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“In innocence there is no
strength against evil … but there is strength … for
good.”

Ursula K. Le Guin,
“The Farthest Shore”


—————————








Dedication


 

As a young boy I
caught the reading bug from such great writers as

H.G. Wells,

Jules Verne,

Edgar Rice Burroughs,

and Andre Norton,
 and I wanted to be just
like them.

Then I discovered
that the Gospel could be written about by such means as I
discovered the writings of
 John
Milton,

John Bunyan,

and Dante Alighieri,
 and then I wanted to be
just like them.

Finally, I
discovered
 C.S. Lewis

and I knew I had found the Master.

Thank you, Jack. I
hope I've done you proud.


——

And Ricardo Montalban
-

what a wise old Centaur you would have made!










Read the Preface! It's Important!


Dear Children and
Grandchildren:

I know I wrote this just for you, but I've
decided to share. I hope you don't mind.

I've included footnotes of an historical and
literary nature just in case you need the extra information.
Hopefully you're smart enough not to need them, but they’re there
just in case public school isn't everything it used to
be.

According to Mr. Lewis' own chronology, this
novel takes place nine-hundred Narnian years after 'The Magician’s
Nephew' and one-hundred Narnian years before 'The Lion, the Witch,
and the Wardrobe'. Like Mr, Lewis, I've confined myself to the
common ground of Christianity Mr. Lewis called 'Mere Christianity'
and have
not
gone down any denominational paths while writing
this novel. My trusted proof readers have found evidence of various
denominations, but to me this only proves we have more common
ground than we think.

Mr. Lewis did
not
write similes - he wrote closer to metaphors. He
also didn't write allegory, which shows us what is true - he wrote
fairy stories, which show us what is desirable. And, he said that
the purpose of literature is not to teach doctrine and concepts,
but values and feelings. I pray I've been an attentive student in
all of this.

C. S. Lewis was a professor of Medieval
History and represented Narnia as a medieval culture; hence many
gender roles were represented within that context which some do not
like today. While conforming to Mr. Lewis' vision, the history
student inside me knows there were many exceptions, and I hope to
bring out some of those exceptions.

Additionally, any historian can tell you there
are many, tiny, unguarded steps which cause a civilization to
collapse from within. (Most of them made by men, by the way.) They
can also tell you that one of the last, final, fatal blows to the
health of any given civilization is usually when
women en
masse abandon their
families for their own pleasures and purposes. This
is
not
to say it’s the women's fault a civilization
collapses; it’s merely reporting the final, fatal blow. Being true
to history doesn’t make me a sexist - it just makes me socially and
politically incorrect to the times in which I live. But I think
Aslan would rather I be accurate than
popular.

With Love,

Grandpa Bruce










Chapter 1
The Saddest Chapter in the Book


Those of you who've read more than
just the single adventure about the Lion, the Witch, and the
Wardrobe know more about Narnia than those who’ve watched the
movies and think they know everything. Those who've read all the
way to the story about the Magician’s Nephew know, for instance,
the identity of the Professor who owned the wardrobe and who he was
as a young man, and you know about the tree grown from the Narnian
seeds and fertilized by the magic rings from which the wardrobe was
constructed. You know about young Polly Plummer and the adventures
she and the Professor had at the creation of Narnia - that was when
the Professor was simply a young boy named Digory Kirke. You know
how Aslan created Narnia and how Evil came into that world quite
innocently and accidentally at the hands of Digory and Polly. You
know about centaurs and fauns and satyrs and flying horses and
talking animals and how the great Tree of Protection was planted
whose mere presence kept the Witch away from Narnia and that it was
her own fault because she couldn’t follow extremely simple
directions. You also know that the first king and queen of Narnia
was Frank the London cabby and his wife Helen, who was far prettier
with her hair down instead of fixed up and all fancy. You probably
even remember how the proper London lamp post and the gold, silver,
and toffee trees first came to grow in
Narnia.

But even those who’ve read all the books about
the Sons of Adam and the Daughters of Eve visiting Narnia don’t
know everything. You don't know what happened to Polly after she
visited Narnia, or what happened to Polly’s son years later. You
don’t know what was else built with the wood left over when the
wardrobe was constructed from the old apple tree. Oh, and you still
don’t know the Deplorable Word with which the White Witch destroyed
her own world rather than let its rightful heir
rule.

I’ve recently discovered answers to some of
these questions, and I'm eager to share
them.

If you’ve read about the Magician’s Nephew
then you know the Professor and Polly were both quite young and had
visited Narnia when Sherlock Holmes was alive and outsmarting
criminals and mystifying the police. They lived to see the calendar
change from 1899 to 1900, an event marked with great celebrations.
They lived to see buildings grow so tall that one needed elevators
to go from the top to the bottom. They lived to see great
engine-powered ships carry passengers from Liverpool or South
Hampton to New York in a matter of days.

But they also lived to see what was called the
‘Great War’.* No, there isn’t much that's very great about war, but
‘great’ also means ‘big’ and ‘huge’, and it was in fact the
biggest, hugest war up to it’s time, so it was called the ‘Great
War’ instead of the ‘Biggest, Hugest War Up To This Time’ as
editors would have refused to print that phrase due to its length.
It's because of the Great War that this is the saddest chapter in
this book, so let’s hurry through it so we can get to the happy
parts.


* As
your parents will be able to tell you, this was World War
I.

Polly and Digory remained lifelong friends. He
went to school and became a professor and a lecturer and a world
traveler, sending Polly souvenirs from all the places he traveled.
Polly fell in love with a handsome young man from Scotland,
married, and was content to build a world for her family. When
Digory’s spinster aunt passed away, Polly and her husband moved in
to her old row house at Digory’s invitation, turning the old
magician’s attic room into a library and playroom for the children
they hoped would come into their family. Before the Great War
began, however, Polly and her husband only had one son, and Polly
raised her son in that attic room, supplying him with books and
games and a daily story time in which mother and father and son
were required not to read but to make up stories to tell to the
others, often acting out various characters as the story
progressed.

A healthy imagination was cultivated by Polly
not just through this daily story time but also by many of the
books on the boy's book shelves. By this time England’s own Herbert
George Wells had taken readers to the Moon and back and his
Martians had attacked London but had not lived to tell the tale.
The Frenchman Jules Verne had also taken his readers to the Moon
and then around the world in a mere eighty days and then under the
oceans for some twenty-thousand leagues. The Scotsman Stevenson’s
readers had been kidnapped and trekked across the Scottish
Highlands and then sailed for Treasure Island with real, actual,
throat-cutting pirates. An upstart American named Burroughs was
chronicling the story of an orphaned British lord who was being
raised by a she-gorilla in darkest Africa, swinging through the
jungle clad only in a loincloth and muscles while rescuing the same
beautiful woman time after time. And, London's own Mr. Barrie had
taken theater-goers to Neverland and back. Everyday in the attic
Polly and her boy relived these thrilling adventures and
dreams.

The paper and wooden swords and guns from
story time were abruptly replaced with the real thing one
life-shattering day when Polly’s husband marched off to fight in
the Great War. The playroom attic became Polly’s refuge from
Reality when fear and anger and hopelessness overcame her, not
knowing where her man was or if he was even safe. Often that was
where young Joseph would find her, and he discovered that reading
poetry to her would make her smile. Young boys with good mothers
quickly learn to love anything that makes their mother smile, so
Joseph learned to love poetry in very short order, and he even
discovered that the hymns he sung at church every Sunday were poems
set to music, and he was very proud of his
discovery.

I shall not describe the day the telegram
arrived at Polly’s door as parents would never read this book to
their children if I did. You see, it used to be that when someone
was killed or captured in war their family would receive a telegram
from the war office notifying them of the event, and the recipient
was then left to cope with the news on their own. If you've had a
family member go off to war, then you know the fear of receiving
such a telegram. I myself have spent much time in prayer on behalf
of a son who marched off to war, but for me it was a son and for
Polly it was a husband, so even I cannot imagine the extra worry
and ache in her heart. And if someone has come to your door with
such a telegram, know that my entire heart and all my prayers are
with you.

Before the sun came up the next morning,
Joseph was still sitting on the bench in the entry, where he'd been
all night, still holding the telegram firmly with both hands -
Polly hadn't even opened the telegram before fleeing upstairs and
the screaming had begun. Joseph, afraid of what was happening, had
sat on the bench by the front door when his mother fled upstairs
and had waited and waited for her to come back down. The birds were
barely singing and the milkman was just getting to their house -
actually it was the milkman’s wife as her husband had also gone off
to war and she'd taken over his job to feed her family. So the
world was still very sleepy and quiet when Joseph recognized the
sound of a man whistling as he came down the sidewalk from the
direction of the train station. He threw the door open and saw
Uncle Digory strolling along with his usual happy
jaunt.

Uncle Digory smiled from the bottom of the
front steps. “Happy Birthday, Jake,” Uncle Digory called from the
bottom step. ‘Jake’ was Joseph’s secret nickname that he thought
was a far more adventurous name than Joseph, but Uncle Digory was
the only grown-up who ever used it.

Anyone peeking out their windows would not
have been able to tell who hugged who first as both met on the
middle step and grabbed and hugged the other fiercely. Even though
he was an extremely brave eight-year-old, Joseph was crying in his
uncle’s arms. “What’s all this?” Digory asked worriedly, for he
knew the boy would
never
let another man see his tears. Joseph slowly
handed Uncle Digory the telegram he’d not let go of since its
delivery the evening before.

“Oh, no!” Digory whispered slowly as he knelt,
feeling all the life being punched out of him. “Not this! Not for
my Polly and Joseph!” His heart told him he didn’t have to see what
was inside to know - sometimes the human heart just knows. But
Joseph didn’t notice his uncle's emotions - he’d been brave all
night, but now Uncle Digory was here and he could just be a little
boy who needed very badly to have a good cry and still didn’t know
why.

“Is Polly in the attic?” Digory asked as he
still held the boy as fiercely as any loving father would. He
always referred to Polly by name, but Joseph knew he meant Mother,
so he nodded.

Digory patted the boy’s shoulder. “Let me go
talk to her and I’ll be back down.” He took the telegram from the
boy and started up the stairs. Even Joseph could see that the usual
bounce and energy had left his uncle - he was climbing the stairs
as if he’d suddenly turned from an uncle into a tired, crippled old
grandfather; the sort that even a stranger would kindly help up and
down steps in the park or at the chapel. In a moment the screaming
started again, and Joseph pulled his knees up to his face and
clasped his hands to his ears to block it out and then he too
screamed and cried again, alone and very, very
afraid.

Sometime later Uncle Digory came back down the
stairs, the telegram in his hand having been opened and read. He
pulled Joseph up on his lap and let the boy read it for himself
while he explained that Joseph and his mother would never be alone
in the world because they would always have him. “I’m not
your
real
uncle,” Digory explained, “as your mother and I
are just very good friends and not brother and sister. But
I
promise
you shall have me for as long as you
wish.”










Chapter 2
Now the Story Gets Much Happier


Polly and Joseph came to live with Uncle
Digory on his large estate in the middle of the country. Polly
insisted she wouldn’t accept charity even from her oldest and
dearest and
richest
friend, so it was agreed she and Joseph would
work for the estate manager to pay rent for the small cottage in
which they took up residence. Polly was put in charge of every
flower garden on the estate, which was a considerable task. Joseph
worked wherever he was needed, and before long he fell in love with
horses and gardening and the orchards; things he’d have never been
able to discover living in the city.

After the death of her husband, Polly no
longer played ‘make-believe’; nor would she allow Joseph - he was
now to face the ‘real world’ and learn how to survive in it; a
cruel thing to do to a boy according to Uncle Digory. Story time
was now reading books like Dickens and discussing the evils of a
society that would breed such misery and then punish what it bred.
In her anger she’d even chopped down the giant apple tree before
moving to the country - it was in the middle of the night and
during a fierce wind storm, which made it all the more scary to
Digory and Joseph as she looked like a murderous banshee in her
white bed clothes and her hair flying in the wind while wielding
the ax and screaming about ‘Narnia’ and ‘make believe’ and
‘leave
us
alone! Do you hear me? Leave
us
alone!’
Unknown to Polly, Digory had the downed tree cut into pieces and
shipped to his estate. (But he didn't think to look for the four
rings that had also been buried there!) Also unknown to Polly, he
had all the books from the attic playroom shipped to the estate -
they were in the big manor house in their own special room he’d set
up to be a library for Joseph so he could at least continue to
dream through the magic of his books. And as more books through
which a young man could dream were published, copies somehow found
their way into Joseph’s library. Uncle Digory often came around
when the boy was reading and slowly took over the role of teaching
the boy to dream that his mother had forsaken, bringing souvenirs
of his many travels and describing those travels with as much
enthusiasm as any make-believe story.

