
 

 

 
 

The Task  

 

The next night as the 

moon sank in the sky, 

Tom had a bright idea.  

He called his cousin 

<NameC>, who loved 

to tinker with drones, 

to ask if drones could 

be used to spread seed.  

By early the next 

morning <NameC> 

called his teacher 

<NameT>, who called 

a vendor <NameV> at 

8 a.m.   

 

Two hours later Tom was meeting Kiwidinok and flying 

to Seattle to meet with the <Drone Star> group.  As 

Kiwidinok rode the thermals to Seattle, Moonsong 

trailed behind them, flying as fast as she could. 

 

“Go home!”  Tom called repeatedly to Moonsong.  But Moonsong wasn’t having 

it. 

 

As Tom returned to normal size behind a tree, Kiwidinok loudly demanded food.  

“GAGKT” she said.  Tom went into a grocery store and returned with a salmon 

steak and a chuck steak.  A smile played across Tom’s face as the young eagle 

devoured it all within thirty seconds.  “CREEEEE,” she said. 

 

“I’m glad you like it,” said Tom with a bow. 

 

Moonsong looked at Kiwidinok with pleading eyes.  “Can we go to the park?” 

   Possibilities 

Are gentler than hope 

   An opening door 

 

Iris of the Stone 



 

 

 

“CREEE,” answered Kiwidinok and lifted off.  Moonsong flew after Kiwidinok as 

fast as she could.  Within a minute Moonsong looked like a sparrow shadowing an 

eagle. 

 

“Come back in an hour,” Tom called after them and he turned to jog across the 

street to the Sunjeong Korean Coffee Shop. 

 

“Dude, that was amazing.  It looked like you were talking to that eagle,” said 

<NameC>. 

 

 
 

Tom shrugged.  “She looked hungry.  So, I got her some salmon and beef.” 

 

When they got up to the counter, Tom introduced himself.  “Hi.  Are you 

Sunjeong?  I’m Azia’s friend Tom and this is my cousin <NameC>, and Chad, and 

Paul.  Together they are Drone Star.” 

 

Sunjeong smiled and nodded.  “I am.  Azia speaks very highly of you.  And she 



 

 

adores the little pony.” 

 

“She is so good with that little one.  My Dad said he would be happy for her to 

come over and play any time she likes.” 

 

Sunjeong served them tea and coffee, and the team got to work. 

 

<NameC> started first.  “The first thing you need to do is to get a toy drone and 

learn to fly it.  They are actually harder to fly than the big ones.  You’ll crash 

repeatedly while you’re learning.  But it’s better not to crash an expensive drone or 

a prototype.  You learn the tricks that the wind can play on you, especially when 

you’re navigating among trees or between buildings.” 

 

“OK, I’d love to learn,” said Tom, clearly excited at the prospect. 

 

His cousin continued, “Here’s a list of parts you should have with you when you 

practice, because things will break.  This book is your safety manual.  Read it 

several times before you start.  When you’re flying a drone, your attention is 

always split among the drone itself, the environment you’re flying in, and your 

navigation equipment.  You won’t see everything.  So, you should always have a 

spotter so you don’t hurt anyone or anything!  I mean ALWAYS.  I can be your 

spotter at first.” 

 

Chad interrupted.  “There are already drones that are agricultural seed spreaders.  

They have a canister with tubes below it, that spin and spray the seed.  We can talk 

to <NameV> and find out how it works.  This winter I’m taking a class on building 

drones.  But the ones we’ll be building are too small to do much.  Here’s the 

website for the seed spreader drones.” 

 

After checking the website for a few moments Tom looked up.  “Dude, where 

would we get five thousand bucks?” asked Tom. 

 

 “Well we can’t.  But we can make one.  The teacher has old drones, broken 

drones, and rejected beta models that we can mess around with.  You should totally 

take the class when you’re a freshman,” said <NameC>. 

 

“But I can’t wait six years!” protested Tom. 

 

Chad shrugged.  “Nothing is easy except giving up.” 



 

 

“OK.  OK.  When can we meet with the vendor?” 

 

“Next Saturday.  Here are all the specs that I studied to get into the class.  These 

are on UAVs and these are on the drones.  Can you understand this stuff?”  Paul 

handed Tom some manuals on drone operation and repair. 

 

Tom leafed through them, deciding he would have to take the bus home.  

Kiwidinok wouldn’t be able to carry all of these books.   

 

“Not now, but I’ll figure it out.  Send me all the links and I’ll work through it,” 

declared Tom.  “My Mom will help me if I get stuck.” 

 

<NameC> said, “I’ll only set up a meeting for next Saturday if you’ll be ready.  



 

 

Can you be ready by then?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“See you then, Dude!”  <NameC>, Paul and Chad picked up their coffees and 

headed out. 

 

Tom sipped his tea and tried to figure out which book was the easiest to understand 

and therefore the best to start with.  He read the first page and pulled out his dad’s 

old cell phone to look up words on the internet.  After a few paragraphs he went to 

the counter and asked Sunjeong for a pen.  He circled the things he didn’t 

understand.  After five pages he waited for Sunjeong to be done with customers 

and then asked him about some of the words he had circled. 

 

Tom frowned and sounded out several of the words.  “What is a low altitude 

authorization and notification system?” 

 

Sunjeong smiled his slow smile and asked, “How old are you?” 

 

“I’m almost nine.  I’ll be in fourth grade soon.”  Tom declared proudly. 

