said.  



A small, rag-like article flew over his stony shoulder 

and landed at Skye’s bare feet. He reached down and 

held up two pieces of cloth joined together by a strand of 

leather stripped from his boot.  

“Around your waist it goes, my modest friend, no 

time to lose,” Igneous said before Skye asked.  

Remnants of cloth still floated to the floor as Igneous 

continued to rip, knot and tie. Before Skye could fasten 

his newly fashioned garment, Igneous spun around and 

held out the last article like a prize.  

“Ta-da!”  

The guardian took a living-stone from the water, 

stroked it as if it were a pet, then placed the stone in the 

sling he’d made and handed it to Skye. “Your time has 

come, my scantily-clad fellow. Take this down to the 

village. When you get there, you will know what to do.” 

He placed the sling around Skye’s head, and strapped 

across his chest so it rested over his opposite arm, where 

it hung like a side bag.  

“Word has it from Misty that one of these stones can 

make a mean bowl of soup. Particularly if you add fresh 

game, roots, berries, and a smaaall pinch of oregano.”  

“Oregano?” Skye had never heard of the word. 

“Ah, oregano, you say? Funny you should ask—”  

The mountain stirred again.  

Igneous acknowledged the quake and shot a glance 

outside. “Oh my, forget the oregano. Why didn’t you tell 

me time was getting on?”  

“But I—”  

An upheld hand stopped Skye’s protest. “You must be 

off, my dear man. The sun is on the rise, and the Chief is 

nearly kaput. But not to worry, this is going to be good. 

Wait ‘til the last minute, I always say, that way you get a 

better reaction. It sticks solid in the mind; it inspires 

songs and stories to be written.”  



Igneous snatched another stone from the water and 

handed it to him. “Come now, master Skye. Let’s get you 

loaded with another healing-stone. That’s what the 

villagers are going to call them, you know. Not a bad 

name, I might add. However, we prefer living-stone, 

because they really are ‘alive’. They’re willing to give 

their lives for a good cause.  

“This other stone must be given to the chief for 

safekeeping so he and the rest of his people will always 

remember the miracle that happened this day.”  

Skye took the stone and placed it in the sling with the 

first. “I’m ready. We must speed along to the outside 

cave, if you could lead the way.”  

“Speed? Why yes, my anxious diplomat,” Igneous 

placed a hand on Skye’s upper arm. “I bid you eagle’s 

speed. May the wind be at your back and beneath your 

wings. Dress warm,” he looked skeptically over Skye’s 

new attire. “Get lots of rest and plenty of fluids. Keep 

your nose clean and for goodness sake, man, get some 

decent clothes, would you?”  

Without warning, the hand on Skye’s arm squeezed 

and lifted him off the ground.  

“Hey!” Skye kicked thin air. 

With his other hand, Igneous grabbed Skye’s ankle 

and held him dangerously high. 

“What are you doing? Let go of me!” Skye thrashed 

unsuccessfully in Igneous’ granite grip.  

“Remember when we talked about trust? Well, my 

feisty fellow, this is the time to start trusting. Trust is a 

hard thing to do—trust me. However, time has simply 

run out.  

“Speed, my friend. Time is of the essence.” His voice 

thundered. “You must fly.”  

Skye twisted about, trying to break his hold.  

“You must run!” Igneous’ earthen voice escalated 

until it shook the cave. “You must swim!”  



“Swim?” Skye panicked, and beat at the arm that held 

him tight. “But I ca—” 

With that last disturbing thought, Igneous tossed Skye 

headlong into the water, and it swept him away, past the 

diamonds, through the hole, and out into the day. 

  



 
Chapter 5 

Wet and Wild 
 

 

The current pulled Skye under. Diamond edges sliced 

him across his chest and upper leg. Pain gripped him and 

he inhaled water as he fell from the cliffs of Misty, 

flailing in a hundred-foot free-fall.  

Igneous strained to look out of the water-light tower. 

“Oh my, hmm. Should have warned him.” He yelled out 

the opening, “Hold your breath!” 

