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Introduction


Although I've been an avid reader since junior high school, it's
only been that past fifteen years that I've read the novels that
have changed my life the most. C. S. Lewis' The Chronicles of
Narnia had been on my children's bookshelves for several years
before I finally decided to read it and see what it was all about.
I haven't put it back down since. In fact, his 'The Great Divorce',
'The Screwtape Letters', and 'The Pilgrim's Regress' have all
joined Narnia on that same shelf.

Several of the stories you're going to read in this section were
actually written outside of Narnia and then rewritten to a Narnia
setting – I just plain felt they belonged there.

Jack – I hope I've done you proud.










Becoming as a Little Child


2008 … What
happed to Susan Pevensie after the death of all her family members
as recorded in C. S. Lewis' 'The Last Battle'? Many think there are
too many stories explaining what happened to Susan and that the
world doesn't need more. Well, here's my take on it
anyway.

—————

A young lady's twenty-first birthday is supposed to
be a day filled with excitement and thrills. One is old enough to
no longer be told what to do. One is old enough to have a fairly
good job and be living on one's own or at least with a roommate of
one's choosing. One is also supposed to be surrounded by family for
the special occasion – of
course, one's family is also supposed to be grown up and should
have put childhood's fantasies and games behind them. But because
of those childhood fantasies her siblings still embraced, Susan no
longer felt she had any family. It's true that she hadn't talked to
her brothers or her sister for quite some time, but they'd promised
to come to her party. Her parents, having been out of town, were to
have arrived in time to take a taxi and at least arrive
late.

Peter, older than her by a year, had telephoned and
explained that he, nineteen-year-old Edmund, and seventeen-year-old
Lucy were being detained by 'a private matter' – which
could only mean it had to do with that childish fantasy that had
begun during the war at Kirke Manor and of which she was the only
one who had managed to break away from its spell.

Susan Pevensie's twenty-first birthday party was
interrupted when BBC Radio suddenly reported a terrible train
crash. Hearing the name of the station, she instantly,
instinctively, knew her family was involved. And from that moment
her life had been turned upside down and every which way until she
wasn't sure she herself was alive or dead or even wanting to be
either one.

[The alert Narnia
reader will of course recognize events from 'The Last Battle'; C.
S. Lewis' final Narnia
book.]

Stunned beyond description, she was too numb to make
any decisions. Their minister took it upon himself to plan and
conduct the funeral services for her entire family plus old
Professor Digory Kirke and Polly Plummer, two dear family friends
who shared her siblings' delusional fantasies that had now taken
them all from her – it was completely by chance her
parents were on the the same train, but at least they weren't part
of the delusions that had robbed her of her brothers and
sister.

After a funeral in London, where the family had
lived, the burial took place in the small churchyard of Kirke
Manor, in the middle of the country. The following day Digory
Kirke's solicitor arrived [In America
he would be called a 'lawyer'.],
while Susan was still staying in a small cottage on the estate,
falling all over himself for interrupting her grief while informing
the grief-stricken girl that Professor Kirke, having no
natural-born family (he had adopted Susan and her family as family,
as he had Polly Plummer many years before), had left his entire
estate to the Pevensie family, and she, the only surviving member,
had inherited everything.

Although the great manor house had been destroyed
during the war, the estate itself was in remarkably good shape. The
estate manager was very good at coaxing a tidy profit from his
stewardship, and Professor Kirke had encouraged the man's incentive
and work ethic by giving him a far higher than usual percentage of
what the estate produced, and he in turn had been wise enough to
trickle that percentage down to all those who worked under him. Not
really Socialism; just good business.

In her grief, Susan sent for all her things from
London, telegrammed her resignation to her employer, and attempted
to disappear from the world on the estate she now possessed. She
authorized the estate manager, a Mister Overhill, to see to the
packing up and selling of her parent's house; a job he carried out
without bothering her with details, shipping all the family
belongings to the estate and storing them in the small wing of the
grand old manor that was the only surviving part of the building -
a safe, dry place where those things that were salvaged from the
old house itself were also stored. He was content, knowing his new
young mistress would be able to go through the things when she was
able to face the task.

Mister Overhill was wise enough to know that his new
young mistress had needs he was not able to fulfill. Normally a
head butler or a head housekeeper would take the lead in such
matters, but since the destruction of the manor house the late
professor had lived simply in an estate cottage with only a
housekeeper to cook and clean. Mister Overhill, knowing the young
mistress's life and health was in his hands, was old enough and had
been through enough of Life's Hard Times to know that Susan needed
a certain amount of time to mourn alone, and he also knew that she
needed a woman's touch to help her through her grief. Thus, Missus
Overhill was hired as housekeeper in an attempt to become
acquainted with Susan and to perhaps begin to make a difference in
her life. After meeting the girl and sharing an afternoon tea and
seeing her many archery awards, Missus Overhill instructed Mister
Overhill to immediately establish an archery range on the lawn of
the former manor house, and, in an act of sisterly compassion,
visited the village school athletics teacher to learn the basics of
the sport. Then, after the young mistress had been informed of the
archery range, Missus Overhill found ample time to be further
instructed in the sport by the object of her compassion. Within the
month Missus Overhill convinced the young mistress what a
charitable thing it would be if she would ever so kindly allow a
newly-formed archery team of ladies from the village to partake of
her hospitality by using the field. She and the lady archers from
the village ever so carefully won a place in the girl's heart and
slowly helped her through her grief and eventually into the stage
where Hope begins to bloom again in a person's life. If Susan was
aware of Missus Overhill's plans and purposes, she was kind enough
to never say anything, and by the time Winter came Susan found
herself with enough friends that she was not imprisoned in a cold,
lonely cottage for the long, dark Winter.

The following Spring, as Susan's twenty-second
birthday approached, a dull dread began to grow in her heart.
Missus Overhill had been hinting that it was time for Susan to go
through her family's things as well as the rest of the items stored
in the old wing and make decisions as to what should be done with
it all. "You might even find a way to outfit the old wing into more
comfortable quarters," the older woman counseled Susan; "Though it
would need a good, solid wall where it once attached to the rest of
the house." Susan insisted that the cottage was fine, but Missus
Overhill still thought Susan should start going through things,
droning on that museums might be interested in some of the very old
things that belonged to the manor.

Finally, on the Saturday before her birthday (which
was on Sunday and Susan didn't think climbing through ruins a good
Sunday activity), Susan and Mister and Missus Overhill walked
across the archery range that had once been the front lawn to the
manor and stood looking down at the the basement levels of the old
house, where so much of the manor had collapsed. They walked around
the foundations slowly, and as they did memories of the time spent
in the old house flooded back to Susan, who did her best not to cry
in front of the Overhills - after all, these people, however nice,
were still just servants.

The old manor had consisted of several large wings
built on to the original structure, and some of those wings had
wings added to them. In walking around the old foundation, the
small party finally came to the only remaining part of the manor -
a wing that had been added to a wing that had been added to a wing.
Only three floors high (the rest of the house had been taller, you
know), the roof and windows were tight and dry, and where the rest
of the house had been there were interior walls on each floor,
essentially keeping the sad, lonely addition much more secure than
anyone might have thought.

Mister Overhill had brought the keys, and as he
turned the lock and pushed the door open Missus Overhill held
Susan's hand and whispered something about being brave and knowing
that she would be able to go in and see all that was
there.

Susan allowed herself to be led through the old
wing, stopping to touch and feel familiar things from her parents'
home as well as items she remembered from the time spent in the old
manor during the war. But she refused to open boxes marked with
brothers' or sister's names, not ready to face the personal items
that would be sure to bring up painful memories.

The top floor of the old wing was a room Susan never
wanted to see again. It was an attic room bare of decoration and at
one end an overly-large piece of furniture stood, covered with an
equally-large sheet.

"An old wardrobe, I'd guess," Missus Overhill said
as she stepped up to the sheet to pull it off.

"NO!" Susan said suddenly, a thousand memories
flooding her mind of a wardrobe here in this very room. "No; leave
it. I don't want to see it!" And with that, she stomped out of the
room, down the stairs, and back to her cottage, vowing never to
return to the sad old wing of what had once been a grand old
house.

Susan kept that vow for at least a month, at which
time she asked Mister Overhill for the keys and then spent some
private time among the boxes and furniture, finally opening boxes
marked 'Peter's Room', 'Edmond', and 'Lucy's Things'. When Missus
Overhill came the next day she noticed newly-hung pictures of her
young mistress's family as well as small items on the mantle that
could only have been family treasures.

Slowly other items appeared over the next few
weeks – a worn but clean afghan on the sofa; a pipe
holder with pipes as worn as the afghan - and even a few pieces of
sports equipment from sports she knew Susan did not play. And on a
newly-appeared chair by the fireplace there was a stuffed bear that
could very well have belonged to a little sister.

Unknown to the Overhills - who were thrilled with
the emotional progress they assumed Susan was making - Susan
regularly made her way up to the attic to stare at the piece of
furniture still covered with a huge white sheet. Never removing the
sheet, she stared and stared and stared - as if something would
happen if she stared hard enough. It wasn't until Autumn, while all
the crops on the estate were being harvested and Missus Overhill
was busy canning as many foodstuffs as came through the door (Susan
finding a secret satisfaction in helping her), that Susan finally
climbed the stairs on a full-moon night, an electric torch
[In America it would be called a
'flashlight'] leading the way, until
she stood before that mysterious piece of furniture, the moonlight
shining through the attic windows as if trying to compete with the
light of the torch. Finally Susan let out an impatient huff and
firmly pulled the sheet with her free hand.

Standing before the girl was a very large wardrobe.
Finely-carved wood, it was the sort of wardrobe that had a mirror
set in the door and looked familiar enough that you just knew it
had once belonged to a favorite grandparent.

After a few more silent moments of courage, Susan
reached for the wardrobe door and opened it. Turning her torch on
the inside, all she could see was a wardrobe full of old musty,
moldy fur coats. She let a breath out and laughed - somehow
relieved she did
not find what she
was afraid she'd find. She laughed harder and harder until she was
nearly hysterical. Setting the torch down she took the moldy old
coats and tore them from their hangers. Opening a window, she threw
each coat out into the night air - one by one they fell to the
ground as Susan laughed at and cursed each one of them. She walked
back to her cottage, sure that she had exorcised ghosts of years
past.

——————

That Christmas Eve, Susan attended services at the
village church with the Overhills - whose youngest son was home
from college and was, in Susan's eyes, a very handsome young man.
But after they dropped her off at her cottage and then drove on to
the cottage they inhabited on another part of the estate, the
heartache that attacks all lonely people at Christmastime found its
way though the cottage walls and into Susan's heart. She fought it
as hard as she could, but finally gave in and, wrapping herself
warmly, made her way once again to the sad old wing that still
stood.

Turning the final corner in the lane that led to her
goal, Susan was horrified to see a light on in the old wing. Once
the horror was controlled, however, anger had its turn, and Susan
marched defiantly to the door and pushed - it was still locked.
Quickly unlocking the door, she pushed it with far greater force
than she had intended and it flew open, banging against the wall
and bouncing back at her - but she was already through it and
leaping up the stairs to the next floor.

"Who are you?!" Susan shouted as she shoved at the
door to the room and it flew open. "How dare you…
"

A strong-looking but old man turned to face the
girl. Holding a real wooden torch, she new his face as any young
person who had once had a dream or two would have. She knew the
snowy white beard that tumbled down his chest and stomach as well
as she knew the red robe that touched the floor and the cape draped
around his shoulders. Obviously, she thought absently, some fool
was costumed for the night.

“I said, Who are you? What are you doing going
through… ”

“You know who I am, Miss
Susan.”

“No I don't… ”

“But it's been a long time. A very long time since
you've even believed in me.”

“Don't be stupid… ”

“The last time you saw me, you were but a girl, and
I gave you a bow and a hunting
horn.”

“That never happened.”
Susan paused.
“Those were stories made up by Lucy and
Edmund… ”

“Nay, Child, that they were
not.”

“Again I ask: Who are you and why…
”

“You know who I am, and I am here by order of the
King.”

“The King has no right…
”

“Wrong king, Girl –
this one does.”
The old man turned to finish rummaging through the box
opened before him, and Susan came forward to grab his arm to stop
him from taking a small wood box that had been Peter's and had been
one of the effects found on him in the train
wreckage. “You have no
right; those are my brother's
things!”

“If ye want it back, then follow
me.” With that, Father
Christmas left the room and started up the stairs, Susan chasing
him all the way to the attic. But he was faster than she, and when
she finally reached the attic she found him standing beside the old
wardrobe, waiting for her.

“Give me my things!”
Susan demanded.

“That's for Him to do,”
Father Christmas replied.

“Who?”

“He whom you met in the
wardrobe.”

“There's no one… ”

“Susan,” a
quiet voice called from inside the wardrobe. It was a quiet voice,
but it cut through all other noise and planted itself in the girl's
heart.
“Susan,”
the voice called again.

“No,” Susan
said slowly. “It's not
real.”

“Open the door,
Child.”

“It's not real. He's not
real.” Susan was slowly
backing towards the attic door.

“If He's not real then what is there to fear,
Child?” Father Christmas
asked.

“I'm not afraid!”

“Your face and actions say otherwise, or I'm not
Father Christmas."

“Well, you're not, are
you?”

“First to doubt, and last to
believe,” the voice from the
closet whispered.

“It can't be.”
Susan whispered.

“Oh, it can,”
Father Christmas replied.
“And it
is.”

“Then you open it.”

“I'm not the one who needs to relearn Faith
tonight.”

Susan paused, staring at the old man as if he were a
three-headed gorgon.

“You're serious!”

He nodded. “Aye; that I
am.”

“There's no one in
there.”

“Yes, there is,”
came the voice from the wardrobe.

Susan paused for a very, very long time. And Father
Christmas was equally patient.

“Don't you have somewhere to be
tonight?” She finally asked
him.

“I finished early.”

“I can read your heart,
Child,” the voice in the
wardrobe whispered again. “I
can see a kernel of faith –
enough for you to open the door. I can see that
you want
to believe.”

“No I… ”

The voice growled. “Do ye not remember
how ye and Lucy held me through the night of my death and rejoiced
as a new Dawn came to Narnia?”

There is no adequate word to describe the confused,
hopeful look that came across Susan's face. To believe would be to
hurt even more; to deny what her own heart was whispering would
hurt as much and maybe even more.

Finally she approached the dreaded door, and Father
Christmas stepped back to give her room. She paused, looking at the
man. “I'm scared.”

“You're only human,
Girl.” He smiled a wonderful
grandfatherly smile. “Open
the door. Ye'll be glad ye did.”

Susan took a deep breath, said a silent prayer, and
pulled the door open.

Instantly the bare attic was bathed in a bright
golden light so bright that Susan had to cover her eyes with both
hands.

“Come to me, Child,”
spoke the Voice that Susan was beginning to admit was
real. Susan stepped into the wardrobe as her eyes became accustomed
enough to the light that she could see to move her feet. She found
herself in a large, spacious throne room
– if it weren't all made out of gold than
it certainly appeared to be so! And on a dais at the other end of
the room the hugest Lion Susan had ever seen sat on his haunches,
his tail twitching.

Susan walked towards the dais, and as she did the
great Lion came down the steps and padded towards her. Suddenly
Susan's feet moved as if on their own and she found herself running
to meet He whom she thought was simply a childhood
memory.

The joy of falling upon the Lion's mane and hugging
Him and laughing and crying all at the same time was overwhelming.
As tears of joy gave out, tears of anguish for the pain of the past
few years began, and Susan pulled herself tight against the
tawny-gold shoulders, and those shoulders bore the weight of her
sorrows in silent, regal majesty.

It was a very, very long time until Susan's sobs
subsided.

“Be at Peace, Child,”
Aslan finally whispered.

“I think now that some day, I
shall,” she
replied. “I didn't think so
before.”

“Because you had not thought to bring your sorrows
to me.”

“But now I have.”

“Don't take so long next
time.” the great Lion stood
and, with Susan still holding to His mane, made his way to where a
variety of cushions sat waiting next to a table where a grand feast
was layed out and waiting.

