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A long time ago, when the earth was young, there lived a  

race of people on a far island who, through one of their 

children, gave colour to the clouds of the morning and the 

clouds of the evening, the colours which we still see today. 

 

At that time, for those people and all the peoples of the 

world, the sky was an endless blanket of clouds.  The sun, 

the moon, the stars, blue sky and rainbows had never been 

seen anywhere.  When the weather was fair the clouds 

were high and silvery white, behind which the light of the 

sun and moon could be seen as bright patches in the sky.  

When the weather was less favourable, the clouds would 

lower and darken to grey, a gentle rain would fall upon the 

earth, and only the lightening and darkening of the day 

and night revealed the presence of the sky travellers. 

 

All in all the world then was a comfortable place, for the 

clouds were like a sheltering blanket, and scorching heat 

and freezing cold were unknown to the first peoples.  Still, 

the world was also a dull and dreary place, as it can be 

today beneath a heavy sky, and a sadness rested at the 

heart of every child young and old.  The people yearned 

for something that was missing in the world, and at times 

they would weep for want of it. 

 

 

 

 



 

The great joy of the first people was to gather in the 

evenings around a fire and drink in the living colours 

about them during the telling of tales.  Jewels which were 

simply coloured stones during the day flashed brilliantly, 

and gold glowed warmly on the flesh of the wearer. The 

beauty of the people themselves was aching as skin and 

hair and eyes became a mystery of colours in the magic of 

the light. 

 

At the end of the evening, when the fires had burned low, 

the people would grow quiet and gather close while the 

last tale was told.  All eyes would search the embers then, 

as the vision words foretold the time when the Red Haired 

Giant would come to them and bring glorious colours to 

the sky and all that lay below in the waking day.  In every 

heart a quiet prayer was made that when they woke next 

from their dreams it would be so.  

 

The cycle of births and lives and deaths continued for a 

long time without change beneath the ever present clouds.  

Then it happened that a girl, a young woman really, came 

down in sorrow from the mountains to a town beside a 

broad river that opened wide to the western sea.  She 

alone had survived a landslide that had swept over her 

village and erased it from the face of the earth.  The 

townspeople, moved by her grief, took her into their 

homes and hearts and accepted her as one of their own, 

and she became one with the people there. 
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Days and weeks became months, and a second survivor of 

the landslide became known. The young woman had not 

come alone from the mountains after all, but with a child 

inside her.  As the days folded one into another she found 

joy again in living, and her mind turned to thoughts of the 

future and hope for all that might be. 

 

In due time the baby made its way into the world, and 

when it did awe fell on all who beheld it, for its fiery hair 

was of the prophecy.  It was a boy child, and his mother 

named him Tiag.  None had expected the Red Haired Giant 

to arrive in this way, and indeed many doubted that it 

could be so, for at first he seemed no different than any 

other baby apart from his flaming hair. 

 

With each passing year signs of Tiag’s special nature were 

revealed.  First was his early ability to understand 

whatever was spoken to him, and to reply in like language.  

Then his skin blossomed with speckles, which had never 

been seen before by the fair skinned people.  As he grew 

older his strength became prodigious for his size, and he 

won every contest until, in humility, he chose only to aid 

in the training and judging of those younger than he.  

Finally, by the time he was little more than a youth his 

skill with fire and the working of metal was magnificent, 

and he could make jewellery of exquisite delicacy as well 

as tools of perfect heft. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3 



 

 

When Tiag reached the age his mother had been when she 

came from the mountains he felt a restlessness in his 

heart that would not let him be.  He wished to go back to 

the place from whence he had come, believing that some 

deeper knowledge of himself would be revealed there.  

Crafting a metal walking staff that was light as wood, and 

gathering his most needful things together, he prepared 

himself for the long journey. 

 

For nine days Tiag followed the river deep into the 

mountains, until he came to a small valley with an old 

orchard at one end and a lake at the other, backed up 

behind a huge wall of rubble.  As soon as he saw it he 

recognized it as the place that had been his mother’s 

home.  It was, he sensed, a sacred place. 

 

For the rest of that day Tiag explored the valley, following 

the fading trails of the people who had lived and so 

suddenly died there.  Scattered clues of their ways he 

found, but something seemed to be near which he could 

not see, and he felt puzzled as to what it might be.  When 

the evening came Tiag made his fire not far from where 

the river spilled over the dam of rocks, and when he slept 

he dreamt a powerful dream. 
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In his dream a girl with shimmering silver skin appeared, 

walking along the river, and she came to stand across 

from Tiag at his fire.  When he stood to make her 

welcome, she turned without a word and walked back to 

the river, beckoning him to follow.  Tiag followed her, and 

when he looked where she looked into the moving water 

he saw a great salmon resting there, so near that he could 

reach into the water and touch it, and he did. 