Joseph was excused from working the estate one
month each summer for a holiday in Scotland to visit paternal
grandparents and aunts and uncles and cousins - there he learned
that the proper way to hike the Highlands was with a strong, sturdy
pair of boots, thick wool socks, and of course a kilt; shirt
optional according to weather. The summer he finished public school
he returned from holiday wearing a complete formal kilt and very
proud of it. (And his baggage held the treasured hiking
kilt.)

Although Polly never allowed her son to
‘pretend’ again, she did show a surprising amount of leeway in
allowing her son to be a boy and do all the strange and silly
things boys need to do in order to grow up and become well-adjusted
bankers, company presidents, teachers, and ministers. He became a
Boy Scout and earned many awards. He and his circle of friends
hiked and camped; they swam in the river without bathing suits when
it was just boys and no one else in sight. (It was a day and age
that it was safe to do so.) They played sports, postured as if they
were already men, fought each other, and then played sports again
to make up for the foolish posturing and fighting. I must warn you:
don't try to make sense out of young boys any more than you would
try to make sense out of young girls - both must do what they do at
their various ages; otherwise the world would run out of
well-adjusted bankers, company presidents, teachers, and
ministers.

Upon completion of public school, Uncle Digory
made sure his nephew was accepted to a proper university, and
suddenly the boy was gone. But he came back for the summer to work
the gardens and the orchards and to ride his horses - and to read
his books and dream, for he'd never given up dreaming. According to
his mother he was past the age when boys become men and childhood
was left behind - after all, he was nearly eighteen! But in his
mind’s eye he was still captaining the Nautilus with Nemo and
swinging through the trees with Tarzan and galloping across the
American frontier dressed as a wild and free native of that
continent. He just didn’t tell his mother, who would never have
approved. He didn’t even tell her he’d learned to ride horses
bareback!

“Uncle,” Joseph asked one morning at the
doorway to his uncle’s study - the door was opened slightly, his
uncle’s signal that he could be
interrupted.

“Yes, Jake?” asked Professor Digory without
looking up from the dozen papers he seemed to be reading all at
once.

“How can you tell when you’ve left childhood
behind and become… well…
grown-up?”
- that last word coming out as if he thought he were saying a bad
word.

“One is acting out of childhood innocence when
one doesn’t realize one is acting like a monkey in church,” the
Professor replied without hesitation. “One is beginning to grow up
when one realizes one is acting like a monkey and attempts to
correct one’s behavior. But, one is acting out of deliberateness
when one realizes one is acting like a monkey but continues doing
it anyway - that’s when punishment needs to occur.” Joseph could
remember several memorable punishments in the church yard prior to
the end of services.

“Do people grow up at different times? Not all
at the same age?”

“Some people grow up slowly. Some don’t have
anyone to teach them right from wrong and have to discover it on
their own.” And the Professor finally looked up. “Some have
innocence ripped from their bosom and are forced to face grown-up
truths years before they ought to.” Joseph knew his uncle was
talking about that awful day ten years ago when the telegram came,
but he just nodded his understanding.

“What if you don’t
want
to grow up? What if you just
don’t
want
things to change?”

“Then one is wishing for something that will
never happen. A caterpillar may wish to never become a butterfly,
but it wishes in vain. The best we can hope for is friends and
family who love us and cushion us a bit when adulthood finally
knocks us flat.”

“But what if,” Joseph said slowly, “What if
you want to hold on to all the good of childhood? How do you keep
adulthood from smothering it all?”

“Jake, if I had such incredible balance in my
life I'd be the most famous circus performer this world has ever
known.” And with that the Professor stuck his face back into his
papers and Joseph knew the interview was
over.

But Joseph had one last thing to say. “Please
don’t tell Mother.”

Uncle Digory’s big, toothy smile almost
reflected off the papers on his desk. “I’d never share our
man-to-man talks with Polly. Then they wouldn’t be man-to-man.”
Joseph smiled and disappeared from the doorway. “Or, boy-to-boy,”
Uncle Digory whispered with a grin.










Chapter 3
Joseph’s Eighteenth Birthday


The day of Joseph’s eighteenth birthday his
mother was to have returned from London. She and several other
ladies had gone to a convention for the charity they operated in
the village, but shortly before noon a telegram arrived, telling
Joseph that the train had broken down and she didn’t know if she’d
be home in time for his party. So, he telephoned his friends to
come to the cottage and bring their bathing suits as the river was
cold and it was a hot summer day. The young men and women who came
spent an enjoyable afternoon and evening with food from the manor
house spread on picnic blankets beneath the
trees.

Long after dark the young people went back to
the cottage in groups of two or three to change out of their
bathing suits and head home. Joseph, one of the last to change,
knocked on the bathroom door before entering, only to have the
giggly voice of a new arrival in the village named Margaret answer
back. “Never mind,” he called back, “I’ll change in Mother’s room.”
Once he'd left for college his bedroom in the cottage had become
Polly’s storage room and he slept up at the manor when he came home
for holidays, so his mother’s bedroom was the only other place he
could change into his regular clothes.

Joseph had pulled his bathing suit off and
wrapped his stomach, waist, and legs in one of the huge, furry,
bath towels his mother always kept in stock, while placing the
still-damp suit carefully on another towel as he knew better than
to leave his mother’s floors with a hint of moisture on them. He
paused to look around the room - it had been years since he’d been
in his mother’s room, and he saw something he’d not thought of in
just as many years. In one corner of the room was a huge,
freestanding mirror frame, elaborately carved and mounted on
equally elaborate legs. As far back as he could remember his mother
had always kept it covered with a sheet; he remembered his uncle
had given it to her the first year after they’d arrived at his
estate, and he remembered it had been made out of wood from the old
apple tree she'd cut down during that summer
storm.

One hand still on the towel, Joseph pulled the
sheet off with the other, and as the full frame came into view he
remembered the truly mysterious thing about this strange gift: the
mirror frame had no mirror; just a huge sheet of clear glass. ‘How
useless!” he remembered thinking, but when he was only eight years
old he didn’t ask questions when it appeared the adults wouldn't
answer. He remembered Uncle Digory had called it a window, but he
couldn’t imagine why one would want a window through which all one
could see was the corner of one’s bedroom. He remembered bits and
pieces of conversation from when the big frame was first delivered:
'I don’t need any such window,’ she'd said; ‘There’s nothing for me
there' … 'I’ll have no such dreaming here; those were just
stories.’ And yet the frame stayed where it was and Mother had even
placed a chair close to it as if to sit and watch through the
glass.

And that’s when it happened: for just a second
Joseph saw a lion in the glass. Not a smallish lion like you would
see at the zoo, but a big lion - quite possibly the largest that
ever existed anywhere; even bigger than the Tsavo Maneaters that
had plagued the Kenya-Uganda Railway some years previous.*
Naturally he jumped back at this, and the lion smiled as it faded
from view. It actually
smiled.


* For
a history on these two lions, go to
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tsavo_maneaters

“Joseph,” a deep, almost growl of a voice
called from the frame, and Joseph froze in place - the voice
scaring and calming him all at the same time. He stared at the
glass for several minutes before he heard his name a second time.
He stepped slowly up to the clear, transparent glass as he heard
his name a third time, this time sounding as if it were just on the
other side of the glass - but there wasn’t anything on the other
side; he even ducked his head around the frame and stared at the
emptiness behind it just to make sure.

The bedroom door swung open and Margaret
walked in, mostly dressed and only partly buttoned. “Need any
help?” she said in a voice that held as little innocence as her
eyes.

‘Innocence’ is a word with several
definitions, and to understand exactly what Margaret was up to we
need to make sure we’re all using this word the same way. One
definition of ‘innocent’ is to be free of having done something
wrong, whether legal, social, or moral. Another definition is to be
free of any attitudes or characteristics that would do harm to
yourself or others. And the final definition we need to know is to
be without the thoughts or attitudes in which you would
automatically assume someone was doing wrong, including
yourself.

Children having this book read to them may be
innocent enough to think Margaret only had hugging and kissing in
mind as she approached Joseph, but the grown-ups reading this book
to them are not so innocent and will, as did Joseph, rightfully
assume that what Margaret had in mind was not at all innocent in
any legal, social, or moral sense. And those grown-ups and Joseph
are right, for Margaret's thoughts and actions were not
at
all
innocent.

“No; no,” the words stumbled out as Joseph
blushed, holding the towel tighter around his stomach. “I don’t
need any help. If you please, I’m dressing in
here.”

“But I have a birthday present for you!”
pouted Margaret, further proving her lack of innocence by having
to
act
innocent.

Wisely, Joseph resisted the brazen young
woman. He was innocent in not ever having committed the moral wrong
Margaret had in mind, and he was also innocent in not having the
characteristic of, for example, being rude enough to actually take
her by the hair and throw her out of the cottage (which, in this
case, might have been a very good thing to do!) - but he certainly
was
not
innocent enough to
not
understand that it was
not
an innocent birthday present Margaret was
presenting.

To make the rest of this scene easier for all
the young children who are right now wrinkling their noses and
exclaiming how gross it would be to be placed in this situation, I
assure you Joseph was not any more comfortable than you! In fact,
he was as polite as he’d always been taught to be towards girls and
women but equally firm in making this rather shameless hussy leave.
Unfortunately she was just as bold in staying, thinking that the
more she smiled and pouted the more he would finally do what she
wanted, which would have involved far more touching and hugging and
kissing and loss of innocence than Joseph wanted to participate
in!

Margaret had Joseph backed up against the
framed glass and was giving him no hope of escaping, so naturally
this was when the door opened again and in walked Professor Kirke -
he was just popping in to tell Joseph that his mother had
telephoned from town and he was going to fetch her. Several forms
of innocence were written across Joseph’s face clear enough his
uncle could read it without his glasses. Equally readable was the
word ‘guilty’ across Margaret’s face, even though she immediately
tried to cover the situation by pretending Joseph had been making
all the advances, and in doing so she backed herself up against the
glass right beside her prey. As she tried to pry herself between
the glass and Joseph - as she actually
touched
the young man’s back - there was a sudden,
ear-splitting roar, and Margaret screamed as if for her life and
was literally thrown from the glass. The Professor and Joseph both
screamed because Margaret screamed, but the Professor’s scream was
cut short when he saw what had flung the girl from the glass and
was now wrapping itself around Joseph’s waist, holding the boy and
his towel firmly and modestly in place.

If Joseph had thought the face he’d seen in
the glass was huge, this lion’s paw slowly and deliberately
wrapping itself around him was even more huge. Fortunately for
Joseph the claws retracted as they pulled him against the glass,
and no harm was done except to Joseph's and Margaret’s nerves.
Although when he thought back at it, Joseph remembered finding reat
comfort and protection when wrapped in that lion's
paw.

Still nearly hysterical, Margaret screamed -
“What is that thing!?”

Without thinking the Professor mumbled, almost
smiling: “Aslan!”

Monstrous feline eyes came up over Joseph’s
shoulders, shining in the glass behind him and peering into
Margaret’s soul, and she could feel huge lion’s anger. “Daughter of
Eve,” the deep growl of a voice began slowly,
“How
dare
you try to take by force that which
is
not
yours!”
Margaret knew exactly what the lion meant, and so did Joseph and
Uncle Digory. And there will be a day that your parents explain it
to you. There was silence for what seemed an eternity, and then
Joseph felt the lion’s paw tighten around his waist as another roar
blasted through the glass without breaking it and Margaret fled,
screaming in terror.

Only after Professor Kirke walked to the
bedroom door and closed it did the huge paw let go of Joseph and
pull back to the other side of the glass, Joseph slowly sliding to
the floor. The Professor brought Joseph his clothes, and he managed
to dress himself, although with very shaky
hands.

“Digory,” the lion in the glass
whispered.

“I'm here, Aslan.”

Joseph’s mind was reeling from the name Uncle
Digory had called the lion in the glass: Aslan. Quicker than
anything that name came up from his childhood memories; along with
story upon story his mother had told when story time was something
more than just reading Dickens.

“Aslan?” Joseph whispered
aloud.

“Yes, Son of Adam; I am real. Your mother’s
stories before she stopped believing were all true. A little color
added here and there, but still true.”

“And you, Uncle,” Joseph got brave enough to
stand, having just finished tying his shoes. “She says you went,
too.”

“That I did,” the Professor replied, trying
not to grin.

“Joseph,” Aslan called again from the glass,
“I have need of your help.”

“But Mother’s stories say you’re the most
powerful…”

“The most powerful
lion,”
Aslan said before the boy could finish. “And not a tame one,
either. What I require is a human hand and mind and
heart.”

