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1
The mountain stood tall and wide in the open plain, where the 
mountain had stood as long as she could remember, surrounded by 
the others. They laughed at the sky and kept each other in good 
company. But there was something different about this particular 
mountain. She did not look like the other mountains and they all 
knew that she was special. Her surface was rugged and daunting just 
like the rest, but her peaks were not rough and jagged. They were 
round and soft from years of living toward the edge of the group — 
being blown by the harsh winds and battered by the rain. Growths of 
trees and shrubs formed swirls and streaks of green down her sides. 
And on clear days, the light of the sun would filter through her 
foliage and give her edges a kind of glow.

Sometimes, she would stare at the distant curve of the Earth and 
imagine what it was like the day she was born. Was she thrust 
upward from her mother violently, or did she appear gently over 
time? She wondered what it would be like to one day return to the 
Earth and maybe even become transmuted into something else — 
part of the walls in some great city, jewels on the wrist of a queen 
in some distant land, even pure energy that would travel to the 
corners of the universe. But these were, after all, just dreams and 
the mountain was fully aware that she might never know.



2
Time passed — the usual rainy seasons alternating with warm 
stretches. But the mountain could feel that something was changing 
in the air. The rainy seasons were getting colder and longer. It wasn’t 
just the air that was changing. The planet, her Mother Earth, was 
changing, too.

One night, the mountain dreamt that she would receive a visitor. 
She dreamt that someone would come unexpectedly and that her 
life would be forever changed. The visitor’s face was covered in 
light, then hidden in shadow, and she could never make out a face, 
but she knew that she had been waiting for this visitor all along and 
that every moment of her life had led to this. It was simply the way 
the universe worked.

The mountain thought about her dream for most of the day, 
wondering what it might have meant. Maybe the visitor wasn’t a 
visitor at all, but a new activity in her day or something she would 
learn about herself. After all, in dreams, things are rarely what they 
seem — and other than her fellow mountains, and the occasional 
creatures exploring her wooded areas, she hadn’t had a visitor since 
she could remember.

Eventually, she forgot all about the dream.

3
The mountain had been dozing off in a patch of sunlight when she 
felt something stir and awoke with a start. The sensation was strange 
and different. It was almost as if someone was trying to tell her 



something, but it was something she could feel. And there was 
a sharp sense of urgency. It was exhilarating — things seemed to 
begin to move very fast around her. Her surroundings, the creatures 
upon her, her fellow mountains seemed to hum with a kind of 
excitement — yet none of it seemed to matter. All that mattered was 
this new sensation. Could this be the visitor she had dreamt about? 
Whatever it was, she could now sense that it was climbing up the 
back of her, only now it was beginning to hurt. And it was then that 
she understood what was happening.

It was a fire. And it was consuming the trees and the plants and the 
bushes and everything that touched her. The mountain was scared. 
Even though she knew that the fire could not destroy her, it was 
slowly and completely stripping her of the things she was most proud 
of — the things that had made her so different and beautiful. And she 
could do nothing about it. The fire finally went out, but not before it 
had cleared the mountain of every last spot of green — leaving the 
mountain black, bare, crippled, smoldering and alone.

4
The mountain wept long and hard. Never would she have believed 
that something this horrible could happen to her. She had always 
lived on the edge of the group and had always been the one to 
shoulder the abuse of the harshest storms. She liked to think that she 
was shielding the others from harm. She liked to think that it was 
making her stronger every day. This is what had given her a sense 
of pride, and what had justified the little vanity she allowed 



herself. But what had it all been for? So that she could have 
everything torn away from her? Was this something she deserved? 
Was there something that she could’ve done to avoid this? Why did 
she have to be dozing off in the sun that day? Maybe if she had 
been more aware of her surroundings and protective of herself, 
instead of always daydreaming, this wouldn’t have happened. Many 
years went by as the mountain shook and trembled with her cries 
— weeping endlessly, only stopping occasionally to rest.

5
The snow came very slowly during the night — softly and quietly, 
careful not to wake her. He fell gently on her at first, brushing her 
head and then tickling her sides.

“Be still. Don’t mind me,” he whispered. “You look so peaceful 
lying there.”

Slowly and gently he lay on top of her, becoming heavier until she 
finally began to stir.

“Who are you,” she asked.

“I am the snow. I have come from the sky, and I am here to keep you 
company for at least a little while.”