“Why didn't the wardrobe bring me back to
Narnia?” asked Susan as she
sat by the Lion.

“Narnia is no more in the
Shadowlands.”

“What do you mean?”

“The Narnia you knew was born; it lived; and it has
died as to the physical, mortal understanding. The Narnia that you
knew - as well as all the shadow worlds I have created - are but
shadows compared to the real worlds here in my
kingdom.” He turned to look
Susan in the eyes. “Here
where the real worlds are, all is light and no good thing is ever
destroyed.” He
paused. “When it is time,
you will join us here, and then you will better
understand.”

“Am I in your world
now?”

“This is but an antechamber, where those whom I call
to me for a small visit can withstand a tiny fraction of the glory
of this place.”

“Is my family here?”

“Yes, and they are well. They are learning to care
for worlds of their own.”

Aslan nodded, and Father Christmas stepped into the
room, layed the small wooden box before Aslan, and returned to his
sentry duty at the door.

“Your brothers had gone to fetch something that had
once belonged to Diggory - they were returning when the accident
happened. Open it.”

Susan did so and saw there were two yellow and two
green rings in the box.

“With these rings you will be able to escape your
world for a little while when its pains and sorrows overpower
you.”

“What do you mean?”

“A green ring will take you from this world to a
place where you can choose any of my worlds to visit. A yellow ring
will take you from that way-place and into the world you choose.
This is how Diggory and Polly came to be in Narnia on the day it
was created.”

“But I don't want to leave my world.
This is where I
belong. This
is where I live.”

Aslan nodded gravely. “Then start
living again.” Susan said nothing but looked down,
humbled. “You are hiding from the world and all you
fear. It's time to stop hiding and start living
again.”

“I suppose it is.”

“It's time you rediscovered the many wonders and
marvels around you.”

“Like watching crops grow and bugs making little
homes?”

“Like the joy of comforting a soul with a kind act
or word. Great sorrows are often only defeated by the committing of
many little kind deeds.”

“I suppose that would be a greater
wonder.”

“It is also time for you to learn how to be a child
again.”

“A child?!”

“You insisted on growing up far too soon. Make-up
and parties and boys when you should have still been playing
dolls.”

“But I can't go back to being a child. I'm
twenty-two… ”

“All grown-ups must learn to be as
innocent as a child,
or they cannot return to Me.”

“How do they do
that?”

“By becoming submissive…
”

“Submissive to
who?”
Susan sounded defensive.

“To be submissive means to yield to a greater power
than yourself - to a greater and wiser judgment than a mere-mortal
mind can judge. Do you know who that might
be?”

“I do,” Susan
said in a small voice.

“Then, one must be meek…
”


“Meek?!”
she exclaimed, very un-meekly.

“An old man's term for 'gentle'. I've seen how you
treat a lot of the young men you know - as well as others.
You do
remember how to be gentle, do you
not?”

“I do,”
replied the girl who had once been 'Queen Susan the
Gentle'.

“Remember that it is the Gentle who will inherit all
the good of this world.”

“The good that will remain in the real worlds when
the shadow worlds are dead and
gone?”

Aslan nodded and continued. “Then there
is humility, patience, charity… ”

“Charity?”

“Charity means being so full of love that you are
compelled to reach out and help others - like the Overhills have
been with you since you came to live
here.”

“Anything else?”

“Yes. You must be willing to submit yourself to all
the challenges your Lord sees fit to set in your path
– as willing as a child is to please a
worthy father and mother.”

Susan layed her head on Aslan's shoulder.
“You ask so much.”

“I ask only enough to prepare you to become the
queen you were born to be.”

“I've been a queen;
remember?”

“You were a queen in a shadow world. Now you must
prepare to be a queen in a far greater
kingdom.”

——————

It was morning when Susan quit the old wing and
stepped out into the daylight. She felt as if a new life had
started – the morning seemed brighter and more
beautiful than any she could remember for a very long time. Her
heart was lighter than it had been for just as
long…

She hummed to herself as she walked towards her
cottage. Thinking about it, she didn't regret refusing Aslan's gift
of the rings and leaving them with Him. 'This is my world,' she
thought. 'This
is where He needs me to be.'

Susan reached the door of her cottage and was just
letting herself in as she heard someone call her name.
“Miss Susan!” A handsome young man waved with
one hand while obviously cuddling something in the other –
it was the Overhill's son; she couldn't remember his name. As
he stepped up to her, Susan could see he cuddled a small bird
wrapped tightly in a glove, his bare hand red for the cold morning
air.

“Found her nearly
frozen,” Ian Overhill
explained. “Mum will want to
nurse her 'till spring and let her go when the others
return.” He smiled an
amazingly innocent but disarming and charming smile.
“Mum and Dad asked me to invite you for
Christmas dinner. Please tell me you'll
come.”

Before today, Susan would have teased and
embarrassed any boy who cared about a little frozen bird –
not a very manly thing, in her eyes. But Aslan's words echoed
in her mind as she looked over this strong, masculine young man who
looked more like a rugby player than a savior of little birds - he
was not afraid to be gentle to the least of all creations;
certainly she could be gentle with him.

“I'd love to,”
Susan smiled and replied –
never had she accepted an invitation from a boy without
first seeing just how much of her tongue he was willing to
endure. “But only if you let
me fetch you a glove for your bare hand. And, if you let me help
tend the little bird."

“I can teach you what you need to
know.”

“Oh?”

“Aye; I'm studying to be a
veterinarian.”

Susan fetched an extra glove for Ian and pulled it
over his hand herself as his other was busy holding the little
bird. He bowed as she finished. “I thank Thee, Your
Majesty.”

“Your Majesty?”
Susan wrinkled her brow –
what on earth… ?

“Are ye not Queen Susan the
Gentle?”

The only reaction Susan could come up with was to
let her mouth hang open longer and more open than it had hung in a
very, very long time.

Ian finally grinned. “Ye din'na think
ye were the only one who ever played in the Professor's attic, now
do ye?”

With that, Ian started down the road smartly,
leaving Susan to run to catch up. And when she did she took his arm
as a somewhat
animated
conversation began, carrying them all the way to his
parents' cottage.










Joshua Goodly


2006 … This is one of my favorite things I've
written.

—————

Once in Narnia there was a wise and virtuous man who
was greatly loved by all - not only by humans but by all the
talking Beasts as well. He was so honest that he was the sole
person invited into the King's private chambers to counsel with him
there. He was so wise that Chiron, the aged centaur sage, conferred
with him alone of all humans. He was so virtuous and pure of heart
that he moved through the unicorn herd without thought or worry of
harm. Wherever he went the talking Beasts would follow and the
dwarfs even showed respect, despite the fact the man was a human
and dwarfs just don’t respect humans.

He was in every way a goodly man. In fact, that was
his name: Joshua Goodly. And if you'd have lived in Narnia at that
time and someone referred to you as "a Goodly man", then you'd know
you were doing pretty good, because Joshua Goodly was such a
righteous man that goodness was measured by how he
acted.

Joshua Goodly had a younger brother named Lucius who
was not a nice man. In fact, no one in Narnia referred to him by
his family name because they didn't want to dishonor the older
brother. Joshua had raised his little brother as best he could;
their parents having died when the younger one was still a babe,
but Lucius did nothing to show the righteous upbringing he’d
received from a very loving and patient elder
brother.

Lucius grew up and became a soldier, loudly
proclaiming his bravery and daring to anyone who enjoyed his
boasting. He was in fact a good soldier - if you call always having
to be in the front of the battle so you can show off your skills
and receive all the praise and glory a definition of a 'good
soldier'. He was equally reckless and daring off the battlefield,
and soon his life, so very opposite that of a Goodly man, became
the stuff of gossip across Narnia, Archenland, and even into
portions of Calormen.

One day, however, Lucius wasn’t among the living
after a long and hard-fought battle. He wasn't among the dead,
either. Joshua, bent with grief, waited for days in the entry hall
of the family manor; waiting for the sound of horse or centaur
hooves, hoping a messenger would come with word. The humans and
fauns who served in his house brought him food and even blankets at
night, but he kindly waved them off. The King and the centaur sage
Chiron, grieved over their dear friend's pain, came and sat with
him. Having raised his wayward brother the best he could, it was
truly a parent's love and worry that inflicted him; it was a
parent's prayer and supplication those two dear friends witnessed
as they too waited for word.

When word of Lucius' fate finally came, it was
brought by a single centaur messenger. They heard him galloping up
the long drive, and by the time he reached the manor the King and
Chiron were standing at the foot of the entrance steps, hoping to
hear some word to take in to their friend, who, at the approach of
the messenger, fell to his knees in fear of the
message.

It was a sad and hesitant messenger who bowed to the
king and delivered his report. (Wise kings never required Centaurs
to kneel.) It was an equally sad King who returned to the entrance
hall to bear the news. They wept with their friend before they
could bear to tell him that Lord Vile, ruler of a horrible, filthy
kingdom far north of where Jadis the White Witch had once lived,
had taken Lucius captive and was holding him deep in the dungeons
of Abandon, his depraved and loathsome fortress. And there was only
one price he would accept for the release of the young man: he
would trade Lucius for Joshua.

Citizens of Narnia lined the roads as Joshua Goody
sat strait and tall, a strong, burly centaur chief insisting on
carrying him north, and as we all know centaurs do not
give rides; it's just not done except for those whom they wish to
honor. Men tried not to weep as they bowed their heads in respect
as he rode by, but the women wept enough for themselves and the men
who were trying to be brave. No one could understand why such a
righteous man would do what Joshua Goodly was about to do, for each
and every one of them knew his brother did not deserve
this sort of love.

Lucius lifted his filthy, bloodied head as the
ancient doors to the dank, smelly chamber slowly creaked opened.
Stripped of his clothing, he’d been chained in a kneeling position
on the rotating torture platform so those creatures trained in the
arts of tearing down and destroying the body and the soul of their
captives could do their merciless work. There in the torch light
stood Joshua - the brother he'd dishonored all his life; the
brother who'd made him memorize the teachings of Aslan and taught
him how to live them. The brother whose teaching he’d disobeyed one
by one until nothing in his life reflected what he’d been taught.
The brother who didn't approve of anything he'd done with his life.
And now that same brother stood before him.

Behind Joshua stood Lord Vile, master of Abandon.
Vile stepped forward and freed the younger brother from the chains
binding him, shoving him towards his brother while his demonic
cackle reverberated through the room and was caught up by his
unholy servants.

Joshua reached down and raised his brother up,
speaking to him so soft a voice that no other being heard: "One
thing I ask, Brother. I give you your life only upon this promise:
That you make proud our name; that you remember me in everything
you do; that you keep the commands I taught you in your youth.
Remember that from this day forward, your life is not yours - it
belongs to he who has given you his life. If you swear this, you
shall live."

"You can't do this," the boy whispered, but his
brother cut him off:

"I can and I will. This is an agreement between
myself and Lord Vile - your opinion or permission was not sought.
Mine is the price, and I will pay it whether you accept it or not;
yours is to honor or reject the payment at your own
peril."

"I can't let you… "

"You can't stop me! Yours is to choose to accept
this payment or not."

Joshua Goodly slowly removed his mantle and wrapped
it around his most-unworthy brother. At that, demons grabbed the
boy and dragged him from the fortress, his screams for his brother
echoing long after he was thrown out into the silent, dying forest
that seemed to be trying to keep its distance from the evil place
that had now swallowed up a very Goodly man.

Lucius never saw his brother
again.

It was a silent, sober city that stood and watched
as the burly centaur chief led Lucius Goodly home with a rope.
There was no way even the lowliest centaur would have honored
Lucius as they had his brother, so the chief had brought a rope to
put around the human's waist to lead him back to Goodly Manor. The
brother's mantle hung on Lucius' body, many sizes too large; making
him look even more emaciated than he actually was after his
confinement and torture. He didn’t look to the left or the right as
he was led along; he simply stared ahead with pitifully empty eyes,
seeing nothing and allowing himself to be lead. A kind old servant
took the rope from the centaur when they finally arrived and took
the boy by the arm and led him into the house.

Many days passed, but the doors of Goodly Manor
never opened. There was much talk throughout Narnia as to what
might be going on. Men in public houses whispered that it was the
boy's fault his brother was dead, and there were whispers about
teaching the boy a lesson. Women speculated as to whether the
servants were caring for him or letting him die as would be fitting
such an ungrateful pup. The only word from Goodly Manor was that
the servants were prepared to defend the manor and its new young
lord at all costs. Wisely, Goodly Manor was left
alone.

The King, knowing the affairs of the kingdom must go
on, finally sent a decree for the Council to reconvene and carry on
the work of governing. With heavy hearts the elected officials
gathered to the Council House, leaving the Goodly chair empty as a
tribute to he who had been so respected among them. But as the King
was about to begin the meeting, the doors swung open and, standing
silently in another of his brother's robes, was Lucius Goodly. His
face was as solemn as a human face could be as he approached the
King - such an opposite of the daring, brackish boy they'd all
known. He knelt before the King and spoke his first words in
months.

"I am here in my brother's place."

With great reluctance, the King and his Council
allowed the boy to desecrate Joshua's chair by actually sitting in
it, and only as he sat down and laid a small burden on the table
before him did they see what he carried - it was Joshua's old book
containing all of the kingdom's history and laws. The book was
famous, for it not only contained the history and laws of Narnia,
but in the margins and columns Joshua Goodly had painstakingly
written his thoughts and comments - anyone in possession of this
book would know the thoughts of he who was called the wisest of
all.

For all the days the council met the boy did not
once speak. The Council suspected he wasn’t even listening but
simply sitting there, dazed, trying to fulfill some undisclosed
promise to a brother who was surely dead by now. But on the last
day of meetings, as the Council prepared to vote on all the
measures they’d considered, the boy rose silently, looking like a
schoolboy in some schoolmaster's oversized robes, and asked to be
heard.

What the Council heard that day was an echo of
another man. Throughout the long days of debating and discussing,
each man had silently wondered what Joshua Goodly would have said
on each issue, and now, from the wayward brother's lips, they heard
Joshua speak. The boy turned pages in the old book as he addressed
each issue in turn. He not only quoted their own law to them, but
he then read his wise brother's thoughts. It may have been Lucius'
voice, but it was Joshua's words they heard. The King wondered to
himself how many of the Goodly family servants had been involved in
teaching the young man so much in so little time, but he decided
against asking.

What the servants of Goodly Manor knew and the rest
of Narnia did not was how little of the notes the boy was reading
and how much he already knew. For in the time between his return
and the reconvening of the Council, they had watched and heard him
slowly recall many of the things his brother had taught him face to
face, and yet at the time it looked to them that he’d never heard a
word. Once the old chief butler overheard the boy quote his brother
exactly concerning loving our fellow beings - just as Joshua had
always spoken it. The assistant cook heard the boy tell the
stablemaster a legal antidote Joshua had often used to illustrate
why the Council should be doing something they were not
doing.

Lucius no longer frequented what had once been his
favorite public houses, where gambling, drinking, and 'other
things' (as grown-ups would say) had been the usual pastimes. As
the boy went more and more out into the public eye, he was seen
doing quiet acts of kindness and appeared to shun recognition for
them. He was spotted one day helping an old man carry a meager
shopping basket home. He was observed by former friends giving a
ride in his carriage to a woman great with child who could barely
walk. It was whispered he sent food to the old man's house and a
doctor to watch over the woman, but no one ever claimed to have
actually witnessed either event.

In time the Goodly boy became as respected as his
brother had been in the Council. It didn’t happen for a long time,
for we humans are very suspicious by nature, but slowly Narnia
stopped calling the boy just by his given name of Lucius - once
ashamed to add the family name to that hated name, they began
calling him Lucius Goodly, or even 'the Goodly boy'. One day
someone was even heard to say: "That Lucius is a real
Goodly."

Finally, years after he saw his brother for the last
time, he was referred to as was his brother - "a Goodly man". And
it was in these years that Joshua's mantle finally seemed to fit
Lucius just right and a young centaur chief was seen honoring him
by carrying to a nearby town for a meeting with the mayor. The King
whispered to the old centaur Chiron that the boy had become just
like his brother. The centaur smiled and replied: "He is
his brother."

