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In the ancient days of the hidden world of Ri’Lana, a sacred wind began to dance. 
It scaled the mountains and hovered over the waters.  It flew through the trees and rolled 
over the plains.  All that the wind touched became full of life.  The mountains grew taller  
and the waters deeper.  The trees sprouted many branches with thousands of new leaves 
and the plains grew rich with wheat and many other crops.

All of the creatures adored the wind and became prosperous because of it.  But as 
many years passed by those same creatures became consumed with selfish thoughts.  “We 
must capture this wind so that it will bless us even more and we will make it our slave 
and it will do our bidding,” they would say.  The wind, hearing this, fled to the place 
where those creatures would not dare to follow, a place where the wind had never been 
before.  It escaped to the desert and rested there.

For miles and miles the sun was harsh and scorched the desert’s sand.  It was a 
wasteland, covered in dust and bones.  The wind traveled to the heart of the desert.  And 
as it passed over the sands, it saw that it could not bring life to this place.  When it 
reached the middle of the wasteland it decided that it would create life.  Instantly, the 
wind turned into a violent cyclone picking up the dust and bones.  It swirled around and 
clashed them together and then it ceased.  As soon as the wind had died down and the 
dust had settled, a small black figure lay curled on the sand.  It was a raven that was born 
from the wind.

The bird was small with rich black feathers and dark beady eyes.  Its wings were 
strong, good for flight, and its claws and beak were sharp enough to help it survive.  It 
was a confused and curious little thing and so it began to ask questions.  “What is this?” it 
cawed.

“Existence,” the wind replied in a soft breeze.

“For what?” the raven asked.

“For a purpose,” the wind answered.

“What purpose?” it squawked in frustration.

The wind circled around the bird.  It swooped under its wings and lifted it up into 
the sky.  “Fly to the highest place and you will see where the wind is born and that is 
where you will find your purpose,” it said.

“But I cannot fly well,” cawed the raven, “I am too young.”

“So be it,” replied the wind as it lowered the bird back to the ground.

Ramos 1



As the raven’s talons touched the hot desert sand it began to ramble on with 
excuses, “I just don’t know what to do or even how to do it.  Where would I fly?  How 
long would it take?  Will it be hard?  Could I die from the journey?  There are too many 
questions.  I just need time to grow up and become strong.”

“Do what you must, but I was not meant to stay in this wasteland nor were you,” 
the wind replied in a stern gust.

With a curiosity that began to over come the fear, the raven pleaded, “If you were 
to tell me where to go then I would go.”

With a gentle touch the wind lifted the raven’s head, “See those mountains that 
lay far past the horizon.”

“Yes,” the bird replied.

“That is where you will find the tallest peak and from there you can fly up to the 
heavens and find the highest place,” the wind spoke, “Travel over the plains, journey 
through the forest, soar over the waters and scale the mountains.  Take this path and only 
this path.”

“Couldn’t I just fly straight towards the mountains?  You have just told me to 
journey farther than I need to,” the raven squawked in confusion.

“Do as I say and you will see where the wind is born and find your purpose,” with 
those words the wind left and was not with the raven any longer.

With its small beady eyes, the raven looked north at the mountains and then 
turned east towards the plains.  Its feathers trembled, but its heart yearned for purpose. 
Reluctantly, its wings opened and its thin legs stepped forward.  With a mighty flap the 
bird took to the air and flew to the east as the sun set behind it.

For three days the raven traveled through the scorching heat of the day and the 
freezing cold of the night.  It saw nothing but desolation for miles and miles.  Finally, 
towards the end of the third day, it reached the rolling plains as the sun fell from the sky.

Patches of wheat covered the land of the plains.  The crops were dull brown in 
color and most were broken at their stems.  This was the land that produced the food for 
all other lands but this year no crops would be yielded.  Large creatures, that were half 
man and bull, roamed the fields in desperation.  They did all they could to save their 
crops but their efforts were worthless.  The raven, seeing their plight, simply flew on.  It 
did not do so out of apathy but out of a feeling that its journey had nothing to do with 
these beasts.  
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Suddenly, a dark cloud of chattering sounds roared from behind.  It was a mass of 
thousands of vile creatures.  The raven flew hard, trying to escape, but the swarm quickly 
swallowed it.  Their vibrating wings and thin spiny legs battered upon the helpless bird 
ripping off its feathers and scraping its skin.  It struggled to stay in the skies but the 
raven’s energy was stolen.  The swarm spit the beaten bird out of itself and the raven fell 
towards the earth.  The impact caused everything to fade away.