Skye plunged into a water-carved pool halfway down 

the face of the mountain. The impact knocked out the 

remaining air in his lungs and momentarily paralyzed 

him. Before he regained his senses, the force of falling 

water pushed him back under, then up over the edge of 

the pool, and down the rocky slope where it gushed out 

of control.  

He slammed against boulders, tumbled over rocks, 

and bounced down a slippery slope of certain death. He 

had little hope of survival and he felt foolish at being 

tricked again. Had he not learned anything the day before 

when rocks pelted him off the mountainside and landed 

him at the entrance to Igneous’ cave? 

Maybe, he fumed, he’s the three-legged Thing.  



Death held Skye in its grip again. He continued to 

tumble and fell into waters that spilled from other water-

light towers. Eventually the river swallowed him up and 

sent him racing along the rapids, fighting for every 

breath. His life became but a speck in the turbulence and 

he hoped he’d wake from this nightmare safe in the arms 

of his wife. She was all he saw before he sailed over the 

last waterfall and crashed into the lake. 

A minute passed before Skye popped up from the 

pounding waters, spinning on his stomach toward the 

center of the lake.  

I can’t swim, he confronted Igneous in his mind.  

Too beat-up and too exhausted to reach for another 

breath of air, he stared hopelessly into the depths of the 

lake, welcoming death. Without hope, he couldn’t hold 

on anymore, not even for Pearl or his daughter. 

In his last heartbeats, he watched fish swimming 

around leafy plants at the bottom of the lake and wished 

he could be a fish. He drifted in lazy circles until he 

floated over a deep, dark nothingness: a hole ripped from 

the world, an endless abyss of night. It held him there, 

spinning in place. He thought of nothing as he waited to 

die, and his lungs filled with water.  

As he relaxed in death’s grip, something formed in the 

depths of the abyss. It grew in size and rose with speed 

toward him. He laughed to himself, thinking yet another 

catastrophe was about to add its final insult. He 

embraced his fate and gave up on life, passed out and 

remembered no more. 

 

 
The rippling form rushed to the surface, growing in 

size like a monstrous head pushing through the water for 

a breath of air. A huge bubble broke the surface, 

swallowed Skye, and shot him high into the air where he 

drifted, rocking safely within its fragile skin.   



“Good shot again, if I do say so myself!” Igneous 

cheered as he peered out from the cavern above. “Your 

aim is getting better, isn’t it? You never cease to amaze 

me.” 

“And you never cease to put me in positions where I 

have to act on nearly impossible situations.” Misty 

seemed put-out, but secretly enjoyed the satisfying 

moment of a rescue. “I have him secured for now, but 

I’m afraid his will to live is not as strong as we once 

thought.” 

“Yes, I’ve noticed. Maybe the stones can help where 

Hope cannot. It won’t be the same effect, but it’s his only 

hope … so to speak.” 

Igneous placed his elbows on the side of the diamond-

studded opening and rested his chin in the cup of his 

stony hands, watching Skye drift by as the bubble carried 

him in no particular direction. Igneous drew a long 

breath until the matrix lines that split around the stones 

of his body widened with colored light. He held it for a 

moment then blew steadily until the bubble slowly 

wobbled in the direction of the village.  

“Safe travels, my valiant friend,” he said. “Our ways 

are different, I know, but that’s where trust comes in—

and you’re doing well, yes. Very well indeed.”  

He filled his lungs again and blew once more. 

 

 
 

In the hollow of the bubble, beat and bloodied, Skye 

lay at death’s door, with the stones in the sling beneath 

his body. They sensed his condition and acted 

instinctively. Their purring deepened and a vaporous 

balm seeped from their shell into the bubble, saturating 

the atmosphere. Skye still didn’t move. One of the stones 



jumped beneath him, slamming into his chest. His body 

heaved with the stone, but fell still against the bubble. 

Again, the stone jumped. 

Nothing.  

Harder it thrust … again, then again. 

No response. 

The other stone followed suit, both of them pitching 

Skye’s body like bacon frying in a pan. While his body 

flopped about, the stones whined in urgency for his life. 

Finally, water spewed from his mouth. He gasped, taking 

in a gurgling breath of medicinal air. Satisfied, the stones 

stopped and purred soothingly. 