 

“This is some heavy reading.  Come up when I don’t have a customer and I’ll try 

to answer your questions,” offered Sunjeong.  “It sounds like there must be a 

system on the drone that notifies you or someone else if you’re flying at low 

altitudes.  I’m just guessing now, but you probably would need this to be safe if 

you were using a drone near an airport.” 

 

“OK that’s good,” said Tom.  “What’s a waypoint?” 

 

“Let me look it up.  I’ll get right back to you after this customer,” replied 

Sunjeong. 

 

After a little while Sunjeong came and sat down with Tom and said, “It looks like a 

waypoint is a three-dimensional point in the sky that you use to plan a flight path 

for a drone.  Give me the book for a sec.”  Sunjeong took the book and wrote down 

some of the circled concepts and went back to the counter. 

 

Until the lunch rush, Sunjeong shuttled back and forth to Tom’s table, giving him 

answers to his questions.  All through lunchtime he and two other staff were busy 



 

 

waiting on customers. 

 

After lunch Tom went outside and stood at the bus stop.  Kiwidinok wasn’t in the 

tree so he studied the bus schedule to decide how to get home.  His backpack was 

heavy. 

 



 

 

Sunjeong came out and said.  “You look like you need a ride home.  Can I come 

and meet the pony?” 

 

Tom gave him a big smile.  “That would be SO nice!  Yes!” 

 

On the ride home Tom talked about climate change.  He repeated things Azia had 

told him.  He gave Sunjeong a laundry list of problems for plants and told him he 

wanted to use drones to move seeds north.  Sunjeong just listened and smiled.  

Something about his quietness and soft smile made Tom want to talk a lot.  It was 

a quick trip and in thirty-five minutes they were standing outside Tom’s house. 

 

“Here is my Chocks.  She is named Chocolate Star on her papers.” 

 

“You made me fly home alone!” whinnied Chocks crossly. 

 

Sunjeong reached over to pet her and Chocks reared and moved off just out of 

reach.  “Are you shy?” Sunjeong asked. 

 

Chocks snorted and danced away, watched the goats for a minute and then came 

back and butted Tom with her head. 

 

“She’s so funny!” exclaimed Sunjeong with a grin.  “Does she let Azia touch her?” 

 

“Oh, this little one insists on Azia’s full attention when she’s here!” replied Tom.  

“Do you want to me to show you around the place?” 

 

“Yes, I’d love that.” 

 

Tom walked Sunjeong around the orchard and told him the name of each plum 

variety.  He showed him the papers on Chocks. 

 

After a few minutes Sunjeong said, “Well, I thank you for the tour.  Your place is 

delightful, and Chocks is very funny, but I must get home to my family.” 

 



 

 

“Wait just a second,” answered Tom.  “I’ll get you some of the carrots we just 

harvested.  They are really sweet and tender.  My dad’s specialty.” 

 

Tom dragged a large bag of carrots out the front door. 

 

“Oh my gosh,” said Sunjeong.  “That’s a lot of carrots.” 

 

“Here,” said Tom handing him a couple of grocery bags.  “Take what you like.  

Taste them and see what you think.” 

 

Sunjeong took a bite.  “Nice!  They’re sweet.  Crisp.  And tender.  Do you have 

any seeds?” 

 



 

 

“Sure,” said Tom.  “But they won’t be the same for you.  Carrots are my dad’s 

hobby.  We taste them every year and pick the best carrot tops to plant for seed.  

They grow well here in this soil.  If you grow my dad’s seeds they will be nice 

carrots, but not as good as they are here.  My grandfather started the process in 

1946 after the war.  We just continue it.  But you can have seeds and start your 

own process at your house.” 

 

Sunjeong smiled and said, “That’s a challenge!  I would love to try the seed and 

talk to your dad.” 

 

As Sunjeong headed to the car he turned back.  “Chocks is still so small.  Azia 

won’t be riding her soon, will she?” 

 

Tom answered, “Oh no.  That’s still two or three years away.  We’ve gotta let her 

bones get solid.  Thank you for the ride home!  I’ll probably see you next Saturday 

because we’re meeting again at your coffee shop.” 

 

Chocks ran along the fence when Sunjeong drove away.  For a moment Tom 

thought she would turn into Moonsong and follow the car but she turned back and 

trotted up to him. 

 

“Why won’t you talk to me when other people are here?” 

 

“You know why I’m not allowed to.  People would notice.  They would be very 

interested and wonder why.  Some research facility would come and take you away 

and study you.  You wouldn’t like that a bit.  It’s much safer if everyone thinks you 

are very, very ordinary,” replied Tom. 

 

He let her out into the front yard.  “Now, just eat the grass, not Mom’s flowers!” 

 

 



 

 



 

 

Tom carried his backpack up onto the porch and started to read.  After a minute 

Chocks followed him.  She lay down quietly by the swing.  After waiting two or 

three minutes she put her head in his lap and bit the book. 

 

Tom chuckled.  “OK!  I’ll throw you some carrots.”  He went inside and brought 

out a five-pound bag of carrots.  “When you get to the count of three resting on the 

ground we stop, OK?” 

 

Chocks snorted.  “I’ll chomp through that whole bag!” 

 

Tom tossed the carrots one at a time from one end of the yard to the other.  Chocks 

chased them, ate them in a couple of bites, and ran off to the next.  They were still 

doing this when his dad drove up. 