Harsh rays from the sun called the raven out of its sleep.  As it looked around, it 
saw that it was among a field of wheat with thousands of locusts devouring it.  It rolled to 
its feet and began to walk with its body crouched in pain and fear.  It limped in anguish 
and soon fell down upon the ground.  As it lay, the bird could hear the buzz that came 
from the wretched insects but then it felt a rumble upon the ground.  Looking up, the 
raven saw a Minotaur running towards it.  It was large, covered in a brown and white 
spotted hide.  Its head was that of a bull with two long thin horns.  The beast towered 
over the raven, standing almost ten feet tall.  “Come, we must get you out of here!” the 
bull bellowed as he ran and scooped up the battered raven into his arms.  He brought it 
out of the field into the open plains and laid it upon a pile of broken wheat.

“What are those?” the Raven whimpered.

“Locusts.  They are what has destroyed all of our good crops,” the Minotaur said.

“Oh, that’s horrible,” the bird cawed back, “is there any way I could help?”

A deep laughter came out of the bull, “You are a strange foolish creature.  How 
could such a small bruised up thing like you help me, Tando the mighty Minotaur?”

“I don’t know,” the Raven said in defeat.  The two sat there in silence not 
knowing what to say to each other.  Unexpectedly, a deep grumble came from the 
stomach of the bird.    

“You are a silly thing!” Tando laughed.  “Though I am sorry, we are all famished. 
There is no food to eat.”

“I am not hungry for any of your crops but those locusts, oddly, it seems that they 
would be delicious,” said the raven while salivating.  It rose to its feet and hobbled back 
to the field.  By this time the locusts had consumed almost all of the plants and had 
become fat and lazy because of their feast.  The lethargic insects could barely move and 
so they were an easy prey.  The raven began to gobble up the locusts and found them to 
be both nourishing and delicious.  Mysteriously, the birds belly never became full and so 
it ate every single one.

Tando was astonished and thanked and praised the raven for ridding the fields of 
these parasites.  “Our crops will flourish once again and now our people can thrive,” the 
bull said.
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“I hope that all goes well with you friend but I must leave,” said the raven while 
spreading its wings.  It then ran and took to the sky.

“May the wind be with you on your flight,” said Tando, “may it lift you higher 
and higher into the heavens.”

The raven flew south towards the forest, gliding for miles and miles.  Within a 
few days it could see the mass of trees from the distance.  They were immense with 
branches that seemed like they could reach the clouds.  After a few more days it came to 
the edge of the forest and realized how massive it actually was.  The trees where so large 
that their numerous leaves blocked out the sun and caused the forest to be as dark as the 
night.  The bird was reluctant to enter and turned his attention back to the mountains that 
were a small speck in the distance.  “I shouldn’t have to come this way.  I am traveling 
farther than my destination,” the raven squawked.  Immediately, a gust of wind flew past 
the bird into the forest and, though it was angered and afraid, it turned back towards the 
giant trees.  With a flap of its wings it flew in and was quickly engulfed in the darkness.

The raven flew cautiously with its eyes wide open.  Eventually, they adjusted to 
the lack of light and they could see fairly well.  It flew on and on until, strangely, light 
pierced through the treetops.  The farther the raven traveled in the forest, the shorter the 
trees became.  They were missing branches and leaves and looked as if they were dying. 
This saddened the raven but it continued to fly on.  Unfortunately, the forest grew worse 
the farther it flew.

A tree, more massive than any of the others, stood at the heart of the forest.  Its 
condition appeared to be much worse than the other trees.  It was covered in patches of 
dark purple ooze.  All of its branches were cracked and broken and its roots were curled 
and were sticking out of the ground.  Resisting the temptation to simply fly on, the raven 
descended to the base of the tree.  As it came closer and closer, it saw a small group of 
creatures weeping and screaming.  They were a race of cat like people with orange and 
brown-stripped coats.  They stood, encircling the trunk of the once mighty tree, mourning 
its sickness.  “Why?” they would yell.  “How could you be so sick?” they called out.

