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___________



When you visit Salt Lake City's historical Temple Square at
Christmastime and see millions of lights in the trees and bushes,
have you ever asked: Are they lights or are they –
Faeries?


____________

 

Ian McDougall thought of himself as just a normal
Utah boy; nothing special at all. Tall, somewhat lanky, and with
plain brown hair, he worked the orchards alongside his father and
brothers day in and out, pausing only for the Lord's Day. He
attended all his church meetings and sang a strong baritone in the
church choir. He read his scriptures and prayed and had a firm
testimony in everything contained in those sacred books and in what
his parents had taught him. He even had his family tree memorized
back as far as his parents had it recorded. Oh, and he was also the
town's champion brawler – with a Scot-Irish heritage you'd have
thought any intelligent boy wouldn't have challenged him, but such
is the foolishness of Youth.

Although he'd never have told his father, his secret
passion was the few afternoons he worked with his mother in her
flower garden – yes, his mother kept a well-tended vegetable garden
in order to feed her family, but she also kept a flower garden with
which she adorned every room of her house while flowers were
blooming. She even knew how to dry them to make arrangements that
lasted through the winter, adding a splash of color to an otherwise
colorless winter world. By the time he was twelve he knew every
sort of flower that would grow in Northern Utah and when they would
bloom and how they'd smell. His mother said he had a special touch;
as if flowers knew him and loved him and would do anything for him.
He'd blush when she'd say such silliness and just keep
working.

“You've such a touch with flowers!” his mother said
one day when he was about ten years old; “If I didn't know better
I'd think you were a faerie child.”

“A what?”

“In the old world it's said that if you turn your
back on a babe's cradle the faeries might snatch away your babe and
replace it with one of their own.” She smiled. “Silly legends from
the old world.”





At the tender age of eighteen Ian received a call
from the prophet to serve a proselyting mission in Scotland, where
his paternal grandparents were from. He served the Lord to his best
abilities and even met extended family and taught them the Gospel
and collected more names to add to his family tree. He learned how
to properly wear a kilt and even brought one home. He did
everything right a missionary ought to do… except that he left both
his window and
his luggage open the night before he left to return
home. Another of those silly stories from the old world
specifically warns handsome young men about such foolishness, but
Ian hadn't been raised with many of said silly
stories.

Like all missionaries of his day, he reported on his
mission to the Brethren in Salt Lake City before returning home.
Impressed with the beauty of all the flowers on Temple Square, he
applied to be a gardener there and was accepted. He traveled north
a day's train ride to see his family and friends, and in a week he
was back to assume his duties as a gardener's apprentice.
Meanwhile, Brother Angus McKay, the gardener with whom he was to
apprentice, invited him to rent a room in the home he shared with
his widowed sister, he widowed himself – Ian was to have an
upstairs room and
his own bathroom. And, all his meals cooked. What
single young gentleman could turn down such an
offer?

Ian started the new job as early Spring approached –
all the flowers that were to be in bloom for April's General
Conference were just being planted, and his first job was to help
plant them. It bothered him that he thought he could hear some of
the plants giggle as he held them too tightly and was even sure he
could hear a distinct “Thank you” every once in a while when he
patted the soil around a newly-planted plant – he was sure it was
stress from finishing his mission and starting his life as a
working man. Every once in a while he noticed that Brother McKay
heard it too, but the older man denied it when asked, the most
innocent of looks on his face.

It also didn't help that once Ian had finally opened
and unpacked the carpet bag he'd carried on his mission he began
hearing giggling in his room on the top floor of Brother McKay's
house. That is, until he left the window open one Saturday
afternoon to air the room briefly –
then most of the
giggling was mysteriously gone.





Ian took out a membership at the Deseret Gymnasium,
at that time located right across the street from the great temple
itself, right next to the LDS Business College. Exercising two
mornings a week and joining a basketball team that played on Friday
nights, he soon had a large circle of friends – including Evan
Christenson, a young man a bit taller than he and much more filled
out in the shoulders and chest and a head full of black curly hair.
Ian decided Evan had to be related because he looked more like
Ian's brothers than Ian did, and he made a mental note to compare
genealogies some day.

Monday morning was swimming laps in the gym pool;
Wednesday morning was an exercise class, and Friday nights the most
aggressive basketball known in northern Utah, and that's saying
something! Ian and Evan captained rival teams, and neither of them
intended to loose the championship! They did, however, insist on
fair play and Sportsmanship, but even within those standards it was
a friendly
rivalry that filled the bleachers with screaming,
cheering fans.

Did I mention that Ian and Evan were also the
champion towel snappers in the shower room? One never turned one's
back on them a second time.

Did I also mention that even when Ian slipped into a
tub of hot water topped with a thick layer of bubbles, there was
still one or two giggling voices for which Ian couldn't find the
source? Yes, it drove him crazy! He may have been energetic and
outgoing and quite able to charm the young ladies at the dances,
but he was also a properly-modest young man, and girlish giggles in
the bathroom was
not the preferred
soundtrack for his evening bath.

Ian confessed this strange giggling to Brother McKay
one day as they were trimming some hedges around the temple, Ian
distinctly hearing an “ouch!” and an “Ooo!”as they did so, not able
to locate the person who was obviously being
hurt.

Brother McKay, unphased, suggested: “Never heard
such noises a'fore. Maybe y' brought some faeries home from
Scotland?”

Ian decided to change the subject, not being a
person who thought someone his age should be concerned with
childish stories.





Late Spring came, and it was time to finally sleep
with open windows. The giggle in the bathing room was joined by
softer, more subtle giggles in the bedroom as Ian would drop off
each night, and his dreams were filled with visions of shining
women dancing in the moonlight in beautiful
forests …

… And he woke up in the middle of one such dream,
only to see a dozen tiny little lights all streaking away from
where they were hovering over him.

Time came to pull up the flowers planted in early
Spring and replace them with summer-blooming plants. It drove Ian
crazy that he heard so many of the plants protest in high,
squeaking voices as he pulled them up one by one.

“Y'
have t' be hearin'
this!” Ian exclaimed as Brother McKay came by with a wheelbarrow,
having picked up some of the older man's old-world expressions and
the Scottish brogue he'd learned on his mission and still spoken by
old Brother McKay.

“D' I look like a faerie prince t' y'?” Brother
McKay retorted as he continued by with no other comment. But what
Ian didn't see was that Brother McKay was smiling
broadly.

“I'm
not going crazy!”
Ian whispered to himself, leaning back to take in the whole
flowerbed he was clearing.

“No, you are not,” a soft feminine voice whispered
in his ear.

Try as he might, Ian couldn't locate whoever had
spoken.

That night was too warm for blankets. Ian pushed
them all down to his waist and unbuttoned his underclothes to let
the fresh air in on his chest … and then he dreamed of tiny
little women stabbing at his chest with the tiniest of
spears … only to awake to a dozen or so tiny little lights
dancing about his chest hair, pulling on it and giggling. He was
fast enough to catch one of the tiny little lights, all the others
soaring off to the corners of the room, squealing in
panic.