There was something comforting in the snow, but still she cried, 
“No. I’m sorry. I just want to be left alone.”



“My dear mountain, I must stay with you until it is time for me to 
go. This is the way the new seasons will turn. It is simply the way 
the universe works.”

The mountain was too tired to argue, and things were very quiet 
the first night. Both were polite and kept to themselves. The snow 
lay there, draped over the mountain, wondering how something so 
solid, strong and imposing could feel so sad. And the mountain lay 
there wondering from where in the world this snow had fallen. He 
was so soft, yet felt so heavy. They lay there wondering about each 
other until the morning came.

6
Once the mountain had gained her strength back, she began to 
resent her new companion’s constant happiness. All she wanted to 
do was be alone and meditate — ponder the way things used to be 
and try to allow herself the time to heal. But the snow would not 
give up.

“Why do you cry so?” asked the snow.

“I’ve been stripped of my beauty and I am utterly alone.”

“I think you are beautiful and you are no longer alone — because I 
am here.”



“But I used to be covered by a beautiful forest.”

“I know nothing of this forest, all I see is the perfect mountain 
beneath me.”

The mountain told the snow about how she used to look. She 
described the forest and all the creatures in it and the swirls and 
streaks of green. And she described what her life used to be like. 
How she used to feel. She described how the fire had consumed her 
and left her broken and shaken.

The snow spoke quietly.

“Keeping yourself open to the world is not the same as inviting 
disaster. There is an order to the universe and things happen in 
stages. You must unlearn the ideas of right and wrong. You must 
stop thinking that things are done ‘to’ you and remember that the 
universe works ‘through’ you — even in stops and starts — to 
accomplish all things. You are a part of a greater unfolding — the 
blossoming of the entire world.”

After many days of this, the mountain finally began to hear the 
snow’s words. Maybe she was just tired of arguing, but she let down 
her guard. Some of what the snow said even began to make sense 
and feel very real to her.



7
One day, the snow admitted that on the night he fell, he was drawn 
downward to her among all the other mountains. She had stood out 
from the rest — even in the dark — and he could tell that she was 
very special.

The mountain began to feel that the snow was also special, and 
that if she let him, he could truly help her to find happiness. Yet 
somehow, secretly, she knew that they could never find happiness 
together. They came from different elements — she from the Earth 
and he from the Water and the Air. She felt that the snow would 
finally one day leave her, and the more she thought about this, the 
more she realized she didn’t ever want him to go away.

The mountain and the snow spent their days laughing with one 
another. Finding shapes among the clouds and telling each other 
stories about days gone by. How many times had they crossed paths 
but never met?

They spent their nights together. The mountain had grown fond of 
the snow lying on top of her. And the snow still enjoyed watching 
the mountain sleep.



8
Every morning was full of wonder, and every day brought new 
discoveries about each other and themselves. The mountain and the 
snow shared all of their dreams and desires with one another. They 
realized that even though they had come from different elements, 
they had so much else in common. They seemed to be two halves of 
the same whole. Their strengths and weaknesses fit together. They 
wanted to be understood. They longed to be loved. And what’s more, 
they realized that they had connected with each other in the way that 
all things are connected. It was simply the way the universe worked. 
Like magnets and gravity and the birth of the stars.

9
Then, something began to change in both of them. The mountain 
and the snow would spend long days in silence, not speaking at all. 
They both felt the need to speak of something, but couldn’t. Each 
would start to form a thought, but something would stop them. They 
seemed to know what was coming and they were very afraid.



10
The mountain awoke to find the snow slipping away.

“No. Please don’t go,” she cried.

“I must. I’m sorry.”

“Why didn’t you wake me?”

“Dear mountain,” he said, “you know how I love to watch you 
sleep.”

And the snow trickled down the mountain, slowly at first, losing all 
form, losing all grip on her, vanishing into itself, and then the snow 
became pure water, tickling her sides just as he did when he arrived 
— streaming through the curves and cracks of her on his way back 
to the Earth.

But before the snow could reach the foot of the mountain, she found 
herself drinking him up — soaking every last drop of him into her. 
Her soil turned dark and rich and she felt soft and relaxed — 
something she hadn’t felt for a very long time.

And then the snow was gone. She could no longer talk to him, feel 
him upon her, spend her days and nights trying to understand him. 
But he was now a part of her. And she understood him more than 
ever. They were one.