 

<><><> 

 

In coughing fits, Skye spit more water and blood from 

his mouth. His jaw quivered and hung open in pain—

several teeth fell out. He sunk his hands into the bubble’s 

skin, pushed himself to his knees, and coughed until he 

thought his lungs would come up. After a few more 

ragged breaths, the enhanced atmosphere eased his 

breathing. 

He tried to look beyond his eyelids, but could only see 

with one eye. In his other eye, a stabbing pain almost 

made him pass out. With trembling fingers, he reached 

into the lumpy mess of a gouged-out socket. In shock, he 

fell against the bubble, swinging back and forth like a 

baby in a cradle. That’s when he noticed his position 

above the earth. Everywhere he looked, he saw … 

everything! Even through the pain, he thought it 

incredible as he floated with the wind. For a brief 

moment, he forgot about his situation and sank back into 

the bubble. He tried to gather his thoughts and wondered 

just how badly he was injured.  

A glimpse of his cabin came into view far below. His 

heart skipped a beat and he tried to stand to see his home, 



but it was too late—he and the bubble sunk out of sight 

over the eastern ridge of Elysium. 

Skye knelt, exhausted, hurt, and lonely. He wanted to 

go home. He struck the skin of his cage with his fist, but 

it only gave way and sprang back. 

Just then, an eagle flew over him, wobbling the 

bubble in its wake and sending Skye backwards against 

the shell. A second eagle flew under the bubble, its 

turbulence swinging it the other way. The first eagle 

circled back and crossed in a different direction. Curious, 

the two giant birds kept flying near and around the 

strange anomaly.  

Within his capsule, swinging and sliding, Skye’s 

blood smeared the walls of his fragile fortress.  

“Whoa. Stop it.” he yelled to the eagles. With every 

pass they made, Skye swung and spun in the bubble. The 

closer they flew, the more curious they became, and their 

wings brushed the bubble’s surface. Skye swore they 

enjoyed watching him spin in his rubbery cage. 

Nauseous, he slapped at the bubble’s surface. “Stop it!”  

One of the eagles grazed its back against the 

underside, which sent the bubble—and Skye—in a few 

complete loops. While the bubble flipped, it drifted, and 

as it drifted it descended steadily over the upper rim of 

Elysium and down the steep slope. With the eagles in 

playful pursuit, the bubble headed for the Anasazi 

Village on the other side of the Misty River.   

The morning sun reflected through the river and off 

the bed of gold which lined it as naturally as normal 

stones would. Skye shielded his one eye from the glare 

and saw children playing and others fishing with spears 

at its shore. 

The bubble skimmed the top of a tree and bounced, 

sending Skye forward into the bubble’s side. The eagles 

grazed the bubble’s top and it skipped off the trees again. 

The birds took turns in their play on the flight to the 



river’s edge, bouncing Skye in his floating cage over the 

rushing water. 

The transparent ball rolled across the trees of the 

forest, careening ever closer to the village. He lay on his 

stomach, trying to control his nausea. Native eyes stared 

up at him, mouths agape, as he twirled in the bubble.  

The people, busy at their work, stopped to investigate 

the incoming squall. Women screamed and ran; some 

men bowed in worship while the children cheered. 

Right when Skye felt the nausea and dizziness at its 

peak, an eagle snagged his talon in the floating skin. 

With a great explosion, the bubble burst and snapped 

down under Skye’s body. The surrounding trees shook, 

and the people of the village shuddered under its force. 

“Noooo!” Skye screamed, and his bright world went 

black. 

 

 

  



 

Chapter 6 
Do Drop In 

 

 

The sound of eagles rose above the voices of the 

people engaged in the ritual inside the wooden hut. 

Drums, singing, dancing—all stopped. Bewildered 

expressions spread across their faces, but only one man 

dared to venture outside. 

He pushed the heavy blanket aside from the door, his 

feathered head leading the way into the sun-streaked 

courtyard. A trail of smoke from the central fire pointed 

to the incoming flight of eagles and a strange floating 

object.  