“Why me?”

“Because you are the very age Narnia needs to
be able to hear my words – almost a man but still a boy. Childhood
hopes and dreams are not yet faded while the responsibilities of
adulthood are just beginning to weigh upon you. I have never called
someone as old as you to Narnia,” continued Aslan, “Nor do I think
I will again.”

Joseph turned to his uncle, a look
of ‘What should I
do?’ written so plainly
across his face that Professor Kirke still didn’t need his glasses
to know what Joseph was thinking. Sensible uncles would have said
nothing or would have verbally weighed the pros and cons of
answering Aslan’s call so Joseph could make his own decision, but
Digory wasn't a normal uncle; something Joseph had appreciated his
entire childhood. In fact, Uncle Digory had always said there was
three ways to do something: the 'Right Way,' the 'Wrong Way,' and
the 'Most-Interesting Way.'

“Joseph,” the Professor finally whispered,
“What an exciting time you’re going to have!” Obviously this was
one of those times Digory thought doing something the
'Most-Interesting Way' was the way to do
it.

“Are you sure?” the boy asked, still not sure
of himself. “What about Mother? Will she…”

“You’ll be back before she’s returned,” Digory
promised. “Besides, if you wait for her she’ll probably try to stop
you - all the more reason to go!” He reached out and took the boy
by the back of his neck and pulled him close, placing a light kiss
on the boy’s forehead. “That’s from your mother.” And then he
kissed him again. “And that’s from me.” Uncle Digory then smiled
the most wonderful, childlike smile Joseph had ever seen and let go
of the boy. “Go on, then. Don’t waste Aslan’s time! Although he
certainly has enough of it.”

Joseph turned back to the glass. He could have
sworn Aslan was smiling - but how does an animal smile? Aslan
raised a paw in invitation, but this time he didn't extend it
through the glass. The implication was clear: Joseph had to reach
through the glass to take the paw. But how? Through the
glass?

“I said,” whispered Professor Kirke as he
nudged his nephew, “Don’t waste Aslan’s
time!”

Joseph reached out and felt the glass with an
open palm, his fingers wide apart - as solid a barrier as any he’d
ever touched. “But Uncle! It’s solid.
How…?”

“Don’t
allow
it to remain solid, Jake. Let go of grown-up
practicalities and just take Aslan’s paw.”

Joseph turned back to the glass and saw that
the great lion was walking away from the glass, but he did turn to
see if Joseph was following. So Joseph took a breath and asked his
heart (he didn’t ask his mind - it was far too practical for such
matters) what Misters Wells and Verne and Burroughs and Berrie
would do, and then he slowly watched as first his fingers and then
his hand and then his arm slowly slipped right through the solid
glass, feeling the cool of Narnia’s night air as his arm slipped
farther and farther through the glass. He paused to look back at
his grinning uncle. “Goodbye, Uncle,” he said as he then stepped in
to the world of Narnia.










Chapter 4
The Dying Tree


It was in the early, ‘dark-before-dawn’
morning in Narnia as Joseph stepped through the glass in his
mother's bedroom. He could see the great Lion waiting for him near
the crest of a gentle hill, looking down the long, broad valley of
Narnia. It was chilly in the pre-dawn dark, and Joseph was dressed
for a hot summer day - he’d not brought a jacket or coat or even a
sweater, so the early morning air chilled him. He walked quickly to
catch up with the Lion…

…and at the crest of the slope was the most
wondrous thing Joseph had ever seen: a glorious shining tree, tall
with branches reaching out in every direction. As they walked
closer to the tree, Joseph realized it was the silverly fruit that
was shining brightly, and it seemed as if there was a fruit under
every leaf! But more glorious than the light shining in the
darkness was the smell - joy; life; health - all these things ran
through Joseph’s mind as he breathed deeper and deeper the
fragrance of this tree.

“Digory planted this tree,” Aslan said
quietly. “Centuries ago in Narnian time; before the land changed.
It was on the bank of that river then,” and he nodded towards the
river that still flowing at the base of one side of the
hill.

“Those
have
to be delicious!” exclaimed Joseph as he reached
for some of the fruit. But Aslan growled softly and Joseph quickly
pulled his hand away before he touched the
fruit.

“This is the single sacred Tree of Protection
in all of Narnia,” Aslan explained. “Its fruit can never be eaten
but by invitation. Those invited to eat the fruit receive what they
wish, to their health and fulfillment. Those who take of it without
invitation will also receive that which they wish, but it will be
to their ruin.”

“Whose tree is it?”

“My Father, the Great-Emperor-Beyond-the
Sea.”

Joseph was silent for a moment. “Has anyone
ever eaten of this tree?”

Aslan laid down, inviting Joseph to sit by
him. Then he told him about Digory and Polly and their stumbling
into the world of Charn where Queen Jadis had destroyed an entire
world through her own vanity and then followed the children back to
London and on to Narnia. He told him about Digory’s flight on a
flying horse to the Place where the Tree grew that produced the
seed from which came the Tree under which they sat. He told Joseph
what was written on the gate to the Place:

Come in by the
gold gates or not at all,

Take of my fruit for others or forbear.

For those who steal or those who climb my wall

Shall find their heart’s desire and find
despair.
(Quoted
from "The Magician's Nephew".)

He told Joseph how Jadis had climbed the wall
and eaten of the fruit, all without permission, thus gaining
incredible strength and eternally-long life, but at the price of
having to live in hate and misery all her days, as hate and misery
was all she lived for and gave to others. He told how an apple was
given to Digory to take home to his dying mother and
…

“And that’s where the old apple tree came
from!” exclaimed Joseph “The one my mother cut down; that the frame
for the glass came from…!”

Aslan nodded. “Digory rightly guessed that the
magic was still there and knew that only those who understood the
history of the tree should have the wood. In this he was very
wise.”

Joseph smiled. “He’s been a good
uncle.”

Lion and boy - young man, actually, but to
those of us who are grandfathers an eighteen-year-old is still very
much a boy, so forgive me if I call him that occasionally - sat
silently as the morning sun slowly rose over Narnia. Joseph was
surprised how comfortable he felt standing next to a huge wild Lion
- who was larger than him even though the lion was sitting on its
haunches! - in a strange country and far from everything he’d
known. By all intelligent decisions he should have been running for
his life, and yet here he was as if he’d made a life-long
friend.

“Aslan?”

“Yes, Joseph?”

“Jake, actually.”

“Hmm?”

“Only Mother calls me Joseph anymore. Everyone
else calls me Jake.” Aslan gave the boy a look but said nothing.
“Why am I here?”

Aslan sighed. “The Tree is
dying.”

Joseph - or ‘Jake,’ as the boy wished to be
called - turned his body to the tree. Even in the morning light the
silvery fruits appeared brighter than the sun, and there was no
shadow anywhere from the tree as its light made shadows
impossible.

“How could it be dying? Look how bright it
is!”

“Not too many years ago it was far brighter.
It used to always be daylight here, so bright was the
tree.”

“So - if it dies then the Witch would be able
to return to Narnia with all the magic she’s learned since arriving
in Narnia?”

Aslan nodded regally.

“But what can I do?”

“Narnia is dying because it’s loosing its
innocence.” Jake remained silent. “Do you know how an entire world
can loose its innocence?”

“Everyone sort of ‘growing up’ all at the same
time, I suppose…”

“More than just that. Many have ‘grown up’ and
still retained their innocence.” Aslan paused but Jake remained
silent. “Narnia is losing its innocence because it is forgetting
how it was created and who created it. It is forgetting the
instructions given to all Narnians on the day of Creation.” Aslan
paused. “Humans are beginning to think they are smarter and wiser
than Aslan.”

“Shouldn’t you have brought Uncle or Mother
back, then? They were here; they know…”

Aslan’s eyes rested on Jake and the boy fell
silent. “They are too old. They have been back in your world too
long.”

“But what about someone already from here? A
centaur or faun? They’re supposed to be
wise.”

“The Beasts are not the real problem. You
recall that King Frank and Queen Helen were the first humans to
remain in Narnia?” Jake nodded. “Their descendants are the problem.
They have forgotten much. In fact, they have chosen to not only
forget but to disregard that which they still retain.” Aslan turned
to face the boy. “They have forgotten they are but guests in Narnia
and are required to follow their host’s
rules.

“On the day of Creation the King and Queen
were commanded to act as Stewards over the talking Beasts and
waking Trees, who in turn were commanded to act as Stewards over
the silent beasts and sleeping trees. This stewardship has been
disregarded far too long. Tell me - do you see any paths up this
hill?” The boy looked. He even got to his feet and looked. Aslan
rose and began to circle the tree, and Jake was quick to follow.
Jake saw no paths coming to the Tree as they slowly circled it.
“Once a year, when Spring returned to Narnia, the King and Queen
would come to this Tree, bringing with them the leaders of each
clan of Beast and Tree and Nymph. Here they would recite the
instructions given to all on the day they were created. It has been
many years, and the Tree, nourished by the love and devotion to the
Old Ways, is no longer being nourished.”

“But what can I do?”

“You are to be my voice and my hand in
reminding Narnia of the instructions I gave a thousand years ago. I
will give to you what to say and what to
do.”

Before the boy could say anything more Aslan
turned down the slope from the tree, but in the opposite direction
from the river. “First, however, you must eat; I’m sure you are
hungry by now.” This was true; Jake had barely eaten at his own
party and here it was morning. “Come - there’s someone special who
lives not too far away.”


—————

Several miles south of the Tree of Protection,
a thatched cottage was snuggled against the gentle slope.
Surrounded by a ring of trees, the cottage was set in the midst of
vegetable, herbal, and flower gardens with its own sparkling spring
to one side of the house which flowed down to fill a trough and
then go on to water the gardens before disappearing into the
forest.

“Your Majesty!” a strong, grandmotherly voice
called from the door to the cottage. “Have you brought the boy?
There he is! Oh, a fine-looking one at that!” Joseph saw the woman
come across the gardens toward them - a woman definitely old enough
to be a grandmother several times over, but she had the movements
and sparkle in her eyes of a much younger woman. “Welcome to my
humble home, Boy, and just call me Grandmother. Not Gran or Granny
or Nana; I’ll box your ears if you do.” She took Joseph’s elbow and
guided him towards a small table in the garden that was covered
with plates of fruit and bowls of porridge.
“You
have
to be hungry; humans your age are always hungry,
and His Majesty won’t have given a thought to packing you
something.” Aslan appeared to smile but in his wisdom said nothing.
“Well I
did
give it a thought and I’ve got breakfast all laid
out and waiting for you.”










Chapter 5
The Commissioning of the Messenger


After Jake had eaten as much has he could and
then some more just to please Grandmother, she fetched him a huge
towel of the sort his mother kept and pointed the direction the
stream flowed. “A lovely little bathing pool. And don’t put any of
your old clothes back on when you’re done. None of them, mind you!
- I’ve made some lovely Narnian clothes for you.” Joseph thought it
best not to mention he’d just been swimming and was undoubtedly
clean; instead he took the offered towel and set off in the
direction the old woman pointed.

“Oi!” Grandmother shouted in the opposite
direction, and Joseph turned to see a man kneeling at the spring
that fed Grandmother’s gardens. “You have that spring back up and
flowing yet?” The man at the spring held up his hands and shrugged.
Young and strong and healthy, and with a slight green tint to his
skin and eyes, he had black hair that streamed down his back in
tight curls. The same color of hair also covered his chest, while
he was otherwise clad only in ivy and other vines. “I want it back
up to snuff. The Tree may be dying but I have no intention of
moving just because you can’t keep the water
flowing!”

“One of the Silvans,” whispered Aslan as he
walked Joseph through the gardens to where the spring’s flow
entered the forest. “This one a guardians of springs and streams.
Grandmother can be a hard taskmaster when things are not up to her
standards. But do not let her gruff manner put you off. She knows
that with the Tree dying everything surrounding it is
suffering.”

“Boy,” Grandmother called just as Joseph
reached the trees and Aslan was walking back towards the cottage.
“Make sure you tell the pool what temperature you want. But do it
politely or she’ll not always cooperate.”

“She?” asked Joseph.”

“Aye,” replied Grandmother. “Naiads are quick
to accommodate, but only if you’re on your best behavior. And don’t
worry - she may flirt but she only has eyes for fauns, so you’re
completely safe. Oh,” she continued, “If there isn’t enough
sunlight then be just as nice to the trees as you are to the pool.
The dryads of
my
forest
will
accommodate you or they’ll answer to
me!”

Joseph found the water to be to his liking,
but he politely introduced himself to the pool anyway and heard a
very girl-like giggle bubble up from the bottom of the pool in
response. He introduced himself to the trees and was reasonably
sure they waved their branches in reply.