 

In that instant Tiag himself became a salmon beside the 

salmon in the river, and the girl was a salmon there beside 

him, and he knew the language of the salmon and all their 

ways.  The salmon that had been the girl spoke to him 

then, and told him of the long journey of the salmon 

people, down the river to the sea, across the dark deeps, 

following currents that swept endless and timeless around 

the world, and then returning to the island to ascend the 

river and find their final resting place.  As she told him 

this, Tiag himself made the great journey, and he knew 

what it was to be a salmon in the great cycle of changes 

and to be one with the waters. 

 

In the morning Tiag awoke to find a dozen salmon scales 

in a ring about the fire. Looking then to the river he saw it 

was full of salmon that were leaping to get past the dam of 

rocks, and most were falling away exhausted.  Realizing 

his dream had been both magic and real, Tiag collected 

the lustrous scales and stored them in his pouch.  For the 

balance of that day he worked rocks loose from the top of 

the dam and rolled them down to the river below, until by 

evening there was a long stretch of gently rising rapids 

where the waterfall had been, and the salmon moved 

freely upstream. 

 

 

5 



 

 

That night Tiag fell into a deep sleep when he lay down, 

and another powerful dream came over him.  In his dream 

a grey haired woman came out of the forest and walked 

toward him on an inward spiralling path that brought her 

finally opposite him across the fire, and Tiag saw she had 

yellow eyes.  When he stood to greet her and bid her 

welcome, she made a sign to follow then turned to trace 

her path back to the trees, and Tiag followed behind her. 

 

At the edge of the forest the woman stopped and waited 

for Tiag.  Reaching her side and looking where she looked 

in the trees he saw seven grey wolves staring back, so 

close that he could reach out and touch one, and that he 

did. 

 

In that instant Tiag became a wolf amongst wolves, 

knowing their language and their ways, and the woman 

was a wolf walking beside him, telling him of the den and 

the pack and how they hunted through forests and 

meadows from the mountains to the sea, and sometimes 

were full and sometimes were empty, and how the wolf 

people sang together in the night and shared their 

aloneness.  As he listened to the words of the wolf woman 

Tiag himself travelled all those wild ways and knew what 

it was to be a child of the den.  He saw and knew all that 

every wolf had ever seen and known, and he understood 

what it was to be one with the land. 
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When he rose the next day Tiag saw there were wolf tracks 

all around, and he knew that his dream had been real.  

Here and there, between the tracks, he spied dark hairs of 

the wolf.  These he gathered with respect, nine and ninety 

all together, and from them braided a fine, strong, thread 

which he put in his pouch with the scales. 

 

That day Tiag went into the forest and found the place 

where he had dreamed the great den to be.  Rocks covered 

it. The same slide that had destroyed the village and 

dammed the river had buried the den too.  Without 

hesitation he set to work to clear the den entry, using the 

stones to build a platform for the elders to rest on while 

watching over the cubs.  Night was near before he had 

finished his work and returned to his fire, and he quickly 

fell asleep when he lay himself down. 

 

That night, again, Tiag dreamt another powerful dream.  In 

his dream he saw a woman silhouetted high on a 

mountain, small in the distance.  A short while later he 

was surprised to see that the woman had closed half the 

distance, and stood motionless on the slope, looking at 

him.  When again he raised his head to see, he was 

astonished to find she had come silently to stand staring 

at him across the fire, her face framed by pure white hair 

that told her age. 
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Tiag clambered to his feet to welcome her to the fire, but 

before words came to his tongue she made a sign for him 

to follow and wheeled gracefully about.  Swiftly she led 

Tiag to the place where he had first seen her, and never 

had he travelled so far so fast before.  Where she stopped 

was the very spine of the mountain, overlooking the 

valley. 

 

Standing there, balanced at dizzying height above the 

valley, Tiag saw an eagle’s nest on a ledge just below, and 

then he heard the slow beat of strong wings in the air 

above.  Looking up he saw an eagle circling there, and 

then another and another and another came from every 

direction to join the circle.  In as many heartbeats twenty-

five eagles were revolving about them, passing so close 

that Tiag could reach out and stroke the wing of one as it 

flew by, and that he did. 