 

Chocks ran up and whinnied, “You’re home early.”  She pranced a little for him. 

 

“She’s glad you’re home early!  So am I,” said Tom. 

 

“Thank you for being my interpreter, Tom,” Chocks snorted. 

 

“I’m glad to be home,” replied his dad patting Chocks on the neck. 

 

“I understood that.  You don’t have to repeat it,” whinnied Chocks. 

 

Tom opened the door.  “Dad, I’m having trouble understanding these books.  Can 

you help me?” 

 

“Just let me get some food and then I’m all yours,” said his dad. 

 

 



 

 

 
 



 

 

As they closed the door, Chocks turned into Moonsong and threw a major tantrum 

among the plum trees.  She jumped and flew from tree to tree.  She bit into the 

nearly ripe plums.  She raced around and butted every loose fence post.  She 

kicked the side of the shed.  After twenty minutes of this high activity, she fell 

deeply asleep in the straw, turning back into Chocks. 

 

As Ananda stood up, the camouflage of his cloak dissipated.  He moved to the 

edge of the roof and dropped lightly onto the straw below.  He stroked her sweaty 

neck as she slept.  He sighed, concerned.  “Have we put you into an impossible 

situation?  Happiness is learned when you are young.  I don’t think you are taking 

well to ordinary life.” 

 

 
 

The next morning Azia had an idea.  She would ask bees to move pollen from 

plants south of their hive to plants north of their hive.  Then perhaps baby plants 

would be more able to handle warmer temperatures.  This might be better than 

carrying seeds because they would have a mix of characteristics from both north 

and south. 

 

Azia went down the hill toward the Sun Hive and squatted half-way between the 

Sun Hive and the remaining Nucs.  She carried a potted aster as a peace offering.  

She knew this was going to be hard.  She waited.  A couple of guard bees 

immediately arrived from each hive to confront her. 

 

“No Honey,” they buzzed.  “No Honey.” 

 

“No Honey,” Azia assured them. 

 

“Go Away,” they buzzed as they butted her with their heads. 

 

“South to North,” Azia replied. 

 

“Go Away,” they buzzed and butted.  The buzz became louder. 

 



 

 

“South to North,” Azia replied. 

 

This continued for several exchanges until Azia started to chant as the bees do 

when making a decision together.  Her voice made vibrations something like a 

waggle dance. 

 

“Pollen Pollen move south to north. 

Pollen Pollen move south to north. 

Pollen Pollen move south to north. 

Pollen Pollen move south to north. 

Pollen Pollen move south to north.” 

 

 

 



 

 

The guard bees seemed to calm down and sat on her. 

 

The guard bees chanted and waggled back. 

“Pollen move south to north? 

Pollen move south to north? 

Pollen move south to north?” 

 

Azia responded. 

“Please Please pollen south to north. 

Please Please pollen south to north. 

Please Please pollen south to north.” 

 

The bees began a waggle dance on her jacket.  But the dance was confused, not 

coherent.  None were following the others to learn the dance. 

 

 “Autumn Dearth,” some said. 

 

Azia asked them, “Protect honey?  Protect pollen?  Protect brood?” 

 

“Protect,” they buzzed.  They were protecting the year’s harvest of honey and 

pollen.  They were worried. 

 

“Protect plants,” Azia tried to buzz back. 

 

“Protect hive,” the bees buzzed in unison. 

 

“Feed plant, protect hive,” Azia responded. 

 

The bees stopped. 

 

“Pollen south to north protect plant, protect hive,” Azia buzzed trying hard to 

match their waggle syntax. 

 

They began to waggle dance again.  But still there was no communication.  It was 

as if every bee was talking at the same time, none listening to the others. 

 

Azia tried again. 

“Plant pollen need.  South to north.  Plant alive.  Hive alive. 

Plant pollen need.  South to north.  Plant alive.  Hive alive. 



 

 

Plant pollen need.  South to north.  Plant alive.  Hive alive. 

Plant pollen need.  South to north.  Plant alive.  Hive alive.” 

 

They began to waggle dance more excitedly but Azia could see they were still only 

planning to fly to one plant in the north.  So, she put together a set of bee 

sentences. 

 

“Fly Fly plant pollen pollen.  Fly far far north.  North plant pollen pollen.  Fly fly 

home. 

Fly Fly plant pollen pollen.  Fly far far north.  North plant pollen pollen.  Fly fly 

home. 

Fly Fly plant pollen pollen.  Fly far far north.  North plant pollen pollen.  Fly fly 

home.” 

 

This seemed to make no sense to them.  They did not like the idea of flying farther 

carrying pollen that they needed at the hive. 

 

“Far far tired.”  All the bees were united on this point. 

 

“Help sister.  Help sister plant,” Azia argued. 

 

“Plant not sister,” all of the bees agreed. 

 

“Plant sister.  Plant pollen nectar share,” Azia pointed out. 

 

The bees wandered around aimlessly on her jacket.  “Plant sister?” 

 

“Plant sister!  Plant pollen nectar share,” vibrated Azia emphatically. 

 

After a while the bees began to chant. 

 

“Some sisters.  Try Try. 

Plant sister.  Plant pollen nectar share. 

Fly Fly plant pollen pollen.  Fly far far north.  North plant pollen pollen. 

Fly fly home. 

Some Sisters.  Try Try. 

Plant sister.  Plant pollen nectar share. 