The pool was large enough and deep enough that
Jake slid under the water and swam, letting the water into all the
little corners and crevices of his body before surfacing,
invigorating his entire being. As he surfaced and shook his head to
get water out of his tight curly hair, he saw to his surprise that
he was no longer alone - besides of course the pool’s naiad who’d
been blowing bubbles at him, and the dryads who’d made sure he got
ample sunlight by moving their branches as he
swam.

“Madam wishes me to tell you the King is ready
for you at the cottage,” droned an overly-large panther with eyes
almost glowing in the semi-dark of the forest. It was sitting on
its haunches at the pool’s edge, next to Joseph’s
clothes.

“You can talk?”

“She also wishes me to remind you: not a piece
of your old clothing. ‘Not a stitch,’ were her exact
words.”

“You can talk?”

“Of course I can. I’m a Beast; not an animal.”
Joseph opened his mouth, but Panther continued. “On the day of
Creation, Aslan chose one pair of each of the smarter animals and
made them Beasts. We can think; we can reason. And we can speak
with other Beasts and with Humans.”

“All animals?”

“No; only those who had some shred of
intelligence to begin with.” Panther sighed. “Cats, for instance.
You won’t find any mosquitoes or spiders with which to hold
meaningful conversations, if that’s what you’re asking. And lizards
and insects - please! You can tell Beasts from animals as Beasts
are larger than their animal counterpart.” And with this
conclusion, Panther arose and walked back in the direction of the
cottage, twitching its tail as it walked
away.

Jake discovered Grandmother’s towels were even
bigger than those his mother kept – he had to pull it all the way
over his shoulders as he wrapped himself in it and it still almost
dragged on the ground as he walked back to the cottage. “Oh, good;
you
can
follow directions,” Grandmother exclaimed as he
dutifully handed her all his clothes at the same table where he’d
eaten breakfast. “Off with you to the house now; Aslan’s waiting to
give you your commission. I’ll just be waiting here. And wipe your
feet!”

Most children today don't know what a
commission is, so I will tell you. When a King or President or
Mayor gives a person a very important task to do, they often give
them full authorization to complete the task with little or no
hindrance - and to do it in the name of the person giving them the
task. Sometimes the person is given instructions or resources, but
often they're chosen because they're smart and can figure out how
to do the task all on their own. That is a
commission.

At the word ‘commission’, Jake felt an
overwhelming nervousness come over him. “Don’t worry, Boy,”
Grandmother whispered loud enough for Jake to hear her even though
he was at the door to the cottage. “Aslan’s not the sort to leave
you without help. And close the door behind
you…”

Jake looked all around the great room of the
cottage as he obediently closed the door behind him. Strong wooden
beams held up a thatched roof that smelled of fresh thatch, and
plants of all sorts hung from each of the beams, slowly drying for
future use, their smells mixing and creating a homey fragrance.
Birds were nested on the beams as well, and various other animals
were settled around the room on blankets or pillows - some of the
smaller ones were even in wicker baskets, obviously being nursed by
Grandmother for whatever ailed them. There were cupboards and
wardrobes lining the walls, all neatly closed so Joseph couldn’t
see anything of what they held. The center of the room was taken up
by a long trestle table which held many of the projects Grandmother
worked on - food preparation on one end while next to it was a bowl
and mortar of the type used in preparing herbs for medicinal
uses.

Aslan waited at the far end of the table,
various pieces of clothing laid out carefully on the table beside
him.

“Approach,” Aslan said regally, and Jake did
just that. When he finally reached the great lion he knelt, feeling
the majesty emanating from the True King of Narnia. “Do not be
afraid, Joseph. You are to serve Narnia by calling the Humans and
the Beasts back to the stewardships they received on the day of
Creation.”

‘Stewardship’ is a word I can't find in
today’s dictionaries, so I suspect today’s children don’t know this
word. A Steward is someone who has been commissioned to take charge
of someone’s property or affairs and to conduct and use them
wisely. Your father’s accountant, for instance, should have your
father’s complete trust in making his money grow; in this way the
accountant is a steward, and the trust your father has in him is a
‘stewardship’. The important thing to remember is that a steward is
greatly rewarded for succeeding - and greatly punished for
failing.

“When the animals were called into a great
council on the day of Creation,” continued Aslan, “The first humans
to Narnia were made stewards over all of Narnia - to guide and
protect the Beasts from dangers within and without. From the
animals were called forth the Beasts, who, in return for the gifts
of reason, thought, and speech, were made stewards over the
animals, to protect and guide them even as the Humans guided and
protected them.

“The Human king of Narnia has forgotten his
stewardship, causing the Beasts to forget theirs. Your commission
is to bring them back to a remembrance of their stewardships. If
they do not, the Tree that shields Narnia from the evil of the
White Witch will wither and die, and the Witch will become their
ruler, and a ruler without a stewardship is a terrible, terrible
thing.”

Aslan nodded at the first piece of clothing on
the long trestle table. “Put this one on first.” Jake laid his
towel on the long, backless bench that ran the length of the table
and picked up the piece of clothing. It looked much like a regular
human undergarment with which he was familiar, but as he pulled the
tawny-gold garment on he discovered it came all the way to his
navel. Being a somewhat old-fashioned garment by our standards
today, it was also long in the legs - nearly halfway down to
Joseph's knees. “This is 'Virtue',”
* Aslan continued. Jake wanted to ask but knew
this wasn't the time to interrupt. But Aslan answered the unasked
question: “Virtue is not just a physical strength - it is of the
heart and mind as well.”


* See
the appendix 'Aslan's Armor'.

Jake nodded. “Next,” continued Aslan, “I think
you would call it a vest…” It was the same tawny gold as all the
clothing laid out, and it appeared to be one of those false-vests a
man in a tuxedo wears when he doesn’t want to wear a full vest but
has to at least appear to be wearing one. Jake slipped the loop
holding the top part over his neck and tied the bottom around his
waist. “This is 'Integrity' - as you are honest and forthright in
all you do it will protect you from all that is
not.”

“But my back,” Jake asked, almost afraid to
speak but very aware that this ‘protection’ he was being given left
his back very bare, “What will protect my
back?”

“Who protected your back the moment that
daughter of Eve touched it in your mother's
bedchamber?”

“You did.”

Aslan nodded and Jake understood - Aslan would
be protecting his back.

“Now, sit and put these on,” instructed Aslan.
Jake picked up the knee-high socks of the sort he wore when hiking
and pulled them on all the way up to his knees as Aslan continued.
“These are to give you firm footing in proclaiming my message
before all of Narnia.”

Aslan nodded at the next item, a huge
traveling cloak. Jake swung it over his shoulders and clasped the
lion paw clasps together, and he discovered it covered him
completely down to his toes. “This is the Cloak of Faith. As you
have faith in what you do, this cloak will protect you from all the
distractions, criticisms, and arguments that
will
be thrown at you like darts to pierce your soul.
You will hear it all but it will keep your heart from
injury.

“The hood,” and Joseph rightfully assumed the
lion wanted him to pull the cloak’s hood up. “This is your Hood of
Deliverance. Pulled up, you can only see the road ahead and not the
many dangers or the darkness to each side of your path - you will
see where you are headed and will arrive
safely.”

Aslan nodded at the final articles - a pair of
gloves that pulled all the way to Jake’s elbows. Woven into each
finger of the gloves were pictures of sharp feline claws. “The
Claws of Aslan,” the lion explained. “Only when acting in my name,
with no thought for yourself, will these protect you as you fulfill
your commission.”

There was silence for several long moments as
Jake looked up and down himself and at all the strange clothing.
Finally he spoke. “It’s almost as if this is supposed to
be
armor,”
the boy said slowly as he spread the cape so he would see
everything he’d put on. “Yet it’s all
cloth.”

“The war you are to fight is not a war fought
with swords and spears. It is a war against concepts and ideals; a
war to rescue and save minds and hearts.”

“What’s happening?” Jake asked suddenly, for
all the clothes he’d just put on were slowly fading from sight -
all but the cloak. “They’re gone!” he exclaimed as he opened the
cape enough to see he was right - he couldn't see any of the
clothing he'd just put on.

“Only faded from sight,” assured Aslan. “Tell
me: can you still
feel
any of them?”

Jake thought for a moment, eyes closed so as
to concentrate on his body. “Yes, I can feel the undergarment and
feel the - what did you call it? The vest. I can just barely feel
it.”

“Listen to me well, Joseph: everything you’ve
just put on will always be with you as long as you prove your
worthiness for them to remain. When you need them they will be
there, seen or unseen. Fear the day you no longer feel
them.”

Aslan laid his paw on the boy's head and
leaned his head back. He breathed on the boy, filling his mind with
all the information and teachings the boy would need to fulfill his
commission. Tousling Joseph’s hair, he then turned to
depart.

“Grandmother has informed me that the room on
the far end of this hall is yours for as long as you’re in Narnia,
and I believe she has put together a wardrobe for you, so I think
you need to go in there and get dressed.”

Joseph moved to obey.










Chapter 6
Preparing to See the King


The room Aslan directed Jake towards was a
humble but well-furnished room. No wardrobe in sight, there were
pegs on the wall the room shared with the great room, and on those
pegs hung tunics of several woodland colors. Next to the pegs was a
small set of drawers that held an assortment of clothes:
full-length stockings to go with the tunics ('stockings' being what
today we would call ‘tights’ and worn only by girls, but for many
centuries they were also proper male clothing as you will one day
discover through the magic of books or even an accurate movie or
two), trousers and kilts with simple white shirts to go with them,
and several knee-high socks of the sort worn when hiking. On the
floor beside the drawers there were sandals and two fine pairs of
leather boots. The three other walls of the room were mostly
windows, letting in plenty of sunshine and fresh air. There was a
large bed with a mattress stuffed with what smelled to Joseph to be
heather, making the room as inviting as the main room. There was
also a small fireplace against the wall opposite the
bed.

Jake pulled on a forest green set of stockings
and had just pulled a matching tunic over his head when he heard
Grandmother come through the bedroom door.

“Find everything? Oh, the
green
does
look good on you,
Joseph.”

“Jake, actually,” began the
boy.

Grandmother smiled. “If there's anyone in
Narnia who knows your nature, it would be me.
And
you
are no Jake - you’re a Joseph and should be proud
of it.” She was only slightly surprised at Jake’s questioning look.
“Oh bother that lion - he didn’t even tell you who I am, did
he?”

“No, Ma’am, he
didn’t.”

“Nature. I’m Nature - and it’s completely
in
my
nature to call someone what they are,
and
you
are a Joseph - don’t roll your eyes at me. Now,”
and Grandmother steered Joseph, who was resigned to being called
Joseph, to the other end of his room from the bed, where there was
a trestle table like the one in the great room only much smaller,
covered with flat sheets of parchment as well as several scrolls,
ink bottles, several quill pens, and a candle holder at each end
and in the middle. “You’ve got some writing to do before you leave
on the morrow.”

“I do?”

“Yes. Aslan instructed me that you’re to write
down the teachings he’s put in your mind so that ‘even the lowliest
Narnian can remember them and recite
them.'”

“Make it that
simple?”

“Oh, you’re up to it. Think for a moment:
how’d you make your mother smile when her poor old heart was
breaking during that awful war?”

“You know about
that?”

“I’m Nature; I told you that. There
are
no
secrets from me.” Her eyes narrowed just a bit.
“None whatsoever.”

“Well, I read her
poetry…”

“And made up some rather pretty ones if I’m
not mistaken.”

“But those were just silly little childish
things.”

“Yes, and now the child is a man and needs to
do manly things with the talents he developed as a boy. All beings
remember what they're taught better if it’s in simple words that
flow like a stream from the tongue. Adam’s race has a gift for
that, Boy; a gift very badly needed right
now.”

“But…”

“And, to help you, Aslan's sent you a scribe.”
She turned her head towards the door.
“Oi!”

The first faun Joseph had ever seen hesitantly
stepped through the door. “Stormwell, this is Joseph, the Messenger
I told you about. You and he will be serving Aslan
together.”

Hesitatingly, Stormwell made a quick bow
towards Joseph and flicked his eyes towards Grandmother as if for
approval, and Grandmother nodded a stern approval. Joseph looked
the strange being over quickly. Only as high as Joseph’s chest, the
faun’s head was a mass of black-blue curly hair with the points of
his ears and his two short horns sticking out though the curls. He
had a square face which was framed by a thin, dark beard along his
jawline. His torso was thick but certainly not fat, and his
goat-like legs appeared as powerful as the rest of his body and
were covered with the same color of hair as his
head.

“Hello, Master Stormwell,” ventured
Joseph.

