
“The most noteworthy feature of this book is the originality of the 
conception. For many readers, this will be an initiation into a modern 
form known as magic realism. The Dreaming Stone is a travel story 
built around real-life children who journey to a real place (Greece), 
but many of the events are fantastic and merge with Greek mythol-
ogy.  The resulting blend is sui generis—one of a kind, unique. As I 
progressed through this adventure story, I found myself wondering 
what the author would think of next. After seeing what he did think 
of next, I asked myself, How ever did he think of that?”

Leland Ryken, Ph.D.
Professor of English Emeritus

Wheaton College

“After leaving the wondrous land of Narnia, where is a young 
imagination to roam? In the classic myths and tales of ancient 
Greece, of course. Not only has  Lou Markos captivated my boys 
and me through his gripping retelling of these stories as witnessed 
by the children Alex and Stacey, but he has also shown how the 
hopes and virtues commended by the ancients could only find 
their fulfillment in Christ. Our family is already awaiting the next 
installment in the series, and I soon expect to find a couple ‘magic 
stones’ hidden under pillows.”

Ravi Scott Jain 
Author of The Liberal Arts Tradition:  

A Philosophy of Christian Classical Education



“Haunted by the ghost of C. S. Lewis whose phantom presence 
enlightens and enlivens its every flourish, the pen of Louis Markos is 
akin to a magic wand. It wields a power that casts a spell of enchant-
ment. It dreams us awake and leads us on a journey into wonder. It has 
the power to open the eyes, widen the mind and warm the heart.”

Joseph Pearce 
Author of Frodo’s Journey: 

Discovering the Hidden Meaning of The Lord of the Rings

“This is an extraordinary book, and in fact I know of nothing quite 
like it. Markos takes his readers on a wild ride through some of the 
most powerful adventure tales ever told, and manages to merge clas-
sic myth with Christian truth in some delightfully surprising ways.  
Young readers will not only be enchanted, they will be changed at 
the deepest levels of human longing and moral imagination.”

Jerry L. Walls, Ph.D. 
Scholar-in-Residence/Professor of Philosophy,  

Houston Baptist University

“Having for years read and appreciated Dr. Markos’ insights into  
C. S. Lewis and the role of the imagination, I am delighted that 
he is adding his own storytelling talents to that legacy. Classical 
Christian educators are always scouring the shelves to offer stu-
dents inspirational imaginative works, and Dr. Markos’ The 
Dreaming Stone is an instant addition to that canon.”

Rob Shelton
Rhetoric School Headmaster, 

Geneva School of Boerne
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For Alex and Stacey
may your lives be one great adventure

Godspeed!
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— Part —

1
The Adventure Begins

“…these autumn nights are long,
ample for story-telling and for sleep.”

—Homer 
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Map of Greece
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— Chapter —

1

A Much-Needed Holiday

Daddy was in a coma. That’s what the doctors said, but the 
word meant very little to his two children, Alex and Stacey. 

Alex, who was eight, understood that Daddy had been in a car acci-
dent and that he had hit his head very hard on the steering wheel. 
And he knew too that Daddy was sick, so sick that he couldn’t move 
or talk or even open his eyes. Stacey, on the other hand, who was 
seven, only knew one thing: Daddy was asleep. And if he was asleep, 
then surely he would wake up soon and sing her a song.

You see, Stacey’s real name was Anastasia, and her Daddy had 
once sat her on his knee and told her that her name in Greek meant 
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“resurrection.” Just like on Easter Sunday, when that big stone rolled 
away, and Jesus walked on out of that cold tomb. So Stacey wasn’t 
really worried, well, not too, too worried. Her brother, who was 
quite a bit more logical about things and liked to figure everything 
out, tried to explain to her that Daddy was very sick and not just 
sleeping. But she just said, “Oh, Alex,” which, in Stacey language, 
meant that she loved her brother very much but was just not going 
to listen to him.