Fly Fly plant pollen pollen.  Fly far far north.  North plant pollen pollen. 

Fly fly home.” 



 

 

 

This seemed to be a complicated set of expressions for the bees.  But Azia figured 

they could sort this out.  After all, they come out of their hives after a waggle 

dance and fly two miles to a tree that they have never seen before.  She decided 

that at very least, the bees saw plants as their allies. 

 

After doing a few minutes of waggle dances on her jacket each bee lifted off, one 

by one, and went home. 

 

As they began to fly away, she promised them, “Azia tomorrow.  Azia share 

plant.” 

 

 
 

The afternoon sun was high when Azia stood between the sun hive and the Nucs.  

She waited for the bees to come talk to her.  She carried a large Aster purchased at 

the grocery store down the block. 

 

As they gathered, she asked “Fly south pollen fly north pollen?  Fly south pollen 

fly north pollen?  Fly south pollen fly north pollen?” 

 

Many more bees came to talk to her than had come yesterday.  They collected 

pollen and nectar from the Aster she brought them. 

 

“Fly south pollen fly north pollen,” they buzzed back.  “Show babies.  Show 

babies.  All work.  All work.” 

 

“Tell other hive?  Tell other hive?  Tell other hive?” asked Azia. 

 

“NO.  Other hive bite, sting, kill.  Not sister.  Other hive bite, sting, kill.  Not 

sister.” 

 

“Azia tell other hive.  Tell other hive?” Azia responded. 

 



 

  



 

 

 

“Azia go flower talk talk.  Azia go flower talk talk.  Not sister not bite sting kill 

Azia.  Flower.  Many bees.  Many hives.  Flower.  Many bees.  Many hives.  Not 

sister not bite sting kill Azia.”  All the bees insisted. 

 

Azia nodded.  “Azia go flower talk talk.” 

 

With that, the bees settled on the aster to work on it.  Azia walked up to her house 

and found her mom working on taxes for a client.  “Mom, I’m going for a walk to 

find flowers.” 

 

“OK, but take the cell phone.  I’ll call you when we start making dinner.” 

 

At each flowering bush she found lots of bees and some were from her own yard.  

She began the same discussion.  Her bees agreed easily and that helped to bring 

other bees into the discussion.  Soon honey bees, cuckoo bees, bumble bees, 

mining bees, leaf cutter bees, and sweat bees were all agreeing that plants are like 

sisters.  Everyone seemed willing to bring pollen from the south to the plants to the 

north. 

 

Azia figured the honey bees stuck to one type of flower and they have a bigger 

range, which was valuable.  But she was happy to talk with the other species 

because every little bit helps. 

 

The next day Azia took the bus to the Seattle Arboretum to talk to the bees there.  

But she knew she would not be able to get further without help.  She would have to 

talk to Moonsong. 

 

 
 

When Azia got home she went to the elves and told Teg about the bees. 

 

“This is a good idea,” said Teg.  “I am pleased and proud.  An idea worthy of an 

Elf Queen.” 

 



 

 
 



 

 

 

Azia suddenly felt as proud as she ever had.  It was as if her body was suddenly 

larger, like the time when she had worn the red robin feathers and been all fluffy. 

 

“I’d like to talk with Tom and Moonsong soon.  Do you think Moonsong is strong 

enough to take on this message?”  Azia tipped her head and asked this with a trace 

of a concerned frown. 

 

“Yes.  Probably.”  Teg hesitated.  “We should talk with Ananda and the others at 

the next Moving Gathering.  But the band can consult with Ananda and the fairies 

tonight.” 

 

“Good.  Mom will call me for dinner pretty soon.  I’ll bring her these flowers I 

collected,” said Azia. 

 

As she turned and walked to the house a bee landed on the flowers she had 

collected.  “Pollen woman,” said the bee. 

 

“Thank you.  Fly south, fly north,” said Azia. 

 

But the bee had a request.  “Pollen woman.  Plant Autumn Raspberry.  Dearth bad.   

Pollen woman.  Plant Autumn Raspberry.”  The bee reiterated her request several 

times. 

 

Azia was surprised.  “Yes, Yes.  Dad will plant them.”  As the bee flew off, she 

thought, “My mom will like this idea a lot.” 

 

 
 

In the waning light of sunset, they gathered for the fifth of the long, wearisome 

meetings.  Each animal, elf, and fairy reported on what had been done, and 

volunteered for another task.  The gatherings were becoming larger each week. 

 

Afterward Ananda, Tom and Azia, Teg, Skillywidden, Dancer, Knockers, and 

Moonsong gathered.  It was soon agreed that Moonsong could take on talking to 



 

 

the bees for a few hours each morning. 

 

But Knockers had another idea.  “The fairy ponies from all across the land can take 

on this project.  There are hundreds of us.  We can tell all the bees before the snow 

flies.  Each pony can take on a thirty-mile radius.  All of the hives will be going to 

the last of the flowers at this time of year.  We can meet hundreds of hives by 

going to flowers. 

 

Dancer spoke up.  “We can talk to the Mason Bees in the spring when they’re 

busy.  Azia, can you let go of this task and take on moving the animals?” 

 

Azia nodded. 

 

And with that it was agreed.  As everyone headed off, Dancer, Azia, and Tom 

chatted about Fall Bearing Raspberries.  “I could plant them along the fence all 

around the property.  I know my Dad loves raspberries and they are so expensive.  