What Lucius Goodly discovered was that being just
like his brother had made him freer and happier in his life than at
any other time he could ever remember.

Many speculated about the change in the boy, and
many wondered what words had been exchanged as one brother traded
his life for the other, but no one ever had the courage to ask. If
they had, the Goodly man would have told them the simple covenant
he had made with his brother that day: to
take upon him his name; to always remember him; and to keep the
commandments he had given him.

May we all make this covenant.


"For he that is called in the
Lord,

being a servant, is the Lord's freeman:

likewise also he that is called,

being free, is Christ's servant.

Ye are bought with a price;

be not ye the servants of men.

Brethren, let every man,

wherein he is called,

therein abide with God."

(1 Corinthians 7:22-24)










Hidden Scars


2002 & 2006 … This was written in
total frustration and anger over the words and actions of another.
Only through this story did they take the hint and stop what they
were doing. The pen was mightier than all the screaming and yelling
that preceded it.

—————

Once there was a time in Narnia that humans were not
very nice. For some reason they made sport out of insulting each
other and hurting each other instead of following Aslan's teaching
of -


 “Don’t speak or act in any other way

Than you’d wish to be treated, day by day.”

There were two brothers who lived in a small village
far up the Rush River, and for some reason everyone around them
just loved to injure them. At first they did it just because it was
fun, but then it became a habit and no one even thought about it -
they just did it.

The older brother they liked to knick at with sharp
sticks and even with little knives. Every time he would hold out a
hand to help someone they would smile wickedly and take a whack at
his fingers. After a few years he only had stubs where fingers used
to be, and when townsfolk began to realize what they'd done to him
they were horrified. At the sight of ten bloody stubs where fingers
had once been, they fell down on their knees and begged forgiveness
through their tears. After that, whenever they saw him they would
smile and say something nice, and if it looked like he needed help
they would do so. They even brought medicines and ointments for his
wounds until they were completely healed. Slowly it became a habit
to be nice to him, and the townsfolk simply did it without
thinking.

The missing fingers did not grow back - they never
do, not even in Narnia - and even though he'd forgiven everyone
around him, he still had to live with the results of the years of
insult and injury. But, the townsfolk also had to live with the
results of what they'd done to him even though they'd repented, but
because the scars continued to be so very visible, they were
constantly reminded that they needed to be much nicer people than
they had been before.

The younger brother, however, was not so fortunate.
The injuries the townsfolk inflicted on him were not visible - you
see, they liked to call him names and make jokes about him. He was
always chosen last for any team and then the team stuck with him
would moan about having to put up with him. When he was clumsy
about something, whether in speech or in action, they laughed and
taunted him. This went on for so long that there were horrible
scars on his heart and on his mind. Feelings of worthlessness grew
so strong that he could not keep alive the love that comes so
naturally and divinely to the human heart. Self-hatred began to
replace feelings of accomplishment that ought to have been filling
the mind of the young man.

One day the younger brother stumbled and fell, and
there wasn't enough hope or self-respect left in his heart to stand
up again. All the grown-ups just walked over him, laughing at his
fallen condition, not even realizing the hand they'd played in it -
and continued to play in it.

But an innocent young centaur mare came along and
hugged him and kissed him and told him she loved him and was
praying for him. In this simple act, and these very simple words,
he found the strength to get up - that was quite literally
all it took. When all the townsfolk saw what had happened they were
very shocked and surprised and couldn’t figure out what had
happened. The centaur turned on the grown-ups and told them about
the scars on the boy's heart and mind she could very plainly see.
"You have to look with your heart," she
explained.

The townsfolk, as they had done for the older
brother, fell on their knees and begged forgiveness. And for some
time after that they treated the younger brother nicely, and his
hidden scars finally began to heal.

But hidden scars are so very easy to forget, and the
townsfolk forgot the younger brother’s hidden scars while still
remembering the older brother’s visible scars and continuing to
treat him kindly. Soon the name-calling began again and the
laughing and joking and teasing and taunting were back to normal.
Many did not do it on purpose - it was just a life-long habit that
they didn’t think to break. Others thought that since they had
asked forgiveness and had been forgiven that it didn’t matter
because now they falsely believed he somehow knew they didn’t
really mean it. Not taking time to look at the boy's heart,
however, they were making a very wrong and foolish
assumption.

Even the older brother, the one with visible scars,
joined in – even he of all people fell
into the trap of not being able to see the hidden scars and
therefore thinking there were none.

No one heeded the young
centaur’s words of looking at the young
man’s heart. It seemed only the innocent
young centaur understood the simple truth that you just don't heal
an open sore by continuing to pour on to it the same poison that
created it in the first place. And so the terrible, hidden scars
inside the younger brother never had the chance to heal, and the
next time he fell down he never got back up.

And as the centaurs came and carried the young
man’s body away, none of the townspeople
ever figured out why the boy had given up.










First Flight


1987 & 2006 … Deep in the
Western Mountains, far, far from the great falls that feed Cauldron
Pool and even far from the island where the Garden and the Tree
reside, there are many things as of yet undiscovered by most
Narnians and even most Narnia writers. And Aslan may keep them
undiscovered for whatever reason He has hidden in His heart. But
here is a story about one of those as-of-yet undiscovered
groups.

—————

Luke stood on the edge of the cliff, waiting
impatiently for the morning sun to rise. The bulges on his back
itched horribly - it was all he could do to keep from scratching
and ripping at them, but he knew if he did all would be lost; they
must be opened only by the Father.

Of a tribe called the Venti, Luke was to become a
hunter, as did all Venti males. This meant he needed to be able to
soar high above the mountains and spot his game and then swoop down
and kill it and return it to the village. For this, he had to reach
his sixteenth birthday– the Day of
Flight. And today was Luke's Day of Flight!

He stepped closer to the cliff, inviting the morning
breeze to blow on his face and pull at his long brown hair. It was
a warm breeze, just like the breeze on his several brothers' Day of
Flight. Was this a good sign?

Finally there was a soft glow beyond the mountains
ranges to the east - the Father with all His life-giving magic
would soon be in the sky, and Luke was determined to be
ready!

Just before the first small ray of sunlight peaked
over the far peaks, Luke unfastened his robe and let it fall,
presenting himself to Father Sun and Mother Wind. The breeze from
far below picked up the robe and carried it away as if it would not
be needed again - Luke remembered how the old Wise Woman of the
village had smiled upon hearing how his oldest brother's robe had
been carried away; "He would have been great among men," she had
whispered, “If he hadn't feared the
leap.”

Luke's muscled body stiffened as Father Sun reached
out and touched him with warm, bright fingers. His body was filled
with a stirring; a warmth he did not yet understand. If he hadn't
been the youngest male in his family, there would have been someone
to witness that his entire body glowed as he raised his hands to
Father Sun, accepting and welcoming that which was being given Him
as the blazing sun slowly rose and shed its light across the
mountains and the valleys.

Suddenly Luke doubled over, racked with pain. The
huge bulge on his right shoulder burst first and then the one on
the left; their contents slowly unfolding to catch the sun and
breeze to help them dry. The third and final bulge at the base of
his spine burst and its contents also spread out to
dry.

Luke lay prostrate for some time before he had the
courage and the strength to move. He lifted his head as he flexed
newly-woken muscles and watched as a wing moved. He flexed again
and both wings moved in harmony. As soon as he folded the new wings
he stood on very shaky feet and turned his head as far as he could
to watch as tail feathers moved to his command.

Father Sun touched him again, and Luke felt the
ancient call of his people, He opened his wings as he stepped out
to the cliff in answer of that call, and spreading both wings and
arms to their fullest reach, he raised his arms to thank the
Ancient Father for the gift, the Father's light shining upon his
face in all His glory. While doing so, he remembered many who had
fallen to their deaths, and he remembered to thank the Ancient
Mother for Her sustaining and assistance. As he did so he felt the
full force of Mother Wind against his body - She was stronger now;
the Father having heated up the valley air all at once and driving
Mother Wind up the face of the sacred cliff from which their sons
first soared.

Luke moved even closer to the edge of the cliff,
remembering the bodies brought back to the village; those Mother
Wind would not accept as one of Her own. He remembered the tears
and the weeping. He remembered one brother's broken, mangled body
being carried home by the old women who kept vigil at the cliff's
base for those their Mistress rejected.

Luke felt the wind tug and pull at his wings, and
suddenly his entire body filled with the ancient call and instincts
of a people who were meant to soar higher than even the birds.
Suddenly he knew only that he was destined for the sky, no matter
the cost! His entire youth had been spent with eyes turned upward
to where his brothers had gone and had dreamed of soaring above the
earth with them; he had felt from birth that this was where he was
to be. He was not one who could turn his back on his birthright and
walk back to the village afraid of the sky, only to have his wings
cut from his back. He could not live his life knowing what he could
have been!

Luke, son of Father Sky and Mother Wind, only knew
one thing for which he was born and lived: to touch the
stars.

Unable to resist any longer, Luke spread his wings
and fell forward into the sky.










The Fairy Prince


2006 … There are those who
rightfully wonder: why are their no fairies in Narnia? I have
researched and researched and never found an answer until I was
reading a Latin-English dictionary and finally found the answer!
'Fairy' in Latin is - nympha. So you see, there are probably more
fairies in Narnia than you and will ever be able to count! Mr.
Lewis simply used the old Latin word and didn't give them the wings
that later writers gave them!

—————

There was a time in Narnia that the humans had a
king and each of the races of Narnia had their own king. Hence,
there was a centaur king, a faun king, a satyr king… but the dwarfs
just stuck to themselves in little groups and ignored everyone
else's foolishness, just as they always did. Well, the human king
was a very good man, and he had an angel of a queen (not a real
angel; just a very wonderful woman.) They were gracious and fair to
all with whom they associated and were on excellent relations with
all the Narnians races. The only sad part of their life was that
they had no children.

There was a forest high up in the Western Mountains,
presided over by the King of the Naiads and Silvani. He himself was
the spirit of a large oak tree that was, in one word, the most
majestic tree any Narnian had ever seen.

King Oak had great compassion for the human king and
queen. He was a close friend to both of them, and it pained him
that they would never know the joy of parenthood. So, with the
patience of a very old tree, he carefully took one of his best and
sturdiest acorns and found just the right ground with perfect
moisture conditions and just the right amount of sunlight and
carefully planted the special acorn. With equal patience he waited
for the acorn to germinate and grow. Just as the tree was to the
point that the silvani inhabiting it was the right age, he took
that little young spirit and presented him to the human king and
queen to raise as their own child. Now, we must remember that when
a nymph or silvani put their mind to it they can appear perfectly
human, and so the little oak baby did when old King Oak handed him
carefully to the fair queen and her gentle
husband.

So the human king and queen now had a child
– with the stipulation that he travel every
summer to the high mountains to spend the summer in his true
father's forest and that when he came of adult age he would be told
his true heritage and given the choice of which life to
pursue.

Prince Arcus was the pride of his adopted father and
mother, who spared nothing for his welfare. They didn't spoil him,
if that's what you're thinking; that wouldn't have been good for
his welfare. But he had the best of tutors for book learning as
well as for the arts and the crafts. And, as promised, he spent
each summer in the Western Mountains. No one in all of Narnia knew
why the king suddenly decided to send his horses up to the mountain
pastures every summer, but kings are allowed to do a certain number
of things without having to explain himself. The kingdom was,
however, surprised that Prince Arcus was sent with the herd summer
after summer. But again, the king offered no
explanation.

Arcus grew into a tall and handsome lad. It was
obvious that the tree his spirit was from was being tended as well
and carefully as the human king and queen tended the boy before
them. He loved life in the royal castle, and he loved the forest
just as much. And what a horseman! The aged old centaur king had
made a gift of a strong, swift (non-talking) horse to the prince,
and there wasn't a talking horse, unicorn, or centaur who could
best the prince in a race, whether on a track or cross-country. The
non-human Narnians were even impressed that the prince had
accomplished this without a saddle or bridle!

Because he was a prince, his parents had always
taught him that he had to not only act the part but dress the part
as well. However, the royal servants who took the horses to the
high pastures had been sworn to secrecy by the prince that every
summer, as they reached the high meadows, the prince abandoned his
royal tunics and stockings and dressed as the servants, reveling in
the freedom and glory of the sun and wind and rain touching his
skin and blowing his hair. He ran barefoot and shirtless the entire
summer, donning the royal robes only when it was time to return to
the castle ahead of the Autumn cold.

Up until his sixteenth summer, life had gone just as
it would for any normal, human, teenage boy. But in that sixteenth
summer on the summer range, strange things began to happen. Every
time he went into the forest after a wandering horse he could swear
he heard whisperings – but there was no
one there but himself and the wayward horse. When he bathed in a
quiet pool something in the depths of the pool giggled
– yes, actually giggled!

“'Tis the nymphs of the forest,
Majesty,” one of the older, grey-haired
servants explained to the young prince one evening while they ate
their supper. “You're of an age that
they're going to take notice of you.” The
old man smiled. “They may even take a
liking to a handsome young lad such as yourself. Fortunate for
you!” And all the older men laughed that
grown-up laugh that meant he wouldn't understand what they were
thinking even if they did
explain themselves.

“Nymphs?” asked the
prince. “My father tells me those are
just stories and they're not real.”

“Real as you and me,” the
old man said, “Meaning no disrespect to
His Majesty,” he hastily added.
“For I've seen them with my own eyes and danced
with them and even kissed one or two.”
The man smiled fondly before continuing.
“Next time you hear those voices or the pool
bubbles up at you, say aloud: 'Show thyself, I pray Thee.' Then
you'll see if they're just stories or
not.”

So, a few days later when Prince Arcus went into the
forest after a wandering horse, he listened again for the voices,
and it wasn't long before he heard them.

“Show Thyself, I pray Thee,”
the young prince called out. And show themselves they did! To
the boys' surprise, nearly every tree began to glow, and a
human-shaped figure stepped from the trunk. Oak and beech and elm
and maple and even pine – each nymph or
silvani dressed in the leaves and color of their tree. Naiads, the
spirits of the waters, rose up from the streams and
pools.

Oh, the dance the forest held that night! You see,
everyone there except the Prince new who he really was, and they
were celebrating his discovery of his real family. Silvani beat out
a long and wild song on their drums while nymphs danced around the
prince and he finally joined in the dance. Soon fauns and satyrs
were attracted by the music and the dance became a celebration of
Nature and all its joyful, creative powers.

Everyone was wise enough to never reveal to the boy
that he was one of them, for old King Oak, who sat and presided
over the dance that night, was taking the human king and queen at
their word that they would tell him at the promised time
– until then he would remain silent on the
subject.

A new world opened up for Prince Arcus. Nearly
forgetting the horses, he spent more and more time in the forest
and with the forest folk. There was even one lovely nymph with whom
he fell madly and passionately in love. But as the little children
reading this would probably gag and scream with horror if I turned
this into a love story, I shall just let the grown-ups know that it
was a very chaste and respectful courtship in which nothing
happened that shouldn't. But I also assure you there was in fact
very much hugging and kissing (but nothing more!) and long romantic
walks through the forest.

Autumn came and the prince and the horses and the
servants returned to the palace. Time slowed to a snail's pace (and
even in Narnia that is very, very slow) until Spring came again and
finally summer and he was back in the mountains and in the arms of
the beautiful oak nymph. And then another winter to endure and
finally Spring came again.

But the summer of his eighteenth year
– the summer his father and mother should have
told him the truth of his birth and parentage –
they instead announced that he was to be married to a
princess of Archenland who even now was on her way for the
ceremony.

The next day Prince Arcus disappeared from the
castle. In truth he'd taken his ever-so-swift horse and had fled to
the mountains. His heart belonged to the oak nymph, and he couldn't
bear to marry without telling her so she wouldn't think he'd
abandoned her. There were tears! Oh, there were tears! Arcus didn't
love the Archenland princess, but he was an obedient son and would
do his father's bidding. He explained to the forest folk that
before he was born his father had promised the Archenland king that
if he ever had a son he would marry him to his best friend's
daughter. So this was a marriage that had been arranged even before
the baby had been given to the Narnian king.