Sitting up, Ian opened his fist just enough to see
what he'd caught. A Faerie. Glowing green and trembling in his
hand. He opened his hand wider and it knelt and bowed to him. It
made a whole bunch of high-pitched sounds he assumed were words,
but he understood none of it.

“Come back, all of you,” he finally said to the
others, and they must have understood human talk because they did
so, a rainbow of colors and all of them lighting on his hands and
arms and all squeaking and chirping what to them was probably a
wonderful conversation.

The next day, as Ian was helping to plant the summer
flowers, he knew why some of the plants were thanking him and
others were giggling – it was because faeries were real, and now he
knew it and they
knew he knew it.

“I'm
not going crazy,” he
mumbled several times that day.

That night there was about twenty little lights
lining the edge of the bathtub as Ian took his evening bath, flying
around and playing with the bubbles he'd lift up and blow around
the tub for them to chase – yes, I said about twenty of them as
some new ones followed him home, sitting on his shoulder as he rode
the street car and flying alongside him as he waked the several
blocks to Brother McKay's house, flitting from plant to plant as if
they were on a grand adventure. Fortunately, no one else seemed to
notice them. Although this troop of tiny little beings rightfully
bothered his manly modesty, he also realized it was much the same
as being embarrassed in front of the family dog or cat, so he got
over it – until they all followed him to the gym that Wednesday and
hovered as he swam his laps with all the other young men who
exercised that morning. But no one else seemed to see them, so he
tried to get over it again, which he thought would be a lot easier
to do if they'd just stop giggling! He drew a line, however, when
during the next basketball game the faeries started helping with
the ball – two dozen little lights all trailing along behind it,
putting their magic to work in making the ball fly farther and
farther until no matter where he stood he'd make a basket. That
night he had a talk with them and ordered them to leave the ball
alone. Their now-familiar chirp turned sad, but they
obeyed.





It was early June when Evan Christensen didn't show
up for a basketball game, word being sent that his parents had been
killed in an automobile accident. Both teams agreed to cancel the
game and, changing back into their street clothes, they all jumped
on a street car and headed to the address the gym office had listed
for him.

Ian noticed that the door to Evan's home had a
mezuzah on the door post – a small, decorative metal container
holding the Old Testament prayer called 'Shema' -

“Give heed, O
Israel!
 Jehovah is our god
–

Jehovah first and foremost.”

A devout Jew touched the mezuzah as they passed
through the doorway and then kissed their fingers, showing their
devotion – it also announced to the world that this was a household
that followed The Law.

Ian and all the guys knocked, and in a moment the
door was opened, Evan standing there with eyes red from emotion. He
smiled and invited them in.

“Evan,” Ian whispered when there was a private
moment, “The mezuzah – I've seen you in the pool; the shower. I've
seen all of
you. You
aren't
Jewish.”

Evan grinned. “Papa Meyerson was my father's
business partner; they took me in when my parents died from
influenza - I was sixteen. Paid for my missionary service and
everything; said it was their duty to my parents to ensure I lived
my religion. So no, I'm not Jewish - but don't talk bad about Jews
or the Law around me.”

“No intention,” Ian replied.

“So, now I'm twice orphaned. Maybe
three.”

“Huh?”

“My first parents literally found me on their
doorstep with a note. Adopted me. Then the Meyersons took me in
when they died.”

“Well, if you need a brother,” and he motioned
around the room at two teams worth of basketball players, “there's
a few of us here willing.”

Although Evan inherited everything as the Meyersons
had no other children, he sold the house and most of the furniture
and took up Ian's and Brother McKay's offer of renting the second
bedroom next to the one Ian rented. So now there were three
gentlemen at the table for supper, and Sister Young, Brother
McKay's widowed sister and reigning matron of the house, was that
much happier.

Evan, by the way, was able to bathe and sleep
without visits from the tiny little lights. And, he heard no
giggling. Anywhere. And
this drove Ian
crazy!





Late Spring and early Summer came, and with it the
grass faeries rose up by the thousands. It was Ian's duty to cut
the grass once a week, and he heard each exclamation from each
grass faerie! He felt such compassion that he came back to Temple
Square the evening after the first cutting to see how the faeries
were doing – they were actually doing quite well as they were used
to such treatment – but he
did notice their
hair was much shorter than before he'd mowed the grass. If they
blamed him for the rough treatment they certainly didn't show it as
they all bowed or courtesied to him and then mobbed him with their
continuous chatter and giggling… more of them following him home
and then back in the morning. In the days and evenings to come they
even hovered as he went to dances and out on dates. Try pretending
they're aren't two dozen tiny little faeries hovering as you try to
kiss a girl in a movie house! Try to hold a strait face when a girl
you particularly like tells you that you seem to have a glow or a
'spirituality' about you and you know that it's just the faeries
that won't leave you alone and not specifically the Holy
Spirit.

Yeah – by this time Ian's friends were starting to
notice there was a glow about him, and each explained it according
to their own view. One young woman (whom Ian did
not like) thought it
was his love for her shining through - while another friend, a
member of the Goshite Tribe, attributed it to something called an
'animal guide'.

Sometime in mid-August Evan came into Ian's bedroom
unannounced as about thirty little lights danced and hovered about
his face and chest as he lay on his bed. Evan couldn't see the
faeries, but he could see a soft glow.

“Ian, you're the only one who hasn't a thought as to
this… this… ” He didn't have a word for it.

“Faeries,” Ian mumbled.

“Excuse me?”

“Faeries. They followed me home from Scotland, okay?
They will not
leave me alone; I can't
make them go away.”
He did, however, choose
not to tell him
about being mobbed by faeries everyday at work.

Evan looked at Ian for several minutes. “If that's
what you want to believe.” He paused. “Makes me glad I went to
Hawaii for my mission.” He paused again. “Do they follow you…
”

“To work. To the gym. To the bath.
Everywhere.”

“The gym?'

Ian grinned as he nodded, watching Evan blush. “They
only have eyes for me. Unfortunately. Your modesty is
safe.”

Evan watched the glow around his friend's face and
chest and tried to decide just how crazy he was. Then he tried to
decide how crazy he was himself for seeing the glow.
Then he decided to
go to bed as tomorrow morning he had finals up at the
university.

“I'm not crazy!”
Ian shouted as Evan closed the door behind
him.





Fall came and with it the pulling up of the summer
flowers and the planting of fall flowers for October's General
Conference. This time around he not only
heard the
protestations of the faeries whose plants were being pulled, he
could see
them one by one dissipate from view as their plant was
uprooted, making room for the new season's
plants.

“Each in their season,” a soft, feminine voice
whispered, and turn about as he could, he could
not find the
speaker.

Ian was reasonably sure he was the only person
attending General Conference who was actually
seeing the autumn
faeries; no one else seemed to be noticing them. And unfortunately,
they were noticing him!

