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It was a beautiful  
morning.  The sun was 
just coming up over the 
mountains.

Grandpa  and Bizby
were several miles from 
home looking for hidden 
treasures . 

Two best friends 
enjoying a hike in the 
desert .
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Bizby loved to fly 
with the birds and 
butterflies. He 
could be seen making 
figure eights in the 
air . 

He talked to the fliers 
in their own language 
and sang happy songs. 

Sometimes, Bizby
would fly so high he 
would get lost in the 
clouds.
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Grandpa was 
watching Bizby
and not paying 
attention to his 
feet. 

Suddenly 
the ground gave 
way. Grandpa 
found himself 
sliding into a deep 
dark hole.
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He fell for what 
seemed to be a long 
ways but as luck would
have it, he landed on 
soft sand and didnõt 
get hurt. 

But the fall nearly 
scared the daylights 
out of him.
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Bizby was high in the air 
chasing butterflies 
and didnõt see Grandpa 
disappear. 

Grandpa screamed 
and screamed, getting 
more scared by the 
minute.

òI sure hope that little 
squirt finds me soon! 
Iõm starting to get cold. 
And itõs really dark 
down here,ó worried 
Grandpa.



Page 6

Grandpaõs eyes were 
starting to adjust to the 
darkness. Much to his 
surprise, the hole was 
really a large cavern. 

He could see the outlines 
of old buildings built 
right out of the rock.

Suddenly the room filled 
with one of Bizbyõs
favorite songs.  A little 
squirt always has a tune in 
his head. If you listen, you 
can hear it too.

Grandpa let out a sigh of 
relief because he knew  
Bizby would know what to 
do.  

Thatõs why you never go 
hiking by yourself.
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òWhat are you doing 
down there?ó laughed 
Bizby.

òOh, I just thought Iõd 
drop in,ó  shrugged 
Grandpa.

òCould you use a little 
more light? It looks 
pretty dark,ó  said 
Bizby with a smile.

òSure, have you got a 
lantern in your 
pocket?ó  asked 
Grandpa.

òWhat pocket?ó giggled 
Bizby.
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òIs this all right?ó 
asked Bizby as he 
started to glow.

òHow did you do 
that?ó asked Grandpa.

òOhéI just borrowed 
a couple of sunbeams. 
After all, I am a little 
powerplant,ó  said 
Bizby.

òWell, can you get me 
out of here?ó  asked 
Grandpa.

òNo problem, just 
hang on,ó  laughed 
Bizby.
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It was starting to get 
dark. They decided it 
would be best to head on 
home and come back in the 
morning. The predators 
come out at night to hunt 
and even though little 
squirts are too fast to get 
caught, Grandpa wasnõt 
taking any chances. 

Bizby was a big help. He 
flew ahead watching for 
side-hill gougers and wild 
carangas. 

There used to be a lot more 
in this area. But now that 
winter was almost here, 
most traveled south to 
warmer hunting grounds.