The old King Oak listened silently but said nothing.
But those who knew him knew his mind was moving fast
– very fast. He too had been promised something
by the Narnian king, and he would not be put off.

The day of the wedding arrived. Royalty arrived from
Archenland and Calorman and other kingdoms that haven't been
written about yet. The majestic throne room was decorated for the
wedding in the colors of the Narnian and Archenland royal banners.
Narnians of every type gathered with the Royalty
– fauns and satyrs and centaurs and talking cats
and dogs and badgers and beavers and, well, you get the
picture!

But there was no one representing the Nymphs. No
Dryads or Naiads or Nereids or Oreads or Silvani appeared for the
wedding ceremony. Not even the mighty river god from the Great
River. You see, Nature knew the human king and queen had not kept
their promise.

Prince Arcus stood regally at the dias, watching as
the Archenland princess approached on the arm of her very proud
father. His heart was breaking, for it belonged to a young woman
who was not here and who he would never see again, all because he
was obedient to his father and not to his heart.

Just as the Prince put out his hand and to take the
hand of his bride, the large double doors at the far end of the
throne room opened as if by themselves. Standing in the doorway was
forest-old King Oak. As the Forest King stepped into the room,
other forest spirits followed him, and in minutes the great wide
aisle for the wedding party was filled with green and brown and
orange and blue and red spirits of the many trees of Narnia, all
dressed in the colors of their forest and their trees, their wild
hair tied with the vines that grew near them.

Prince Arcus forgot all about the Archenland
princess as the forest folk approached the dais, his heart beating
like a silvani drum in hopes of seeing his true love; the only
being who gave power to his heart to beat and his mind to
love.

“You have not kept you word!”
the mighty King Oak accused the human king, an old, gnarled
finger raised and pointed at the king.
“In love I trusted you with a treasure, and you
have not kept your word!” His voice shook
the throne room so badly that many people moved away from the great
stained glass windows that flooded the throne room with rainbows of
color in fear of them breaking.

“Father?” Prince Arcus
asked as he turned to face his father.

“You will keep you promise
now!”

“I… I… ” stammered the
human king of Narnia. “I cannot do
it!” A quick servant brought chair before
the king's legs gave out, and the man slumped into it as sadness
wrote itself across the man's brow.

“What is it, father?”
Prince Arcus asked worriedly.

“I have betrayed one friend for
another.”

“How?”

The king finally looked up.
“You are not just a prince of Narnia, Son. You
are a prince of the Forest as well.”

“The Forest? What do you
mean?”

So the king explained to the boy his true parentage,
and that he now had the chance to choose which kingdom he would
rule – the Humans or the
Forest.

Prince Argus thought very hard. He loved both
kingdoms and knew not how he would choose. But while he was trying
to decide, a certain oak nymph stepped from the crowd of forest
folk and approached the dais. When she looked up into Prince Argus'
face and smiled he knew his decision was made as to which kingdom
he would rule. He took her in his arms and kissed her, and his
clean, pinkish skin lost its color and became the brownish color of
bark and his hair moved and twisted until it looked more like twigs
with little oak leaves sprouting and growing and even a few acorns
hanging about his neck.

And then all the tree folk were gone from the throne
room, including the Prince. And all the banners and decorations had
turned green and brown and orange and blue and red to celebrate the
return of the Prince to the Forest.

It is whispered among the fauns and satyrs that
Prince Arcus still rules his vast forest kingdom in the Western
Mountains and that the dancing has never been better. As oaks are
very, very long-living trees, I do not doubt the
rumor!










Castle Anchors


2007 … A generation ago, and even
before Japanese animation, we referred to our hopes and dreams as
'Castles in the Sky'. This is based on a recurring dream I had over
and over for a period of many years – once I wrote the story the
dream stopped.

—————

The first time David's father took him into
the forest, the boy saw what was to become his lifelong
obsession.


“Father!”
the boy exclaimed;
“Do you see it?
Look!”

“What is it,
boy?” His
father answered, scanning in all
directions.

“Right there! Above the trees! Its a
castle!”

The father smiled.
“There are many castles in
the sky over Narnia, son.”
He paused.
“What does yours look
like?”

“Kind of squarish. But tall, like
a cathedral. And look at all the towers; reaching so high! And the
flying buttresses; they extend right down into the trees…
!” The boy
paused and looked at his father.
“What do you
mean, ‘there
are many
castles'?”

“One for every
dreamer.”

“Do you…
”


“No,”
his father answered hastily, wanting to cut the
conversation short.
“Not any more. Mine got
away.”

David took to the forest every chance he had
after that first encounter, determined to find the castle he saw
rising above the trees. But try as he might he could never find it!
Sure, he could see it from a distance, but as he rode through the
forest where the castle ought to be, it was never
there – until
he rode away, and then he could see it in the distance above the
trees once more… No matter what he did, it was only visible from a
distance.

After a few years, David's father grew tired
of the subject of castles and refused to discuss the matter any
more. So the boy, now a young man, went to the village Grandfather
to seek more information.

“Yes,
Boy,” the
Grandfather said as he and David sat in his small, one-room house,
sharing an afternoon tea.
“There are many castles in
the skies over Narnia –
one for every
dreamer.”

“Why won't my father talk about
them?”

“Those who fail to anchor their
castle and make them habitable feel as if they're in exile the rest
of their life, and that has to hurt to talk
about.”

The young man thought for a few
moments. “I
don't want to live in exile. What do I have to do to find it? I
mean, I know where it is, but no matter how I approach it,
it’s simply not
there.”

“Oh, it's
there.”

“Then why can't I…
”

“Anchors, Boy.
You’ve got to
build a place for your castle to find anchorage. Otherwise it will
continue to slip away from
you.”

“But it has these buttresses…
"

“… that extend down into the
trees, and therefore they ought to be reaching to the
ground,” the
Grandfather finished the sentence for
Joshua.


“You’ve
seen it?”

“No, but I've seen mine. And
other young ones like you have told me about
theirs.” The
old man smiled.
“I'd like to see your castle.
Then maybe I could give you some
suggestions.”

The next day David and the Grandfather rode
into the forest to where David's castle was hovering gently in the
sky, barely above the treetops. The young man rode a normal horse,
but the Grandfather knew a talking Horse that was an old, old
friend, and he always gave the human a lift whenever he wanted to
go somewhere.

“Mighty fine
castle,” the
Grandfather said as they admired the view, and Grandfather's horse
friend agreed.
“Looks like you've put a lot
of thought into your
dreams.”

“I
have,” admitted
the young man.

“Plenty of detail. Sign of a good
mind.”

“So how do I anchor
it?”

“Well, its looks like you've got
a good start on the first
anchor.”

“I
do?”

“Yes; look
here,” and they
rode to the spot in the forest where Joshua was sure his castle
ought to be, and right there in plain sight was a tall stone pillar
David had never seen before, and it looked very much like a
buttress ought to look, reaching up into the
trees.

“I've never
noticed…”

“That's because most folks don't
recognize Dreams as an important part of anchoring their castle.
Without Dreams there's nothing to plan for; nothing to strive for.
Nothing to work towards.”
The Grandfather patted the pillar
soundly. “Yes;
very well done,
Boy.”

“So
– what
now?”

“Well, for one, Faith. You've got
to believe
you can do it or you're wasting your time. And, you
have to have Faith in He who is helping
you.”

“You mean
Aslan?” David
asked reverently, referring to the Great Lion who was the True King
of Narnia.

“Yes. You've got to believe He's
watching and answering your pleas for help. Otherwise no foundation
- no set of pillars - are going to hold your castle for
you.”

David nodded; his faith was very strong in
that regard.
“Then
what?”

“Education! You can't fulfill
Dreams without learning how to make it all come
about.”

So, David set out to get educated in a way
that would make his dreams a reality. This meant, of course,
actually going to school as well as many evenings at the library
discovering what the teachers weren't able to cover in the
classroom. It also meant seeking out those who knew about the topic
at hand and learning how they had accomplished the same thing. The
librarian fauns were very eager to help the young human and spent
much of their time trotting back and forth between David's desk and
the many shelves, bringing him book after book. They would even
discuss the texts and help the boy understand what he was
reading.

Knowing that another Grandfather would know a
lot about the subject at hand, David met with the Grandfather of a
nearby Centaur herd, and he spent much time learning from him; even
taking notes for future reference. This particular centaur
Grandfather was just as wise as history reports centaurs to be, and
he turned out to be very helpful to the young
man.

Every once in a while David and the village
Grandfather would ride out to check on the progress of his
Education pillar. It appeared to have a solid foundation and was
growing well. The Grandfather was happy to see that the Dreams
pillar as well as the Faith pillar were both continuing to grow and
strengthen as the Education pillar grew alongside
them.

“Looks like it's time to start
raising the next pillar,”
the Grandfather said, climbing down from his horse
friend’s back
and marking the place where the next pillar needed to be
planted.

“What's that
one?” David
asked.


“Goals.”
The old man looked up at the young man.
“Your Dreams and Education
are doing fine, but they've reached the point that they need
more-specific direction if they're to be of
use.”

David understood that this particular pillar
was definitely needed. He spent much time deciding exactly what it
was he wanted to do and then turned the spade and began making
Goals. He was surprised how this pillar affected the others and how
the others affected this one
– it was as if the three of
them were meant to grow at the same time.

The Grandfather pointed out to David that this
Goals pillar is never a single, mighty block of stone; even Aslan
would have trouble lifting such a thing into place! No; just like
all the other pillars, it's made up of thousands of stones that
have been hewn, shaped, and carefully put in place
– the many small, manageable
stones eventually combining to become the great pillar that will
eventually do the job.

After these first four pillars were laid
securely and appeared to be flourishing, the Grandfather suggested
that the final three pillars needed to be laid all at the same
time.

“Effort's the first
one,” the
Grandfather explained,
“and the second is Trial
& Error.”
The grandfather smiled, admiring the existing pillars
and how they were growing.
“You've got to sweat and
labor hard,” he
continued as he marked the place for the first of these new
pillars. “And,
you can't be afraid of
failure,” he
added, marking the place for the next one,
“because failure is simply
Nature’s way of
showing what will work and what won't, and
that's a good
education all on it's
own.”

“You said three…
” David
began.

“I did. And that last one's
mighty important. It's no secret you've called on Aslan plenty to
help with all you've accomplished…
” David nodded humbly,
grateful for the help he knew had come from the Great King. The
Grandfather smiled and marked the place for the final
pillar. “Well,
to show appreciation to Him, you turn around and help others, using
the knowledge and strength you've acquired on the way to anchoring
your own
castle.”

“You mean
Service?” David
asked.

“Service; Charity; Love – choose
your word.” The
Grandfather smiled.
“You don't think Aslan's
given you all this help just to anchor a single castle, do you?
That would be a bit
selfish.”

“Well…
”

“How many pairs of hands can you
count that have helped lay all the stones it's taken to build the
pillars that are here right
now?”

David looked around at the pillars of
Dreaming, Faith, Education, and Goals, and into his mind came the
faces and hands of his father, his teachers, the library fauns, and
even the centaurs who had helped him raise these stone works. He
looked at the Grandfather and remembered all the help even this old
man had given him.

David smiled.
“These pillars wouldn't be
standing unless…
”

“… unless you received lots and
lots of help.”
The Grandfather smiled broadly.
“And support
– emotional, mental,
spiritual; any kind of support you need.

“So, Service shows not only your
gratitude for what Aslan has done for you, but it shows gratitude
to all those around you who've helped you as
well.”

So the pillars of Effort and Trial & Error
and Service began to rise, the previous pillars continuing to rise
with them. David sweated and toiled and sweated some more. He met
failure with resolution to do better. He accepted help from others
and offered help in return as well as to others who needed
help.

One day David, his father, the village
Grandfather, and many of those
who’d helped
him - and who he had helped in return - rode into the forest to
discover that the castle David had first seen many years ago had
finally anchored itself on David's pillars. There was much
cheering, back slapping and even hugs and a tear or two as a
crystal staircase slowly descended to the ground, inviting the new
owner of the castle to ascend the steps and take possession of his
dreams.

Before David rode up to the staircase,
however, he turned to his father, hugged him tight, and
smiled. “Now,
Papa – where's
your castle? I think it's time to get your pillars
rising.”

The entire group of humans, horses, fauns, and
centaurs followed
David’s father
to a hill rising a few miles away and, following his lead, began to
build another set of castle anchors named Dreams, Faith, Education,
Goals, Effort, Trial & Error, and Service
– even though
David’s father
was the only one who could see the waiting castle, his word was
good enough for them to help their friend.

And soon another castle in the sky became
anchored and habitable.










Edmund's Gift


Easter, 2010 … It's taken me years
to realize this: in the Chronicles of Narnia, Peter and Susan and
Lucy were all given gifts by Father Christmas … but no gift
for Edmund. (This part I already understood.) Wait a second – I've
just realized that the whole book centers on the gift given to
Edmund! But Edmund's gift was given by Aslan Himself - after
Christmas and at the time that Spring was enveloping the world in
its beauty. So here's an Easter story from Narnia.

——————————

All who have faithfully read the book or at least watched
the movie about the Lion and the Witch and the Wardrobe know that
Father Christmas gave Peter, Susan, and Lucy some rather nice gifts
when they first arrived in Narnia; the arrival of which was the
cause of the end of the Hundred-Year Winter and the return of
Christmas and Spring (and Easter, although it's not mentioned by
name) to Narnia. These gifts of course had to do with defending
Narnia and Narnians from Evil – Father Christmas seemed to have
been giving sensible gifts that year, but no one really complained
as far as we know.

But poor Edmund! Tricked into the hands of the White
Witch, he wasn't visited by Father Christmas that year and hence no
gift. Of course, he was given the greatest gift of all, just not by
Father Christmas! But, no one fully realized that it was a
gift. Susan, not realizing it was a
great gift, explained that he ought not be told - “It would be too
awful for him,” she explained. So no one told him.

One day, close to a year from the time that the High Kings
and High Queens arrived in Narnia, King Edmund (who was eleven
years old by the time this story takes place) was riding his horse
past the Beaver's dam and on towards Lantern Wastes, his goal being
the mountains beyond.

“Majesty,” Khan, the aged Centaur patriarch, greeted King
Edmund as they met upon the road.

“Master Khan,” King Edmund said by way of greeting as he
bowed in his saddle, returning the Old One's salutation.

“Where does Your Majesty ride today?”

“To see Father Christmas.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Last year, you see, I didn't receive a gift – I'd
not been very good; having been taken in by
her and all.” Of course Khan knew
exactly who he meant by 'her';
but it was polite in Narnia in those days not to mention her by
name. “I just want to see if my behavior has been – well, at
least acceptable since her
defeat.”

“Didn't received a gift?!” exclaimed
the wise old Centaur.

“No; but I didn't really deserve it, if you know what I
mean.”

“Who told Thee that Thou didst not receive a
gift?” Khan was visibly shaken at this
declaration!

“Well, I didn't need to
be told. Peter and his weapons; Susan and her bow and arrows – and
the horn! Lucy's knife and healing cordial… ” Edmund paused. “It
was obvious I wasn't worthy… ”

“Attend me, Majesty,” was Khan's simple reply, and Edmund
knew by now that when Khan said “attend me,” that he was about to
have a learning moment, and learning moments conducted by the aged
Khan were well worth attending to. So he dismounted his horse and
got himself comfortable against a tree quite near but still out of
sight of that strange London lamppost that grew there on the day of
Narnia's creation. There he gave the Centaur his attention, Khan
slowly bringing his body down and folding his legs underneath him
to deliver said learning moment.

“It is true Father Christmas was not the one who delivered
your gift last Christmas. Aslan Himself delivered it as Christmas
was past and Spring was in full bloom.”

“He did?”

“No one has told Thee?”

