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        Prologue 

 
Michael Buckhorn ran barefoot across the smooth sandstone, the soles of his small 

feet well-padded and sure. The others had run with him until he’d crossed the dead 

river into the green valley; now he ran only with the wind. 

 The ground became cool and soft with pine needles; the floor of the world rose. 

Soon he would be at the very top of the earth, where the heart of the World Mother 

was pierced with sorrow.  

 His grandmother had sung the ancient song, and signs had been revealed to her. 

He had watched her draw a perfect circle in the sand… 

 Within the circle she drew the tall form of the Spirit of the Underworld. In the 

belly of the Spirit, she traced another circle, and in that, the form of a sleeping 

child. 

 

  It begins with water. 

  It ends with fire. 

  Though it ends, it begins again. 

  The Harvest is gathered. 

  The Harvest will be scattered in the wind. 

  This is the Circle of the Harvest. 

 

 Her hands, twisted with age, traveled smoothly across her painting, marking 

precise points along the way. Two curls of blue sand formed a river. A jagged 

stroke of black sand became a crow; three wisps of red earth, a sacrificial fire. 

 “The Spirit of the Underworld stirs in the womb of the Mother. I have felt the 

cold rain, and I have heard silence in the forest as she waits for his song to begin.” 

 Michael’s grandmother took his hand and poured white sand into his palm. She 

guided his hand over the painting until the white stream broke the circle… 

 

Michael Buckhorn broke from the forest. Where he stood the rock was bare and 

blood red. A deep fissure cut jaggedly through the heart of the plateau… 

 Where the heart of the World Mother was pierced with sorrow. 



 The wind gently fanned him.  He could hear the waters gush deep within the 

fissure. There were no birds singing here, no squirrels playfully chattering… 

 I have heard silence in the forest as she waits… 

 If he failed, if the Spirit of the Underworld snatched his spirit, there would be 

no more birds singing anywhere. He knew this from his grandmother’s songs. But 

he wouldn’t fail. 

 He dug a spike of braided cornhusks and an old lighter form his pocket. Fluid 

leaked from a dent near the lighter’s catch, but that would work to his purpose. He 

doused the husks with the oily fluid and walked to the edge of the fissure. He could 

feel his grandmother with him: he closed his eyes and saw her. 

 

 Her sight had been taken long ago, but he World Mother had given her the 

Power of the Touch in return, and now the world saw for her. Her eyes were white 

beneath her lids, no longer eyes so much as bulbs of white flesh. But Michael had 

never feared them. Nor had he ever felt pity for this woman who seemed to work 

the dark secrets of the universe with the same deftness she did her brightly colored 

sands. 

 “You were chosen to complete the circle,” she had said, “bunt now you must 

break it.” 

 

Michael Buckhorn peered into the chasm. The walls of the great wound were as 

black as charred wood. The churning waters far below were angry and white. 

 Somewhere in that horrible, shadowy place, the Spirit of the Underworld laid 

waiting for him. The wind sheared up the canyon walls and he turned away. 

 He hunched over the lighter to keep it going as he lit his small torch of 

cornhusks and cloth. 

 It begins with water. It ends with fire. 

 Michael Buckhorn emptied the lighter against his shirt. He stretched his arms 

wide and the wind funneled up around him. He whirled with the wind at the brink 

of the fissure. The flames licked his sleeve, leapt from the torch, and ran across his 

arm and shoulders; the hair at the back of his neck was singed. 

 The circle would be broken. The land would remain at peace. 

 He chanted the song his grandmother had sung, “The Circle of the Harvest,” 

and he turned faster and faster with the wind. 

 

  It begins with water. 

  It ends with fire. 

  Though it ends, it begins again. 

  The Harvest is gathered. 

  The Harvest will be scattered in the wind… 



 

 And when the pain consumed him, he plummeted into the great wound. 

 The waters took Michael Buckhorn away forever. 
 