“Honored,” the faun replied slowly, the word
forced and unconvincing.

“Let’s dispense with the awkwardness,”
instructed Grandmother as she turned to Joseph. “Just so you know
why he’s acting a bit off, Stormwell was a slave to the king and
was one of his best scribes. He’s been hiding here in Lantern
Wastes* for several years and has been persuaded to come help you.
Trust him to teach you how to write with a quill, but let him do
all the official writing until you’re
proficient.”

* 'Wastes' means
it's an uncultivated, unspoiled area.

“And you,” and she turned back to the faun,
“Trust the boy. He’s not the king, nor is he anything like him.”
She smiled at both of them. “Well, I’ll just be on my way and let
you two get to work. I’ve some wild ivy to tame today.” She paused
a moment, thinking hard. “One more thing and
then
I’ll be off. If an old lady can make a
suggestion: tomorrow morning you, Joseph, leave to meet the king;
you haven’t a lot of time. Spend today making a list of Aslan’s
words. Teach Stormwell what poetry is and give him a few examples,
then leave him to experiment with it while you go see the king.
Much more efficient than trying to write too many poems today - if
you were to ask me, that is.” And with that Nature left to tame
some wild ivy.

Joseph and the faun stared at each other for
several minutes, neither quite sure what to say. Finally Joseph
spoke. “I’m new to Narnia; I’ve never met a faun before. I hope
you’ll not think me rude if I appear to
stare.”

“I’ve met too many humans,” replied Stormwell
curtly, “I hope you’ll not think me rude if I don’t trust you.
Ever.”

Joseph didn’t know what to say, so he just
nodded. “Deal, then.” He took a deep breath. “I don’t know if you
can appreciate it or not, but I’m a bit overwhelmed.” Stormwell
said nothing. “Look, I’ve never even used a quill. Why don’t we
just start with you showing me how to use one?” They moved to the
desk, where Joseph discovered only one chair. “Let me find another
one.”

“No, Your Maj… I mean Your Honor,” started
Stormwell. “A Beast never sits in the presence of a
human.”

“Who says?”

“The late king.”

“Well, this human sees no reason for
his
teacher
to stand while the
student
sits. I’ll go find another chair.” There were no
empty chairs in the great hall, so Joseph dragged a bench to his
room, and teacher and student shared it. Stormwell was hesitant,
but as soon as he had the quill between his fingers he moved deftly
and expertly in showing the human how to dip the sharpened end to
fill it with ink. He showed him how to hold it and how much
pressure to apply to write. But after making nothing but big ugly
ink stains on a piece of parchment, Joseph handed the quill back to
the teacher. “I think Grandmother's right: you write for
now.”

“Now,” Stormwell asked, some courage having
come back as he was sitting at a desk with quill in hand; a feeling
with which he'd always been confident. “Madam says you're to
explain poetry to me?”

“Where I come from, poetry is a form of
speaking in which the words meter - that means they have a rhythm.
And each line rhymes with another.” Stormwell appeared to
comprehend but said nothing. “Here’s an example from a childhood
poem. I’ll beat the rhythm with my hand while I speak it. Listen
for the rhyme patterns in the last word of each
line:

“I love you
well, my little brother,

And you are fond of me;

Let us be kind to one another,

As brothers ought to be.

“You shall
learn to play with me,

And learn to use my toys;

And then I think that we shall be

Two happy little boys.”

(Mother Goose, who insisted I use it after she read the first draft
of this book)

Stormwell’s face didn’t change through the
poem. Joseph waited a moment and then asked,
“Well?”

“I understood the words, caught the beat and
heard every other line rhyme.”

“And?”

“I am not now and never will be your friend;
much less your brother. Nor will I ever be a boy, and I do not play
with toys.” He paused. “But, I understand the task at hand. Shall
we get to it?”

Joseph ended up pacing while Stormwell wrote -
first they made a list of Aslan’s most important teachings and then
experimented with versifying one of them. Mr. Stormwell made good
solid suggestions when Joseph couldn't find the right words - after
all, words had been his life and purpose in the king’s castle. The
faun was startled at the praise the human gave, for in fifty years
of servitude he’d never heard humans praise or thank any
non-human.


—————

“What?! Are you two still at it?” Joseph and
Stormwell looked up hours later as Grandmother walked in the room
unannounced. “You’ve been at it all day. You’ve missed the tea I
had laid out!” She paused. “So, Stormwell: are you going to be able
to work with this boy, even though he’s
human?”

“Aye, Lady.” He paused. “You - you were right.
He’s not like the king. But I’m still
wary.”

“Thank you,” said Joseph, imagining how hard
the confession had to be for the faun.

“Not that I trust you yet,” added Stormwell
slowly.

“Now, both of you into the great room for
supper!” And Grandmother waved them from their work and on to the
meal.

The next morning, as Joseph was returning from
his morning bath in the nymph’s pool, Grandmother and Stormwell
were waiting at the table in the garden where he’d breakfasted the
morning before. Standing beside Grandmother was a new, rather
long-faced visitor.

“Joseph,” Grandmother began as she and
Stormwell stood, “I would like you to meet Fairorn, your traveling
companion.”

The purest, whitest unicorn Joseph could
imagine dipped his head. “Greetings,
Messenger.”

“I’m honored,” replied Joseph, returning the
bow.

“The Messenger does not bow to us,” began
Fairorn.

“In my world those who are going to work
together are a ‘team’. And team mates treat each other with equal
respect.”

Fairorn turned to Stormwell, who nodded a
silent confirmation. “He even calls me
Master
Stormwell,” he informed the
unicorn.

“Humans thinking of others as equals? A
strange place, this world you come from,” sighed the
unicorn.










Chapter 7
The King of Lonn'on


Before departing to meet the king, Grandmother
took Joseph aside and warned him that the talking Beasts were never
ridden by humans or asked to give a ride. One could ride the silent
animals, but never the talking Beasts. “So don’t even ask,” she
warned sternly. “If they volunteer that's their decision,
but never
ask!”

“How far is it to the king’s castle?” Joseph
asked after several hours of travel. There were no noticeable paths
through the forests and meadows they’d traveled so far, but Fairorn
had pointed himself in the desired direction and taken off at a
pace that forced Joseph to walk briskly to stay up with his guide.
Had he not been in good shape from all his sports he might not have
kept up.

“Two days and a little more,” the unicorn
replied. “We’ll stop in a quiet place in the forest to sleep at
nights.”

“Why's it so important that I speak to the
king now? I’ve barely started to write anything; I barely know what
I’m talking about.”

“You have a very simple message to deliver;
one a child could recite. Then we’ll be back to the Grandmother’s
cottage.”

“But what if he asks
questions?”

“You’ll answer them.”

“How?”

“With your mouth,” and the unicorn whinnied as
if he were sure he’d made a joke.

Joseph grimaced. “Very funny. Now, how will I
know what to say?”

“Son of Adam,” replied Fairorn, “Did the Lion
breathe his words into your mind?”

“Yes.”

“And can you recall
them?”

“Most of them, yes. But not
all.”

“Then rest assured he put them in your mind
for a reason; and the reason is so you can recall them when they're
needed. But if you’re busy being worried then you’ll block it from
coming when you need it.”


—————

On the predicted day, just as the sun was
reaching its highest point in the sky, Fairorn stopped at the edge
of the forest. Joseph looked out and saw the small town of Lonn'on
(named by King Frank I, a former London cabby, who named his new
capitol after the one where he used to live). You see, although
humans had lived in Narnia for generations, many had moved south
and settled in Archenland or in Calormen or sailed to the eastern
islands. Some had traveled up the Great River and built villages
along its banks. So the king’s village, near the mouth of the river
and across from a beautiful but uninhabited hill that jutted out
into the ocean, wasn't as large as Joseph thought it might
be.

Joseph entered the village alone, as Fairorn
wouldn't set foot in it. He walked slowly, peering in store fronts
as he made his way to the castle, as the unicorn had instructed.
You see, once a year the king opened his court to anyone who
registered the day before and would sit patiently and hear the
citizen’s appeal. Fairorn had explained that today was registration
day, which was why Joseph had to be there.

“Name,” the tired scribe called out without
looking up as the line moved along and it was finally Joseph’s turn
at the desk.

“Joseph.”

“From?”

England, actually…”

“In-gu-lund?” the scribe said slowly. “Never
heard of it.”

Joseph realized this man would never have
heard of England. “It’s… it’s upriver.”

The scribe scribbled on his parchment. “Be
here tomorrow. Your name’s called once; if you don’t respond you’ll
have to wait for next year’s audience.”

Joseph joined the long line of petitioners the
next day, having spent the night in the forest with Fairorn. The
line moved slowly, but eventually he was within the castle walls
and up the steps into the keep’s main floor, where the king sat
lazily and bored on his throne.

Joseph could see the king was barely hearing
those addressing him - he sat, playing with something in one hand
while staring here and there; everywhere but at the peasant
addressing him. What little confidence Joseph had used to get this
far was eroding fast.

“Joseph of
In-gu-lund.”

Despite the fear that had enveloped him,
Joseph stepped forward. Dressed simply in the green tunic and
stockings Grandmother had supplied for him, he’d even left Aslan’s
cloak with Fairorn, thinking it too warm to be wearing it. He
stopped in front of the king and bowed.

“Yes; get on with it,” mumbled the king, a man
Joseph guessed to be approaching middle
age.

“Your Majesty,” began Joseph, but then he
paused, not sure what he was going to say.

“I said get on with
it!”

“My name is Joseph.”

“Yes, your name was read to
me.”

A shred of courage surfaced. “I've been sent
with a message.”

“And who couldn't bring this message that they
had to send a little boy?”

“Aslan, Your
Majesty.”

The great room went strangely silent, as if
Joseph had said something very bad. Finally the king laughed.
“Aslan, you say? Oh, this is going to be good. Tell me,” and the
king gave Joseph his full attention, “What did the great big
invisible lion have to say?”

Joseph knew he was being mocked, and it stung
like darts to the heart. “Aslan asks…”


“Asks,
does he? Tell me boy, is Aslan a king or
not?”

“Y-Yes. He's the True King of
Narnia.”

All the courtiers went horrifyingly silent as
the king’s face went hard.
“I
am the true king of Narnia; make no mistake in
this regard. And if this Aslan really existed, and if
he
was
a king, he would not ‘ask’, because kings never
'ask'.” He paused. “Tell me: what message from this unseen, unknown
king have your people devised and sent you to
deliver?”

“Aslan asks,” and the courtiers laughed again
at the word ‘asks’, “that you grace his presence on His day - eight
weeks from today. He asks you to meet him at the Tree of
Protection, as is law.”

“Law? Law?!” The king rose from his throne.
“You come into
my
throne room and tell
me
of some law devised to keep peasants worshiping
some fantasy? Guards!” Guards stepped out of the crowd from all
corners of the room, lowering their weapons toward Joseph. “You
know what to do!” the king shouted, and all the guards moved to
surround Joseph. “I hope you run better than you can talk, boy,”
laughed the king.

Joseph could in fact run very well, and he
didn’t stop running until he’d cleared the village and was well
inside the woods, the guards ending their chase at the edge of the
village. The only reason Joseph stopped running was because a pair
of strong, vise-like arms reached out and grabbed him as he ran
past, lifting him off the ground and then galloping in an
altogether different direction than he'd been running. And I do
mean galloping, for it was a large, chestnut centaur who’d grabbed
the fleeing Joseph and held him to his strong, burly chest as he
galloped back to Fairorn’s hiding place with his prize. “You’re
safe with me, Messenger; please - stop –
struggling!”

The centaur didn't let Joseph go until they
reached the unicorn and the centaur had slowly folded his own
equine legs under him and was resting next to the unicorn and the
human’s legs were touching the ground on their own. As the centaur
did let go, Joseph fell to the ground before he could stop himself
but quickly pushed himself back up and turned to face the two
Narnians. “Who? Wha…?”

“This is Forell,” Fairorn explained. “He's one
of the Centaur.” Forell made a regal bow of his head and chest
towards Joseph, and Joseph instinctively returned the gesture,
still not quite believing what he was seeing. But then, if you’ve
just traveled several days with a talking unicorn after spending a
day of organizing documents with a faun, should a centaur really
surprise you?

“Tell me how it went with the human king,”
asked Fairorn in a calming voice.

“How it went?! He turned his guards on me! It
was a disaster! Alsan’s going to be
so
mad…”

“What did you say to the king?” asked Forell
in a slow, deliberate voice.

“I told him that Aslan asked him to…
”

“Messenger,” interrupted the centaur, “What
did you say? What were your words?”

“I said,” and Joseph took a breath, “I said:
‘Aslan asks…’”

Fairorn whinnied and Forell
sighed.