“No. But it's not the lack of a gift I'm worried about; I
just want to know if my behavior has been – well,
proper enough for a gift. As a king I
should know if I'm doing good or not. Setting a good example for
the rest of Narnia and all. That's what I'm concerned… ”

“But no one has told Thee… ” Khan's voice drifted
off.

“Grandfather,” King Edmund always addressed the Patriarchs
of Narnia with this honored title, “If this gift Aslan gave me was
so great, pray do not withhold this from me a minute longer. Tell
me – what was this gift?”

So Khan told Edmund about the agreement Aslan reached with
the White Witch and how Aslan walked into her camp and give Himself
to be tortured and killed in Edmund's place so that Edmund could be
redeemed and live. He told the young king about Susan's and Lucy's
vigil and their witnessing Aslan's return and the return of Life to
Narnia because of its True King's sacrifice. And if you don't know
what I'm writing about then you'd best set this story aside and
pick up“The Lion, the Witch, and the
Wardrobe” and get reading!

It took several handkerchiefs to get Edmund through the
emotions that overwhelmed him at the thought of the gift he had
been given – and by Aslan Himself! And he knew that such emotions
in front of the mighty Khan were perfectly acceptable as the
Centaur knew the hearts of men very well and there was no need for
male posturing in front of him.

“I'm not worthy of this gift,” Edmund managed to
confess.

“No one is worthy of such a gift at the time it is given,”
the wise old Centaur explained gently. “But, a wise soul spends the
rest of their life proving themselves worthy of having received it
when so unworthy.”

And so our young king determined to return the gift in
kind. After all, that's what his parents had always taught him – if
someone has given you a gift, one returns the gift in kind. And
what gifts had Aslan given him on that Spring day? Well, Life, for
one! Without Aslan's actions he would have been slain by the witch.
Aslan then pardoned him and comforted him before returning him to
Peter and his sisters. Then, He'd been there to assist or at least
sent others to assist (like the Centaur Khan) when he and Peter and
their sisters needed help in becoming proper kings and
queens.

“That's a lot of gifts,” Edmund whispered to
himself.

—————

As Edmund turned his horse back towards Cair Paravel, he
realized there was no stone table upon which he could lay himself
and give his life for Aslan's sake – Khan, as always, was right: he
had to find a way to make himself worthy of the gift, for that was
the only way to return the gift in kind.

While deep in thought, Edmund came upon an old woman's
cottage. Now, humans had only been back in Narnia less than a year,
so naturally he was surprised to find an old woman living
alone.

“My grandson sent me ahead,” the old woman explained; “His
wife is great with child, and when the babe is born he and his
family will be joining me. I found this old stone cabin still
standing, and I should have a clean, warm home for them when they
arrive.”

It was in fact cold as Winter was quickly approaching, and
the old woman was trying her best to split wood for her fire, but
she was old and it was not an
easy task.

“Grandmother,” King Edmund said as he pulled up to her
fence. “May I help?”

“I'm not worthy a king should be cutting my
wood!”

'Not worthy?' thought
Edmund as he asked aloud: “Are you worthy of having a boy assist
you who's seeking to do good for others to make up for his own
moments of foolishness and folly?”

“Well – put that way… ”

And so King Edmund spent several hours teaching himself
how to chop wood that he might do something kind for someone else.
Those hours lasted into the night, so the old woman let him sleep
in an extra bed when he was done and then he was off towards home
the next morning. And when he left the cottage there as a
respectable pile of chopped wood – and, he was wearing his gloves
to hide the blisters the old woman had kindly tended.

“How can I repay Thee?” the old woman asked; “I'm just not
worthy or worth your time… ”

“You are worthy your
king's time,” Edmund explained. “But if you don't
think you are, then – well, do for
others when you can, and then you'll be living your life as if you
are worthy.”

“Wise words for such a child!” the old grandmother
exclaimed, and Edmund wasn't offended as he knew he was but a child
compare to the old woman. The old woman leaned forward: “You've
been talking with the Centaur, yes?”

Edmund smiled a boyish smile. “Yes.”

—————

A few hours into that day's ride, Edmund was walking his
horse while stretching his own legs, when suddenly someone came
dashing out of the bushes and crashed right into the royal person,
covering him with the pink frosted cake he'd been carrying at such
a fast pace.

“Majesty!” the terrified man exclaimed; “I beg…
”

“No need; 'twas an accident.”

Right then someone else came through the bushes – a women
wielding a roller pin. “My cake, you filthy robber; my cake… Oh!
Your Majesty!”

It was obvious to Edmund what was going on: the man had
stolen the cake – probably while it was sitting in a window and
cooling. The King demanded an explanation.

“My wife,” the man explained; “ill near to die, and I know
nothing of cooking. The little ones… ”

“Would your sick wife be proud of a man who steals to feed
the children?”

The man looked down in shame.

“He is a thief, Majesty,” the woman began. “Where we came
from there was only one way to deal… ”

“And did it involve both
Justice and
Mercy where you come from,
Madam?”

“No, Majesty.”

King Edmund marched the man back to the woman's cottage,
where he forced the man to learn from the woman
how to bake a cake - the man doing all
the work while the woman instructed … and, they made five
loaves of bread for good measure. The man humbly did his best to
follow directions, and the woman's heart was softened.

“Madam,” Edmund announced: “I wish to buy the bread from
you. Name your price.”

The woman named what Edmund thought was a fair price for
both the materials and for the time spent training the man. (Even
Edmund knew the value of a homemaker's time.) He smiled as he paid
the price she named and then handed the loaves to the man to take
home to his children. “Now you have bread to feed them
today and knowledge to feed them
tomorrow.”

“I am not worthy, Majesty, of your mercy.”

“Then live to become
worthy of it.”

“May I come check on your wife tomorrow?” the woman kindly
asked the man who was once a thief.

“I would be honored.”

“Chicken soup; I'll bring chicken soup… ” And the woman
was already gathering the ingredients for chicken soup.

—————

Edmund slept in the forest that night, and the next day he
came to where the road ran along a steep cliff face, the rolling,
rapids-filled river boiling noisily below. And on the edge of that
cliff sat a lonely man whose shoulders appeared to be carrying the
weight of the world.

“Good Sir,” Edmund called out as he rode up alongside the
man, “You hold a dangerous place there along the cliff!”

The man said nothing; didn't even acknowledge that he'd
been spoken to.

“Good Sir,” Edmund said, “Are you alright?”

The man looked up at the young king, and the young king
wasn't so young that he couldn't tell there was a problem. Slowly
the man spoke – it seems that he had been an administrator in the
king's castle in Archenland, and when Narnia was opened to humans
again his wife convinced him to moved there to become farmers – her
family had once owned many acres of apple orchards in Narnia before
the Hundred-Year Winter, and she longed to return. So they returned
– only to find the orchards gone – or gone wild, and life so very
harsh. And now his beloved wife had perished in a tree-falling
accident and he was alone and didn't want to live further – hence
he was perched dangerously on the cliff's edge when Edmund came
upon him.

Edmond put a hand on the man's arm – as close as some men
ever get to actually comforting
each other.

“You are the first man to be this kind to me,” the widower
said softly, nodding at the hand on his arm.

Edmund's heart was moved and he put an arm around the
man's shoulder so that manly feelings could be more-fully expressed
for the first time since the tragedy. And we'll turn our eyes and
look somewhere else for a few moments - look at that beautiful
cloud going over right now… !

“I can't replace your Beloved,” King Edmund spoke slowly
and kindly some time later. “But my brother and sisters and I –
we're badly in need of administrators who know what they're doing.”
The man looked up. “We're just four children trying very hard to be
kings and queens, and we haven't many clues. We need someone like
you to run the affairs of the kingdom and teach us how to act
proper in front of other kings and queens.”

The man hesitated.

“You'd be helping the entire kingdom,” King Edmund added
gently. “Here,” and he stood and walked to his horse, pulling pen
and ink and parchment out of his saddlebag. “I'll write a note to
my brother the High King. You can even take my horse.”

So the man rode away on the king's horse, off to a new
beginning, and Edmund smiled as he walked along, grateful that he
was able to comfort and help a man who was so in need of
comfort.

——————

The fords across the joining rivers at Baruna are wide but
shallow. The Great River and the Rush River join there, making it a
perfect place for a town. And to this town ships can sail up from
the coast – only to have to unload and then load onto the barges
that travel farther up the river on the other side of the shallow
ford.

Edmund arrived at the ford, across from the new town of
Baruna, shortly before sunset. And while he was looking at the
waist-deep waters and remembering they are so very cold this time
of year, he heard a voice behind him: “May I help you across,
Majesty?”

Edmund turned – he couldn't remember the name but it was
one of the centaur who was a guard at Cair Paravel. Edmund bowed as
he thanked the soldier, remembering that centaur just
don't give rides and a courteous
human never asks.

“Lunflight,” the centaur said, laying a hand to his ample
chest, and Edmund nodded, remembering – he was normally a night
guard due to his incredible night vision. “I was sent to find you
as you hadn't returned on time.”

Halfway across the ford, as the cold water tickled the
centaur's belly, a shipload of immigrants who were docking on the
downriver side of the ford shouted out the king's name and began to
wave. King Edmund waved back, happy for more humans coming to find
a new life in Narnia.

Then there was a scream – a little girl, no more than
eight or nine years old, had climbed the ship's railing in her
excitement to see the young king and had fallen overboard, her
scream stifled when she hit the water's surface.

Edmund didn't even think – he dove from the centaur's back
and swam for the girl, the cold water numbing him before he reached
her. The cold was so severe he could hardly hold the girl once he
had her as he was shaking so badly. The centaur soldier he'd been
riding had swam after the young king, joined by two others who'd
jumped from the docks to chase after the girl and the
king.

Edmund was able to tread water, fighting the current,
until one of the centaurs reached for him. “The girl,” he
commanded; “Take the girl!” The centaur did so and then the king
was lost to the current. The last thing he remembered before the
cold overwhelmed him was watching four equine legs swimming swiftly
towards him and then feeling a powerful set of fingers grasp his
hair – at that, the young king closed his eyes, knowing he was
safe…

—————

… and he woke up in a warehouse office just off the docks,
wrapped in a thick wool blanket and layed out next to a fireplace
with a roaring fire snapping and hissing as it went about its
business of warming up the young king and the fair young maiden
he'd rescued, who was layed out right beside her king.

“He's awake!” several people murmured at the door, and
Edmund could hear the news carried through the gathered crowd even
over the roar of the fire. Edmund heard a noise on the side
opposite of where the girl was layed and saw Lunflight raise
himself up on his legs, smiling.

“Your Majesty!” the centaur began, “There was no need for
you to have tried to safe the girl… '

“There was every need in the world!” Edmund said firmly
but kindly. “I could hardly have been expected… ”

“But you're just a colt – a
boy,” Lunflight corrected
himself.

“I am also a king.”

Lunflight nodded his respect.

“Majesty,” a new voice called out – it was the girl's
father. “I cannot thank you enough… I don't know how… ”

Edmund pulled an arm out of the wool cocoon he was in to
wave a hand, and the man stopped speaking. “It was nothing,
really.”

“Sire,” the man began, “She is my firstborn; born after
years of waiting for a child. What you did was nothing to you, but
it was everything to us.” He
paused again. “We're traveling upriver; my Nana's already there
waiting for us… ” Edmund then noticed that the mother held a
newborn in her arms – was this the grandson of the woman for whom
he'd chopped wood? He decided not to ask. “Someday when you're a
father, Majesty – you'll know the great thing you did for us
today.”

Edmund simply nodded.

It was the next morning before the town nursing woman
decided her young king and the girl was warm enough and recovered
enough to let them out of the blankets. Ushered into separate
rooms, the girl's mother helped her redress in clothes that had
been dried by the fire, and Lunflight honored Edmund by handing him
each of his clothing pieces one by one.

“Majesty,” Lunflight began, “It is my duty to warn you
that the girl child may wish to thank you in a way I have noticed
boys your age are not always fond of.”

“Yeah, I'm probably going to have to let her kiss me.” And
he was right – once they were back to the dock, and with the whole
town looking on, not only did the girl give him a kiss but so did
her mother. The father gave him the fiercest hug he had ever
received, and then the family was boarding the barge that would
take them upriver to their new life.

“I would be honored to carry you home, Majesty,” Lunflight
whispered as the crowd began to disperse.

“Are you sure? I would never
ask… ”

“If you asked I would turn you down. We centaur choose
those we wish to honor.”

—————

Word of Edmund's heroic rescue of the girl in Baruna
traveled downriver faster than the hero and his attending guard,
and when they arrived the streets of the village were lined with
those who turned out to welcome their young king – and to be amazed
at the fact that he was on centaur-back; something that confirmed
the goodness of the young king's actions.

That night, as Edmund stood at a window of his
bedchambers, a great light appeared behind him – and in the light a
very large, tawny-gold Lion.

Edmund turned and dropped to his knees. “Your Majesty,”
Edmund called out as he bowed his head.

Rise, young king.”

Edmund didn't rise, but he
did lift his head to face
Aslan.

“I have come to thank thee… ”

“Majesty,” Edmund murmured; “I have need of
thanking Thee.”

Aslan waited patiently for Edmund to continue.

“I've recently been made aware of the great gift you gave
to me – for me.” Edmund paused.
“The patriarch Khan told me; no one had told me before.
I didn't know.”

Aslan continued to listen.

“I … I don't know what to say. I'm… amazed;
confused.” Edmund was only eleven but he was trying to be a man and
only display manly emotions, but his heart and mind were both
trembling, and so was his hand and his voice as he continued. “How
could you give yourself… ?”

“One word, Child.”

This time is was Edmund who listened.

“And that word is 'Love'.”

“But you didn't even know me… ”

“What was that little girl's name in Baruna?”

“I… I don't know.”

“And yet it was worth giving your life for
hers?”

Edmund had no answer for that. “I'll never
truly be worthy,” he said
simply.

Aslan growled softly – and Edmund knew that as the sign
for him to start listening.

“It is true you did nothing to earn my grace except that
you needed it,” explained Aslan. “But to become worthy of it –
to retain it … well, you
must live a life worthy of
retaining it. You see, this is a gift that is not finalized until
you and I stand before my Father, the Emperor-Beyond-the Sea.
There, if you are worthy, I will
stand beside you and confirm that my sacrifice covers for
your errors and shortcomings.”

“Would that this gift be shared with all; not just given
to me!” whispered Edmund. “This can't have been done for me alone.
It's – it's too great a gift for
one person.”

“You would share this gift with others?” Aslan
asked.

“Gladly!” Edmund almost shouted.

“Dear Child,” Aslan whispered back. “Your wish is a wise
one – wisdom beyond your years. You should know it was the plan of
my Father for it to be so shared.”

Edmund's entire face became a smile.

“All who live worthy of this gift will receive it. Like
you, they will not be worthy of
it when it is given. Like you, they
will spend the rest of their
life becoming worthy of
it.”

“How can I become worthy?” Edmond asked.

“What did Khan tell you?

“To live worthy. But… ”

“Since listening to that wise old Centaur, what have you
done?” Edmund opened his mouth but Aslan continued: “You have
helped an old woman in need. You have shown comfort,” and Edmund
thought of the man who was now an administrator in this very
castle. “You have forced Justice to hold Mercy's hand,” and Edmund
thought of the man who'd learned to make bread. “You have offered
your life to save a little girl.”

“But… ”

“No 'but,' Child. You jumped right in to save a life,
regardless of what might happen to your person. Do not lessen the
goodness of that action.

“In each of these actions you have acted out your
worthiness of the gift you received that night on the Stone Table –
and the following morning with the rising of the Son.

“How do you remain worthy of that gift? By doing what you
have done since the day you first heard of that gift. Help others.
Give comfort. Show Mercy. Offer yourself with no thought of reward.
If you do these things, then I will
stand proudly by you when you stand before my
Father.”

—————

It was several days later that Edmund realized why lions
have such flowing manes as Aslan has. It is so they can absorb so
many of the grateful tears as they do and still look clean and
shiny. And Aslan's mane was very
clean and shiny when Edmund was done expressing his
gratitude.










