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“…There are people who think that only people 
have emotions like pride, fear, and joy, but those who 

know will tell you all things are alive, perhaps not in 
the same way we are alive, but each in its own way, as 

should be, for we are not all the same.  And though 
different from us in shape and life and span, different 

in time and Knowing, yet are trees alive.  And rocks.  
And water.  And all know emotion.”

                 Anne Cameron, Daughters of Copper Women
                          



High in the mountains of New England there once lived a 
great and powerful boulder. The mountain where he lived 
was known as Mount Monadnock, but to the boulder, it was 
“his” mountain.

He was a happy boulder, for he had everything a boulder 
could want:  Strength and knowledge.  

He was made of granite and not much is stronger than that, 
and from his position high on “his” mountain he could see 
for miles and miles over the beautiful valley that stretched 
out below him. 

As the months and years rolled by, the boulder witnessed 
a great many events and was confident that he knew more 
than any other dweller in the valley.
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When he was young, each day brought new and interesting 
events. He awoke each morning excited to be alive – excited 
about what the day might bring and what he might learn.

But as he became older, nothing seemed to surprise or 
inspire him anymore. He became detached; it was almost as 
if he had stopped learning and began judging everything 
that happened around him. 

When he watched an eagle swoop down to seize a struggling 
fish from the Contoocook River below, all he could do was 
shrug. Although he heard the fish desperately cry for help, 
he listened with deaf ears. 

“If that fish did not know that swimming so close to the 
surface was dangerous, he deserved to get caught,” the 
boulder thought. 
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A similar thought crossed his mind one rainy morning when 
a young bear cub approached. 
He was certain that the young cub would want to climb on 
him to play. 

As usual, the boulder was right. The cub approached and 
tried to climb onto his back. 

Unfortunately, the cub had not yet learned that boulders get 
slippery in the rain. The cub tried to climb a little too fast, 
and she slipped and fell off the boulder, injuring her paw.
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The cub pleaded for help, but no one seemed to care – 
least of all the boulder. 

“Climbing the backs of great and powerful boulders on 
rainy days is just not a smart thing to do.” It served the 
cub right for not thinking through the consequences of her 
actions, he reasoned.

As the years passed and the boulder witnessed similar 
incidents, he thought about all of the weaknesses of the 
other creatures of the valley: the birds who had to fly south 
during the winter months, the bears who had to hibernate, 
and the flowers that could bloom only in the spring. These 
reflections always made the boulder feel glad he was strong 
and wise and had no need to worry about such things.
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One spring morning, the boulder awoke and noticed a 
group of Northern Pine seeds gathering around his feet.

This was nothing new to him. He had seen seeds like these 
pass by the area many times before. They always moved on 
down the mountain to find safer homes near all the other 
Northern Pines.

Just as he anticipated, most of the seeds moved on. 
However, a few stayed behind and appeared to be 
chattering. The boulder strained to hear what they were 
saying, but since they were so tiny, it was impossible to hear 
their small whispers. 

“It doesn’t really matter anyway,” the boulder said to 
himself. “What could a seed have to say that would be of 
any importance to me? Besides, those seeds can’t survive up 
here. Even if one did make it, what would it matter?”

12 13



As it turned out, the group of seeds was discussing their 
plans. They wanted to not only grow near their friends, but 
somewhere that they could best protect the inhabitants of 
the valley.

All of the seeds selected spots further down the mountain 
where the winds were not as strong and the rains not as 
fierce and where many animals would dwell in their shelter. 
But one seed wanted to stay ... and protect the boulder.

The other seeds got a good laugh out of that. They asked 
her if she knew how fast the winds blew on top of the 
mountain.
She had heard stories of hurricane winds and driving rains, 
but she knew she could meet the challenge.
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They also wanted to know why she wanted to stay with the 
mighty boulder.

“Protect the boulder? Are you kidding?! You can’t protect 
that boulder.”  The boulder had ruled the mountain on his 
own for such a long time, he certainly was strong and wise 
enough not to need the protection of a Northern Pine.

The seed did not answer. She knew that she, too, belonged 
at the top of the mountain, that even a strong and wise 
boulder could use some help once in a while. The other 
seeds were not able to convince her otherwise, so they 
caught the wind and descended the mountain to a spot 
where they would be able to grow and thrive.

The seed was now all by herself. But she was confident, and 
she trusted her intuition.
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She struggled to plant herself next to the boulder. 
The earth was difficult to penetrate, and the wind beat 
constantly against her back. Many times she was almost 
swept away. But she hung on because she knew she 
belonged there. 

The days and weeks went by, and the boulder soon viewed 
a young sapling growing near by. He laughed, for he knew 
no tree could thrive next to him.

After several months, however, the boulder’s thoughts 
changed. As he watched the young sapling overcome 
challenges, he began to enjoy watching her progress. He 
didn’t know why he was so fascinated by the tree’s struggle.

With each passing year, the tree grew larger and stronger. 
As she grew, the boulder watched on, and he became more 
and more enamored by her presence.
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Her great branches helped shield him from the summer 
sun, keeping him cooler and more comfortable. In autumn, 
her needles would gently fall on him and scratch his back, 
just where he had an itch, before the wind gently blew them 
to the ground. When the blizzards came during those cold 
winter months, she shielded him from the gnashing teeth 
of the ice  and snow, and he began to enjoy the winters. 
When spring came and rain pounded down from the sky, her 
umbrella-like branches protected him.