It would be nice to have as many as we like,” whispered Tom. 

 



 

 

 

Azia nodded.  “We are asking the bees to do a lot of work.  We should definitely 

help them!  No one should have to fly a long way on an empty stomach.” 

 

After a long pause Azia smiled at Tom.  “Which of the animals should we take on 

first?” asked Azia. 

 

Tom laughed.  “You know you like the Pika!” 

 

Azia grinned.  “Yes.  And right NOW, before winter is a good time to ask them if 

they would like to move.  I think Kiwidinok will help.  Pika are prey.  She will 

want them to live well so that Eagles can eat them in the years to come.” 

 

Tom nodded.  “We have to talk with Kiwidinok and Len.” 

 

Dancer whinnied softly.  “Not now.  Time for you to go home!” 

 

 
 

After stopping to pick plums in the cool September morning air, the members of 

Drone Star gathered in Tom’s front yard.  Sunjeong was there too, and he shook 

hands warmly with Tom’s parents.  After several lively Saturday morning design 

meetings in his coffee shop, they now considered him part of the team.  They had 

fiddled with dozens of pieces of small drones; they also dismantled an old camera 

so that seeds could drop out whenever the shutter opened.  Now it was ready for a 

test flight. 

  

“OK, Ready,” began Chad, excited but restrained. 

“Set,” said <NameC> in a louder voice. 

“Go!” directed Tom’s dad. 

  

Tom pushed the button and the drone lifted off.  Everyone held their breath for a 

moment as it rose higher.  But when Tom pressed the button to open the camera 

shutter, the drone slid sideways through the air and landed on one of the newly 

planted fall bearing raspberries. 



 

 



 

 

There was a collective sigh. 
 

“Don’t worry, it’s just a glitch,” concluded Chad. 

  

“Maybe the weight of the seed shifted in flight?” wondered Paul. 

  

At that, they all ran over to pick it up, and headed into the kitchen to fix it. 

  

Many members of the Band of the Stone were on the roof of the shed, hiding in the 

fallen leaves.  “Why don’t they just ask the birds for help?” asked Badra in dismay. 

  

“They don’t know how to talk with birds,” answered Adl. 

  

“We really should help them,” declared Marquez. 

  

“Do you want them to see us?” asked Heatherbow.  “You know that most of us 

think Sunjeong should be part of the band.” 

  

He does grow a lot of chives.  He doesn’t even like them – they’re for Tashi’s 

morning eggs,” remembered Badra. 

  

“Yes, and he grows cucumbers... and he planted fall bearing raspberries just 

because Azia asked him to,” mused Miro.  “I think he must be very kind.” 

  

As the fairy ponies and Kiwidinok lifted off carrying the band, Badra called over 

the sound of her flapping wings.  “Sunjeong won’t join us without Tashi.” 

  

“I agree about all of this.  Let’s talk to Azia and Iris of the Stone,” called Adl. 

  

“What about Tom’s parents?  What about Rain?” called Dancer.  But they were too 

far apart now, and only Skillywidden heard her.  He patted her neck.  “They gave 

me carrots and honey oats, and Rain is a good friend to Moonsong,” she insisted. 

 

 
 

Tom and Azia finished cleaning out the horse shed, and added the spent straw and 



 

 

manure to the compost pile.  They broke up a bale and put fresh straw on the floor 

of the shed.  They cleaned and straightened the tools hanging on the wall.  Azia 

mixed her honey into Tom’s pail of fresh harvested oats.  By the time Moonsong 

arrived, the place was fit for the horses of a palace guard. 

 

Moonsong pranced a little for them.  She was breathlessly happy and covered in 

fragments of plants and dandelion fluff.  Her words came in an excited torrent.  “I 

talked to all the bees at Snoqualmie Pass.  It was warm today and they were 

gathering on aster and goldenrod.  There is a lady there who planted a bee garden.  

All I do is just stand and wait.  I think I got bees from every hive for miles 

around!” 

 

Tom and Azia grinned.  Her delight was infectious.  Tom went and picked her up 

carefully.  “So, do they understand you?” 

 

Moonsong eyed the oats and started to turn into Chocks.  Tom quickly put her 

down.  “Of course, they do!  I am the ambassador to the bees!”  Her voice was 

now muffled because her head was buried in the oats. 

 

Azia and Tom smiled and nodded at each other. 

 

“Well you earned your honey today!” exclaimed Azia. 

 

Chocks promptly pulled her head out of the pail.  “I am worth my weight in 

honey!” 

 

Tom nodded and patted her back while he pulled bits of plant material from her 

short mane.  “True thing, that.” 

 

Chocks stood chewing.  “Can I go to Mt. Stuart tomorrow?” 

 

Azia and Tom looked at each other. 

 

Tom shook his head.  “It’s a long way to go alone.” 

 

Chocks protested, words mumbling out between bites.  “But it will get cold there 

soon.  The bees will hide after the first hard frost and snow.  There won’t be any 

flowers to visit.  Can Miro come?” 

 



 

 

Azia responded carefully.  “I see that you really want to go.  I’ll ask them tonight.  

My Mom will be here soon to drive me home.  I’ll put a light in the window to call 

them.” 

 

 
 

Marquez and Badra jumped off Knockers and turned to gaze down the wolf road 

leading into the forest. 

 

“I’ll be back before nightfall,” reassured Miro as he and Knockers lifted off.  

“We’ll follow the stones.” 