“I'm starting to believe you about the faeries,”
Evan whispered when the Tabernacle doors finally opened and they
found a balcony seat for a session of Conference.

“Oh?”

“Yeah. All your little 'glows' have just left you
and settled along the railing,” and he pointed to where the usual
troop of two dozen lights had settled and were still as the
Tabernacle Choir practiced a few of the numbers they'd be singing
during the session. They were equally reverent as the prophet and
other General Authorities spoke, but once the session was done and
they were outside again they became their usual chatty selves,
diving off to the nearest plants to discuss whatever faeries
discuss.





Winter came, and with it the passing of the Autumn
faeries and the coming of the Winter troops. Long before Temple
Square began stringing electric Christmas lights, Ian and whichever
young woman was with him that evening walked those ten acres with
their way lighted by giggling little lights darting and flying
about – which only Ian could see. But to him at least it was a
wonderland of lights sparkling on the snow.

By this time Ian had been to the library several
times to read more about his companions. Faeries, or
'nymphs'
as they were called in Latin, were the spirits of plants and
geographic features of the land (rivers; mountains, rock piles… ).
This amused him as he had been taught from the Pearl of Great Price
and from other modern revelation that all things were
created
spiritually before
being created
physically. Was it
that he was seeing the 'spirits' of the plants? After reading this
he watched more closely and discovered that all the little
creatures seemed to have a 'home base' from which they'd travel but
always return. He began to note who belonged to what plant, and in
a a few weeks discovered that the great oak tree seemed
to not
have a spirit. Walking by it one day, he reached out
and touched that old tree, and as he did he felt a shock of power
and energy surge through him, nearly knocking him over. It was so
powerful that he couldn't pull his arm away – it took Brother McKay
coming over and pulling his arm by the sweater's sleeve before Ian
could disconnect from the old oak tree.

“I saw its life,” Ian whispered; “I saw it being
planted and growing.” He looked at Brother McKay. “Saw if from the
view of the
tree!”

“Let's just sit down,” Brother McKay said as he
guided the boy to a bench. “Let's sit for a few
minutes.”

“It's lonely; I felt it!”

“Quiet, now.”

“It's not got a faerie… ”

“Oh, it's got a faerie,” Brother McKay assured Ian;
“Just been laywayed; hasn't found its way home.”

“So you
do know…
”

“Aye, Laddie. But it wouldn't be too good to go and
spread it around, now would it?”

“So the oak tree… ?”

“The Faerie Prince himself. Was whisked off when
just a babe by the Queen herself. But he's still alive – the tree's
alive, isn't it? Just a-waiting for him to realize who he is and
then come home.”

“Why are there just girl faeries?”

“You mean why do you only
see girl faeries?”
Brother McKay grinned. “Y' don't expect the boy faeries t' be
trilled about their women giving
you all the
attention, now d' y'?”

You can be reasonably sure that Ian
did not
share any of this with anyone.

At least once a week Ian snuck a moment to touch the
great oak tree, and every time he did he saw more. He felt its
loneliness with the absence of its faerie – its 'spirit'. The more
he did this the more he felt the tree pulling him towards it,
beckoning him.





Spring came with its change of flowering plants and
then came Summer. Seasonal faeries rotated through, all as giggly
as fairies can be and all hovering around Ian and giving him no
rest.

Autumn came, and one Sunday afternoon Ian and Evan
were walking Temple Square, enjoying the quiet of the afternoon –
one of the last before the cold weather would be settling in for
the season. Ian took his friend over to the great oak tree and,
removing his glove, touched it.

“What?!” Evan gasped.

“What?”

“You
glowed when you put
your hand on the tree. Like the glows that follow you
everywhere.”

“Can't… ”

“I'm not joshing, Ian; you're
glowing!”

“No way… ”

“You
are glowing, Child,”
the invisible voice Ian had heard twice before spoke; this time not
a whisper. Ian and Evan both heard it and turned, and there was a
woman, majestically tall and and carrying herself with a calm
dignity. She was dressed in green that all appeared to be leaves
and vines and she had huge rainbow-colored butterfly-like wings on
her back that were moving gently. Both men turned to look at her as
she continued. “It is time you knew. You,” she continued, looking
at Ian; “Take your companion with you,” and she nodded at Evan. “It
is time to go home, where I will be waiting to explain
all.”

“All
what?”

“All,” and with a nod she faded from their view,
turning into one of the many tiny little lights and flying
away.

When Ian could find his voice he turned to Evan.
“Doing anything this Thursday? Thanksgiving?”

“I think I am now.” He turned to face his friend.
“So – those glows – are they
really
faeries?”

“A whole lot smaller that she,” and he motioned to
where the woman had been standing; “But yeah.
Faeries.”





Thanksgiving at the McDougall home was both ceremony
and celebration. Tables were brought in so the dining room and the
living room were both full for the feast of Thankfulness that the
day truly was. The piano ran almost nonstop as all Ian's brothers
and sisters could play – the house was full of singing and laughter
and love.

“Sounds like a battle!” Evan exclaimed as he and Ian
mounted the steps to the front porch – he'd been raised as an only
child by both sets of parents; this was to be his first large
family gathering.

The two of them entered the house to shouts of
greetings and hugs and kisses and handshakes and back slaps. But
all went silent as Ian's four brothers all stood in front of him
and he introduced Evan – they staring at Evan and he staring at
them. Ian looked at his brothers and then at Evan and back
again.

Without looking away, Evan took Ian's arm.
“We have
to check our genealogy,” he whispered. And Ian could
see he was right! His initial thought when he'd first met Evan was
confirmed – Evan looked more like a McDougall than Ian did! He
looked like the piece that was missing from a matched
set.

Ian's father finally pushed through the family to
hug Ian and look over the invited friend, his eyes gazing deep into
Evan's eyes, and there was a spark both felt but neither
understood.

“Welcome home, Boy,” Brother McDougall finally said,
but those watching weren't sure which one he'd said it
to.

Evan had never experienced a feast like the one
Sister McDougall, her daughters, and her daughter-in-law's put
before the family that day. He and Ian ate until there was no more
room, and then they made some room for pie and cake. And then the
men cleared up the tables and washed the dishes while the woman
gathered around the piano and played and sang.

As the sun was dipping low, readying itself to rest
for the night, the entire family was gathered in the living room,
singing a final song before those who were married left for their
own homes, their voices as strong and spirited as they'd been even
that morning -

We gather together to
ask the Lord's blessing;
He
chastens, and hastens his will to make known;

The wicked oppressing now cease from distressing.

Sing praises to his name; He forgets not his
own.

Beside us to guide
us, our God with us joining,

Ordaining, maintaining his kingdom divine;

So from the beginning the fight we were winning;

Thou, Lord, wast at our side; All glory be
thine!

We all do extol thee,
thou leader triumphant,

And pray that thou still our defender wilt be.