 

Without awareness of the change, Tiag himself became an 

eagle flying amongst eagles, understanding their language 

and their ways, and the woman was an eagle that flew 

beside him.  As she spoke of all the eagle people knew, 

Tiag himself travelled over the whole face of the earth, 

across oceans and far lands, up through the clouds into 

the wonder of blue skies in the face of the warm sun, and 

away into the black night filled with diamond stars and the 

chill moon.  He knew then what it was to be an eagle and 

one with the wind.  
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When consciousness came to Tiag the next morning he 

found an eagle feather resting on a rock near the fire, and 

he knew his dream had been real.  Collecting the feather 

he placed it in his pouch beside the salmon scales and the 

wolf-hair thread before setting out to find the place he had 

seen in his dream.  After a long, difficult climb he found 

his way there, but the ledge where the eagles had nested 

was gone, for it was the place where the mountainside had 

sheared away to sweep across the valley, and the rock face 

was smooth and bare. 

 

The rock there was composed of alternating bands of light 

and dark that Tiag could count beneath his feet, with here 

and there cracks that signified a weakness between them.  

Searching carefully, Tiag found a place where a crack ran 

three paces long and at each end extended one pace out to 

the cliff. Leaning over the cliff edge he could see, a body’s 

length below, another crack that ran neatly across the 

rock face to join the two fissures running down. 

 

Placing pebbles, stones, and boulders along the length of 

the crack, Tiag began prying the rock apart with his staff.  

With his greatest effort the rock opened with a groan, just 

wide enough to slip in a tiny pebble.  Back and forth he 

worked, slowly forcing the rock apart and wedging it ever 

wider.  Finally, late in the afternoon, the great slab slowly 

hove over past the point of balance and fell away through 

space to crash down the mountainside, tumbling end over 

end until it came to rest close to his fire, leaving behind a 

new ledge for the eagles to nest on. 
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That evening Tiag found his way down to his fire shortly 

before dark, and before long he was sleeping there 

soundly.  That night he dreamt not at all, and it seemed 

but moments before he was opening his eyes again in the 

light of a fresh day.  Then his eyes fell on the great block 

he had freed from the mountain and he found himself 

drawn to it, as though it might have a secret to share.  

 

Examining the rock from every side, Tiag realized that 

besides the layers of black and white there was also one of 

gold, and he set to work to cleave the plates and gain it.  

Splitting the rock into sheets, Tiag soon exposed a layer of 

gold more pure than he had ever seen before.  Patiently he 

eased the gold, which was no thicker than a hair, away 

from the rock, until he held it all in the palm of his hand 

and the table lay bare. 

 

With greatest care Tiag worked the gold, melting it, 

drawing it, and beating it to form an unbroken circle of 

links that spilled like liquid when handled.  To the golden 

links Tiag fastened the salmon scales in a row all around, 

bound by the wolf-hair thread, and set the eagle feather 

pendant.  With respect for all it represented, Tiag placed 

the talisman about his neck, and as he did so he felt 

warmth spread from it into his body, and it became in that 

moment a part of him and he a part of it. 
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That night Tiag slept not at all but had a waking dream of 

all that had been shared by the salmon, the wolf, and the 

eagle, and a brooding restlessness chafed him.  He knew 

then what it was that people wept for without their 

understanding the reason why.  He had seen the sun and 

basked in its heat beneath boundless blue skies; he had 

seen the dazzlement of stars spilling across the blackness 

of night, and the white moon waxing and waning in an 

endless dance with the sun. 

 

An awareness gripped Tiag that it was for him to share the 

wonders of the open sky with all the people of the earth, 

and that his destiny had brought him to this place.  

Without further knowing the reason he rose from his fire 

and set out at great speed across the land, through fens 

and waters, and up the side of a mountain taller than any 

he had seen before.  With valleys on every side shrouded 

in darkness, Tiag, standing at the summit, could see the 

day blooming over the distant sea. 

 

Looking up at the oppressive clouds that moved above 

him, Tiag was filled with a deep desire to penetrate them 

and see again the wonders of the clear sky beyond.  With 

that thought he began suddenly to grow, and very quickly 

his head was swathed in clouds and he could see neither 

earth nor sky.  A fierce determination came over him then 

to part the clouds and see what he yearned for, and with 

that his felt a pulse of  energy course up through his body 

from the heart of the earth itself, and a million sparks 

flowed out from his hair into the clouds. 
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For a long while Tiag could see only sparks and swirling 

mist all about, pearly where the day was growing and 

dusky where the night remained, and his ears heard only 

the soft whisper of cloud slipping past with a cool caress.  