“What?”

“Messenger,” Forell said with the same slow,
deliberate voice as before, “Did Aslan say to ‘ask’ something of
the king, or did Aslan say to ‘tell’ the
king?”

“To tell him, of
course.”

“Then that's what you must say to the
king.”

“But I can’t…”

The centaur sat up strait and very tall. “Are
you or are you not Aslan’s Messenger?”

“Well yes but…”

“Then you do not and
cannot
speak your own words! You must speak the words
Aslan gave you!”

There was complete silence between the three
while Joseph thought very hard.

“You’re right,” Joseph finally whispered as he
stood up. “You’re right. I have to go back.” Suddenly the human
twitched as he felt something on his chest and stomach that hadn’t
been there before.

The centaur saw the human twitch and pulled
the boy close to him, gently touching the boy’s chest where the
forest green tunic was open. The centaur smiled at Joseph and then
at Fairorn. “He means it, Fairorn; he means
it.”

“What?” asked Joseph, not
understanding.

“Integrity, Messenger; Integrity.” Joseph
remembered the vest Aslan had put on him and realized that was what
he was suddenly feeling on his chest, and he remembered Aslan’s
words – ‘Everything
you’ve just put on will always be with you as long as you prove
your worthiness for them to remain. When you need them they will be
there, seen or unseen, and as needed…
’

“… and Aslan will be there to protect my
back,” whispered Joseph.

“As will I,” added the burly, well-muscled
centaur as he stood and crossed his arms across his ample
chest.

“And I,” added the unicorn, standing and
waving his long, dangerously sharp horn.

Joseph stood once more in the castle keep’s
great room as the long line of petitioners finally came to an end.
“You’re not on my list,” the tired scribe said as he scanned the
bottom of the list and realized the list had been completed. “Your
Majesty, this person is
not
on my list.”

“Fool; we drove him out earlier, but he’s been
foolish enough to come back.” The king leaned forward on his
throne. “At least he’s had the decency to dress a little nicer this
time.”

Joseph approached the throne for a second time
that day, but this time Aslan’s cloak was over his shoulders and
covering him down to his toes. He was just as afraid as before, but
feeling the courage that comes with Virtue and Integrity combined,
he made his way towards the king. The courtiers immediately started
whispering and laughing, but with the cloak protecting his heart
from their stinging darts they had much less effect than they had
earlier in the day.

“Your Majesty,” Joseph began as he bowed
deeply.

The king performed a mock bow as one might do
for a foolish little child, and the court laughed again. “What
message do we have now?”

“I mis-spoke the first time, Your Majesty, and
I'm here to correct my mistake.”

“Your mistake was in
coming.”

“My mistake was that I was speaking my words
and not Aslan’s.”

“And what does the great big scary lion have
to say to me?”

“Aslan’s message is this: ‘You
are
commanded
to appear before me on Aslan’s Day and account
for your stewardship before Me and before all of Narnia, that the
Tree of Protection might continue to protect
Narnia.’”

The king slowly rose from his seat. “Command?
Command?! How dare you…!”

“I dare nothing, Your Majesty. I speak Aslan’s
words and not my own.”

The king twitched a hand and four guards
swarmed Joseph, grabbing him by the arms to haul him off. But the
boy couldn't be budged. No amount of pulling or pushing would move
him. The long, tawny-gold traveling cloak was moved enough that the
king could see the boy's feet had turned into large lion paws whose
massive claws had dug into the marble floor, making the boy
unmovable - it was the stockings Aslan had given the boy that gave
him the power to stand firm until his message was
delivered.

The king waved the guards off as he slowly sat
back down to this throne, his eyes fixed on the lion’s claws
digging in to the highly polished floor. “Finish your message, Boy,
that you might then detach yourself from my floor and be thrown in
prison.”

Joseph straightened himself up as the guards
released him. “Aslan not only commands you to appear before Him and
give your account, but He commands you to remember his words and
obey them.” Joseph paused. “Otherwise you will loose your
throne.”

“Are we done, now?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.” And the king and the
court watched as the lion’s claws let go of the floor and the boy’s
feet returned to something far more human.

The king’s hand twitched again and the guards
surrounded Joseph. “Strip him and throw him in prison. I’ve need of
a new stable boy.”

Stripped and with his hands bound painfully
behind him, the court laughed and jeered as Joseph was shamefully
paraded out of the castle, through the town, and to the prison. To
Joseph’s surprise, not all the townsfolk laughed and mocked him - a
few paled and bowed respectfully as he walked
by.

The king’s prison was actually more of a work
house. The prisoners were all kept in a large barn-like structure
at night, but by day they worked the king’s fields and stables.
Among his fellow prisoners who were locked in the barn that night
were other humans who had also been shamefully stripped as well as
several centaurs, fauns, and satyrs.

The next morning Joseph was marched to the
dark, stench-filled stables and ordered to clean them, and the
warm, earthy stench of damp and rotting filth (he was gagging and
hoping not to loose what little breakfast he’d been given!) told
him it had been a long time since they'd been cleaned. The work was
hard and Joseph worked slowly, angry at himself for walking into a
trap. Soon he was angry at Fairorn and Forell for letting him walk
into a trap and end up in the stable.

Joseph was just getting ready to be angry at
Aslan for allowing all this to happen to him when a side door
opened and an old woman walked in, carrying with her a small basket
of food. “My Lord,” the old woman said as she
curtsied.

“I’m nobody’s lord,” Joseph stammered as he
tried in vain to make himself modest in front of the
woman.

“I knew it the moment you were marched through
the gates,” she continued. “I’ve been here for many years, but not
so many that I’d forget the sight of someone coming in Aslan’s
name.”

“What do you mean?”

“What do I mean? Look at yourself! And weaved
from Aslan’s own mane; I’d know that weave
anywhere!”

Joseph stared at the woman in wonder. What in
Narnia was she talking about?

“Young man,” and the old woman’s eyes
twinkled. “Stop looking at the scared little boy on the outside and
start looking at who you are in here,” and she placed her hand on
his chest. “I suspect there's a lion's heart lurking in there,
waiting to be released. That’s who you really are, and all the
false kings of Narnia can never change
that.”

It was as if all the muck and dirt of the
stable suddenly dropped off and Joseph stood there clean and
dressed in Aslan’s armor. He was
speechless.

“See there, Boy?” and the old woman’s voice
laughed. “Often it’s in how we see ourselves that makes all the
difference, even in the nastiest
situation.”

“That’s why some of the townsfolk didn’t
laugh; they bowed…”

“Yes, Boy. Not all humans are blinded by mere
sight.”

Joseph returned to the barn that night holding
his head a little higher, knowing Aslan hadn’t abandoned him. He
found a place to lay down next to an ancient-looking centaur, who
looked at the human beside him and smiled.

“Well done, Young One,” whispered the
centaur.

“Hmmm?” mumbled Joseph through the meager
dinner he was trying to eat.

The old centaur just smiled and closed his
eyes. “I can see a little better who you are, now that you can see,
too.” Joseph nodded, too hungry to pay much attention to the old
one.

“Khan.”

“Hmmm?

The old Centaur leaned in closer. “My name is
Khan.”

“Joseph,” the human answered, giving his own
name.


—————

Sometime in the dark, early hours of the
following morning a sudden crash startled all the prisoners awake.
The guards outside the barn all started yelling and running as
another crash sounded and the doors of the barn were kicked down by
several pairs of strong hooves. Further chaos ensued as the wooden
walls of the barn were assaulted by even more hooves, making more
and more openings for prisoners to escape.

“Father!” a loud voice boomed across the barn
as it suddenly filled with a dozen angry, fighting centaurs. Joseph
turned as he saw the huge form of Forell practically leaping in his
direction, followed closely by the unicorn
Fairorn.

The old centaur named Khan came to his feet.
“Forell!”

“Grab the boy!” Forell ordered as he pointed
at Joseph, and Joseph found himself being swept up as Khan grabbed
him with far more strength than he appeared to have and ran after
his son. It was well that Joseph had been swept up because hoofs
were flying everywhere as centaurs, fauns, and satyrs were all
making their escape. Some were following Khan's example and
grabbing humans to aide in their escape, but some humans were too
afraid of being trampled and were cowering in corners, hoping to
escape when the stampede thinned out.

“Put him on my back!” Forell shouted as Khan
caught up with him and they galloped through the prison gate and
towards the safety of the forest. Joseph found himself
unceremoniously plopped behind Forell’s human back. “Hold on any
way you can!” Forell shouted over the noise, “But move with me and
don’t hamper me!” Joseph had ridden bareback, so he knew what to do
with his legs to hold on, but it was a problem to find a way to
hold on to the massive human torso in front of him without
hindering its mobility.

Khan had dropped out of sight as soon as he
had sat Joseph on Forell's back, but Joseph couldn’t concentrate on
that right now; he had to hold on and not hamper Forell’s movement
as they sped through the forest. They sped on through the night,
fauns and satyrs splitting off from the herd in different places
and heading for their own destinations, silent waves of gratitude
being exchanged with Forell before they disappeared into the
darkness of the forest.

Near dawn Khan appeared at Forell’s side,
smiling. In his hands were Aslan’s cloak and Grandmother’s tunic,
both folded into a neat bundle.

“The Old Woman wishes Aslan’s Messenger well,”
the old centaur said as they sped along.


—————

The centaurs didn’t take Joseph back to
Grandmother’s cottage. Instead, they rejoined their own herd, where
there was great rejoicing as the Old One was welcomed
back.

“It appears,” whispered Fairorn, once Joseph
had dropped from Forell’s back and he greeted the unicorn with a
hug and a pat to his neck, “It appears we walked into the middle of
an escape plan that had been months in the planning. The Old One
had been brought to the king to prophecy at the king’s pleasure,
and he had prophesied the end of the dynasty, which didn’t please
the king at all, as you can imagine.”

For two days the herd celebrated with food and
wine of many different strengths, being served freely by none other
then Bacchus himself, the dark-haired god of harvest, wine, and
revelry, who made sure what he served wasn't too strong for the
drinker - which meant Joseph enjoyed all the taste of the fruit but
none of the fomented kick. (Bacchus knew Grandmother too well to
let anything happen to the Messenger; therefore all he got was no
stronger than any grape juice your mother buys for you.) There was
also mead strong enough to knock a horse off its hoofs - something
the centaurs were vigilant in keeping from Joseph’s grasp. There
was swimming in the river and competitions of strength and agility
in which many stallions competed and the mares and fillies watched
with delight. Joseph was left wondering several times what a team
of centaurs could do on a football (soccer!)
field.

“Oi!” a half-drunk stallion shouted at Joseph
on the second day as they were watching Forell, whom Joseph had
discovered was the herd’s chief, wrestling another equally-sized
male to the ground in a near-even competition. “Sure you don’t have
any centaur blood in you?”

“No, Sir; I think I’d
know.”

The centaur took a handful of Joseph’s hair in
his huge hand and laughed, almost lifting the human off the ground.
“I don’t know! You’ve got the hair of a chief! Never seen a human
with centaur hair before!” It was true - having a red-haired Scot
for a father and a black-haired beauty for a mother, Joseph’s hair
had tried for common ground and had turned out a strong copper
color twisted in tight curls. He looked at the centaur chief still
wrestling and realized with a laugh that he and Forell did in fact
share the very same tight, copper curls.

Joseph laughed as he raised his mug of very
weak but delicious wine. “To chiefs and their hair!” The half-drunk
centaur roared the toast across the herd and drank
heavily.










Chapter 8
The Old Ones Come Calling


 

“Wouldn't it be
dreadful if some day in our own world… men started going wild
inside, like animals here, and still looked like men, so that you'd
never know which were
which?”
Queen
Lucy the Valiant

("Prince Caspian" Chapter Nine)

“Come home, have you? And lost your stockings
and boots?”

Joseph and Fairorn looked up as they entered
Grandmother’s garden late the following afternoon. She stood there,
arms folded, as if waiting for their
return.

“Now, get washed up and take a nap - you and
Stormwell have a
lot
of work and very little time. Seven weeks left
and you haven’t written a thing! Villages to visit; Humans and
Narnians to teach. Oh, Stormwell has taken to poetry like a fish to
water; you’ll be so pleased. But you still need to approve it all.”
Joseph smiled as he approached her, and she smiled back and hugged
him with a fierce, possessive hug. “Don’t you dare try to soften me
up, Boy. Humans think Nature to be very unforgiving, and I intend
to maintain that reputation.” But she hugged him
again.

“If you were
that
intimidating,” Joseph said with a grin, “Winter
would be a
lot
colder than this.” (He was wearing nothing but
the salvaged tunic and was just the tiniest bit
cold.)