Let thy congregation escape tribulation;

Thy name be ever praised! O Lord, make us
free!

Everyone in the great big group all found someplace
to kneel as Brother McDougall prepared
himself to pronounce a prayer to conclude the day. But before he
could begin a light shimmered in the middle of the room - shining
brighter and brighter, it took the shape of a woman who was thin
and covered with various plants as if a dress.

“It has been a long time,” the shimmering woman said
softly, smiling at Sister McDougall.

Sister McDougall was speechless; she had no
clue …

“Although I do not think you ever really saw
me.”

“I … I don't remember… Surely…
”

“I have a gift for you on this day of
thanksgiving.”

“A gift?”

“A son.”

Sister McDougall stood from where she was kneeling
for prayer. “I have five sons … ”

“And one of your sons is mine.”

There was a long quite.

“No,” Sister McDougall said quietly but with the
power of a Mother behind it. “These sons are
mine. I gave birth
to each and … ”

“There is one in this room to whom you
did not
give birth.” All eyes went to Evan. “No, he is your
son; the one I traded for my son.”

“Traded?” Brother McDougall stood.

“It is an old thing among the Fair Folk to trade our
children for a mortal's child when the mother turns her back. It
allows them to learn of your world to better protect our world when
they are returned to it.”

Ian and Evan looked at each other – shock, surprise,
and wonder on their faces all at once.

“You're my brother?” Ian
whispered.

“I have a… ” Evan began but no more words would come
out as the two of them put an arm over each other's
shoulder.

Ian's parents were to Ian and Evan in a moment, a
look of wonderment on their faces. Brother McDougall and Evan
looked deep into each other's eyes as they had when Evan had first
arrived and felt that same stirring – but this time they understood
why and they embraced.

“If he's my brother,” Ian began, “That means I was
the one… ”

“You are the child I put in his place,” the Faerie
Queen whispered.

“He is
still my son,”
Sister McDougall said, letting go of Evan and taking hold of Ian.
“He is still my
son.”

“And mine,” Brother McDougall
added.

“As long as he remains in his mortal form he is
yours and you have a claim upon him all the faerie magic cannot
destroy.” She paused. “But it is time he learned of his true
heritage. I ask your permission to take him away only for a few
hours. You may become acquainted with your son while I become
acquainted with mine.”

There was a long pause in which no one spoke but
everyone looked at each other. Ian broke the spell my squeezing his
mother's arm. “I think it will be alright, Ma,” he said slowly and
then looked at the Faerie Queen. “Only a few
hours?”

“The magic that will let you come with me ends at
Midnight.”

“Okay, then.” He turned to Evan. “You gonna be okay
if I leave for a little bit?”

“Of
course he will,”
both his parents responded.

“Okay, then.” He turned back to the faerie who
claimed to be his mother. “What to I have to do?”

“You must allow me to kiss you.” Seeing no
resistance, she leaned forward and kissed him on the
cheek.

Lights shimmered and the Faerie Queen and Ian had
become two tiny little lights hovering about head-high in the room,
all of Ian's clothing having dropped to the floor. The bright,
rainbow-colored fairy took hold of the shimmering green one and
together they flew towards and through the large front-facing
window and was gone.

In Ian's absence, Evan told the family
– his
family! - about the glowing light that followed Ian
everywhere and how Ian claimed to have accidentally brought faeries
home from Scotland and how it must really be true because look at
what just happened!

There wasn't a single family member missing from the
living room as the old clock began to ring in the new day. And on
the sixth chime two tiny lights came back though the window and one
of them began to grow in size. Sister McDougall, always one with an
eye for detail, had a large robe ready, which she put over Ian as
he grew in size and needed covering. The other light, the Queen,
chirped and disappeared.

“Son?” Brother McDougall asked as he let go of Evan
and put an arm around Ian - the Faerie Prince.

“Wow!” Ian whispered as he put an arm around his
father.

“You are
still my son, boy,”
his father said earnestly.

“'Course I am,” Ian grinned. “Neither faeries or
demons could ever change that.”





Needless to say the rest of the holiday weekend was
an interesting one as family got to know Evan and as Ian told his
story – adding in the parts Evan had left out or didn't know.
Saturday morning Ian woke up early to find his mother out in her
flower garden. “Okay - I'm checking for faeries,” she
admitted.

Monday morning on the train back to Salt Lake City,
Evan suddenly burst out laughing.

“What?” Ian asked, still somewhat in a
daze.

“Three sets of parents.
Christenson, Meyerson, and now… !”

“They say the third times a charm,” Ian commented as
he grinned.

“Tell me everyone's names again,” Evan almost
pleaded. “In order.”

The two arrived at the McKay's home in time for
supper, which was on the table and waiting for them. Brother McKay
(and all the faeries Ian had ordered to 'stay!') met them at the
door, and with one look at Ian the older man smiled. He took Evan
by the hand and welcomed him into the house, but he was watching
Ian's face.

“Told you, has she?”

Ian smiled broadly as he put out a hand for his
miniature troops to come to rest on his
sleeve.





By the time the two boys returned home for
Christmas, Ian was able to change between Human and Faerie pretty
much at will. He discovered that spending all night as a faerie
left him as rested and invigorated as if he'd slept all night,
which meant by the time Easter came he'd pretty much developed a
whole second, nocturnal life of flying through the neighborhood and
meeting all the faeries local to the
neighborhood.

Also at Easter time something happened which was
never welcome. Influenza (“the flu”) came to Salt Lake City. This
was in the years before medicines had been developed to ease the
patient through this unfortunate illness, and influenza often left
too many dead in its wake. Businesses and schools would shut down;
often church services were even canceled. Even the gymnasium where
Ian and Evan enjoyed so much time closed its doors until the Health
Department was ready to notify them that the community was through
the worst of it.

Ian came home from work one evening to find Evan
sick with influenza. The McKays, being as old as they were, would
certainly be at risk trying to care for him, so the doctor banned
them from the upstairs rooms and Ian did his best to care for his
friend and brother, meeting the older two at the foot of the stairs
and carrying chicken broths and other foods and drinks upstairs
himself and feeding and otherwise caring for Evan. He would change
into faerie form to sit up with the patient through the night, and,
appearing as yet another tiny little light among his band of
faithful followers, he was able to keep Evan company through his
long vigils. Evan could only see the one tiny figure of his friend
and brother; all the others were still indistinct “glows” which he
knew meant Ian had company.

Despite the excellent care he received, to include
several priesthood blessings, Evan's condition deteriorated. One
night Ian crept downstairs in human form, knocking at Brother
McKay's door and asking him to come upstairs, afraid Evan was
seeing his last night on earth. But as the two of them entered
Evan's room, there was a rainbow glow and in that glow was the
Faerie Queen – Ian's true mother – standing at the end of Evan's
bed in full human size and form except for the rainbow wings on her
back. Brother McKay went down on one knee, addressing the woman as
“Your Majesty” - it was obvious he knew who she was, which meant
Ian was forming questions to ask later.