 

They all waved to each other.  Then Marquez squatted and scooped soil from the 

narrow path, which had been packed down by the feet of travelers.  He sorted 

through the loam and picked out some tiny stones.  They were small, even by elf 

proportions, somewhere between sand and tiny bits of gravel.  He took several 

minutes to sort his handful, choosing stones and placing them one by one into his 

palm.  When he had made his selections, Marquez moved into the cool October 

sunlight and stood with closed eyes, his left hand wrapped tightly around the tiny 

stones.  For a time, he frowned in concentration; then his face cleared and he 

opened his eyes.  With upturned hands held together he presented the stones to the 

sunlight, and they now glistened.  He moved his hands into the shade and they 

glowed softly.  Badra smiled and Marquez nodded back. 

 

Marquez moved down the trail placing the tiny stones in a loose row along the side 

of the wolf road. 

 

The two moved wordlessly along the trail.  Badra gathered small stiff sticks and 

began to split them.  After she had collected a bundle she stopped, and briefly 

watched Marquez as he proceeded along the wolf road, placing his markers. 

 

Badra began to weave her spilt sticks into a long oval basket with a tight mesh.  

When she was done, she gathered small piles of soil from the path and placed them 

in the basket.  She stood in a clearing and used the basket to throw the dry soil into 

the air where it caught the wind.  The smallest particles and bits of organic matter 



 

 

drifted off to the side in the light breeze. The stones and larger grains of sand fell 

back into the basket.  After several minutes of throwing and catching she had a 

nice little pile of tiny stones in the basket.  She moved down the trail to catch up to 

Marquez. 

 

She grinned proudly as she presented him with her little pile of stones. 

 

“Whoa,” he whispered to Badra.  “It is so much!” 

 

She nodded and put her basket down in a bit of sunlight.  She accepted the 

remainder of his glowing stones and set out distributing them along the trail.  

When finished she found a lovely patch of dappled sunlight to sit and wait.  As she 

looked back on the path she had seeded with the stones, it sparkled and glowed.  

Soon Marquez arrived with Badra’s basket of stones, which now glistened in 

sunlight like a stash of tiny jewels. 

 

Each took a handful of stones and continued their work, depositing stones along 

the forest path.  When most of the stones were in place they stopped for a snack.  

Marquez reached into his pocket, drew out a small spring green stone and 

presented it to Badra.  “I saved this one for you.  It is jadeite.” 

 

She gasped.  “It is stunning!  My favorite color too,” she murmured. 

 

Marquez nodded.  “It needed no magic.  This kind of stone presents itself on its 

own.  Thank you for helping,” he said in his softest forest voice. 
 

 

 
 

Creating new homes for the Pika along the salmon road was proving difficult. 

  

Miro was frustrated.  “We can’t just dig out a cave, because the dirt falls back in.” 

  



 

 

“Well we can’t ask Azia and Tom to move those two-man rocks.  They are just 

kids.  We have to find places where the larger rocks already lean together 



 

 

properly,” declared Badra sternly. 

  

The mother Pika who had come with them was nervous and barking.  “Mama 

Stop.  Kiwidinok won’t bite!” called Iris.  But Mama didn’t stop. 

  

Everyone looked at each other and blinked hard.  It was rare for Badra to be 

irritable.  Everyone dug a little harder and ignored the squabbling pair.  Azia 

glanced at Adl to see if he seemed concerned. 

  

Just then Tom and Teg jogged into view.  “There are large flat rocks at the upper 

end of Big Creek,” they called in unison. 

  

The elves lifted their picks and Azia located the teaspoons she had brought for 

digging.  They were just the right size. 

  

As they hiked up the valley beside the salmon road there were fewer and fewer 

poplar, birch, and aspen.  The scraggy trees had more roots than branches. 

  

“This is more like it!” declared Heatherbow. 

  

Knockers, Dancer, and Moonsong fell to grazing along the banks of the little river. 

  

Kiwidinok rode the thermals above.  After soaring for a bit, she set her sights on 

the journey south to pick up Mama’s grass bundles.  

  

Mama bounced a few times and looked around.  She found a small hole in the side 

of the hill to use as a starting point.  The band took their cue from her, and set to 

digging.  They carefully pulled tiny stones and soil out from under the largest 

rocks.  A couple of times the larger rocks started to move, at which they would 

dash out and leave that area alone. 

  

Azia and Tom worked diligently with the teaspoons, moving dirt and rock rubble 

away from the entrances. 

  

By the end of the second day they had built nineteen Pika homes.  Mama had built 

her own home in the first place where she had settled.  She visited the other tiny 

caves and made official pronouncements about their size, shape, and tiny safe 

places at the back.  Eventually all twenty homes met with her approval. 

  



 

 

Finally, “Bring Pika,” barked Mama. 

 

 
 

Snow was falling as Azia and Heatherbow argued with the Pika.  She was the last 

of the six Pika from the top of Mount Si.  She had gathered a huge pile of grasses.  

She was very young and strong.  Azia really wanted to get her to safety.  Badra 

moved about in her bright green down pants and coat to assess the adequacy of her 

load of grasses. 

 

“Singa, your mother told me where to find you.  She ordered me to tell you the 

new cave is on the south face,” began Heatherbow. 

 

“So ’splain it to me,” barked the feisty little Pika. 