Hearing this caused the raven’s heart to be heavy.  It longed to continue on with 
its journey but it felt so compelled to help.  It continued to descend and then landed in 
front of one of the cats.  Stealing its attention, the feline screamed at the bird, “Why have 
you come to this place of mourning?  Can you not see our sorrow, how we morn over the 
Everlasting Tree?”

Seeing the anguish within the cat’s face and hearing the pain in its voice gave the 
raven an understanding of what it had to do.  Without permission or warning, the bird 
flew towards the tree, circling it while it searched for a way in.  It found a hole where a 
branch used to be and entered through it.
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The inside of the Everlasting Tree was foul.  It had the stench of rotting compost 
and was coated with the thick purple ooze.  Quickly, as the raven made its way through 
the tree, it became covered in the muck.  It slowly burned through its feathers like acid. 
The bird knew it would have to figure out what to do with much haste.  As its mind raced, 
it was interrupted.  A slimy vine reached out and whipped the raven followed by another 
and another.  They quickly wrapped themselves around its body and squeezed.  In 
desperation the raven clawed and pecked at the vicious vines.  They pulled it down to the 
depths of the tree, down to the origin of the ooze.  A large weed rested at the bottom of 
the tree.  It had numerous thorny vines that acted like tentacles with a round body that 
had a gaping mouth with jagged teeth.  The raven fought all it could but the weed was too 
strong.  It threw the bird into its mouth and swallowed it whole.

Upon eating it, the weed began to convulse and foam at the mouth.  Something 
about the raven’s feathers did not sit well with the weed’s stomach.  Suddenly, the raven 
was vomited out.  In a fleeting effort to save itself, the weed grabbed the bird with its 
vines and threw it out of the Everlasting Tree.  It fell with a thud and lay covered in the 
purple ooze.  The muck then exploded out of the tree along with the remnants of the 
weed.  Quickly, the Everlasting Tree began to restore itself, growing thousands of 
branches with millions of leaves.

“How could this be?” the cats exclaimed and began to praise the raven.

An elder, dressed in a rich colorful robe and carrying a majestic staff approached 
the bird that lay helpless upon the ground.  She raised its beak with her fingers and 
brought her lips close.  “Would you eat this berry?” she asked while she carefully opened 
its beak and placed the berry in it.  The raven chewed and swallowed and felt its strength 
being restored.  The elder then picked up the bird and said, “All has been made right, and 
do you not think you should now continue on?”  The raven nodded and so she threw it up 
in the air and it flew south through the forest and then west towards the seas.

As the raven flew over the large expanse of water, it realized that something was 
quite odd.  While soaring high up in the sky, it could actually see the ocean floor.  The 
bird swooped down and began to fly right above the waters.  They were shallow, too 
shallow for an ocean.  A thick layer of mud rested on the ocean floor, many of the 
creatures of the sea lay stuck within it.  This time the raven desired to help but, because it  
could not go under the waters, it was unable to.  As the bird flew on, it saw a large beast 
in the distance.  It was a giant catfish that lay with most of its body above the surface.  It 
was a rich brown with a large mouth and twisting whiskers.  The raven flew to it and 
landed on a rock that rested right in front of the fish’s face.

“Do you have any idea what is going on?” the raven asked short of breath.

The catfish groaned back, “Uh, yes.”

“Can anything be done to rid the ocean of the mud?” it asked again.
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“Uh, of course,” the fish moaned back.

The raven noticed its apathy and asked, “Are you hurt?”

“No,” it answered in a yawn.

“But I don’t understand, it seems that you know what should be done and you are 
not in any pain.  Then why do you lay and do nothing?” the raven cawed in frustration.

“I am tired of being used.  I am the mighty beast that was cursed by the gods.  My 
sole purpose is to eat the mud of the ocean floor but I don’t care any longer,” the catfish 
responded in bitterness.

“So the mud needs to be eaten?  That is your role and you refuse to do it?” the 
raven questioned.

“Basically, now leave me alone to die,” the catfish yelled as it turned its face 
away from the bird.