“Your friend is gravely ill,” the Queen
announced.

“Can you help him?” Ian asked reverently. “Please,
if you… ”

“I can,” the woman replied, “But it is not my place
to do so.”

“Then who? How?”

“He already has a companion faerie. It
is your
place, my son.”

“How? We've given him a priesthood blessing…
”

“Sometimes said blessings are fulfilled in ways we
don't understand. Sometimes we need to use resources we don't
realize we have.”

Ian stared at the Queen as if he'd not understood a
thing she'd said.

“I think, Laddie, she's saying you need to
do something as a Faerie,” Brother McKay whispered as he stood back
up.

“I don't know… Haven't learned any…
”

“I will guide you,” the Queen replied. regally. “But
to learn this – to take this step… it is the beginning of leaving
your human life behind and embracing your true
nature.”

“My true nature is that I am a Son of God; a human
being with… ”

“And your
true Faerie form is
no less a Child of God, but it embraces a power and control over
nature of which you as of yet have no
understanding.”

Ian thought about this until he looked down at his
friend – who was
in fact dying.

“Teach me then. If it can save Evan, I'll do
it.”

“There will be no turning back from the path you
choose tonight.”

“He won't live if I don't,” Ian said
quietly.

The Faerie Queen approached Ian and put a soft hand
to the side of his head, and his mind began filling with Faerie
Knowledge. After a moment she stepped away,
smiling.

“But Majesty,” Ian whispered; “This thing, I can't…
I'm, well, I'm a
man; I can't…
”

“As a Faerie the division of Man and Woman is not as
set as in the Human world. Do not plants whose spirits faeries are
both give and
conceive life? As a Faerie, then, you have the power to
do the same.”

“But… even in faerie form I've never had the body to
nurture… ”

“As a Faerie you nurture by giving Energy and Love.
What glands do ye need for that? Stop thinking of Human ways – you
are learning something new tonight.”

Ian nodded, and the Queen stepped away. Closing his
eyes, he concentrated as he did when he turned into a
faerie…

“Your shirt, Child,” the Queen
warned.

Ian nodded and removed his pajama shirt and
unbuttoned his underclothes to the waist and pulled them down over
his pajama bottoms. Then he returned to concentrating and soon
there was a bright glow and Ian was then a faerie in human size,
his skin a dark bark-brown with green foliage as hair and dark
green wings shaped and colored as if mimicking oak leaves. Around
him the two dozen or so tiny little faeries who were always with
him glowed brightly and then grew into human size and shape,
filling the room more than adequately with their increased light…
and giggling.

“Very well done, Child,” the Faerie Queen exclaimed
as she waved a hand to stop the giggling.

Ian approached the bed where Evan lay pale and
touched his brow, feeling the fever. “Is this going to change
him?”

“It will leave him with a choice only he can make,”
Brother McKay replied, surprising Ian. “Once a human's been
nurtured by Faerie kind, they can make a choice.” The Queen nodded
her confirmation, and Ian made a note to find out just how Brother
McKay knew all this.

“What do I need to do, then?”

“Lay beside him - it's easier than trying to lift
him.” Ian sat on the bed and then laid himself on top of the
blankets, under which Evan did not even stir. “Mind your wings!”
Ian tried to turn his head to see what was happening with his
wings, but Brother McKay came around the bed and put his hands on
Ian's shoulders to turn him properly so as to not do any damage to
the fragile things. Then he went back around the bed and pulled
Evan down just far enough that he was in the right
position.

“Now, Child,” the Queen continued, “By human
understanding, from what organ does Love and Charity and Gentleness
emanate?”

And so, as the Faerie Prince he was, Ian held Evan's
head to his heart and nurtured him, feeling energy and strength and
health drain from him and into his friend, the Queen watching and
monitoring and telling him when he had done enough. Then he closed
his eyes and fell asleep himself, drained of the power to stay
awake a minute longer.





In the morning, his fever broken and on his way back
to health, Evan woke to the sight of a Faerie Prince laying on
his stomach beside him on top of his blankets and very, very
asleep, one of his huge green wings resting over Evan's chest. And
surrounding the bed were two dozen or so Faeries – all human-sized
and very giggly. He was sure he was still very ill and
hallucinating, so he closed his eyes and went back to sleep. And
when he woke later that morning all the giggly girls with wings
were gone, but the Faerie Prince still lay asleep next to him. And,
he could see the two dozen or so tiny little lights Ian had claimed
all this time were faeries.

“Oh, good,” Evan whispered sarcastically;
“Now I
can see them.” He paused, looking at Brother McKay,
who'd stood and come to the bed as Evan had woke. “What he do to me
that I can see
them?”

Ian turned his head in his sleep, and as Evan slowly
recognized that the Faerie Prince was in fact Ian, Brother McKay
quietly explained to him what had happened and the choice Ian had
made and the road he had started down to save his friend's
life.

When Ian woke later that day, it was to find that
Evan had put an arm around him and had pulled him close. The
blankets were still between them, but appreciation and love knows
no such boundaries.

The next day the doctor came and pronounced Evan as
healthy as if he'd never been ill. But he told Ian (who was back to
looking like a 'normal Utah boy') that he looked like he needed a
few day's rest. “You've been draining yourself dry taking care of
you friend (“If he only
knew!” Ian and Brother McKay thought
at the same time.) – now
you get some
rest!”

Evan was back to school the next day, but Brother
McKay stayed home from work to sit with Ian, who was still very
weak.

“Seems to me you know an awful lot about Faeries,”
Ian commented as Sister Young, Brother McKay's widowed sister and
reigning matron of the house, left the men alone once she was
assured Ian would eat everything on the tray she'd brought
up.

“Aye, Laddie.” Ian waited, but the older man offered
nothing more.

Ian sipped at the steaming chicken broth. “Also
seems to me that my father – the Queen's husband or (and he blushed
at the word) her 'lover' - must have been human. Otherwise I'd not
be human.”

“Aye, Laddie.”

Ian waited again, but the man was keeping his own
council.

“You're not going to say more, are
you?”

“Nay, Laddie.”

“I wonder what sort of man he
was.”

“A lonely one,” Brother McKay suggested in a voice
meant to sound casual.

“How lonely?”

“Perhaps his wife, the only bright and beautiful
thing in his life, had just passed away.” Ian's ears were perked up
and listening. “Perhaps he was also ill; thinking he was going to
die and join his Beloved.” The look in the older man's eyes was
very, very far away as he handed Ian a framed picture – a wedding
picture, and in it he recognized Brother McKay as a much younger
man; younger by a good thirty or forty years – and he saw himself
looking back at him, just as Evan had seen himself looking back at
him when he met the McDougalls on Thanksgiving! “Perhaps the Faerie
Queen healed him and in his weakness and loneliness he consented to
something he should
never have consented
to as she promised him he'd finally have a son. Perhaps he spent
the rest of his life repenting of that one moment of weakness, his
heart heavy, knowing he'd never know the child… ”

Brother McKay was normally a jovial man, but today
he was all-man with manly feelings and manly demeanor and a manly
attempt to not show the powerful emotions welled up in him. Ian
respected it all as he plainly read between the lines.
Of course
the man would be ashamed of such a moment's weakness
and would barely be able to talk about it, for this was in a day
and age when our senses hadn't been worn down by smutty movies and
television and songs on the radio that would never,
ever be playing in a
civilized home. Ian understood Brother McKay's shame – as well as
his courage to say as much as he had.