 

“When it gets warmer here you will not be safe in winter.  The snow will not 

shelter you for a long time.  You’re already at the top of this mountain.  You can’t 

move farther up the slope.  In a few years you and your babies will have nowhere 

to live,” said Azia. 

 

“Move later when safety is gone?” the Pika asked. 

 

“What if we don’t find you before it gets too warm?  Now is a good time to move.  

You will be in a nice cave all winter.  There will be few predators in the spring.  

You can find the new plants then.  It is better to move now than in the spring when 

you have babies.  We will bring seeds to start new plants and if you can’t find 

enough food, we will bring more,” Heatherbow promised. 

 

The Pika wiggled her nose.  “Not safe.” 

 

Azia nodded.  “I agree.  A rabbit is never completely safe anywhere.” 

 

“Not rabbit!”  The Pika stepped back.  “We are Pika.  Not Rabbit!” 

 

“OK,” said Azia.  “I didn’t mean to offend you.  Kiwidinok can take your grasses 



 

 



 

 

to the new cave on the far mountain.” 

Singa eyed Kiwidinok and then looked at Azia.  “She will eat me.” 

 

“No,” said Heatherbow.  “Kiwidinok will never eat you for the rest of your life.  

She may eat many others but never you.  Once she promises, she will be your ally 

for life.” 

 

“She will know where I live.  She will eat my babies,” the Pika argued. 

 

“No,” said Azia.  Kiwidinok will never hunt near the Big Creek.  She has 

promised.” 

 

Singa looked around at her pile of grasses, at the small cave, and at the 

overhanging ridge that sheltered her.  “My tidy home.  All my food.”  She began to 

weep in short grunting barks.  She pushed nervously at the grasses, making the 

piles a little tighter. 

 

“I know,” said Azia.  “We have dug twenty new homes.  You can take your pick. If 

you don’t like Big Creek, we will bring you back tomorrow.  If you don’t say ‘yes’ 

I will leave you alone from this day and come back in a few years.” 

 

There was a long pause.  “Yes.”  The Pika hopped toward Azia and wiggled her 

nose.  Then she looked into her eyes.  “Promises will be kept?” 

 

“Promises will be kept,” Azia stated firmly.  “Let’s pack enough for a few days 

and we will make several trips to bring you all your grasses.” 

 

Azia piled the grasses onto her mother’s dish towel.  The Pika helped.  Once a 

small bundle was tied securely onto Kiwidinok’s back, they stepped onto her wing 

and climbed onto her back.  Azia held onto Kiwidinok’s neck feathers and the Pika 

held on with her teeth.  Kiwidinok lifted off and into the goose road for the long 

flight to Big Creek. 

 

Heatherbow stayed behind to pack more bundles.  She wrapped a large bundle in a 

piece of silk cloth and tied it carefully onto a young wolf’s back.  “Avoid people,” 

she counseled him.  “They will be curious about this pack.”  He loped off and onto 

the north wolf trail.  Len landed beside her, ready to accept his load. 

 

They stopped just once when Kiwidinok needed to eat.  She caught a lake trout and 



 

 

brought it to shore.  Then they reloaded to complete the rest of the journey. 

 

 
 

By nightfall Heatherbow and Len had joined them with more bundles.  The Pika 

was in her new cave.  It was lined with grass and several piles of grass were 

already in place as they unwrapped the first of the Pika’s bundles and set it to 

cover the entrance of the cozy cave.  “The wolves will not be here for several 

days,” explained Heatherbow. 

 

“Big enough and small enough,” said the Pika.  “You are a grass woman, are you 

not?” asked the Pika. 

 

“No.  The bees call me Pollen Woman,” said Azia. 



 

 

 

“Ahh.  I have heard of you,” responded the Pika. 

 

Azia clambered onto Kiwidinok. 

 

“We will bring you more grass in the morning,” called Heatherbow as Kiwidinok 

and Len lifted off. 

 

“Gaagkt,” said Kiwidinok. 

 

“I know,” said Azia.  “There’s a salmon waiting for you at my house.  I told my 

father you might come more often now that it is cold.  He likes you.  There are 

twenty salmon in the freezer.  It would be so cool if Len also comes to eat.” 

 

As Kiwidinok shifted on the winds Azia pinched herself.  She was exhausted.  She 

was afraid she would fall asleep and fall off or become too heavy for Kiwidinok to 

carry.  She pushed her face out into the cold wind to stay awake. 

 

 
 

Azia’s mom was standing on the back porch as Kiwidinok landed on the fence.  

Azia thought quickly.  She slid off backward and landed like a snowball in the 

white feathered suit that Badra had made her.  She knew she stood out against the 

browns and greens of the yard so she pulled off the suit as fast as she could.  She 

tucked it under a few maple leaves.  Now she was wearing her pajamas and was 

cold.  She began a darting path behind branches and grasses toward the house. 

 

Kiwidinok hopped off the fence and stood on the lawn.  She spread her wings, 

urgently yelling, “Gaggt.” 

 

Azia’s mom grinned and went inside to get a salmon.  Azia ran for the house. 

 

When Azia’s mom brought out the salmon she walked slowly toward Kiwidinok.  

Then Len landed beside Kiwidinok.  The two of them both croaked loudly in 

unison, “Gaggt!”  Neither was as loud as Kiwidinok had been just moments before.  



 

 



 

 

Azia’s mom put the salmon on the ground and walked back to the porch.  She 

watched quietly while they consumed the salmon.  Noiselessly she pulled a cell 

phone out of her pocket and began taking photos. 