The raven, seeing it was hopeless to speak to the apathetic fish, did all it could to 
solve the problem.  It began to eat the mud of the ocean.  It tasted vile as it traveled down 
the raven’s throat but it ate on and on.  The catfish heard the raven gag and cough but saw 
it continue to eat.  “No.  No.  Please, I beg you to stop,” the catfish said because he was 
moved by the raven’s actions.  “No, don’t eat the mud.  It will kill you.  Leave it to me 
because it will do me no harm.  The raven stopped swallowing the mud of the ocean and 
turned to the giant fish.  “Go on,” said the fish, “go on your journey and leave me to rid 
the ocean of mud.”

“Are you sure?” the raven asked with concern.

“Of course.  You have done a great thing for me.  Now I wish for you to go on 
with your journey,” the catfish said with a smile.

The raven took to the skies yet again as the catfish waved its goodbye and began 
to devour the mud.  The bird flew on, over the ocean, past the desert and north towards 
the mountains.  Finally, after many days of tiresome flight, the raven reached the 
mountains.  Their presence brought a sense of awe to the bird.  They were colossal and 
intimidating.

The raven landed at the base of the peaks.  It could not see even half of the 
mountain from that place.  At this point, the journey became daunting and the raven was 
full of fear.  “How I am supposed to scale this mountain that goes on and on forever?” the 
raven asked itself.

“Your wings look strong.  You can make it,” said a small voice from behind.

Ramos 6



The raven turned to see where the voice originated.  It saw a little butterfly resting 
on a wilted flower, with large green spots on its orange wings.  “Take me with you.  I 
wish to see the splendor of the highest place,” the butterfly said.

“Yes, come, onto my back.  I haven’t flown this far to turn back now,” the raven 
said.  The butterfly flew onto the raven’s back and held on as tightly as it could.  The bird 
then took flight and flew as far as it could up the mountain.  As it journeyed higher and 
higher, the cold air began to stiffen its wings.  Soon snow and ice covered the peaks.  The 
raven flew on and on, as its wings slowly grew more stiff and frozen.  Finally, when the 
bird could fly no further, it landed upon the snow in exhaustion.

“If you can not fly, walk forward.  You can make it.  We must make it to the tallest 
peak,” the butterfly encouraged.  And so the raven walked on.  It scaled up the mountain 
for miles and miles and miles.  Every bone and muscled ached.  It was famished and 
dying but it continued on.  After many days they reached the top.  The raven was half 
frozen and half dead when it reached it.

“I have made it to the top but I am too exhausted to fly,” the raven said, “go on 
and fly towards the heavens butterfly.”

“It is a little bit too far from this place,” said the butterfly.  It stared up into the 
heavens, “If only the mountain was a little taller.”

The raven, with all of its might, moved towards the very tip of the peak.  It 
erected its body upon it, pointing its beak up as high as it could.  “Jump upon my beak 
and then fly from there.  See, the mountain is taller.  You can make it from this point,” the 
raven said.  The butterfly did as the bird had instructed and then flew off and disappeared 
into the highest place.

A gust of wind then encircled the raven.  It was the wind.  “Open your wings,” it 
said, “ and I will lift you.”  The raven obeyed and was taken up into the highest place, 
where the wind is born.  The both of them, the wind and the raven, sat within the clouds 
but the raven grew to be disappointed.

“I can not see the wind being born,” the raven said in sadness.

“Of course you can not see it child, for the wind has been born in you,” it replied.

“What do you mean?” the raven asked.

“Like me,” the wind began, “as you passed through the fields, you made them 
produce an abundance of crops.  As you flew through the forest, you caused the trees to 
grow numerous branches and leaves.  As you traveled over the waters, you made them 
deeper.  As you scaled up the mountain, you made it taller.  The wind is in you.  You are 
the wind.  Whenever a place is better because of you then you have fulfilled your 
purpose.”
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“So what do I do now?  Can I stay in this place with you?” the raven asked.

“No, for the rest of your days you must be the wind for all the lands,” the wind 
replied.

“But I wish to stay here, upon the clouds, with you,” the raven said.

“No.  Go on and be the wind,” it replied and then left that place.  

The raven flew back down the mountain and became like the wind for all the 
lands.  It made the waters grow rich and deep, all of the forests to be tall and green, the 
fields to produce the best of crops, and the mountains to be taller so that others could 
reach the highest place.  It did all of these things and many more and the world became a 
better place.  
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