The man stood tall, observing the situation. An 

explosion ripped the sky. It shook the trees and blew the 

flame out in the pit. A spray of liquid, followed by a 

large object, splattered before him, and a nearly-naked 

white man landed in the middle of it all. 

In the sky, two eagles scattered like children caught 

doing something they shouldn’t have done. 

For a moment the woods were silent. The man with 

the feathered headdress remained calm. He pondered the 

situation briefly then walked with purpose to the fallen 

man. He stood ankle-deep in the bubble’s slimy residue, 



reached over and poked the semiconscious newcomer in 

the side with his rattling stick.  

“You,” he said with authority. “You fell from Misty’s 

sky.” 

 

<><><> 

 

Skye, having momentarily blacked out when he’d hit 

the ground, became conscious again—arms, legs, and 

head flailing about as if he were a turtle trying to right 

himself. He searched frantically for the force behind the 

probing stick and the voice that commanded it.  

His focus found a man wearing a headdress of 

feathers that fanned to his shoulders. Paint striped his 

face, and bells and beads hung at his waist and ankles, 

and rattled every time he moved. And he moved a lot. 

Back and forth on bubble slime he paced, then he leaned 

over and prodded Skye.  

“You!”  

Skye flinched with each poke and the living-stone’s 

purr turned into a growl.  

The medicine man stood straight and peered at the 

jumping sling hanging at Skye’s side.  

Skye didn’t know why, or how, he just knew the 

stones were calling him to his mission. He wasn’t sure he 

wanted to answer the call—he was wounded on purpose, 

manipulated, and deeply offended at the abuse.  

Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice … He 

cringed at the truth to the proverb. … Shame on me. 

“And I,” Skye said through broken teeth, “have become a 

fool.” Blood spewed from his mouth with the words.  

His body had been so battered that bruises were 

already evident. The cuts on his chest and upper leg 

stung, and the damage to his eye was beyond repair—it 

was gone. He struggled to stand on the bubble’s skin, 

swayed painfully on his bleeding feet, and the stones 



jumped in the sling at his side. Skye put a careful hand to 

his gaping eye socket and glared with contempt at the 

mountain. An angry breath wheezed past his lips. “I 

won’t—be—fooled—again!”  

He took the sling from his neck, dropped it to the 

slimy ground, turned, and hobbled away. Every step felt 

like walking on broken glass. He took no notice of the 

people who gathered to see what they thought was the 

birth of a white man from the sky. He took no notice of 

the surrounding beauty or the songbirds whistling 

cheerful tunes. He took no notice of the stones whose 

voices now sounded like the deep-sea cries of singing 

whales. He simply wanted out. 

Go back home, he tried to convince himself. Forget 

everything. Go home. 

“You!” The medicine man roared again, rattling his 

stick at Skye. “You fell from Misty’s sky.”  

In rhythmic beats, his foot pounded the bubble’s 

blubbery skin. He closed his eyes, craned his neck up, 

and sang an ancient song: 

 

“When days of old and troubles pass by 

A man shall fall from Misty’s sky 

Rocks and stones shall bite his bones, 

And death be near his side; 

A secret found where once thought dead, 

Stones that bleed in green, not red. 

It mends the hurt and clears the mind; 

It puts what’s right back into time. 

White as snow yet pure as gold, 

A man you’ve never seen 

Shall bring to you a rocky stew 

With life that's ever green.” 

 

Skye froze in his tracks and listened to the song. What 

he heard took him by surprise. He turned around. It 



wasn’t the song as much as the fact that he understood 

every word. He also heard the sporadic conversation of 

the people, spoken in their own language, completely 

foreign to him. But he wholly understood it—all of it. 

His skin prickled.  

“Did you see the man in the floating womb?” Skye 

heard one woman ask another. 

 “What is he doing? Is he going to be okay?” an older 

woman asked. 

Skye shuffled backwards; frightened by knowing a 

language he’d never heard before. 

“No, all I heard was the explosion,” another explained 

to a friend. 

Skye glanced about, picking up conversations here 

and there over the purring of the stones. 

“A prophecy fulfilled,” an excited citizen proclaimed. 

“A warrior comes to warn us!” 

Skye continued his backward retreat, looking about. 