  

Between the two of them they ate a 20-pound salmon.  Azia was dressed and came 

out of the house behind her mom to watch. 

 

As soon as Kiwidinok and Len were finished eating, they took off.  Their huge 

wings beat the air, lifting their heavy bodies.  “Creee!  Cree!  Creee!” they called, 

sounding like seagulls. 

 

Azia waved.  “They are saying thank you!  Don’t tell people about them.  Someone 

might hurt them.” 

 

“You’re probably right.  I’ll only use the pictures of them flying.”  She walked 

down to the remains of the fish and picked up a feather.  “They are doing the fall 

molt.  Look.  Here’s a flight feather.” 

 

“We have to give that to the tribe,” said Azia.  “It’s illegal for us to collect eagle 

feathers.” 

 

Her mom smiled a far-away smile and nodded. 

 

 
 

The next day Azia and Tom looked like snowballs in their white winter suits.  

Badra had made them warm suits of down feathers and spiderwebs.  Azia waited 

with the Pika as Tom and Kiwidinok flew off to pick up the next load of grasses. 

Even though the Pika knew Kiwidinok, she barked a short alarm call and vanished 

into her new cave. 

 

Snow was falling and Azia crawled after her into the little cave.  She felt a little 

thrill go down her back as she realized this was her last big fall task.  Her pride 

made her blush a little. 

 



 

 

The Pika was 

nibbling on 

grasses.  Her 

eating was 

already 

starting to 

make a dent 

that would 

form the 

beginning of a 

tunnel as she 

yanked and 

bit.  Ice 

crystals were 

forming 

quickly on the 

top grasses 

and the 

greens.  

Through the 

small opening 

she could look 

down into the 

valley at the 

sparse beauty 

of winter.  

Kiwidinok 

was 

disappearing 

into the 

distance. 

 

In the silence of the Big Creek they could hear the soft, vague whoosh of snow as 

it fell.  It reminded Azia of listening to her own breathing through a stethoscope.  

“Breathing is like loud snow,” she thought dreamily as they snuggled down to 

wait. 

  



 

 

 
 

Afterword from Iris, Queen of the Band of the Stone 

 

Dear Reader, 

 

It has been 25 human years or two elf years.  The birds have been eating tiny bits 

of stone enlivened by Marquez.  The sandy remains of these stones, as ground in 

their gizzards, have been spread along the Seed Roads.  Thus, the Seed Roads 

glisten in sunlight and glow softly in moonlight.  There are now dozens of seed 

roads in Asia, Europe, and North America.  Life is improving for those who have 

been forced to move.  As always in our history, Magic survives. 

 

Tom and Azia have brought humans into the work.  There are now eleven human 

adults who are also members of bands.  Both Tom and Azia have married.  Tom 

has two children.  Azia has adopted seven children.  Their children know of our 

magic. 

 

Badra provides hospitality and emergency food as bands move along the Pacific 

Seed Roads. 

 

Azia is known to all animals as Pollen Woman.  She spends most of her time 

working as an elf.  In the region along the Pacific Rim she has become one of our 

negotiators.  She cares so deeply that her presence makes elves, fairies, and 

animals alike feel safe.  Her constancy and consistent acts of kindness induce 

everyone to work together. 

 

In several countries, elves are mining gold and silver to pay for seeding work done 

using drones.  The deserts have become drier, and grass seeds must be moved 

farther.  So, those are the regions where humans use the drones.  We have found a 

few kinds of grass seeds that sprout and grow even when it doesn’t rain for as long 

as twelve years. 

 

The work of the bees and other pollinators has been the most successful of all the 

projects.  It affects every plant we know of. 



 

 

 

Teg has returned to Spain to help develop a robust Seed Road from Africa into 

Spain.  There he has found some of the descendants of his own family. 

 

Ananda’s band has moved higher onto Mt Tahoma.  They now specialize in 

moving Huckleberry hybrids north. 

 

Success has been as erratic as November’s winds. 

  

For example, saplings and weeds have grown from seed.  They have lived or died 

based on the weather and the soil.  Successes have sprung from the one in a 

thousand seeds that have grown and thrived in their new homes.  In very arctic 

winters, trees that have grown for ten years in a new place may crack and die.  So, 

it takes many years to discover which species will be able to thrive. 

 

Tom has worked on developing hybrids of both local and southern trees.  Thus, 

there is still hope for the great trees of the Pacific Northwest. 

 

A peculiar difficulty has been the movement of prey species.  The offspring of Len 

and his daughter Kiwidinok have persuaded all raptors to move prey.  Once a 

month an elf goes with them to communicate with an animal to ask it to move.  

This involves capture and requesting permission to move the creature to a safe 

habitat a hundred miles to the north.  They often have difficulty obtaining 

permission; we have had to work with them on the issue of NOT eating the prey 

who do not agree and say “Yes.”  Now, those who say “No” are released, tell 

others of their problems, and as a result slowly more of them are saying “Yes.”  

This has improved their overall willingness to move and long-term survival. 

 

Transforming failure into success has been critical.  All Life is part of the Great 

web, and interconnected.  The movement of red voles, for example, has had the 

effect of moving mushrooms, because they bring with them the spores of the foods 

they have eaten.  Thus, the wonderful Oregon Truffle has moved northward along 

with the Red Vole and the Douglas fir. 

  
 

 


