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“And so we have here a plain granite slab apparently carved from the native rock by an 

unknown people for an unknown reason. Strangely enough, this is the only granite in the 

area and it is theorized that the whole is not native to this place as there are no other 

granite fields within one hundred miles. As you can see by the excavations dug all around 

the area, this single slab is a part of the living rock, the rock underneath being totally 

undisturbed and natural.”  

 

The tour guide paused a moment to look at the five creatures standing before him; a Dog, 

two Foxes, a Raccoon, and a Cat. He was, himself, a Field Mouse of the locality, now 

bent and old, having been extracting a meager living by giving this same tour for his 

entire life. He knew all the theories, had been present during the many digs and scientific 

experiments; and yet the answer to the monument’s meaning was still a mystery. This, he 

knew, was as it was supposed to be. 

 

“No one has ever been able to figure out what exactly this huge polished stone was used 

for,” he told them. “If you can figure it out, there is a standing offer of incredible wealth 

waiting for you; should you be able to prove your theory, of course. Thank you, and this 

concludes the tour… please feel free to wander about and be mystified.” 

 

Four of the five did, indeed, wander about; but only for a brief ten seconds or so before 

following the guide back towards the exit where they placed a coin in his paw as they 

left.  

 

Yon Cat, on the other paw, plopped down in front of the slab and curled his tail around 

himself. His eyes narrowed as he gazed upon the smooth grayish sides of the rock. As he 

watched, the sun came out from behind a cloud and a shadow threw itself to the ground in 

silent laughter at the living things come to view that which caused the shadow’s 

existence.  

 

Yon watched it for a moment and then smiled. “You’re not as long as you’re supposed to 

be. My shadow is longer by half an inch.” 

 

The shadow adjusted itself in the wink of an eye, but Yon had not winked. He saw the 

movement. 

 

“How long have you been doing this?” he asked. 

 

The shadow remained mute. 

 



“I’m willing to wager that you don’t have a distinct purpose,” he told the visage, and then 

yawned. “I am hardly caring. I have a life to lead, and if you want to waste valuable time 

hiding from the world that’s of no concern to me.” 

 

The shadow moved just a small amount, bending around in a display that was not very 

shadow like. No one had ever spoken to it before. Many had talked to the stone… had 

prayed to it… had done strange rituals before it… but none had ever given the shadow a 

thought. Shadows, after all, were not real things. 

 

“There now,” Yon said smiling, “That’s more like it. Now that I have your attention, you 

must certainly be curious as to who I am. I will admit a certain curiosity concerning you. 

Is there a way we might speak?” 

 

The shadow flowed up and onto the smooth surface of the granite slab, adjusting itself to 

imitate Yon’s silhouette perfectly. The tubby yellow cat nodded his head and then rose so 

his own shadow overlapped that of the one on the stone’s surface. 

 

“You are the first to understand,” were the words that came into his head. 

 

“I am the first to simply look at you as something other than a polished rock,” the Cat 

whispered back. 

 

“I am alive,” whispered the voice in his head. 

 

“As am I,” Yon replied. “Would you like some company?” 

 

“Reach out and touch the stone.” 

 

Yon did as he was asked. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