Why Aslan Doesn't Bring Grown-Ups to
Narnia


2007 … I had to write this story to find the
answer.

—————

Very, very long ago - even before that story with
the Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe - Aslan visited our world in
order to find just the right people to perform some very specific
tasks. And it turned out to be the last time Aslan purposely
brought any grown-ups to Narnia.

When Aslan fetched each of the grown-ups, he
described in great detail exactly what their role was to be and how
they would perform it. Each grown-up listened very attentively and
agreed to do everything exactly as he had ordered. The only reason
he allowed them to come was because they had agreed to do exactly
as he said and to play their role in Narnia exactly has He had
described. He even had them sign a contract so they would have
something to remind them of what they had agreed to
do.

Well, you know how well grown-ups like being given
instructions! If it even feels like they're being told
what to do the first thing they do is rebel and start issuing their
own instructions! And don't ever tell one that they're
wrong!

The man Aslan had contracted to be the king decided
he'd much rather be a gamekeeper, and the gamekeeper decided he was
better suited to be the court jester. The people He'd contracted to
play supporting roles decided they'd rather have the main roles and
told the main characters to go support themselves because they were
going to major characters – they actually
told them to sit down and shut up so they could rewrite society to
fit themselves. Knowing the roles they'd been contracted for, the
original major characters refused to be forced into the support
roles just because the support characters changed their
minds – so they went instead to play
sports with the centaurs and dance with the fauns until Aslan came
back to sort everyone out.

Worse yet, some of the men and women decided they
wanted to be animals and started acting like it, despite the fact
that they’d been contracted to be Role
Models in this world Aslan was trying to create.

When Aslan returned to see how things were going,
all He could get from these grown-ups was advice on how poorly he
was running Narnia and that the original contracts just didn't
apply because they didn't know what they were signing and even if
they did they had changed their minds and He would simply have to
adapt to their wishes.

It didn't take Aslan too long to feel real sorrow
for what he'd done. He immediately sent all the grown-ups back to
their own world, where they all went on talk shows and were
interviewed by newspapers and wrote books about being abducted and
forced to do terrible things quite against their own
will.

After that, Aslan only sought out children whose
minds were still innocent and their Faith was strong enough that
they were willing to listen and learn and follow.

And so Peace came to Narnia.










Aslan's Secret Garden


2010 … the guys in the lunch room at
work dared me to write this!

——————

As an adult I've finally gotten around to reading all
those books I should have read as a child. My younger years were
spent reading Jules Verne and H.G. Wells and Edgar Rice Burroughs
and Andre Norton, and it's only been with the advent of
electronic-readers that I've gone back and started collecting all
the classic children's books I ignored as a child in favor of
Tarzan and all those other loincloth-clad heroes.

On one hand I'm realizing that I missed out on quite a
bit! On the other hand, the books that are impressing me the most I
don't think can be truly understood until one is in fact a
grandparent and are trying to find deep, thoughtful, meaningful
books to put on a shelf for when grandchildren come calling. That's
the stage I'm at - I collect them for my e-reader first so I can
read them on the bus to and from work and during my lunch breaks,
and then if they're a book I want to tempt my grandchildren with I
go find a nice 'hard copy' and place it on a tempting shelf at
eye-level for the young target audience.

I've been reading, for instance, the Chronicles of Narnia
for only the last ten years of my life! While this sounds like a
terrible waste of the first forty-something years of my reading, I
also realize that reading them first as an adult I'm seeing much
more in them than if I'd read them first as a child. Yes, it's a
wonderful children's story, but as a late-blooming reader of
children's stories I've discovered that a truly good children's
story has something important to teach the parent reading the book
to the child.

One such book involves a selfish, self-centered, contrary
girl named Mary Lennox. It wasn't completely her fault she was so
self-centered – after all, her parents were such and so, as they
say, she learned from the best. After her parents died in a plague
of Cholera that swept India, where her father was stationed, she
was sent to live with her maternal Uncle Archibald Craven – a very
wealthy, lonely man who was Lord and Master of Misselthwaite Manor
in Yorkshire, England. The adult in me was amazed that a lonely,
self-absorbed little girl was sent to Yorkshire to teach a lonely,
self-absorbed man and son to not be lonely and self-absorbed, but
the child in me knew very plainly that the grown-up mind just can't
comprehend such magic without an entire book to spell it out for
them, so I patently read the book to understand such things. I
recommend all adults read this book!

Those of you who have
read this book about Mary Lennox (and you
have to know the one I'm talking
about!) and not settled for the movie versions know that the
children in this book believed that the greatest magic is what
comes from within the person. As Mary and Colin and Dicken
understood, once you repeat something about yourself enough times,
it comes to pass. Once others repeat something about you in your
presence enough times, it also comes to pass – unless what
you are repeating about
yourself is more powerful than
what they are repeating about
you. It's not as complicated as it sounds, and as a person whose
been through a bit of therapy himself I'm realizing I could have
saved thousands of dollars in therapist fees if I'd have read this
book sooner in life and understood what Frances Hodgson Burnett was
trying to tell the grown-up reader with this book. If I ever want
to ruin a therapist's business I will
start leaving free copies of this book outside their door for
their patients to pick up and read… !

Anyway, you probably know from reading this book to your
children (or by watching one of the movie versions) that Mary
became far less contrary and actually bloomed into a nice, pleasant
girl as she discovered a 'Secret Garden' and helped it come back to
life – as it helped her come to life. And in return the Secret
Garden and Mary helped cousin Colin and Uncle Archibald bloom and
blossom. Ha! And grown-ups think they do it all by themselves!
That's simply one of the greatest traps of Grown-Up-hood, isn't it?
There simply isn't any blooming and blossoming in this world
without helping those around us … while they in turn help us,
and remember that little fact
next time you want to brag about being a self-made
person!

—————

So, what does all this have to do with Aslan and Narnia?
I'm glad you asked, because Ms Burnett ended her written account of
the Secret Garden just as the story got
really interesting.

Although the most apparent magic of the Secret Garden was
the magic the children brought into it (which is why it wasn't
called the 'Magic Garden'), it did
have a secret or two left (which is why it was called the
'Secret Garden'). All my friends in the lunch room at work laughed
at me when I told them what I'd discovered was the biggest secret
of the garden – and why they dared me to write it as they didn't
think anyone would believe me. But believe me or not, here's comes
the biggest secret: There was another door to the Secret Garden. It
had a key, but it wasn't a key you could hold in your hand or bury
for someone else to find – no; it was a far more tricky key than
that! It was a key you had to
grow. Tricky though it was, Mary and
Colin and even Uncle Archibald discovered it without realizing it.
(Dicken already knew, but let's not get ahead of ourselves.) Yes,
Uncle Archibald became a regular visitor to the Secret Garden
and did in fact feel the
magic.

But it was Autumn when Uncle Archibald first felt the
magic, and all too soon it was too cold to spend all day outside.
But he and the children had all Winter to seal the magic that had
been nurtured, and they were right back outside as Spring followed
Winter and it was time for things to bloom in the now not-so-secret
garden.

But let's back up a bit: while the Secret Garden was
having its winter rest, a greater magic was blooming and
blossoming inside Misselthwaite
Manor. Just as a gardener loosens the earth around the bulbs so
they can grow and sprout, this higher magic had wrapped itself
around three certain human hearts and was softening them and
preparing them for greater things than any of the three had known
for a very long time.

While all this gardening of the human heart was going on,
Miss Martha had been promoted from upstairs maid to governess
(really more of a companion) to Mary, and Dicken was hired to
be a companion to Colin. Uncle Archibald quite unknowingly took on
the role of the childrens' tutor when he realized how much time had
been wasted and how much the children had to learn. And it wasn't
just his son and niece he taught – without even realizing it, he
had four children he was tutoring, and Susan Sowerby, Martha and
Dicken's mother, couldn't have been more thrilled as these two of
her brood were given a chance for an education they'd have never
otherwise had. One of the manor's libraries (yes; there was more
than one) had been converted into a school room, Colin and Dicken
at one desk and Mary and Martha at another, while 'Professor
Craven' presided at a desk in front of them, a chalkboard behind
him. Mornings were spent at their desks, but afternoons when
possible were spent outside learning Nature and, of course, holding
snowball fights.

The Cravens and the Sowerbys attended Christmas Eve
services as a single family (and how the village
of Thwaite discussed that!) and then returned to
the Manor for the seasonal festivities – the Sowerbys accepting an
invitation to sleep over at the manor to continue the festivities
as the sun rose on Christmas morning – all the Sowerbys finding the
most marvelous Christmas gifts they'd ever been given waiting
beneath the tree! Because Martha and Dicken had become such a part
of the Craven family, before Spring came they and their siblings
began calling Lord Craven 'Uncle
Archibald', and there wasn't a grown-up who
thought to stop them. (Which of course gave the
village even more to discuss!)

Mrs. Medlock – now that's a woman none of the movies ever
got right! Maybe it was okay for her to be displayed in the movies
as a mean old woman, but people – read the book! She may have been
a 'tough cookie', but you try
running a house that size! She became the grandmother Mary and
Colin didn't have while still holding on to the dignity required to
be the head housekeeper. And there was no one who knelt and thanked
her God for the change in the household as did Mrs.
Medlock!

By the time Spring came again, a greater magic had bloomed
so beautifully that particular Autumn and Winter that old Ben
Weatherstaff, the aged gardener, knew that another of the garden's
secrets would be revealed that Spring. And he was right!

On that first day of Spring the manor was practically
scandalized when Lord Craven (Uncle Archibald) descended the grand
staircase dressed in the clothing of a common gardener
(Picture the village discussing that
one!) as he and the four children (remember
Martha and Dicken) opened the Secret Garden to prepare it for the
blooming season, Ben Weatherstaff presiding over the confusion like
an aged Patriarch. And what they found in that garden that morning
was nothing any of them expected!

In the very middle of the garden, where in Summer the
grass was tall as Mary had wanted the garden to look wild and free,
there was the hugest, goldest Lion any of them had imagined calmly
reposed in the brilliant sunlight. It literally shined in the
morning sun, his hair shaking and shimmering as if it were spun
gold. And behind the Great Lion was a large doorway to another
world – a doorway that had not
been there the previous Autumn!

Old Ben knelt as swiftly as his tired old joints would let
him. “It has been years,” the old man mumbled, obviously knowing
who or what this great Lion was.

Dicken was kneeling as well, his smile shining as bright
as the Lion's mane.

“Master Ben; Master Dicken,” the Lion called. “It has been
a long time.”

Uncle Archibald, holding Mary and Colin's hands tightly in
his own, slowly approached. “Lily's stories,” the two children
heard him whisper; “She said they were just
stories… ”

“Lord Craven,” the Lion called as it stood and Uncle
Archibald bent a knee to respect, the two children following his
example. “Or, may I also call you Uncle Archibald?”

“As you will,” the man replied, visibly shaken.

“I can only imagine the confusion in some of your minds,”
the Lion continued. “Uncle Archibald: the stories your Beloved told
you were mostly true. For this is
a special garden. It contains one of the few permanent
doorways into one of my other worlds. I used to enjoy my visits…
”

“You knew my Beloved?” Uncle Archibald asked.

The great Lion nodded regally. “This is, after all,
my garden –
my place to come and see how this world
is doing.”

“Why… ?” Colin and Mary began at once but stopped so as to
not interrupt the other.

“Why haven't we seen your door before?” asked Mary, not
quite believing she was addressing a lion.

“The key has been lost for a very long time.” Mary began
to speak, but Aslan continued: “No, this was a key that couldn't be
buried to be found later – it was a key that had to be grown –
here,” and the great Lion layed a paw on Uncle Archibald's
chest.

“An infertile garden until lately,” the man
replied.

“I don't… ” began Colin.

“Love, child,” Colin's father replied, holding his hand to
his son's chest: “This garden
died with your mother and didn't know love again until Mary came,”
and he turned to face his niece; “Until she planted her seeds and
helped them grow.”

“And now that those seeds have blossomed,” the Lion said,
“the key has been once more turned and the doorway opened. I may
now come to dwell with you.” The Lion paused. “And, others may
finally go home.”

“What do you mean?” Mary asked. And as she asked she saw
that Dicken was changing, even as they watched. Instead of a young
Yorkshire boy, he was stretching and growing into a tall young man,
taking on a brownish hue to his skin and leaves and vines dressing
the newly-shaped body.

“A silvan?” Uncle Archibald whispered.

“Huh?” Colin asked in amazement.

“A forest spirit. Trapped here; away from his forest. Poor
Dicken!”

“So that's why you
could talk to animals and why plants would grow for you!” Mary
exclaimed. “You knew?” she asked as she turned to Martha, and
Martha nodded. She turned back to the new Dicken. “You're not
leaving, are you?”

The Silvan, who now looked as if he were at least twenty
years old instead of fourteen, smiled. “It's time for me to go
home. My tree… ”

“Call your friends,” the Lion said to Dicken, who nodded
and whistled. Soot the crow and Capitan the fox and even the
squirrels Nut and Shell came from wherever they had been and
gathered around Dicken – and to their surprise, Mary and Martha and
Colin and even Uncle Archibald could hear them speaking and could
understand them as clearly as anything!

“They too were caught in this world when the Love died in
this garden,” Alsan explained.

“Lion, Sir,” Martha began shyly, “May Dicken come visit
us? Here in the garden, of course… ”

“If you keep the doorway open, he may.”

“May we come visit Dicken?” Colin asked
eagerly.

Aslan's head swung around to stare down at the boy, who
found courage to face the Lion only while holding his father's
hand. Aslan smiled – did you know lions can smile? - and nodded:
“Why don't you come now?”

I'm sad to report that I wasn't invited through the
doorway, so I cannot tell you at all what they saw and did. But
they were back far sooner than I would've been back, I can tell you
that!

And so the Spring and the Summer and the Autumn were spent
in the Garden, where Dicken would come to visit in his true form of
a Silvan. And the day he brought fauns and a centaur to visit -
oh, that was quite a visit! By
the time Winter came again every sort of Narnian had been to visit
as could come. The children prepared a special place for Aslan to
lay and preside over the Garden, which he did quite frequently –
for as he said in another time and place - where
there is Love, there He will be.

—————

What do you mean: “What was the key?” I told you, it was
Love. Since of course there are grown-ups reading this, we need to
make it even more simple so they'll understand:

“Those things we crave most in life,” explained Aslan,
“Love, Companionship, Compassion, Understanding, Kindness,
Appreciation – these things only come into
our life when we willingly and with no
thought for ourself offer them to
someone else. As we do so, we
open the door to a whole new world not just for ourselves but for
all those around us whom we have loved and who has loved us in
return.”

May we all share our Secret Gardens with those around
us!










Strength Is Virtue ... and Virtue Is
Strength ...


… and How Kings Peter and Edmund Discovered
This!

——————

2009 … Some of my proofreaders
tell me this is too preachy to include in this collection. At times
I agree with them, but it was such an important lesson for Kings
Peter and Edmund to learn that I included it anyway. But because it
sounds so much like a Sunday School lesson, I've moved it to the
back of the book so it won't deter you from reading the other,
shorter, funner stories.

—————

High King Peter was twenty-two years old, and his
brother King Edmund was nineteen. And both were lonely. Sure,
Queens Susan and Lucy were wonderful sisters. Susan, at twenty-one,
was bossy and condescending, but everyone had a sister like that;
otherwise she was as fun to be around as any other girl. Lucy, on
the other hand, was barely seventeen and always appeared to be
carefree and happy even though she was about the most responsible
person either of the brothers had ever met. Where Susan was
serious, Lucy was giggly. While Susan's life revolved around logic
and practicality, Lucy chose to charm her brothers into anything
she wanted them to do but was wise enough to never lure them into
trouble.

As wonderful as their sisters were, the problem was
they were their sisters – and they were
the only real human women they had much association with. In the
nine years since they had defeated the White Witch and Aslan had
ended the Hundred-Year Winter and installed them as the High Kings
and Queens of Narnia, only very small groups of humans had returned
to Narnia, so their ability to mingle with human girls their own
age and to flirt and have innocent little romances that prepare
them for the more-serious stage of Life known as 'Marriage' had
been about as limited as if they had grown up in a monastery. There
had been royal visits to Archenland and to the various islands over
which they ruled, and in those places there had been lots of eager
young girls to meet, but both boys knew the girls they met on such
visits were far more interested in their crowns than in the boys
wearing them.

