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For Rebecca, who sees all of the rocks.
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Author’s Note
This is a fable about empathy, compassion, and grace; about seeing the rocks that others carry. I would be remiss if I didn't acknowledge the contribution of the artist who has visually brought this story to life, Lyubov Malygina. Displaced from Kiev due to war, and while carrying one of the biggest rocks that I can imagine, she has created magical watercolors that truly reflect the soul of the story. As you see the rocks that you and others carry, remember that those rocks need not be an anchor that restrict us from taking flight. Some rocks can break you, some can hold you back, and there are some that you can transform into balloons that allow you to soar. Dyakuyu, Lyubov, slava Ukrayini.
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The village of Aberdoethus was nestled gently among the undulating hills and cliffs of the southern Welsh coast, between the cities of Swansea and St. Davids. Sheep meandered and grazed upon the grasses, flavored by the brine of the ocean breeze, as fog draped the valleys like a soft blanket. The harbor, with its fishermen and their boats, harkened to a bygone era. The main industry now lay in catering to holiday seekers who came in search of tranquility or adventure amid the rugged beauty of the seaside lands.

Corazinda resided with his parents in the concealed corners of their family cottage, now transformed into a bed and breakfast for visitors eager to explore the coastal wonders, ancient castles, and inviting villages that lay only a short journey away.

[image: The seaside village and the family cottage]
Together, his parents worked to make the summer a success – his father in the kitchen, creating meals and orchestrating service, while his mother handled the marketing and tended to the guests’ needs. In the quiet months when travelers were scarce, his father worked as a consultant for a company in Cardiff and could sometimes be gone for days at a time. Theirs was not a simple life, but life in Wales seldom was.

It was late morning, after the rush, and Corazinda had made his way to his favorite refuge. He sat beneath an apple tree, its branches laden with the fruit of mid-summer, swaying gently in the sea breeze.

He gazed out across the ocean, watching seabirds effortlessly gliding high above. Although the day was bright and warm, Corazinda’s heart was heavy, for his father had been uncharacteristically harsh with him that morning.

He pondered what could have caused such a change in demeanor. He tried to understand what he had done to anger his father. Sometimes his parents seemed angry or hurt, and he did not know why.

[image: A boy sits beneath a tree on the Welsh coast, blowing dandelion seeds out over the sea]
Corazinda picked a dandelion, now a puffy ball of white, made a wish, and blew off the seeds in a single breath.

He watched as they danced on the ocean breeze. As he sat there, lost in thought, he heard what sounded like the blend of a gentle growl and a horse’s whinny. He turned to look, but nothing was there.

Focused on the mysterious sound, he didn’t notice the approach of a figure whose presence seemed to radiate ancient wisdom and serenity. “You appear lost in contemplation, dear child,” the figure spoke, their voice as gentle as the rustling leaves above. Corazinda, surprised by the sudden voice, jolted a little. “My apologies. I did not mean to alarm you. Your pensive gaze caught my attention, and I felt compelled to ensure all was well.”

[image: Corazinda meets the red-robed sage on the hill]
In front of Corazinda stood a sage, supporting themselves with a gnarled walking stick. Their billowing red robe seemed to be woven from the very tales of enchantment Corazinda often read while his parents worked. “May I join you here?” inquired the sage. Corazinda shrugged and then nodded yes. “You don’t speak much, do you?” They sat together for a while, as the breeze gently moved the clouds across the sky. “You know, if we stay here too long, we might just attract a dragon,” the sage joked. “Dragons are a myth,” Corazinda replied. “Are they now?” The sage asked, and looked at the boy with a friendly smile. “What’s your name?” “Corazinda,” he replied. “That is a very interesting name, Corazinda. My name is Ddraigddyn.” The sage reached out their hand. “It is very good to meet you.” Corazinda shook the hand but said nothing. The sage turned back and looked at the sea. “This is a good place to think. What are you thinking about?” “Nothing,” Corazinda said. “Nothing?” the sage asked. “That sounds important.”

[image: Corazinda reading beneath the apple tree]
People passed by on the path between the tree and the beach. Some with purpose. Others just strolling as they headed to the village. “Why don’t you share your nothing with me,” the sage said. “Maybe I can find something in the nothing.” “Why would I share my thoughts with you? I’ve never seen you around here before,” Corazinda said. The sage nodded. “I have been here as long as the hills themselves,” the sage said. “You have seen me. You just didn’t recognize me.” Corazinda thought for a moment about what the sage had said. “It’s my father,” Corazinda said as he watched the birds soaring above. “He was cross with me this morning and I don’t know why. I can’t think of anything that I did.” “Ah,” the sage shook their head."People can get that way."

The sage reached into the pocket of their robe and pulled out a small shell. The shell was round and flat, its smooth surface no larger than a worn coin. One side was the color of the sand that lined the Welsh shores, the other shimmered with iridescent blues, purples, and white. “Here, take this magic shell,” the sage said, holding out the shell. “Place it beneath your pillow tonight, and when tomorrow comes, return to me and share the dreams that visited you.”

[image: The sage offers Corazinda a small round shell]
Corazinda took the shell from the sage and looked at it. “This is just a common shell,” he said. The sage smiled gently. “Appearances can deceive us, young one. That is not merely a shell, but a vessel of revelation. That is a shell of wonder. It will unveil much knowledge, guided by the true essence of your heart.” “And this will help me with my father?” “It has the potential,” the sage replied. “If the spirit contained within your heart is made of what I believe it is, yes.” Corazinda got up and placed the shell in his pocket. He then dusted off his pants. “I’ll see you here tomorrow,” he said. “Time for me to go home for lunch.” “Lunch. What a fine idea. I think I’ll have an apple,” the sage said, picking one from the branch and biting into it as Corazinda turned and walked away.

Corazinda walked down the hill and followed the one lane road to his cottage just outside of the village.

[image: The hedge-lined country road home]
The hedges bordering the road were taller than he, taller than he would ever be, but he knew the fields and hills on the other side. They were the same pastures that his grandfather had tended as his grandfather before him.

He came to his house and entered through the door that led to the room just off of the kitchen that held the slickers and other outdoor gear, and took off his boots. It wasn’t muddy this time of the year and he hadn’t been walking on the beach, but it was always better to be careful. His father called from the kitchen. “Corey, I hope you’re hungry.” “Yes, Tad,” Corazinda replied using the welsh word for father as he entered the kitchen and sat down at the wooden butcher-block table that served as both a table for the family and a workspace in the morning when his father was busy preparing the meals.

Before him was a plate of welsh cakes, still warm from the pan, covered with sugar and some tea. “Eat those and then I have some leek and potato soup with some leftover bread from this morning.”

[image: The cottage kitchen at lunchtime]
Corazinda bit into a welsh cake and took a sip of tea. “Where have you been off to this morning?” His father asked. “The apple tree. Overlooking the path
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