“Aye – the worst part would be never
knowin'.
Ever. Spending a
lifetime praying that the boy was taken care of and put in a good
situation.”

“He was,” Ian whispered.

“Was what?”

“Was put in a very good home. Raised exactly as
you'd prayed for.”

Ian went back to sleep with the two men's hands
locked in an iron grip, neither willing to let go of the
other.





The planting of the summer flower beds began, and
now that Ian had faced his true nature the plants responded to his
every touch (even through the thick leather gardening gloves he
wore!) so much so that he was drained at the end of each day;
nearly as drained as when he'd healed Evan. Finally one afternoon
he talked Brother McKay into letting him hide as Temple Square was
locked up for the night and the lights turned off. Then, as an
inch-high green light of a Faerie Prince, he flew here and there
about Temple Square, managing to touch and empower nearly every new
plant and its accompanying faerie. When Brother McKay greeted him
the next morning it was a refreshed and happy Ian he greeted, the
boy still glowing from a night in his true nature. And Temple
Square had never looked more beautiful! Never had the seasonal
flowers been so bright and full! Never had the bushes and trees
been so pleasant!

“I've realized something,” Ian told the older man
that day.

“And that would be?”

“I
am a child of God.
But I'm not human. I'm not a human in Faerie form – I'm a Faerie in
human form. And I'm not fulfilling my purpose in life staying in
this disguise.” He paused and looked at Brother McKay. “It's coming
time for me to choose. And I know the choice now. I've been afraid
of it as it would take me away from all I know.” He paused again.
“But when I'm in my right form, I feel as if I've – well, as if
I've come home.”

Brother McKay paused a long time before
answering.

“I shall miss you, Laddie.”

“And I you.”



Ian and Brother McKay took the train north for a weekend at the
McDougall's home, Evan of course taking the chance to go along and
visit his new-discovered family. As they mounted the porch steps,
Ian sent Evan ahead to ask his parents to come out to the porch,
which of course they did.

Brother and Sister McDougall were never known to be
slow-minded, and their eyes were as fast as always in seeing the
resemblance between their Ian and the older man standing beside
him.

“Mom; Dad,” Ian began. “This is… Is… Well…
”

“Welcome to the family,” Brother McDougall finally
said as he extended a hand to Brother McKay.

Siblings who lived close were called and came to
meet Brother McKay. After initial greetings, however, the senior
McDougalls and Brother McKay went for a walk around the yard and
the orchard so they could talk without being overheard, and when he
could stand it no longer Ian changed into a faerie and flew off to
eavesdrop, which he never go the chance to do because as soon as he
landed on his mother's shoulder he heard Brother McKay say: “Excuse
me, please,” and then his hand flew faster than lightening and
swept Ian up and stuffed him in his suit coat pocket. “An
eavesdropper on your shoulder,” Brother McKay
explained.

“We raised him better,” the McDougalls
promised.

“Boy will be boys. Faerie or
otherwise.”

Once Ian returned to human shape and size and
received a sound lecture about eavesdropping, the rest of the trip
was spent with the McDougalls sharing Ian's life with Brother McKay
– boxes of school report cards and projects, childhood artwork, and
all the photos they could find. Letters from his missionfield were
brought out, and even talks he'd given in church and collected were
laid before him so he could learn as much as possible about the
boy. Brothers and sisters told stories – yes, some of them
embarrassing. By the end of the weekend there wasn't much the older
man didn't know.

Ian's siblings, by the way, weren't any slower than
their parents, and they very quickly caught on to exactly who
Brother McKay was in Ian's life, and from that moment Brother McKay
became known as Uncle Angus and was an accepted member of the
family.





Early Summer came again and with it the pulling up
of Spring plants, replacing them with Summer flowers. Brother McKay
came upon Ian one noon, the younger one shaking uncontrollably.
“Boy?” he asked.

Ian slowly pulled a work glove off and the elder man
saw the boy's hand was as brown as bark – the color he was when in
faerie form.

“I'm feeling every one,” Ian explained. “Every plant
pulled up means another faerie's moved on. Their energy; their
power.” He paused. “In through my hands and filling me. I can't
remain human. I can't hurt them.” He looked up at the man, a
haunted look on his face. “If I were faerie I could save more of
their energy; more of their essence to pass on to other faeries.”
He paused again. “I think I've come to the fork in the road I've
been dreading.”

Angus McKay put an arm on the boy's shoulder. “I'll
miss y', Laddie.”

“They're my people. But so are
you and…
”

“But
this is what you
were born for,” Angus said quietly. “Now go. And don't be saying
we'll never see each other again – I know for a fact that right now
you're they only green-brown faerie on this property – I'll see y'
coming. And you best be watching for me! Now come with me.” And
Angus led the boy to the big
lonely oak tree.
“Surely y' know why this grand tree feels lonely to
y'?”

“Aye, I do,” Ian replied.

“It's time its faerie came home.”

Ian pulled Angus' head to his shoulder, and there
were tears. “I'm almost scared.”

“But a good scared,” Angus McKay suggested; “Like
the scare a groom feels on his wedding day.”

“Aye.”

Ian nodded and turned, putting his hand against the
tree.

“Hello, tree.”

Ian's body collapsed and was dead before it hit the
ground. But Ian the Faerie Prince had returned to the tree for
which he was faerie – nymph; silvan; spirit - whichever word y'
might wish t' use.

As soon as other gardeners saw the old man under the
tree cradling the body of his young apprentice, they came
running.

“He's gone,” he told them
simply.





Many of those who attended the funeral were
surprised at the calmness of the McDougall family and how tenderly
they attended the old gardener who their son had worked for and who
had brought his body home – and, everyone also commented on how
they hovered around the friend who came from Salt Lake and how much
that friend looked like a McDougall himself!

Many years past before Evan Christenson returned to
Temple Square – upon graduation from school he moved to Logan and
there he married and raised a family and made a living through
which he retired with a bank account enough to keep
him very
comfortable throughout his
retirement.

Upon the death of his Beloved, Evan quietly settled
his affairs and took the train to Salt Lake City, where he spent a
day worshiping in the temple and the next day strolling the walks
of the Temple Square, watching for someone and waiting to be
recognized. He didn't have long to wait, for after only an hour of
sitting on the bench nearest the big oak tree a green-brown light
hovered near him.