Much of their memories from before coming to Narnia
had receded to wherever dormant memories linger, waiting for a
chance for a comeback. All four of the high kings and queens hadn't
thought of their life before Narnia for a good number of years.
Aslan had sent wise and able advisers who had not only helped them
learn how to be good rulers but were able to get them through many
of the pitfalls unique (so we think) to the teenage years through
which they had journeyed while also reigning over the kingdom. But
this didn't change the fact there just plain hadn't been any girls
around.

On this particular day in which we are looking in on
Kings Peter and Edmund, we find them hiding in the library of Cair
Paravel, seeking refuge from yet another of Susan's lectures on why
something they were planning was an incorrect and impracticable
decision. Why couldn't Susan be more like Lucy
– she just giggled and warned them that if they
did what they were planning then Aslan would probably dethrone them
and Narnia would then have to put up with Susan as their chief
ruler.

The decision that had Susan nagging and Lucy
giggling seemed a wise and practical one to the two boys: they were
going to attend the great gathering on the Dancing Lawn in two
days' time. After all, as kings they should be willing to attend
all gatherings of their subjects, showing no favorites between
Human or Beast or Animal. (The difference between
Beast and Animal, as the faithful Narnia reader knows, is that
Beasts are those with speaking and reasoning abilities, while
Animals are – well,
just plain old animals.) Even the fauns and
satyrs who served in the castle were not too enthused over the two
humans attending what was a regular rite of passage for their
kinds – as the reader of Earth Mythology
will know, these forest romps are when even the shyest of fauns and
satyrs are able to mingle with the nymphs and naiads of the forest
and thus help in creating the next generation of fauns, satyrs,
nymphs, and naiads; something previous writers of Narnia never
really mentioned as Narnia stories are mostly for children who
don't really need to know such details. This was an event for which
humans were not intended, and the fauns and the satyrs of the
castle knew it. Mr. Tumnus, a faun and Their
Majesties’ most-trusted advisor, had even
tried to talk them out of the outing but to no avail; the two kings
simply declared they would only be there to observe and
certainly not
participate.

As the fauns and satyrs of the castle disappeared
one by one to make their way towards the Dancing Lawn, located
inland from the castle and beyond the hill where the Great Stone
Table still lay in pieces from that night nearly a decade ago when
Aslan had offered Himself in order to save Narnia, Kings Peter and
Edmund rode out in the same direction, sitting regally upon two
fine horses, Susan's final lecture and Lucy's last round of
giggling ringing in both their ears.

'What's their problem?' both boys wondered;
'Nothing's going to happen… ' These and other rationalized excuses
physically matured men and women have declared for centuries as
they have willingly rode right into Trouble (with a capitol
“T”) went through the
two young kings' heads as they descended the hill upon which the
castle sat and nodded regally at the townsfolk who nodded or bowed
as the two of them rode through the still-fledging village at the
foot of the hill.

Even Bacchus, the young, virile god of Wine and
Merriment, was surprised at the appearance of the two kings the
following morning as they casually rode into the long, wide meadow
known as the Dancing Lawn. He had only brought fruits of the vine
that were fit for the forest beasts and nothing for the more sedate
human nourishment. Causing fresh vines to grow rapidly, he took the
bunches of grapes he grew in minutes and squeezed them in one hand,
ensuring a good, strong flavor for the royal intruders but none of
the fermentation that gives even the shyest faun sufficient
'courage' for the task at hand.

As the first few fauns and satyrs and nymphs began
to mix and move to the beating drums the sylvans were playing,
Peter and Edmund kept to their promise of standing about looking
regal and not dancing, just as they had promised their sisters. It
was early in the day and even the two humans could tell nothing
worth watching was going to happen for hours as the music was far
too sedate, the sun far too bright, and the crowd far too
small.

Near midday a gaggle of beautiful but giggly nymphs
and naiads, spirits of the forest and waters, approached the two
kings with a midday lunch of fruits.

“Majesty,” one of the more
beautiful of the nymphs purred, her alluring eyes and smile getting
both the boys' attention, “It is such a
warm day and you so uncomfortable. Here in the forest there is no
need for such formality.”

“What do you mean?” asked
Edmund while chewing on a strawberry that was so perfectly ripe
months before it really ought to be.

In answer the nymphs all giggled as they unbuttoned
the two boys' shirts and gently pulled them off them, the two boys
not really objecting too hard – after
all, it had been a long winter and the sun was so very warm and
bright and felt so good after the cold winter.

While Peter was the broad-shouldered and
well-chested one with a trimmed beard to match his thick chest
hair, Edmund was the slim, wiry, clean-skinned one with the build
of a dancer or even a swimmer. And both of them with both their
builds were suddenly attracting those nymphs and naiads who
appreciated the respective views. The boys, looking for some shred
of female companionship, were flattered by the attention and
certainly did not object.

Sometime in the afternoon, while the sun was still
very bright and there was still no hint of the sort of temptation
that darkness seems to encourage, the nymphs talked Peter into
dancing. The drum and pipes and other instruments had certainly
picked up their tempo from earlier in the day and there were far
more fauns and satyrs and nymphs dancing than earlier, so Peter
decided it would be safe to dance one or two dances to make his
subjects happy. 'Good Will and all that,' he thought to himself.
After a few dances he waved at his younger brother, who then
allowed a stunningly beautiful nymph to lead him out to join the
dancing.

The drums and pipes and chanting and wild calls from
the throats of the dancers began to rise in tempo and intenseness
as the sun set and the revelry began in earnest. By then the two
humans were thick into the dance but still sure they were in total
control of their human natures and there really wasn't any
temptation. And they were both still believing that little fantasy
even when two or three nymphs led each of them in different
directions into the forest and found private places to recline and
begin to touch and kiss their respective human on the face and neck
and bare chest… well, you do get the idea, don't you? Don't let
your mind go too far, though, as the two boys didn't let it get
near as far as you've already pictured.

Both boys pretty well realized they were losing
control of the situation when they began having to move the
nymphs’ hands away from from places that
really ought to be left
untouched - even though something very strong in them was telling
them to let the nymphs continue. When the desire for the nymphs to
continue came close to being stronger than the desire for
respecting himself as something more than an animal, Peter pulled
himself out from under the nymphs paying him so much attention and
left, trying to find his way back to the Dancing
Lawn.

“Did you?” a voice asked
behind Peter as he was pulling his pants on and discovering he no
longer had a belt – he held onto his
pants as he turned to find Edmund staring at him, he also holding
his beltless pants up with a hand.

“No-o!” Peter replied with
that wounded, 'don't-you-believe-me?' teenage voice all parents
recognize so very well. “Did
you?”

“No-o!” Edmund replied in
the same hurt teenage voice. “But I'll
admit I wanted to.”

“Yeah,” Peter equally
confessed.

“We shouldn't have
come.”

“That's the same as saying Susan was
right.”

“She was right;
it's just her lectures that are
wrong.”

——————

Kings Peter and Edmund found the road back to Cair
Paravel before they found the Dancing Lawn and elected to walk
home, knowing their horses would find their way home once they
realized their masters weren't coming for them. They walked for
some time in silence, the darkness of the night feeling good
– not because it was masking the fact that
something very wrong was still pulling at them, but because it hid
their embarrassment even from each other.

The road they were following turned a sharp corner
in a thick part of the forest, and there in the middle of the road
was a stunningly bright light – as
tawny-gold a light as the Being radiating it. Both boys knelt on
one knee as Aslan – their King and
Ruler – lay in the middle of the road,
his long tail twitching with mischief as he regally watched the two
boys' embarrassment.

“I have always found Light to be far more cleansing
than the night,” Aslan whispered loud
enough to be heard.

“I think by morning I'll be over most of my
embarrassment, Majesty,” confessed
Peter.

“A spark of Wisdom in an otherwise foolish
night,” Aslan nodded as he rose and
turned to lead the boys along the road.
“Walk with me.”

Peter and Edmund caught up with the Great Lion, each
walking on either side of Him, as they continued towards Cair
Paravel.

“What has been learned tonight?”
Aslan asked gently and not at all in a Susan-like
voice.

“To stay away from the Dancing
Lawn!” Edmund replied without
hesitation.

“Why?”

“Because we weren't meant for
that!”

“There is a reason and purpose or all natural
desires,” Aslan
countered.

“Yes, Majesty,” began
Peter, “but the Dancing Lawn is
not what we were meant
for.”

“No, it is not.”

“For the faun and satyr and the other Beasts
– well, there isn't the same right or wrong for
them as there is for Man and Women,”
explained Edmund. “They live under
a 'Natural Law', which is simply the instincts they were created to
follow.”

“But we,” Peter picked up
the thought, “Well, we have something
more. There has to be a 'Divine Law'; a law that teaches us right
from wrong. Temptation comes around and we are
supposed to learn to resist what's
wrong according to a Divine Law.”

“Master Devon will be gratified that you two really
were listening to him all these years,”
Aslan said with something of a grin.
“He hasn't always been sure. Tell me - is
Temptation as strong as many claim?”

“I don't think one can understand the strength and
power of a temptation until one has resisted
it,” Edmund began, and Aslan nodded and
grasped the teaching moment:

“Only those who resist temptation know how strong it
is,” declared Aslan.
“You discover the true strength of an army by
opposing it; not by surrendering. You discover the true power of a
wind by standing against it; not by laying down. Someone who gives
way to temptation after five minutes will never know
'what would have been' after an
hour of resistance. This is why someone who lives a 'bad' life
never understands what 'bad' really is –
they have lived a sheltered life by always giving in.”
[a paraphrase from C. S. Lewis' MERE CHRISTIANY,
Book 2, Chapter 11 (NEW YORK: Touchstone (Simon & Schuster)
1996) pg 126.]

“And,” added Aslan in
conclusion, “you will never know the true
strength and power there is inside of you until you stand against
Temptation and don't give in.”

“I think I'll appreciate being stronger than that
particular temptation as soon as I get over
wanting the
temptation,” Peter confessed
quietly.

“You wanted it, but because you knew it was wrong,
you resisted?”

“Yes, Majesty.”

“Think of how precious that strength will someday be
to you and to some very lucky young woman, knowing that you were
strong enough to reserve what is precious for its proper time and
place,” Aslan said, nudging Peter in a
kindly way. “That, my two young kings, is
Virtue. And Virtue is Strength and Power of the greatest, most
godly kind.”

“Aslan,” Edmund began
hesitantly.

“Child?”

“I'm afraid to ask… ”

“Ask.”

“Could you make Susan unable to lecture us? For at
least a week? I don't think I could bear…
”

“I know just the thing,”
and the Great Lion smiled. “I will
need to call in a few friends.”

—————

That evening the residents of the small village at
the foot of Cair Paravel all looked out their windows as Kings
Peter and Edmund quietly rode into town on a pair of milky-white
unicorns Aslan had recruited on their way to the castle, the Great
Lion walking between them.

“Sit strait and noble,”
instructed Aslan as they reached the edge of the
village. “You've plenty to be proud
of.”

Peter and Edmund sat strait and noble while still
shirtless as they had not even tried to find their shirts. Their
hair was still mussed from their encounters with the nymphs. But
the fact that they rode unicorns (something only a Virtuous person
is ever allowed to do!) and the Great Aslan Himself walked between
them made it clear to the two boys as well as the villagers how the
royal visit to the Dancing Lawn had ended. Some of the young people
smirked, but the older men and women smiled with pride for their
two young kings, some even raising a fist as if to say
“Well Done!” as the
two rode past. Peter and Edmund were painfully aware that the
people were not stupid and could see
exactly what had occurred
– including knowing that there was a Virtuous,
therefore, 'Happy', Ending. They were grateful for the silent
smiles and signs of victory and nodded appreciatively to each of
them.

Aslan and the unicorns came to a stop at the gates
to the castle, where Susan, arms folded like a mother hen, and
Lucy, whose eyes realized the entire situation in a flash, were
waiting for them. Lucy immediately ran to hug and kiss her brothers
for a job well done, but Susan waited for them to come to
her.

Susan could see for herself that the boys were
missing their shirts and belts and their hair looked as if they had
definitely been involved in a forest romp, but she could also see
they were astride two of the most beautiful and noble unicorns
she'd ever seen – with Aslan accompanying
them as if they were victorious warriors. Susan had never hated
conflicting signals any more than at this moment.

Susan curtsied as Aslan approached her.
“Your brothers left as boys and have returned as
men,” Aslan announced to the older of the
sisters. “The
best sort of men,”
He added; “the sort of men who
do not need lectures from
sisters who should instead be learning from
them.”

Susan opened her mouth but Aslan cut her
off.

“What has happened is their story; best you
concentrate on making sure your story takes the same favorable
turns as theirs.”

Susan opened her mouth again but Aslan still did not
give her a chance to speak.

“To tease or lecture a virtuous soul over their
virtue is to belittle that virtue.” He
paused for effect. “That
would displease me to no end.”

Susan knew when she was beat and closed her
mouth.

—————

High King Peter was twenty-two years old, and his
brother King Edmund was nineteen. And both were still lonely. But
they weren't lonely enough to trade something precious and
beautiful for something that was not. And for this, at least, their
sisters respected and honored them, as did their subjects. And they
both determined to never give their sisters or their subjects a
reason to not respect
them.

Four years later, when all four of the high kings
and queens of Narnia returned through the wardrobe to Professor
Kirk's strange old house in the middle of England and found
themselves back to being only thirteen, twelve, ten, and eight
years old, it was almost as if they had some sort of head start on
how to be respectable, honorable young men and women who were
strong enough to always choose the right way, and their parents
were proud of such Virtue as their children displayed and often
asked themselves 'Did we do something right?' as they wondered how
they had managed to raise such good children.










'Land of Narnia' Theme Park


  as conceived by Bruce T. Forbes, 2011

—————— 

Okay – J.K. Rowling has the 'Wizarding World of Harry
Potter' at Universal Studios in Orlando. But the truly
good books – the Chronicles of Narnia –
where to go to see any of it? Well, supposing I suddenly inherited
one of those English country manors that are seeking ways of making
enough money to sustain itself – here's what I'd build:

——————

Friends of Narnia leave their cars behind and take
train-like trams from the parking lot to an obscure country train
station, where they meet four children recently evacuated from
war-torn London who politely direct them towards a large,
Elizabethan-age mansion that is mysteriously no longer ten miles
from the station. Entering the large main hall, guests choose one
of three doors, all of which lead to one of three rooms that are
bare but for a large Wardrobe – and a fly that is flying noisily
against a window. Stepping through the Wardrobe, they ride a moving
sidewalk while watching 3-D screens depicting the creation of
Narnia and the Narnians.

Each moving sidewalk takes guests to a different area of
the park – acting as a form of crowd control. But take heart – one
can get anywhere in Narnia, no matter where you begin.

——————

LANTERN WASTES Nature Preserve

The first of the three moving sidewalks emerges where an
ancient forest greets the guests, who find themselves in a thick
semi-dark forest of pine, oak, beach, beech, and maple trees.
They've reached Lantern Wastes, the very place where Aslan stood
and created Narnia! Nymphs and Silvani who are the spirits of these
trees will greet you if you're courteous and even take you to see
the mysterious Lamppost; a major photo stop in your tour of Narnia.
Your walk through this area includes a stop at Mister Tumnis'
house, the watchtowers built before the time of King Tirian (where
you get to taste hard biscuit porridge), and even a lookout at
Cauldron Pool where, if you're lucky, you'll see a gaggle of water
nymphs as they lazy away the day. And if you're very, very good,
they'll even show you the gold and silver tress that still grow
there and allow you to pick a leaf – but only one!

Emerging from one side of Lantern Wastes, guests come upon
a petting zoo. Regretfully, all the talking Beasts are gone on
holiday, but there are plenty of
non-talking, non-reasoning animals children and adults alike will
remember from the stories written by Professor Lewis.

