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Chapter I

​ By
the side of the hill, and a little to the left, an opening peeks
out. It appears to be a cave and the entrance is almost entirely
covered with vines. The day is warm and the green tree covered hill
is quiet under the afternoon sun. Coming along the path, leading to
this cave, strolls a little man. He is barely six inches tall, as
tall as a blade of grass standing tall on a summer’s day. His name
is Zip and he is dressed in a short yellow jacket making him appear
to be a dandelion waving in the soft breeze. He nears the cave
opening, then stops and looks around as if checking to make sure no
one else is there.

As he enters the dark cave, Zip can’t see,
his eyes remain accustomed to the sunlight. “Hello, Zip,” calls a
voice from inside the cave.

“Is that you Sam? It will take a few minutes
to see you well.” Zip rubbed his eyes and turned toward the voice.
“How are things going?”

“Very well. Nothing out of the ordinary has
happened lately.”

“Good. My eyes are clear now. I see you’re
enjoying your lunch. Be mindful of the enemy and don’t doze
off.”

“That I won’t.”

“See you later,” Zip called back as he
hurried along a passageway leading from the cave entrance to a dark
tunnel.

What appeared to be a simple little cave was
anything but. Through a large doorway yards from the entrance to
the cave was a world of darkness lit by candlelight. This light
threw long shadows over the tunnels and walkways and bathed them in
an eerie glow. Rooms branched off these tunnels as they led down
into the cool earth. Zip stepped into one of these rooms for a
moment to slip into a sweater. This little room held a large
selection of sweaters and shawls a person could slip into as he
went further down the tunnel. Now that the sweater was warding off
the chill, Zip was off once again.

In the distance, a small musical instrument
known as an ocarina could be heard giving off its whistle-like
tones. It was joined by an oboe, then a drum started beating out
oodles of deep tones that made the tunnel walkway vibrate and
shake.

A long spiral chute lined the walkway on one
side and Zip decided to ride it down. He shot down the chute until
he reached the bottom. Zip landed on his face on a large
overstuffed pillow that lay at the chute’s end.

He bounced a little and lost his hat before
coming to a full stop.

Retrieving his hat, Zip slapped it on his
head and climbed out of the pillow. As he started to walk away, he
stepped on his dangling shoe buckle and tumbled to the ground.

“You’re always in a hurry. No wonder your
father named you Zip,” called a tiny old man with a white beard and
gray bushy eyebrows.

Zip turned and smiled at the old man. “You’re
right, Bill. I’m always in a hurry. How are you? Are you feeling
well today?”

“Fine today. It’s good to see you back.”

“It’s good to be back.”

After bidding his friend goodbye, Zip raced
off again. Near the end of the tunnel, he dashed through a doorway
and was showered by a ray of light. The light served as a guide
into a large room where many small people lived.

They were silently going about their
business. There was Zith, a little chubby, bearded fellow, who
liked to eat and sing, but lately was doing neither of these
things. Sitting next to Zith is Ben. Ben sat on a tree stump with
his little bowed legs wrapped around it. He was usually a
good-natured fellow with a ready grin, but not lately.

As Zip walked over to the men, they stopped
talking. He tells them about his walk outside the cave. Zip enjoys
going out to look around and see the rest of the world, but the
others are afraid to venture outdoors.

A little lady named Gail is busy at a low,
round table making sandwiches for some children who are sitting on
small, brown mushrooms. They’re holding their tiny plates on their
laps and staring at their elders with worried looks on their faces.
The smallest child, Danny, broke the silence of the group, “Why
can’t we laugh and be happy again? Why can’t we eat good things and
dance and sing? Why are we always sad?”

Everyone stopped what he was doing and turned
toward Danny.

Zip walked over to the child, followed by
Zith and Ben, his wife, Sally, her father, Jack, and her brother,
Joe. Zip lifted the frightened child to his knee while he made
himself comfortable on a little brown mushroom. The others gathered
around him.

“You’re very young, Danny, and you probably
don’t understand what’s going on, but I’ll try to tell you why we
are troubled.”

Danny swallowed hard and opened his eyes
wide.

“Once we were very happy,” continued Zip. “We
lived in our own little world right here at the end of the cave.
For hundreds of years, we lived in peace and happiness without a
care in the world. We had good food — delicious salads, all kinds
of mushrooms, roasted peanuts, mashed potatoes and leg of
grasshopper. Oh, what great meals we had! Everyone in our world
would line up at the long wooden table in the main dining room to
have a feast. Each person had a chair with his or her name carved
on it, and a set of wooden knives, forks, spoons, plates, bowls and
cups placed on the table before him. Those were the days.”