“It's me,” he said as he held a gnarled old hand out
to the light. “Evan Christiansen Meyerson
McDougall.” Yes,
he'd changed his name to honor his foster parents as well as the
birth parents he'd finally found.

The greenish-brown light in his hand buzzed and
chirped, none of which was understandable to the old man, but the
old man felt love emanate from the tiny little
light.

Evan managed to get himself locked in as the gates
were closed for the night, returning to the bench by the oak as
lights went out – and waiting for him there was a very young man
who was all brown as the bark of an oak tree with green oak leaves
where Ian had had hair. And, he had huge wings shaped like oak
leaves. And that young man stood and took the old man in his arms
and they embraced as very old friends.

“It's been a long time?” the Faerie Prince
asked.

“A
very long time.
Sixty-five years!”

“You must be a grandfather… ”

“Great-grandfather! Another 'great' to be added on
in a few weeks.”

“It's good to see you again.”

There was silence as hands met and held as they sat
comfortably beside each other.

“I'm an old man,” Evan began, “And we old folks
don't have time to mince words.”

“No, you don't!”

“I've missed you, Ian. You were my best friend ever.
Besides my Beloved. But now she's gone on, and I want to take you
up on a choice I've been given.”

“What?”

“When you nursed me back to health, I was told that
some day I could make a choice.”

“Aye.”

“Well, I've made the choice. I want to try a few
years of your world before I return home to where my Beloved is
waiting for me. I want to end Mortality with a few years of a
strong, young body instead of this fragile old carcass I've
become.”

“It's not an easy life,” Ian
began.

“Neither was fifty years of running a business.
Neither was fifteen years as a bishop up at the
university.”

“Thousands of plants to nurture. Every one of them
with a temperamental spirit. And the giggling! Bugs – we have to
organize whole armies of to fight off aphids and crickets and…
”

“I've survived fighting the Huns in two world wars
and raising five daughters! What could be
rougher?”

“Did the Huns had six legs each and pincers to hold
you down as they eat you alive?”

“Five daughters felt like that
sometimes.”

Just then a rainbow light gathered itself in front
of the two on the bench, and in that light appeared a tall, lanky
young man every bit as young as Ian but with rainbow-colored wings
- other than coloring and shape of wings this arriving faerie could
have been Ian's twin brother.

“Who's your friend, Son?”

“Father,” Ian said as he slid from the bench and to
his knees. “You remember Evan?”

The Faerie King once known as Angus McKay lifted his
eyes to the old man. “Evan? I do! The friend you nursed that
winter… ”

“Aye; that's him.”

“And he's come to tell us he's made a choice, has
he?”

“Aye,” spoke up Evan as he slowly lifted himself up,
leaning so very heavily on an old wooden cane.

“And my son's been telling you what a hard life it
is nurturing and defending?”

“Aye – for what
little he knows
about a hard mortal life.”

King Angus laughed a hearty laugh. “Not the easiest
life being a faerie. But there's no taxes and no time clock with an
angry boss attached; that's the truth!” King Angus walked around
the old man as he continued. “Well, I
do need a new
general. Have y' experience fighting crickets?”

“Fought the Huns in two wars – as a Colonel the
second time.”

“Nearly as bad!” exclaimed the Faerie King. “Y' need
to know y'll be badly outnumbered. As a man faerie, that is.
Hundreds, thousands of girl faeries to every one of us. And the
giggling! Each and every one of them wants personal attention,
which is why we men faeries were given such stamina! Thank heaven
for winter - you'll find you'll
need the
rest!”

“Sounds awful!” the aged Evan commented
dryly.

“We're not talking about… well, we're not talking
about what's taken care of by the birds
and the bees – the birds and bees are still very proficient in what
they do. We're talking about nourishing their spirits. Aye; lots of
holding them to your heart and giving them love and compassion and
energy.” King Angus paused. “If ye think y're up to such a
difficult life between all the wars against insects – well, then…
”

“Aye, Your Majesty; I think I can
manage.”

“Well then, Laddie.” King Angus motioned at his son
the Prince. “He's
your
friend;
you nurtured him and
gave him this chance.”

Prince Ian nodded and turned to the old man, slowly
taking him in a tender embrace and putting the white-haired head
against his own chest …

… and soon the old man was as young as the Faerie
King and his Son. Lifting his head from his old friend's chest, he
discovered he was no longer bent over but was standing taller than
Ian again and with the broad shoulders he'd had when he and Ian
captained rival basketball teams. And, he discovered he had rainbow
colored wings and thick wavy grasses where only a moment before
he'd had hair.

Another light appeared and the Faerie Queen herself
appeared beside her husband, holding out a hand for Evan to kiss.
And as he did so they all changed from the mortal size to faerie
size, which means Temple Square had another tiny little light
zooming here and there, aided at first by the brown-green light
that was the Faerie Prince.





Temple Square Security found a fragile old body on
the wooden bench by the great oak tree the next morning and
immediately called an ambulance. But it was too late to do anything
for the body as its owner was now an officer of the Faerie
battalions charged with staving off the hordes of aphids that were
even then bearing down on Temple Square. He'd just been given a
tour of the Ladybug stables by Prince Ian and had chosen his
personal steed, and Ian was telling him how much more interesting
basketball can be when played with wings.
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	Grandpa
Bruce's Poetry and Hymns, Volume One (2010)
A collection of poems and hymn texts; many written for children;
just as many written on everyday topics and events. It is best
viewed on an e-reader. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss
at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Night
Bird Canyon - a Story of Friends and Fiends (2010)
CORRECTIONS MADE April 2012 ... Subtitled 'A Vampire Among the
Mormons', this classical Gothic horror story takes place in
Northern Utah's Cache Valley in the early years of the Depression.
It's not about Mormons or Mormonism; that's just the setting for
this classical Good versus Evil tale. I apologize for the twist at
the end in the introduction of a well-known character, but I just
couldn't help myself. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss
at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: Latter-day Sequels (2010)
April 2011: Short Story Added ... One book and several short
stories inspired by Bunyan's classic volume. The book is the story
of four of Christian and Chrstiana's grandsons on their pilgrimage,
looking through the field glasses of the Latter-day Saint branch of
Christianity. Those who believe Latter-day Saints are heretics and
Satan-worshipers, I ask that you read with an open heart and allow
yourself to be amazed at how much Christianity you're going to
find. Also includes short stories about attractions at Vanity Fair
as well as a brand new INDEX & CONCORDANCE for all the works in
this book. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