Mommy cried a lot and spent much of her time in the hospital 
sleeping on the couch next to Daddy’s bed. This went on for two 
months, until all four of Alex and Stacey’s grandparents said that 
enough was enough and that Mommy, Alex, and Stacey simply had 
to take a vacation, or they would end up sicker than Daddy.

And so that’s why, on a warm day in June, when school was out 
and the whole long summer stretched out like an ocean before them, 
Alex and Stacey found themselves in an airplane heading for Greece. 
Mommy still cried a lot, but she had finally agreed to leave Daddy in 
the care of his parents and to take the children away on a holiday.

Now I suppose most of you are wondering why she chose 
Greece of all places to take her vacation. Well, there were actually 
several reasons. Greece was about as far away as you could get from 
Houston, Texas, and everybody thought the kids needed a complete 
“change of scene” (at least that’s what the adults called it). Daddy 
still had lots of aunts and uncles who lived in Greece, so they could 
stay with them and not have to spend too much money. And there 
were so many wonderful and new things to see in Greece that it 
would help keep everyone’s mind off of the hospital and maybe even 
help them forget their pain for a little while. 

But there was another reason. Daddy was a college professor 
who taught lots of classes on ancient Greece, and so, every night 
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before they went to bed, he would tell Alex and Stacey another story 
from Greek mythology. Alex and Stacey both had good memories, 
and, in no time at all, they could tell you who Pandora and Icarus 
and Orpheus and Hercules were. If they were in a good mood, you 
might even get them to tell you the story of the Trojan Horse or 
of Odysseus and the Cyclops or maybe even of Persephone in the 
Underworld. And, you know, boys and girls, there are lots of adults 
who can’t tell you all those things!

So I suppose it wasn’t too strange that when Mommy asked 
the children where they wanted to go on their vacation, they both 
blurted out—at the same time, mind you, and without thinking 
about it—that they wanted to go to Greece. And so that’s how Alex 
and Stacey left Texas behind and found themselves hurtling through 
the clouds toward what would prove to be the greatest adventure of 
their lives.
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— Chapter —

2

Oranges, Chickens,  
and a Donkey

If you take out a map of Europe and look for Greece, you will 
soon discover that the old girl has a very peculiar shape. I read a 

tale in a dusty book once, and it said that after Zeus (the King of 
the gods) finished making the earth, he had a few stones left over, so 
he threw them down into the ocean, and they formed the country of 
Greece. A large part of that country is actually made up of dozens of 
scattered islands with wonderful names like Samos and Chios and 
Mykonos and Santorini. If you say them slowly, it feels like honey 
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dripping on your tongue. The biggest of the islands is Crete, and 
you’ll be happy to know that Alex and Stacey will be visiting Crete, 
but not for quite some time.

For now, cast your eye to the mainland part of Greece; notice 
that it is split into two unequal halves. The larger part is in the 
north, and it snakes its way up and to the right. The smaller part 
is in the south, and it is attached to the northern half by just a tiny 
piece of land. If it weren’t for that little land bridge, it would be an 
island, but instead the Peloponnese—for that is what the southern 
half is called—is a peninsula. And it is in that peninsula that our 
story begins. 

Most of Daddy’s relatives lived in the southern part of the 
Peloponnese in a town called Sparta. Now Sparta used to be one of 
the greatest and strongest cities of ancient Greece. Its boys were all 
expected to grow up to be great fighters, and its girls had to be just as 
tough as the boys. In fact, when the boys were still quite young, they 
would be taken away from their mothers and would live in the army 
barracks with all the soldiers. Often times they would make them 
sleep outside in the cold with no pillows to lie on and no blankets 
to keep them warm. They would even make them steal their food 
and clothes, but then beat them if they caught them stealing. It made 
them grow up tough and brave, but I don’t suppose they were very 
happy. Still they were great, great soldiers. They never ran away from 
the battlefield, and they would rather die than lose their honor.