“Tell him about the music, Zip,” called Joe.
“And the dancing and the singing.”

“Yes, Joe, I’ll tell him of
those wonderful times, for they’re worth knowing about. Danny, you
must have heard the ocarina, drum and oboe being played; well, we
also had a violin — a very beautiful violin with flowers carved on
the handle, and the music it made can’t be described. This violin
had magical powers. It would expand or
contract to fit the hands of anyone who wished to play it. Belle
played the violin, and no one could play it better.”

“What happened to the violin?” whispered
Danny, “I haven’t seen it.”

“You haven’t, because it’s no longer with us.
Now I’ll tell you what happened to it. When you were a baby, we
were happy and lived well, and our music was the best anywhere.
Well, one night as the rain fell over the countryside, an intruder
stumbled into our cave entrance. We didn’t have a guard there
then.

“We didn’t mind the rain because we were not
getting wet, but our visitor was wet, cold and grumpy. As he sat
shivering in the cave, he heard our music and singing coming up
from the tunnel. The man was a giant with a thick black beard who
stood seven feet tall. He wore clothes made of leather and boots of
leather, too. We think he inched his way down our tunnel, then
crept into our dining room.”

Danny’s eyes grew large and sparkly as
diamonds.

“All at once, we noticed this stranger
standing there hunched over in our dining room. Our leader, Peter,
arose from his chair and walked over to meet this man. Peter
offered him some refreshments. The man said, yes to the offer and
Peter gave him some food and drink. The man gulped it all down,
then wiped his mouth with his coat sleeve.

“The stranger asked if he could hear some
more of the fine music he had listened to from the top of the cave.
The leader’s daughter, Belle, played the violin, Tom played the
ocarina, Chris played the drum and Casey played the oboe. On the
signal from Peter, the quartet started to play. Music filled the
room, much to the delight of everyone.

“When the music stopped, the stranger stepped
forward and grabbed the violin from Belle. The room was so quiet
you could hear a mushroom drop. Then the stranger spoke, ‘My wife
is having a birthday party soon and I didn’t know what to buy her,
but this wonderful violin will do nicely or my name isn’t Dom D.
Dominic.’

“Peter rushed forward and pleaded, ‘Please,
Mr. Dom D. Dominic, don’t take our violin. It’s the only one like
it in the world. We’ve passed it down from generation to
generation, and no harm has ever come to it. Our violin supplies
the music for our folk dances and without it our dancing wouldn’t
be the same. If you take this violin, you will rob us of our
spirit.’

“Dominic sneered, ‘It won’t be harmed. My
wife will love this violin and it will be a great addition to her
violin collection. I’ll never tell her where I found it. She’ll
never know I took it from you. I’ll leave now, but don’t follow me,
or I’ll turn around and step on you and crush you like a dry, brown
leaf.’

“With that he turned and hurried up the
tunnel carrying our beautiful violin,” Zip paused and looked at
Danny. “From that day on, we haven’t seen or heard of our magical
violin. Peter blames himself for being nice to Dominic, and Belle
blames herself for not holding on tighter to the violin. Everyone
feels awful because none of us did anything to help.

“Everything happened so quickly that no one
knew what to do. So, from then on, Peter has stayed in his room,
and his wife, Pat, brings him his meals there. Belle, who is so
fair and lovely, stays in her room and doesn’t come out, and Peter
feels bad because he was too afraid to have a search party go after
Dom D. Dominic for fear that someone would be injured.”

Zip swallowed hard, then he continued, “So,
you see, Danny, everyone is upset and depressed about the loss of
our violin. We don’t sing or eat any big feasts or dance anymore.
Things are not the same without our wonderful violin.” Zip bowed
his head.

Danny looked from face to face. He noticed
many of the women cried. Most of the men hung their heads and
looked sad.

“Why not go and reclaim our violin?” asked
Danny.

“We’ve thought about searching for our
violin, but that’s not going to be easy,” sighed Zip, “Dominic is
so much larger than we are.”

“But my father has often said that something
worthwhile is never done easily,” said Danny, gesturing with his
hands. “Living this way isn’t easy, either.”

Zip looked at the child, “You’re right. But
what can we do? We are much smaller than Dom D. Dominic, and his
wife and friends. How could we fight them? How could we hope to
win?”

“We are on the side that’s good and honest.
If we try, we can win back our violin and live well again. I’m not
too sure I remember the feasting on leg of grasshopper, but I’d
like to try it. I’m sure the rest of the kids here feel as I
do.”

Zip glanced around. Slowly he hoisted Danny
and placed him on the floor. “What is the decision, men? Should we
finally search out Dominic and retrieve our violin, or shall we
live in gloom the rest of our lives and our children’s lives?”
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