DAY
TRIPS to NARNIA (2010)
Story added September 2011 ... A collection of 'fan fiction'
short stories based on C. S. Lewis' world of Narnia. Although
written for fun, most are moralistic in nature - but I think you
will enjoy them anyway. Obviously, Narnia and anything to do with
it is owned and copyrighted; hence this is merely 'fan fiction' and
not copyrighted. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Men
and Depression: One Man's Journey (2010)
Having lived a lifetime of chronic and suicidal depression, I've
compiled things I've wrtten on the topic to be a guidebook and
inspiration to those following me along the path. This is in no way
a professional medical or mental health text; it is simply one's
man's expereinces and what he has learned. If you enjoy this,
please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Faith, Grace,
& Works: a Chord in the Hymn of Salvation (2010)
Christians have debated for centuries whether they are saved by
Faith, by Grace, or by Works. This author beleives each of these
princples plays a role and seeks to show the role each plays in a
Christian's progress towards salvation. If you enjoy this, please
come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: People & Place Concordance (2010)
Updated Sept. 2010 ... In all my years of reading this classic
John Bunyan book, I've never yet found a people & place
concordanance ... so, here's my first draft of one. If you enjoy
this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Percy
Jackson - All Grown Up (2010)
Three short "fan fiction" stories written after "The Last
Olympian" and before the "Heroes of Olympus" series was even
announced. They are my take on what happened to our Hero after the
books and are based on the Percy Jackson books and NOT the movie.
If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Harry
Potter - Three Short Stories (2010)
Three short "fan fiction" stories that take place before,
during, and at the end of the books we've all read how-many times.
First a story about Professor McGonagall, then one about Charley
Weasley and dragons, and the last is my own 'final chapter' to the
last book (she didn't even give us a memorial service for our
friends!) If you enjoy, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


The
Power of Hymns (2010)
Music and song have a power like no other. Hymns, to me, are the
most powerful of all music. This is a compilation of my own
writings on the subject coupled with addresses and quotes from
others. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Grandpa
Bruce's Short Stories (2010)
Like a gem mine, you find rocks and you find gems. Hopefully you
find more gems in this book than rocks. If you enjoy this, please
come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


From
Boy to Man and Back Again (2010)
BOOK 1 of my Narnia "fan fiction" novels; takes place in the
months leading up to the beginning of the Hundred-Year Winter. It
tells how and why the Tree of Protection died and how the witch
Jadis came to power. It also lets you know something else that was
made from the wood of that tree from which the Wardrobe had been
built. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Camilla:
Warrior of Narnia (2010)
BOOK 3 of my Narnia 'fan fiction' novels. Taking place in the
time of Princess SwanWhite, a 10-year-old girl facing surgery for
major burns is taken to Narnia to learn real heroism. She and
Princess SwanWhite both learn why, as Father Christmas stated to
Queens Susan and Lucy, war is so very terrible when women must
fight. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Second
Chance (2010)
BOOK 4 of my Narnia 'fan-fiction' novels, this is dedicated with
deepest respect to my fellow brothers and sisters in the Armed
Forces of whatever country they serve. PARENTAL NOTE: This story is
about a grown-up going to Narnia and deals with themes that affect
grown-ups as well as children: healing from suicide, child abuse,
illegitimate birth, and the physical and mental scars soldiers
carry from their wartime experiences. These themes are dealt with
in a very straight-forward but tactful and respectful manner.
Parents may want to read this story first. I promise you it all
turns out good in the end - all the correct decisions are made by
my characters in regards to these topics - Aslan makes sure of
this. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


LDS
Lists & Figures (2010)
UPDATED APRIL 2012 - I created this file of information on the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (LDS) simply to have
the material on hand in my own e-reader and am sharing it with you:
membership statistics; presidents of the Church; temples; official
proclmations; a few missionary tracts; statements concerning the
LDS Church and the U.S. Constitution. I will update as needed,
usually with each General Conference.



	


“Ye
Who Are Weary – Come Home": a 'Mormon' Werewolf (2010)
THIS IS NOT A CHILDREN'S STORY. Although the wording is tactful,
there are startling images.

There are two paths to take with a werewolf story – the first path
is spilled over with blood and carnage, while the second path
carries the themes of being Foresaken and then Redeemed. I’m a
Sunday School teacher – I'm taking the second route as I think
Redemption and Deliverance are far more important than all the
exciting violence and blood and gore such a story could contain ...
Aren't they?

My proofreaders tell me that you deserve to be warned that Edgar
Rice Burroughs and H. G. Wells are two of my favorite authors, and
since this takes place in much the same time period in which they
were writing, I have tried to emulate the language of that time,
which means it's pretty long-winded for today's readers. It is also
stuffed full of religion – the 'Mormon' culture to be exact. Some
things that are talked about are very sacred to we Latter-day
Saints, and I think I have carefully balanced the attempt of
keeping the sacred while writing a good story. If you think some of
the sacred is silly I only hope you can show it the respect you
would wish we would show to your sacred things.



	


The
Whole Armor of God – A Latter-day Saint View (2010)
There are many Christians in the world today who object to the
'warrior view' of the Gospel of Christ. They won't let their
children read the military campaigns in the scriptures or even sing
the 'battle' hymns. Like it or not, we are in the midst of a war; a
battle begun before the earth was even created, and turning our
eyes away from it and pretending it doesn't exist is exactly what
the Enemy wants. This book is meant to be a 'field guide',
describing the battle at hand and those armor pieces the Lord has
provided for us to use in the battle. Please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: Annotated (2010)
UPDATED Jan 22, 2011 - This is my personal working copy of this
classic John Bunyan book - hard words and old phrases &
expressions defined. I've never liked "modern language" versions of
this book; I would rather lift myself up to its language than to
dummy it down to mine. Enough of my friends have asked me to share
that, well, here you go. I have included Nathaniel Hawthorne's 1846
'The Celestial Railroad' as every reader of Pilgrim's Progress
ought to read it, too.



	


Horse
Boy of Narnia (2011)
BOOK 2 of my Narnia Fan Fiction Novels and a conclusion to Book
One, this takes place during the 14-year reign of the High Kings
and Queens and tells the story of Charlie, a boy Aslan brings to
Narnia to learn Courage, Sacrifice, and a bit of Wisdom. Charlie is
sure that if he were a centaur he could learn these things - be
careful of what you wish for because you might get it! If you enjoy
this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


DRACULA:
Jonathon Harker's Rebuttal (2012)
April 13, 2012: MASSIVE CORRECTIONS DONE! ... THIS IS NOT A
CHILDREN'S BOOK! Written in the Gothic tradition and with the most
delicate of language, there are still startling visual scenes you
don't want to explain to your children ... On the 125th anniversary
of his twenty-ninth birthday, my very old friend Jonathon Harker
agreed to break his silence and tell the full story of his
encounter with Count Dracula - things he was unwilling or too
ashamed to write at the time; things that can be told in today's
changed moral atmosphere that might not have been printable in his
day. He is also disgusted with how Brom Stoker, once he got hold of
a stolen copy of their combined journals, rewrote parts and made
him and his beloved Mina out to be wimps: “We were much stronger
than he gave us credit,” he insists. Also, he is sick over the idea
that Society has reached the point of madness wherein vampires and
other demons are being lauded as heroes, love interests, and sex
objects – he assures me they are anything but, and this interview
was given to explain why.
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