Then he noticed a deepening streak of darkness before 

him, and through a thinning veil of cloud he saw the 

glimmer of fading stars.  Looking hard he marvelled to see 

a rent appear in the fabric of the clouds that tore away to 

the horizon, and there he saw the sultry moon lower 

through a purple sky and kiss the western sea. 

 

Facing about, Tiag again saw only mist before him, thicker 

and darker than before though the day advanced.  Looking 

up he saw the cloud was seething and roiling above him, 

erupting in a sudden plume against the rent, bright at the 

crest yet so dark below it seemed the night had come 

again there.  Tiag watched in wonder as the wall of cloud 

grew to his left and his right, spilling steeply down to a 

thin sheet as the rent rapidly widened and revealed a 

broad sweep of clear sky. 

 

As the billowing line of clouds raced away to the horizon 

north and south, icy winds began howling out from the 

swelling mass, lashing at Tiag with a rising fury as if to 

drive him down.  Thinking how it was that his presence in 

the clouds had led to their first being parted, Tiag, 

gathering his strength and his resolve within himself, 

leaned forward and stepped into the storm.  When his foot 

touched the earth, flames of lightning blazed out from his 

hair in every direction, with deafening blasts of thunder, 

and danced away through the length and breadth of the 

cloud, splitting it on every side.  
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For a moment that seemed endless the whole world 

quivered from the shock and the winds stilled like a 

caught breath, then perfect echoes of Tiag’s lightning and 

thunder raged from the cloud itself and waves of rain 

flooded down.  Again lightning exploded from his hair, 

and the earth trembled as the rent became a chasm 

through the boiling ocean of cloud clear to the horizon. 

There he saw the rising sun release from the eastern sea, 

balanced for a moment before floating up through the 

valley of clouds to throw living colours on the earth. 

 

As the sun rose higher, crevasses spread from the rent in 

ragged wandering lines, and banks of cloud broke from 

the wall and drifted away through blue sky in every 

direction.  The largest banks, Tiag saw, travelled slowly 

and stormed and flashed and rumbled powerfully even as 

they reached the horizon, while the smaller columns 

marched in little groups that became subdued and spread 

out with distance, and the smallest clouds moved ahead of 

the rest with nary a flash or sprinkle and slowly stretched 

into thin fingers that reached across the sky.  A thousand 

shapes of cloud set sail before Tiag’s eyes, dappling the 

land below with shadows as they went. 

 

Tiag’s heart overflowed with joy to see sunlight grace the 

earth and to feel its warmth upon him, and he wept then at 

the beauty and wonder of it.  Entranced as he was with 

watching the marvellous colours and the shapes and 

shadows of clouds forming and moving, Tiag was unaware 

of a subtle change that came over himself as the day 

progressed.  As the sun arced higher his shadow dwindled, 

and as it did, so did he, until he stood human again at 

noon.   
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When he became aware of the change Tiag realized he had 

fulfilled his destiny, and he gave thanks in his heart to all 

the powers that had helped him.  He looked about with 

gratitude in every direction and saw in some places calm 

blue skies and in other places wild storms, and he knew 

that forever after the skies would be endlessly changing.  

With that certain knowledge, and half the day ahead of 

him, Tiag set off down the trackless mountain to find his 

way back to his fire, discovering pleasure in every step as 

he saw the magic paint of sunlight playing across the 

world before him. 

 

It was close to the end of the day when Tiag arrived back 

at his fire, and he set to grooming himself with care 

before the night came again.  Passing his comb through 

his hair Tiag was surprised to find a number of hairs came 

away with it, and that their colour, though a rich red, 

lacked the fire that had been there before.  Going to the 

river to bathe he saw by his reflection in the dark waters 

that the hair above his brow was less than it had been, and 

the fiery glow was indeed gone. 

 

Resting later by his fire, delighting in the changing 

colours of the land and sky, Tiag watched in amazement 

when, as the sun touched the earth, the undersides of the 

clouds lit with the same fiery colour that had been in his 

hair.  Every colour of flame spread through the clouds and 

the sky in a wash, until the whole western sky blazed 

when the sun at last slipped below the horizon.   
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Tiag watched as the colours of the day faded and the sky 

darkened in a compression of orange and red and purple 

and the first stars of the evening appeared.  He saw the 

darkening sky fill with stars, and the moon rise from the 

place where he had seen the sun come up.  As the night 

deepened, and his own fire burned to coals, Tiag saw 

spectral flames flicker through the northern sky, dancing, 

he imagined, to fantastic music.  Drowsing then beneath 

the night sky lights his thoughts turned to the journey 

home in the morning, and with that in his mind he 

dreamed himself asleep.  
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