Deep down, he wanted to thank the tree for her company 
and service to him. But he also did not want to admit that 
such a great and powerful boulder needed any help from 
others. 

“Besides,” he thought, “why should a boulder have to thank 
a tree?”
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One day, in the heart of the winter season many, many 
years later, the boulder was softly humming. He smiled as 
he thought about how lucky he was to have this tree so 
close by. 

Of course, he had never told the tree how grateful he was 
to have her company.  But the tree stood there stoically, 
silently fighting the elements to offer her shelter to all who 
needed it, including the boulder. 

While those living under his great shadow in the valley never 
saw this side of him, the tree knew better. She knew that 
even though he seemed strong and aloof, he, too, felt pain 
and even compassion.
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For centuries, the boulder had weathered the elements 
alone at the top of the mountain. This constant beating had 
in fact affected him in many ways, ways that most of the 
valley dwellers never noticed. But the tree knew better and 
was happy to soften some of the blows from nature.

And even though she longed for him to speak to her, to 
acknowlege her in some way, she accepted that he was a 
mighty boulder with more important things to do.
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One day, as the sun reached its highest point in the sky, 
the boulder noticed two strangers making their way through 
the valley and climbing up the mountain. 

They sang strange songs and wore funny colored covers on 
their heads. As the boulder watched, they drew closer.

Maybe they were ascending the mountain to admire him, or 
to climb on his back for a view of the valley below. He was, 
after all, the great and powerful boulder. 

“Yes,” he thought, “just like everyone else, these people 
come in awe.”
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Yet, as they approached, they did not walk up to him. 
Instead, they stopped short at the foot of the tree. They 
stood, looked, and talked, and then nodded as if they 
reached some kind of agreement.

These creatures were not here to see the boulder at all. 
The holidays were approaching, and they needed a tree for 
the town square. One of them had noticed this beautiful 
Northern Pine on a hike in the summer.

The tree would be perfect, he thought, and his friend 
agreed.
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The boulder watched in amazement, shock, and disbelief. 
He wanted to help, but all his years of wisdom and strength 
were locked inside him. He had never used any of it to help anyone 
else. 

All the great and powerful boulder could do was watch, as 
the giant, whirling bird flew away with the tree. Did he get to 
thank her? Did he get to tell her how much he appreciated 
her? Did he get to tell her that she was his one and only 
true friend? 
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Despite all of his strength and wisdom, the great and 
powerful boulder did not know what to do. He had never 
felt so awful.

He tried to scream, but his voice refused to utter a sound. 

He tried to run to his only friend, but he could not move.

He tried to cry, but could shed no tears.
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In the days and weeks that followed, he kept trying to 
scream, run, and cry, but could not. 

After months of feeling extremely weak and foolish, the 
boulder shed his very first tear.

Once he shed that one tear, he could not stop – the 
boulder cried and cried. He thought about the tree and how 
much he missed her. Despite all his strength and knowledge, 
he had never shared anything of himself with the tree.

For the first time he asked himself, “Why?”
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Soon, the boulder noticed he was eroding. Although the 
elements had already altered his appearance over the 
years, his own tears were now accelerating the process. 

Scared, he uttered his first word. 

“Help,” he pleaded feebly. No one seemed to notice or 
hear, so he cried out again. This time his plea came out loud 
and clear and was heard by some nearby dwellers.

They could not believe the boulder had spoken. Many 
had lived in the region for a long time, and they knew the 
boulder kept to himself. 

What kind of help could he possibly need? 

And so, even though the boulder sat crying, no one came. 

Winter slowly turned to spring, and still no one gave the lonely, 
shrinking boulder much thought. 
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Then, early one morning, a large bear out walking with her three cubs 
heard a strange cry for help. The bear and her cubs approached the 
sound cautiously and happened upon a small rock.

The bear leaned over and inquired, “Rock, how can I help 
you?”

The great and powerful boulder didn’t realize that the bear 
was talking to him, or remember a day years ago he had 
scoffed at a young bear’s foolishness. Nor had he noticed 
that as time went by, he had diminished to the size of a rather 
ordinary rock.
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“Rock, how can I help you?” the bear repeated. 

Finally, the rock began to come to grips that she was 
referring to him and responded, “I am not sure. I have been 
sitting up here on this mountain for a very long time and 
have never done anything for the valley dwellers. Now, I 
would really like to try, yet I am not sure how.”
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“Perhaps,” the bear replied, “we could gently roll you 
down into the valley. There, you could share what you have 
learned at the the top of the mountain with us down below.”

“Yes, that would be perfect! I could advise the dwellers on 
safe routes to climb through the mountains, or point out 
the best spots to swim. I could even tell the bears which 
boulders might be too dangerous to climb.”
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And so it happened. The bear and her cubs rolled the rock 
down to the valley floor. 

Down there, no one knew him as the strong and powerful 
boulder. He was just the friendly and kind rock, always 
willing to take whatever time was necessary to help others.

44 45



The rock could not believe how good it felt to help others, 
or even to admit that he was not as almighty as he had 
thought; he was vulnerable too, just like everybody else. 

And most importantly, the rock learned to say “Thank you” to 
someone for helping him. 

This expression of gratitude made him feel best of all.

As his thoughts settled on the one who gave him this gift, 
the strong and caring tree – he looked back up to the top 
of the mountain and shouted a THANK YOU that boomed 
across the entire valley. As the last echo faded, he hoped 
that somehow, someway, she heard him.
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