“Ha! Not with
my
old bones! That kind of Winter’s for the young.
Now, off for a bath - I can smell a two-day forest romp on you! And
don't be telling anyone about Master Forell giving you a ride. He
has his self-respect to maintain!”

Supper was ready before Joseph came back from
the forest pool. He dressed to sup with Grandmother and then
undressed for bed and slept as if dead. When he managed to wake the
next morning it was to the sound of a quill quietly scratching its
way across parchment. He lifted his head enough to see Stormwell
sitting quietly at the work table, studiously working away, a small
fire in the fireplace behind him.

“Morning, Master Stormwell,” Joseph said as he
sat up.

“Please don't address me with an honorific,”
Stormwell said in his usual, matter-of-fact voice. “I'm your
servant.”

“Oh no, you're not,” Joseph said as he slid
out of bed and stretched. “We're both serving the Lion. I'm the one
everyone's going to see and hear, but you're putting the words in
my mouth. And even though I'm still a boy, I'm smart enough to
honor those who deserve it.” Joseph smiled his young man smile as
he opened a drawer and found a kilt to wrap around
himself.

“Humans from your world are very strange,”
replied Stormwell dryly. “Would never fit in
here.”

“Stormwell,” Grandmother called as she entered
the room with a tray of food. “You've eaten, but Joseph hasn't -
don't let him touch a thing until he has. And you,” turning her
gaze to the human, “Sit yourself at the other end of the table;
you're not going spill all over Stormwell's hard work.” Joseph
pulled on a shirt and obeyed while she set the tray of porridge and
fruits as far away from the parchments as she could. “Eat. Then
talk.” Again, Joseph obeyed. “And did I tell you the three Old Ones
are coming tomorrow to confer with you?”

“Who?”

“You've met one - Khan, the Old One of the
centaurs. He's coming with the Old One of the Faun and the Satyr.
And I suspect you need to have something ready for them to read. By
breakfast tomorrow.”

Only after breakfast was done and Grandmother
had cleared the tray away and examined Joseph's hands for anything
that might stain the parchments was the human allowed at the
working end of the table. He noticed there was now two chairs so
human and fawn might be comfortable as befitting their separate
anatomies. Stormwell first pulled out the writings they'd done
together before the audience with the king and pointed out what he
felt was the most important items. He then presented the
versifications he'd worked on while Joseph was gone to see the
king, was imprisoned, and then ‘romped with the centaurs’, as
Grandmother was calling it.

“As I am
not
human, however,” Stormwell continued, “I don't
know if everything is as it should be for the human mind to
understand. But I did my best from fifty years in the king's
castle.”

“This is amazing,” praised Joseph. “Simply
amazing.” He read each piece one by one, going from one parchment
to the next. “I don't think I'd dare to suggest changes.” But
Stormwell insisted on them going over it all line-by-line until he
was as satisfied as Joseph that they had reflected Aslan's words
correctly.


——————

Grandmother woke Joseph up early enough the
next morning that he was bathed, dressed in a fine kilt and white
shirt, fed, and watered before his honored visitors arrived. And,
he was waiting in a nearby meadow where Grandmother had placed a
table laden with fruits, vegetables, and
drinks.

“'Old One' is an honored title,” explained
Khan, the centaur who’d befriended Joseph in the king's prison, as
he and an equally old-looking faun and satyr sat on the grass with
Joseph and Stormwell, near the table Grandmother had laid out for
their pleasure. “Every Narnian has a clan chief who leads in
hunting and fighting - they're the guardian and muscle of the clan.
But the Old One is the mind and heart and conscience of the
family.”

“The patriarch,” suggested Joseph, and
everyone else nodded.

“Now, Messenger, your face tells me you have
questions. I think we should answer them before we read what you’ve
prepared,” and he motioned at the parchment lying in a tight roll
between the human and Stormwell.

Joseph's mind raced - he hadn't thought to
prepare any questions of his own. Since he'd been in Narnia it
seemed all he'd done was what others had guided him or instructed
him into doing.

“I suppose,” Joseph finally began, “I suppose
I need to ask: what's making the Tree die? What are humans
doing?”

The centaur nodded. “A great evil has risen
among the Humans. We centaurs are known for seeing signs in the
stars and in nature, and these signs tell us that the source of
that evil will soon be upon us.

“The Witch cannot enter Narnia because of the
Tree; this you understand. But, she's found a way for her evil to
enter ahead of her. Two human generations ago those loyal to the
Witch began to whisper her so-called 'truths' into human ears that
were in reality great evils. All three of us,” and he motioned to
the Faun and the Satyr sitting beside him, “foretold the ruin of
the humans if this untruth was believed.

“First, human parents stopped teaching Right
from Wrong - the evil whispers told them they shouldn't correct or
criticize their young but allow them a so-called 'freedom' to find
their own way in the world. To continue to teach Right from Wrong
was to injure their personal growth.”

“That's stupid!” Joseph exclaimed. “There's
too much that
has
to be taught. Like responsibility…
”

All three of the Old Ones nodded agreement and
the centaur continued. “Then the evil whispered again and said that
if Aslan's teachings were true then the young ones would discover
it on their own and parents shouldn't interfere with this so-called
self-discovery.”

“That's nonsense!”

“Yes. But many believed.
Far,
far
too many.”

“But
all
children need direction; that's just common
sense!”

“And that’s why the Witch whispered what she
whispered. If you will excuse me, Messenger, it's our experience
that humans don't have as much common sense as they
believe.”

Joseph smiled. “I think I agree with
you.”

The Faun Old One cleared his throat. “So one
human generation was, for the most part, raised without Aslan's
teachings. They were left to assume that since they didn't find
Aslan on their own it was because He was no longer relevant to
their lives.”

“But that's because they weren't taught!”
exclaimed Joseph.

“Exactly. So that first generation, left
rudderless, taught their children to look to themselves for
direction. Not to Aslan, who was now an abstract figure of no
consequence, and certainly not to their parents, who still hadn't
found any guidance in the world.” He paused. “So humans are now
teaching their children that anything they want to believe and want
to do is fine as long as it's what they
want
to believe or
want
to do.” He paused. “Naturally, they've turned
into beings who look after themselves and no one
else.”

“How does Aslan allow
this?”

“All beings are given the freedom of Choice,
Young One,” the Satyr Old One spoke up, “Whether for good or for
ill. Freedom to choose to follow Aslan or to give in to the selfish
enticings of the whispered evil. The situation we face today is
that there's a generation of humans unable to make that choice
because they haven't been able to learn enough of Aslan to make a
choice. Without knowledge - or, with the
wrong
knowledge - freedom of Choice has been curtailed
or even lost. This loss of Choice is what Aslan will not allow to
continue.”

“We haven't told you the worst yet,” whispered
the centaur. “Today's human females are being told their own
personal life is more important than comforting and nurturing their
mate or even their children - even that they
shouldn't
nurture and comfort their husband and children…
”

“No!” exclaimed
Joseph.

“… They’re told that to do so is to demean
themselves into slavery. Even though their man is still required to
feed and clothe and house them - and nurture
them.
So the men have become slaves to a generation of ungrateful… ” and
Khan used a word I'll not write in this book. “Tell me - what
culture can stand when it has sunk this low?”
*


* A serious
student of history knows that women en masse turning their backs on
their families has been the final, fatal blow to the fall of many
civilizations that died from within. I'm not trying to be a sexist;
just an historian.

Joseph thought for several minutes before
speaking. “Aslan's going to destroy the humans, isn't he? Or at
least drive them out of Narnia.” All three Old Ones closed their
eyes and lowered their heads - all Joseph needed to confirm his
fears. He looked from one to the other before continuing. “How does
this effect your clans? All three of you are…
”

“… are
not
human,” interrupted Khan, holding up a finger
while preventing Joseph from saying something totally repugnant.
“Although we have parts that appear human to you, we are not. I am
neither human nor horse. Fauns are not human or goat; nor are the
satyrs human or goat or anything else other than simply a
satyr,” he said firmly, and
Joseph nodded.

“Aslan has never required us to follow the
commands given to humans, as we are of a very different nature. But
what he
has
commanded is for humans to obey His word and
thereby
act
in a way that we can see their actions
and
emulate
that which is good and
right.

“You see,” said the old Faun, “We’re in a very
precarious situation. We and the other Beasts were given the gift
of being something more than animals and were commanded to never
revert back. To not revert, we were told to look to the humans. So
ours is a balancing act of having less than human natures but
looking to humans to fulfill our natures.”

“And when humans fail to fulfill their nature
we also suffer the loss.” concluded the ancient
Satyr.

Joseph tried to soak in all he was hearing,
but it was an awful lot.

“If I may,” Stormwell finally spoke,
addressing the Old Ones, and all three nodded. “Humans have
something we don't have - a conscience. There is, as has been
explained to me, an inherent sense of Right and Wrong that each
human is born with. It is then nurtured or dampened, depending on
their upbringing and the choices they make. Today, with so many
human young simply being told to do whatever they wish, their
conscience is being dampened and silenced before it has a chance to
help them make real choices.

“How does this effect your
clans?”

Stormwell continued. “Centaurs are known for
their physical powers and all that goes with it. Thus it's in their
nature to become barbarous and cruel - first-class warriors. And
yet they’re also known for great wisdom once the cruelness has been
tempered with age and example. We fauns are accused of being
flighty and frivolous; incapable of any serious responsibility.”
Joseph wanted to smile – he couldn't imagine Stormwell as flighty
and frivolous. “Satyrs inhabit the dark woods where the sun rarely
reaches; thus the ways of darkness often become their
ways.

“The only form of conscience we three have is
an inherent need to watch humans and emulate them. Thus the centaur
and their wisdom, the fauns who become great scribes and aides, and
the satyrs who become the strong, silent watchers of the woods and
protectors of travelers.”

“But,” spoke up the ancient Satyr, “Because of
the evil being taught we’re losing the humans as examples to our
young ones, and they’re reverting to those things that are wrong.
They’re becoming animals.” He paused. “We look to you to return the
humans to Aslan's way, or even
we
are lost.”

There was a long silence, through which Joseph
was finally beginning to understand the depth of the task for which
he'd been commissioned.

“Now, Young Messenger,” Khan finally spoke,
“Let’s see what the two of you two have written.” The parchments
were passed between the Old Ones, who nodded thoughtfully as they
read them slowly and carefully. Finally they nodded to each other
and smiled. “May we suggest how you should begin…
?”










Chapter 9
Joseph Moves to Town


 

The town of Baruna stood where two of Narnia's
main rivers - the Great and the Rush Rivers - joined, giving the
town the advantage of being the center of all important
transportation and communications for Narnia. Be that as it may,
once you got away from Baruna's docks and the great ford, a major
river-crossing spot, you’d discover it was a collection of only
about six-hundred families, their homes, stables, chicken coops,
and various farms and pastures.

Because Baruna was
the
central meeting place for all river traffic, the
townsfolk were never surprised to meet a traveling centaur or faun
or satyr - in fact, there were centaurs who worked the docks, and
many families hired studious fauns to keep their books and
correspondences. As Joseph would later discover, the night watch
was made up of a dozen satyrs, who preferred the dark and thus
served an important function in a town so centered on commerce. But
rarely did humans see, even in Baruna, the three species traveling
together, much less with a human
companion.

“The docks are quiet today,” whispered the Old
One of the fauns.

“They’ll all be in the town square to greet
the king,” replied the centaur.

“King?” asked Joseph sharply. “The king's
coming?”

“Yes. Another good reason to be here today.
Not only will word of your coming precede you up and down the
river, but news that the king’s been given Aslan's word will travel
with it.”

“You could’ve told me the king was going to be
here.”

“And given you time to fret?” The old centaur
was smiling a fatherly smile.

Joseph and his companions reached the town
square and discovered the townsfolk were in fact gathered. Just as
they entered the square on the north end, the king's party entered
on the south end, the path between both parties open as the
townsfolk had left it clear for the king's party to ride through
unhampered.

“Hail King Narl, King of Narnia!” Lord Mayor
Saul shouted as the king entered the town square, and all the
people in the square echoed the hail. Joseph stopped at the sight
of the king, but Khan nudged him forward. “You represent a king far
greater than this one. Keep walking.” And so he did, and the two
parties met roughly in the middle of the
square.

King Narl acted as if he'd not heard the
shouted hails as his eyes focused on Joseph the Messenger and his
strange group.

“Your Majesty,” Joseph finally said as he set
down his two small bags and bowed politely to the
king.

“You choose strange friends, Boy,” said the
king slowly as his eyes took in the four with the human, beginning
with the centaur and finally coming to rest on Stormwell, his
former scribe. “A fugitive and a runaway
slave.”