Yes, for many years, the Spartans had their own little empire, 
but today you would never know it. Instead of spending their time 
and money building great statues and theaters and temples, like the 
other Greek cities did, they just spent all their time training for war 
and trying to act tough. Today, Sparta’s just a small town with lots 
of villages spread all around it.  It’s a wonderfully peaceful place now, 
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ORANGES, CHICKENS, AND A DONKEY 

much better for walking and talking than throwing spears. The per-
fect place to relax. 

And that was especially true for Daddy’s aunt and uncle, who 
lived on a quiet little farm in a quiet little valley. Did I say farm? 
Well, it was a farm, but it did not grow wheat or corn or cows or 
chickens. It was an orange farm, dotted with rows and rows of the 
loveliest little orange trees you ever did see. And of course, like most 
of Greece, there were plenty of olive and fig trees mixed in. They 
even had a real bee hive for growing honey, but Alex and Stacey were 
much too afraid of the bees to go anywhere near it. You see, here in 
America, we put butter and sugar on everything, but in Greece they 
use olive oil and honey instead. And, speaking for myself, I think 
that’s how it should be. 

Almost the moment she arrived, Stacey found a fenced-in 
courtyard filled with a dozen or so chickens who were simply cluck-
ing away. Before they could even get the bags in the house, she cried 
out: “Oh, Mommy, Mommy, I want to feed the chickens. I know 
they are hungry, and they’ve been waiting for me to feed them.” 
Then, turning toward the courtyard, she added in a softer voice, 
“Now don’t you worry, chickens, I’m going to get you something to 
eat right now, and then you are going to eat, and then you will be all 
full. So don’t run away from me. I don’t want to have to chase you.”

Stacey’s great aunt filled her hands up with hard little nug-
gets of dry corn and told her to throw them to the chickens. Stacey 
was still wearing the pretty dress she had put on that morning, but 
she didn’t care. She climbed right over the fence into the muddy 
courtyard and started throwing seeds all over the place. The chick-
ens went wild and ran in crazy circles, while Stacey laughed and 
laughed and laughed. She hadn’t laughed that hard in a while, and 
the sound brought tears to Mommy’s eyes.
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Meanwhile, Alex had caught sight of a donkey. He’d never seen 
one in person, but he’d seen lots of pictures, and he was determined 
he was going to get on that donkey’s back whatever it took. He’d been 
on lots of ponies before, and even a full-grown horse once, but never 
a donkey. Now, judging by Stacey’s behavior with the chickens, you 
might expect that Alex would run right over to the donkey and jump 
on its back. But that’s only because you really don’t know Alex yet. 
If Stacey was the wild one who jumped off things before thinking 
to measure how far it was to the floor, Alex was the careful one who 
never took an unnecessary risk. Slowly, carefully, like a lion stalking 
its prey, Alex walked around and around the donkey, watching how it 
moved and what it did with its legs and its head. He knew very well 
that donkeys could kick, and he wasn’t taking any chances.

“Now, Mr. Donkey,” he said, in his calmest, most adult voice, 
“I’m going to get on your back, and you better not even think about 
kicking me.” Then he placed his hands gently on the donkey’s back, 
and, when he saw that it wasn’t resisting him, he pulled himself up 
on the donkey. For a few moments he rode on its back, shouting “yip-
pee” and “yahoo” and other such cowboy words. He even stretched 
his hands up for a moment and held on with his knees. But then 
the donkey snorted. Quicker than you can say “Lone Ranger,” Alex 
pulled his hands back down and looked all around him. “Uh, oh,” he 
said in a hushed voice, and then quickly jumped down and ran back 
to Mommy. “I think I’m ready to go inside now,” he said, in his calm-
est, most adult voice. But I think his legs were shaking a bit.

What with the chickens and the donkey and all the unpack-
ing, the day went by fast, and before anyone knew it, it was time for 
dinner. Usually the Greeks eat their biggest meal in the middle of 
the day, but, in honor of their guests, Daddy’s aunt and uncle had 
prepared a night-time feast.   