If one takes the other way out of the forest, one comes
upon an actual beaver lake with an actual beaver's dam and lodge.
Regretfully, they are also the non-talking variety of beavers.
There are displays showing the interior of a typical beaver's lodge
and other fascinating facts. A webcam has been placed in the
beaver's lodge so they can be observed even in their
home.

—————

The GREAT RIVER

Whether one travels through the petting zoo or by way of
Beaversdam, both paths join back together at the Beaversdam Docks,
where a Marshwiggle is waiting with a raft to take you up and down
the river, stopping at additional docks along the way so you can
disembark for any of the many adventures waiting for you. Or, you
can ride the river all the way to Cair Paravel and back – it's up
to you.

Guests with mobility concerns who aren't able to get
themselves on and off the rafts have a special, exclusive treat
waiting for them: Father Christmas himself is waiting with a sleigh
(or wagon in the greener months) that can transport them and their
mobility devise to the same stops as the rafts.

With wide paths on either side of the Great River, guests
are perfectly free to walk instead of having to listen to a
Marshwiggle drone on about how awful rafting down the river can be
and how they're all surely going to drown.

—————

ATTRACTIONS ALONG THE RIVER:

To orient yourself for your trip through Nanria, guests
may visit the GRIFFEN theater. Many are reminded of attractions
such as Disney's 'California Soaring' – but in this theater guests
stand against a backboard and griffin's paws wrap around them as
safety bars – the 'seats' are then lifted up so guests are hanging
below the griffin's breast and stomach and the IMAX-like film
begins, taking the viewer for a flight around all of Narnia,
dipping down to rivers (many guest scream as they think the griffin
is going to drown them, but he hasn't yet) and soaring over hills
and forests. It circles the towers of Cair Paravel at a speed that
would make one scream if one was on a roller coaster.

Across the river in the PEGASUS theater, guests sit on
saddle-like seats as the wrap-around Cinerama film recreates the
flight of Strawberry, the first pegasus, as he takes Digory Kirke
and Polly Plumber up the falls at Caldron Pool and far into the
Western Mountains to retrieve an apple from the Garden of
Aslan.

——

The WHITE WITCH'S CASTLE … The second of the moving
sidewalks from Kirke Manor takes guests to a cold, dark valley, in
the center of which there is a tall, many-spired castle. (This
valley is, as guests suspect, covered by a huge geodesic roof to
ensure perpetual night.) Yes, the home of the White Witch. Guests
find there are still many stone statues in her courtyard, and for a
small bribe the attached WITCH'S EYE PHOTOSHOP can overlay the
guest's face on a variety of photos of said statues as a memento of
their visit.

A sleigh-like ride whisks guest through rooms of the main
floor of the castle, each one depicting yet another terrible act
from the witch's life, starting with the destruction of her own
world and working up to the sacrificing of Aslan – only to die at
His hands the next day in battle. In some scenes she attempts to
make the guests her next victim, but we haven't lost a guest yet.
Disembarking, guests can warm themselves up from such a chilly ride
with hot chocolate and Turkish Delight, both cheerfully served in
the castle's very own kitchen.

For those brave enough to wander the castle on their own,
they may do so, finding it to be quite a Maze – and also discover
it's full of many of the dreadful creatures that once fought on the
witch's side, and some are still
angry at loosing their Mistress.

There is also a small haddock just outside the dark, damp
courtyard with real reindeer. You may observe and maybe even pet
them, but please don't upset
them by asking about the years they were forced to serve the
witch.

——

MIRAZ'S CASTLE … King Caspian personally guides
guests through the Armory Museum located on the main floor of this
castle. The tour includes an area where former soldiers of King
Miraz (who chose to remain behind when the other Telmarines left)
help guests into armor and then teaches them how to use it; even
staging simple battles to help them better learn.

Also of interest is Professor Cornelius' former study and
classroom and its many books on Narnia history, culture, and
mythology. Across the hallway, in the CORNELIUS BOOK STORE, one may
purchase copies (paper or electronic) of these many books,
including 'Is Man a Myth?' and 'Nymphs and Their Ways'. One may
also purchase copies of C. S. Lewis' books on Narnia and other
topics.

Those who linger until dark are treated to a nightly
fireworks display in the skies over this castle, commemorating
Prince Caspian's flight from the castle and his leading all of
Narnia in their fight for freedom from Telmarine
oppression.

——

BARUNA and the FAIR AT DANCING LAWN … The town of
Baruna, located where the Great River and the Rush River join, is a
quaint midevil-like town perfect for the discerning Nanria
shopper.

Children of all ages flock to TUMNIS' FAUN SHOP, where
they can purchase their own faun or satyr horns and ears on
headbands and at least pretend
to be one of these honored beings. They can also purchase a
set of yellow and green rings, mounted carefully in a small, wood
box with the initial 'A' on its lid.

Others are attracted to BISM JEWELS, where they find that
these aren't the dead things we're familiar with in our world but
the living, eatable jewels from
deep in the earth where the temperature and pressure are right for
them to live and thrive. The especially fresh jewels are all liquid
inside and taste amazingly like strawberry, peach, and many other
flavors. The semi-fresh jewels, however, are the consistency of
gelatin, while slightly-stale gems are about as hard as
lollipop-type candy and are wonderful to suck on or even take home
to show your friends.

Do not miss the
TRANSFORMATION PHOTOSHOP, where eager humans can have themselves
photographed and then be 'photoshopped' into centaurs, fauns, or
even mer-people. The less-adventurous guests can simply be
photographed in period Narnia clothing.

Those looking to picnic while in Narnia will not want to
miss Baccus and Pomona's FRUIT OF THE VINE Fruit and Drink Shop,
where fruits and fruit drinks of all kinds can be
obtained.

The discerning Friend of Nanria knows humans aren't
allowed to dance 'the Dance' at Dancing Lawn - however, because
this isn't dancing season the various Nanrians have consented to
allow a fair to be held on those very grounds. Stalls with many
Nanria-unique items are set in rows, transporting the visiting
guests back to what a Midevil fair may have looked like. Strolling
among the buyers and sellers are jugglers, acrobats, storytellers,
and actors - all wanting your attention.

On one side of the lawn there's a non-stop jousting
tournament, including sports guests can participate in – archery,
sick-pulling, running races of many types, and even the
ever-popular tug-of-war. On the other side of the lawn there are
two especially-beloved attractions mainly for the children. On the
CENTAUR CAROUSEL, young guests have the honor of riding either a
centaur or a unicorn (whether they're worthy to ride a real one or
not), while at the PEGASUS' FLIGHT they can board a child-sized
pegasus and fly round and around on their choice of twelve
different winged horses, all safely tethered to and flying around a
ribbon-covered May Pole.

Also in Baruna, guests can board the RUSH RIVER CANYON
RAPIDS RIDE and be reminded that when the High Kings and Queens
returned to Narnia to assist Prince Caspian the Rush River had
become a deep, narrow canyon. Guests need to be prepared to get wet
as their circular boat maneuvers the rapids, and, if you're
skillful enough, knock more of King Miraz's soldiers in the water
than they do the Pevensie children as they try to ford the river to
follow Aslan up the other side – it's been said Aslan deals
somewhat harshly with boats that knock the children
about.

——

BUFFIN BOWLING … Across the Great River from Baruna
(if the River God hasn't finished pulling down the bridge; you'll
notice his fingers wrapped around the middle of the bridge, which
occasionally shakes as he pulls and pushes on it) is where the
Buffin Clan of giants comes for entertainment. Standing in a deep
ravine, they toss or roll heavy (foam rubber) boulders on what is
to them a shoulder-high bench in the ravine side where visiting
guests are acting as bowling pins. Last guests standing wins a
prize.

——

ASLAN'S HOW … presiding over Baruna and the Dancing
Lawn is the hill where Aslan's How and Stone Table are
situated.

The top of the hill has a recreation of the Stone Table as
it existed prior to Aslan's sacrifice, and for many this becomes a
quiet, restful spot where they reflect on the story C. S. Lewis
was really trying to tell to
those who have eyes to see and ears to hear.

For those more interested in fun, the hill is honeycombed
with the same maze-like warren of rooms and corridors that existed
in the days of Prince Caspian. Those who become totally lost,
confused, and terrified in the dark need only touch one of the many
carvings of Aslan and call out His name and a trail of lights
appears and leads them towards the Stone Table as it was
memorialized with its own cavern in the How. When a great light
then shines, it guides the weary out of the maze and to the rest of
the upper display.

——

PRINCE RILIAN'S PICNIC GROUNDS … a bright, secluded
meadow is provided for those who prefer a picnic to a restaurant.
Special picnic blankets are provided for those mothers who wish to
lay down and rest, and children are admonished to watch for snakes
as she opens it to rest – those snakes they manage to catch can be
presented to the aged King Caspian or the younger Prince Rilian and
be given a special title and reward.

——

On DRAGON CHASE, guests ride a roller coaster train up the
side of an island mountain in search of lost cousin Eustice Scrubb,
cresting a small rise before dropping down into a small clearing
with a pool, a cave, and a dead dragon. Entering the cave, guest
are in awe of the rich treasure the dead dragon collected before
its demise. But before leaving the cave they are discovered by
another, far younger dragon that has taken over the lair of the
older one, and this dragon literally chases the coaster train back
down the hill – through small canyons, caves, and even in and out
of a river (with the aide of transparent Plexiglas tubes.) This
dragon chasing the train effect is produced by the dragon simply
being a final car hitched onto the train while guests are viewing
the treasure cave. The ride comes to an end as the dragon slows
down and falls behind (that final car unhitching and braking) and
the guests find themselves safely back on the beach where they'd
started their search for Eustice.

—————

CAIR PARAVEL

By now, the Great River has wandered this way and that so
that guests who have braved the Marshwiggles' less than courageous
monologue don't completely realize that they've actually traveled a
lazy, winding circle and that the final, great attraction is really
just over the hill from Lantern Wastes – yes, the third and final
moving sidewalk carrying guests from the Wardrobe actually brings
them to Cair Paravel!

Every two hours guests can line the walls in the Throne
Room to witness the coronation of the High Kings and Queens. In
smaller, more-intimate meeting rooms, guests can kneel before one
of the four Majesties and be commissioned as Knights and Ladies of
Narnia. And, in the photo opportunity of a lifetime, they can line
up outside a suite of private council rooms to be ushered in and
have their picture taken with a full-sized replica of Aslan
Himself. Some guests come back year after year and discover that
it's true – as they grow, so does He appear larger and larger.
(Each council room has a different size replica of this famous Lion
to accommodate this transformation.) Families have found this is an
ideal time for their annual family portraits.

Down at the Cair Paravel docks, the visiting guests
must read the warning signs before
actually walking out on the docks: they are a wonderful place to
meet and greet the local mermaids, but, as the signs specifically
state, the mermaids and mermen will
choose someone in the crowd to pull into the water and take
for a swim. Management of the park is
not responsible if you are close enough
to the water to be their hourly human of choice! Neither are they
responsible for the anger of your spouse or companion.

As evening approaches, the Splendor Hyaline, Their
Majesties favored ship, serves a royal banquet on its main deck –
speakers are placed among the sails to recreate that famous state
dinner given with an orchestra suspended among the sails, thus
making it sound as if the music was coming from the
heavens.

Perhaps the most exciting attraction at this legendary
castle is the VOYAGE OF THE DAWN TREADER. A full-scale replica of
this famous ship has been built inside its own dome, which acts as
an omni-directional surround-screen. The ship being built
completely on hydraulic lifts, it 'sets sail' as soon as the guests
have boarded, projections of the sky and sea literally surrounding
this ship, which is shifting and moving with the projected ocean
waves. Guests experience the full feeling of sailing the ocean,
including a pirate battle, an ocean storm, a battle with either a
dragon of a sea serpent, and being lost in a mist of Darkness
before being lead out of it by Aslan's Light.

As one departs this attraction, they pass by Aslan's Table
on Ramandu's Island, where they are encouraged to partake of
Aslan's hospitality.

——————

Listen for Aslan's voice as you depart the theme park, for
you will hear Him reminding you that in your world He is known by
another name, which you must discover and through it get to know
Him even better.

—————

And now, Dear Reader – please tell me what rides and
attractions I've missed!










One Weary Guy


added 2011

This was inspired by the Parable of the Good Samaritan as
recorded in Luke 10 in the New Testament. Mr. Lewis used Latin as
one of his sources for names for beings in Narnia, so I gave it a
try here. Look the weird names up on an on-line Latin-English
dictionary if you really want to know their definition.

—————————

Once there was a man named Defessus who worked in the great
castle of Cair Paravel. He was in charge of all the messengers
(Carrier Pigeons, actually) as well as routing all the memos
between offices in the castle and all the ingoing and outgoing
communications to and from the castle.

Needless to say, this was a very busy job! With no Internet or
telephone, all such communications was on paper or spoken by the
messenger pigeons, and everything had to be handled just right.

Naturally there was always someone upset with him. Some messages
were delivered too slow and some got garbled. Yes, there was always
someone mad at him as if everything was his fault and his alone.
They even got mad if the Carrier Pigeon was wearing the wrong
plumage; like he could do something about that!

There were far too many days that, as work came to a close,
Defessus closed his workroom door, left the castle, and trudged
down the hill to the village tired and worn. Even though it was a
downhill walk, it tired him out as he had worked so hard to make
everything go smooth and he had received so little appreciation.
His heart and mind were as tired his his body.

He'd wave to the centaur working the harbor docks and nod at the
Satyr who worked as night watchmen in the village and even
exchanged greetings with a faun or two as they closed up their
counting houses for the evening.

At last he arrived home, where his family was waiting for him.
But when his family would see the weary look on his face they'd all
frown and not even attempt to smile and tell him they were happy to
see him or thank him for a hard day of earning the means of housing
and feeding and clothing them; no, if he was weary he was on his
own.

After supper was eaten, his wife
Iratus, angry that he didn't appear as if
he was going to stand beside her and serve her all night, left him
alone as he was utterly useless to her needs.

His son Requiro, refusing to lower his
personal standards and talk to someone lazy, faulty, and
weak enough to be tired, thought it was totally beneath
him to be courteous to someone who dared come home in such a
helpless-appearing state of mind and body – how dare he need
help!

His daughter – well, she was so wrapped up in her own
little world that Defessus was reasonably sure she didn't even
remember she had a father except when she needed money for a new
dress.

So here he was, finishing his supper all by himself and then,
still by himself, finding a comfortable seat on the bench by the
parlor fireplace to watch the meager flames and just relax for the
first time in the day.

Suddenly a furry paw was layed on his leg and a long, comforting
sigh was sounded by the owner of that paw.

“Another rough day?” Clement, a chocolate brown dog, asked
kindly.

“Yes, it was,” Defessus replied.

Clement raised the paw to the man and Defessus shook it, and
then the dog climbed up on the bench where he could better lay his
head on the man's lap and be petted, sighing contentedly as the man
did so, knowing that the tired old man appreciated the fact that at
least one being in the house appreciated him. And when the man was
done, Clement raised himself up and licked the man's face
affectionately to say 'thank you' for the petting.

Dogs, you see, know that letting a human pet them and stroke
them makes the human feel needed and cared for. Dogs are pretty
smart that way. And Clement forever wondered why the humans in
this particular house thought themselves smarter than the
family dog. If they were, they'd have treated Defessus a whole lot
nicer.

Dogs, you see, know that a man's best friend is the one who
shows him the most Kindness and Mercy.

—————

So, Dear Children: When the Grown-Ups in your house come home
from a long, tired day of earning the means to clothe and house and
feed you, are you going to let the family dog be the one to show
love and mercy, or are you going to beat the dog to the door and
let that grown-up know that you love them even more than the family
dog?

What a wonderful world it would be if families treated each
other as good as or better than the family dog!









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	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



	


Faerie Prince
of Temple Square (2010)
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 yourself: Are they lights or are they –
Faeries? If I find typo's, the corrected verions will be in my
"Grandpa Bruce's Gem Mine of Short Stories". 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



	


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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