11
When the first spot of green appeared on the mountain, she thought 
she was dreaming. She began to cry tears of joy and praised the 
snow and the water and the sky above and the Earth and all the 
elements — even that wretched fire.

She enjoyed watching the patches of green spread across her. Slowly 
at first and not very thick, but eventually the forest returned. It grew 
back more dense and vibrant than it was before, and the mountain 
was indeed more beautiful than ever.

She now spent her days dozing underneath the sun, letting the light 
filter through her flora — which now consisted not only of greens, 
but deep reds, rich browns, vivid oranges, lush pinks, soft violets, 
intense blues and bright yellows.

And although the mountain spent her nights in peace, knowing that 
the snow would return, as he did now every season — she would 
often dream of where he might be. Each night brought a new 
possibility — in the water that carried ships to new ports, or bathing 
a princess in some distant land or transmuted into pure energy and 
traveling to the far corners of the universe. But these were, after 
all, just dreams. And the mountain was fully aware that she might 
never know.





Bonus Preview

The Wolf and the Spider
(Part 2 of the Siren Trilogy)

1
The wolf was jogging through the forest. It was one of those cool and 
sunny days where the sun shone through the branches in the canopy 
and painted gold spots on the floor. His reddish brown coat was 
beginning to show the occasional grey, and he found that walking 
helped him to keep his strength up. He was breathing heavily this 
particular day, dodging low branches and playfully leaping back and 
forth across a small creek, when suddenly he came upon a red snake 
— a dark red, the color of blood, the markings of the most poisonous 
snake in the forest. The snake was poised and ready to strike.

The first thing that went through the wolf’s mind when he saw the 
red snake poised and ready to strike was, “Run away!” But even 
though the wolf had shoved both paws out in front of him, he was 
sliding directly toward her. And as they closed in, face to face, the 
wolf had only seconds to think about what to do.

The snake sprang toward him and he instinctively swatted at her 
with his paw, sending her spinning to the forest floor like a broken 
rubber band.

The wolf stood over her, instantly knowing what he’d done.



“Snake,” he shouted.

But the snake didn’t answer. And it didn’t move. The wolf gently 
nudged her with his paw, but there was no response. The wolf then 
sat and tried to catch his breath, and after a moment he heard a small 
voice in his right ear.

“Excuse me,” it said, “I don’t mean to startle you, but are you 
alright?”

The wolf looked down to find a black spider clinging precariously 
to the fur of his shoulder.

“Oh, hello there,” exclaimed the wolf, “Where did you come from?” 
he asked.

The spider’s body was blacker than midnight – as if someone had 
poked a hole in the world and you could see the clearest night sky 
just beyond. The legs that supported her body were long and thin 
and covered with tiny prickly hairs. But indeed, the most striking 
thing about her was her backside. It was large and round and as she 
spoke, he thought he could make out swirling patterns on the surface 
of her shiny black shell.

“Where did I come from? Well, I was born in a small cave along the 
river just south of here,” replied the spider with a touch of sarcasm, 
“but if you mean just now, I landed on your shoulder a moment 
ago when you decided to run through the web I’d been building all 
day.”

“Oh, I do apologize,” said the wolf.



“No need. I fear I was the one in danger had you not intervened.”

The spider paused, extending her two front legs, and arched her back 
in a long, slow stretch.

“Well, either way, I do appreciate you coming along when you did,” 
she sighed.

“Hmm. I suppose you’re right,” muttered the wolf.

They were both quiet for some time — an awkward pause — and 
then, as if prodded, the wolf exclaimed, “It seems that you are 
without a home, and for better or worse, it is my doing. Now, it 
will soon be dark and even though your legs outnumber mine, I 
believe I can cover more ground in an hour than you could in a 
week. Would you like me to take you anywhere? It’s really no 
trouble. Somewhere safe for the night?”

The spider thought about this for a moment. They both knew the 
wolf didn’t owe her anything of the sort, for the loss of her web had 
simply been an accident, and certainly the spider could have hoisted 
herself up between two branches and started right in on another web, 
working straight through the night. 

And the spider wasn’t one to ask for help. She didn’t need any 
handouts, and took pride in being able to fend for herself.

But something about the wolf seemed trustworthy and kind, and she 
finally nodded, “That would be fine.”

“Any particular direction?” the wolf asked.