“The sky ripped open and cast this man from heaven,” 

a father told his son. 

When Skye moved further away from the stones, the 

comments became muffled. 

“No, h- wasn’t c-st from h-aven,” the man’s wife said, 

“he c-me f-om hea-en.” 

A few steps farther and the translations ceased. Only 

the unfamiliar mumbles of an unknown language 

remained. Skye stopped to think about the change and his 

gaze rested on the stones. Curious, he took a few 

staggering steps forward. 

“I s-w ev-rything—the sun g-ve birth to a son!” 

The translations had come back—weak, but back. A 

few steps more and they became strong again. 

“You!” the medicine man bellowed across the court. 

“You fell from Misty’s sky. At last, you have come.” He 

waved everyone back with his stick. 



Skye didn’t answer because he couldn’t speak—his 

energy nearly spent. He was crazy to think he could walk 

away without medical treatment and rest.  

He wobbled, weak from blood loss and pain, and his 

head spun in dizzy circles. He needed help, and fast. His 

eye fixed on the jumping sling—his only salvation. 

The chatter of the crowd echoed in his ears, but all he 

could think was that the stones had power. They were the 

only thing left to trust. Igneous had designed them to 

help, and right now he needed help. Try as he might, his 

legs wouldn’t obey. Total hopelessness overtook him and 

he sank to his skinned knees. 

The painted man snagged and lifted the sling of 

jumping stones with his rattling stick. He leaned over and 

peeked into the pouch, sniffing. The tone of the stones 

changed and the man looked as though he understood 

something. He stood, and stared directly at Skye. 

Without hesitation, he carried the sling on his stick and 

placed it on the ground in front of Skye.  

“Misty has spoken of you. You are the one.”  

Skye’s heart beat wildly—the stones were within his 

reach. He took one from the sling and felt the power 

surge from its core. With both hands, he struggled to lift 

it before feebly thrusting it to the ground. 

It didn’t break. 

Again, he fought to raise the stone, then drove it back 

to the earth. 

It still didn’t break. 

Sweat dripped from his brow, stinging his good eye. 

In desperation he struggled again—arms trembling, voice 

groaning—to lift the beckoning stone to save his life.  

Strong hands grabbed hold of his. With the help of the 

painted man, together, they lifted the stone high, and 

with a mighty thrust they slammed it hard against the 

ground, splitting the oracle in two.  

It purred no more.  



Thick, teal liquid oozed from the stone and Skye 

breathed in the comforting spicy scent. He scooped his 

fingers into the liquid, then tipped his head back and 

slathered the ointment directly into his eye socket.  

Instantly, a tingling sensation enveloped the area. 

Something pulled within the cavity. It made him sigh as 

if it were an itch finally getting a much-needed scratch. 

He cupped the area with a hand, feeling a pulling and 

stretching inside the socket until it pushed against the 

eyelid where it came to rest. The socket grew warm and 

the pain vanished. Skye blinked open a new eye. 

Chatter exploded within the crowd of people—they 

had just witnessed a miracle. But Skye needed more 

healing.  

He reached again into the stone, and smeared the 

elixir across his chest and upper thigh where deep gashes 

revealed muscle tissue. Seconds later—as if stitching 

from the inside out—the wounds closed. His shredded 

feet were next. They, too, stitched up with new skin. 

Skye jumped to his restored feet and looked up to the 

mountain, remembering everything. His pain had 

purpose. Skye took the stone from the painted man, held 

high his salvation, and shouted: “To Misty and the 

guardian of the mountain, I give thanks.”  

He put his mouth to the stone and drank. Cuts and 

bruises all over his body vanished. He stopped and put a 

hand to his mouth, which made him look as though he 

were gagging, then spit broken teeth to the ground. When 

he removed his hand, a smile revealed new teeth. Then 

something else happened: energy—lots of it—coursed 

through him. In the middle of a jump, he shouted. From 

the looks he got from the people, songs and stories would 

be sure to follow. 

The medicine man wasted no time. In one hand he 

carried the shell, and with the other he grabbed Skye by 



the arm and towed him across the common area. The 

people followed close behind. “You are the chosen one.” 

  



 