“I am also a fugitive,” replied
Joseph.

“You'd have stayed behind if the centaurs
hadn’t forced you to accompany them,” the king countered,
“Messengers have such nobleness dripping through their veins.”
Joseph thought for a moment and decided he definitely
would
not
have stayed behind! “Therefore, I grant you
amnesty.”

Joseph bowed again. “Your Majesty is
gracious.”

“Tell me: why have you come to block my path?
Another important message?”

“Actually,” Joseph said slowly, “I didn’t even
know you were going to be here. I came to speak to these people.”
He swallowed hard. “But it
is
for you to hear as
well.”

“Let me guess: a grand announcement that Aslan
is coming and he wants us all to be good little boys and
girls?”

The sarcasm in King Narl's voice would have
stung Joseph had he not been wearing the cloak of Faithfulness.
“Yes, Your Majesty, that
is
essentially my message. I’d be honored to deliver
it not only to you but to all these
people.”

“Lord Mayor!” King Narl shouted, and the Lord
Mayor came running, followed by his fiery red haired daughter who
acted as his assistant in most everything. “This boy claims to have
a message from Aslan himself.” A murmur went through the crowd.
“And from the parchment his servant's holding I'd guess he's
prepared a few things to read to us. It would please us to sit
awhile and humor him.” The Lord Mayor's daughter snapped orders as
the king and his party dismounted and chairs were brought from the
Lord Mayor's own house. Lord Mayor Saul, trying his best not to be
flustered, escorted Joseph and his party to a raised dais in the
middle of the square, where all important announcements,
proclamations, and speeches were made before the
townsfolk.

“M-my name is Joseph,” the boy began slowly.
“I’ve been sent by Aslan to deliver a message. The first day of
Spring - Aslan's Day - is coming. Each year Narnia is to gather to
remember the Creation and to renew the stewardships Aslan gave that
day. Aslan commands that this year His Day be kept.” He paused and
glanced at the king, who sat with absolutely no emotion on his
face. “Aslan has also commanded me to reiterate His most important
teachings to all humans in Narnia.”

“Why just the humans?” Joseph looked towards
the speaker - it was the Lord Mayor's red haired daughter, and
Joseph noticed her beautiful hazel eyes.

“Because we're who set the example for the
rest of Narnia.” The red haired girl nodded, satisfied with the
answer, and Joseph continued. “Aslan commanded that I write them
out in a way human and Beast alike will be able to memorize and
recite them.”

Joseph looked around the square. It was
obvious there were many interested in what he was saying, which
greatly encouraged him. “I have asked the Old One of the Fauns to
recite the Foundation of Aslan's
teachings.”

“We don't want fauns teaching us!” someone in
the crowd shouted.

“Then you should be setting the example for
them so they don't have to!” the mayor's red haired daughter shot
back. Many in the crowd laughed at the retort, and the king almost
smiled. The aged faun bowed to the Mayor's daughter and climbed the
few steps up the dais and stood next to Joseph, who stepped down a
step to give the faun the crowd’s attention. Stormwell made to hand
him the parchment with what they'd titled 'Aslan's Foundation'
written on it, but the Old One smiled and waved it off. When the
square was quiet again the Old One cleared his throat and began to
recite in a calm, lilting voice, his hand motions accentuating the
words:

“Hold Aslan as
your only king;

Bow not to any other thing.

Use not the Lion’s name in vain;

Nor dare His sacred Day profane.

Give parents all the honor due;

Heed well this word: no murder do.

Sire true to Dame, and Dame to Sire;

By theft nothing shall you acquire.

A willful lie make not, love not;

What is thy neighbor’s, want it
not.”*

*
See appendix for original source
material.

The Faun bowed respectfully and returned to
stand with his companions as the crowd murmured in discussion
concerning what they'd just heard.

“You haven't taught us anything new,
Messenger,” announced the king.

“No, Your Majesty,” agreed Joseph. “All of
this should be known by every person here. It's the foundation
that's ruled Narnia since its Creation.”

“I do have one question, however. You say to
bow to no other thing other than your mystery lion. Why then have
you been bowing to me, and should these good people bow to their
rightful king?”

“As long as you represent he who gave your
fathers the throne, then they bow to Aslan when they bow to you,”
Joseph answered slowly. “On Aslan's Day, if you show proper respect
and obedience, then yes - all these people will be required to
continue respecting you as their king.”

“Well spoken, Boy. On Aslan's Day we'll see,
then, won't we? Now, what else do you have for
us?”

Joseph felt as if the king was trying
manipulate the situation, but he did have one more document to have
read before he stepped down. “I have asked the Centaur Khan to
recite 'Aslan's Way of Peace'.”

The crowd went silent as the Old One of the
centaurs came up next to Joseph. He too refused the scroll
Stormwell offered and recited from memory:

“True Peace
belongs to humble hearts

who ever seek His ways:

They find in Him a quiet place

to dwell in all their days.

“True Peace
belongs to those who morn;

whose hearts are torn in two:

For He will come and heal them

and make their heart anew.

“True Peace
belongs to tender hearts

who serve with gentle hands:

The riches of this land are theirs;

such riches to command!

“True Peace
belongs to those who seek

for every worthy word:

As water from a forest stream,

His voice – it shall be heard.

“True Peace
belongs to those whose acts

are merciful and kind:

To them Aslan returns the gift -

great mercy will they find.

“True Peace
belongs to those whose hearts

are pure in thought and deed:

For them this promise ever stands –

to Aslan’s Land He’ll lead.

“True Peace to
those who have endured

the torment of the crowd:

He’ll wrap them in his royal arms

and keep them from all harm.

“True Peace and
joy belongs to those

hated for Aslan’s name:

For them He has reward so great –

’Tis there for them to claim!”*


*
See appendix for original source
material.

The Old One bowed his head and closed his eyes
as he finished; the traditional centaur signal that he was done
speaking. A buzz went through the crowd as they again discussed
what they’d just heard, and the king began a slow, deliberate
clapping as the centaur rejoined his traveling companions – a clap
that was in fact a mockery and not a
complement.

“Very entertaining,” the king said. “But to
me, true peace comes by having a larger, stronger army than your
enemy.”

“There is peace,” replied Khan, “And there is
Peace. One is outward; as you have described. The other is a peace
of the mind and the soul. A Peace of
Conscience.”

“What do I care about anyone's mind? As long
as tribute tithes roll in and no one is attacking my kingdom, then
I’m at peace. The rest is for the silly and the innocent to
discuss.”

“And yet Narnia is loosing its innocence, and
the Tree is dying because if it.”

“We all grow up,” retorted the king. “Times
change and we must change with them.”

“Some things should not change. And some
things don't change.”

“For instance?”

“Truth doesn't change. Evil remains Evil, no
matter how attractive we try to make it
appear.”

“But if we no longer believe in that truth
then it shouldn't effect on how we live. We’d be
lying…”

“That's the point, Majesty:
They
should
be believed. The lie is to turn your back on a
truth because it doesn’t fit our incorrect thinking. We must live
the truth. For ourselves; for Narnia. For the
Tree.”

“The Tree; the Tree; all for the Tree. What
about what
we
want? What about what
we
think is right.”

“If one is thinking right then that would
work. But as long as we’re thinking only about ourselves and what
we want for ourselves, then we’re no longer caring about Narnia or
other Narnains. Innocence is lost and the tree will die. The Witch
will have won.”

The king turned to Joseph. “Boy, this
so-called ‘Witch’ would at least let us live how we wish; not bind
us to some invisible king we’ve never
seen.”

Khan shook his head sadly and
did
not
attempt a reply, although it was obvious he had
many replies. Joseph took his cue from the Old One and also did not
reply.

The king stood. “I'd love to stay and debate
these childhood fantasies, but I have an appointment to keep with a
neighbor to our north. A queen of some influence.” He turned to
address the entire crowd. “Good People: I will be at the Tree on
Aslan's Day if for no other reason than to see this boy shamefaced
when the invisible lion forgets to appear. I invite you all to join
me. In fact, I command it.” The king's scribe was suddenly scribing
while the king continued. “Let it be sent to every town and village
for every human and beast to gather to the Tree on the day this boy
demands,” and the king paused, “That we all might know him for what
he is.” With that the king stood and mounted his horse. “You,” he
said to his scribe, “Make sure this edict is delivered to every
village and town in the next few days and then return to the
castle. Lord Mayor: do you have a scribe who can
assist?”

“My daughter, Kathrine,” began Lord Mayor
Saul, “She is young but expertly trained.”

“Set her to work copying the edict for this
lazy excuse of a scribe,” and he kicked at his scribe, who managed
an honest-appearing bow in order to duck the king's
foot.

Many of the townsfolk departed the square as
the king departed northward, but just as many crowded around Joseph
and his companions. The Lord Mayor properly introduced himself and
added that he was still a faithful follower of the Old Ways, as was
his daughter and the rest of his household. As the crowd thinned
the three Old Ones also said their farewells, explaining that they
needed to send word to their own clans. The thinning crowd parted
as they turned and took their leave.

“Queen, he says,” Katherine fired off at her
father as the Old Ones left, “Two years he’s been traveling north
to meet with this mystery woman. With his taste in women my bet
it’s the Witch. Or a harpy has him hypnotized and he enjoys
it…”

“Katherine!” Saul said sharply, and she shut
her mouth. “He is
still
our king.” Father and daughter stared at each
other a full minute before the daughter lowered her
eyes.

“Lord Mayor,” began Joseph, when he felt it
was safe, “I - I have a request. I’ve been advised it would be best
to find a place to stay here in your town to use as a sort of 'base
of operations' so I can travel… ”

“Say no more. You and your companion may live
in my house as long as you wish. Yes, Master… I'm sorry, what is
your name?”

“Stormwell; just Stormwell,” Stormwell
said.

“Yes; Master Stormwell. I've had fauns in my
employ since the house was built - there's an entire wing built
with your comfort in mind that ordinary human homes would never
have. It was designed by the fauns themselves; you'll be most
comfortable.”

“But will you have room for
us?”

The Lord Mayor turned and motioned at the
largest house bordering the square. It was a large half-timbered
mansion with a dark slate roof. “All this and just my daughter,
myself, and a dozen fauns to fill it. And a very fine cook!” He
made a hand gesture at the house and two middle-aged fauns came
rushing out the door towards him. Stormwell noticed they
did
not
bow to their employer but stood as equals.
“Please take our guests' things in. The young man will get guest
rooms on the third floor, and Master Stormwell will be given his
choice of adjoining rooms or accommodations in the faun wing.” The
belongings Joseph and Stormwell held were taken from them and the
two fauns disappeared into the house as quickly as they’d
come.

Joseph's quarters turned out to be a sleeping
room, a bathing room with it's own copper tub and small fireplace
for heating water, and a large common room with a table the fauns
were now loading down with writing materials and maps of Narnia.
Stormwell had chosen to take up residence in the faun's wing but
was promptly shown the way to Joseph's
quarters.

Supper that night was attended by the entire
household - once the table was set everyone simply sat and feasted
on fruits, vegetables, and meats, washing it all down with a wine
for which Baruna was famous.

“Are there no servants in your house?”
Stormwell finally asked. “Everyone's sitting here together like
family.”

“There are no
slaves,
if that's what you're asking,” replied Saul.
“What
is
a servant but one who serves. I'm as much a
servant in this house as the cook or the stable master. I'm lucky
enough to have some of the best servants in all of Narnia, and
they're paid very well for their services. And in
return
I
am
their
servant. They built this house into what it is
right alongside me, and they enjoy the fruits of their labor right
alongside me. We're equals in this household, simply with different
duties. You might say we simply live as - well, as One.” He paused.
“Unlike those unfortunate enough to serve in the king's
household.”

Stormwell was visibly taken aback at the last
remark.

“Yes, I recognized you the moment you entered
the square, although I was very honest in not knowing your name.
We’re honored to have you under our roof,” and several fauns lifted
their glasses in agreement. “And I
will
say you were very right to escape when you could.
I only wish I could afford your services - I'd hire you here and
now and steal you away from Aslan's Messenger.” He looked at
Joseph. “You, young man, have the services of the best scribe in
all of Narnia. Correspondence, inventory, accounting, banking - if
you need it done then he's your Faun! I dare say the castle's a
mess since you left. And such a writing hand! Master Stormwell, I'd
pay good money for you to teach my daughter to write half as
beautifully as you.”

“Father!” protested
Katherine.

“Yes, yours is beautiful, my dear,” Saul
quickly added, “But he's the best. Just the fact that one has
studied under him has guaranteed others a lifetime of
employment.”










Chapter 10
Flying Here and There


Breakfast in the Lord Mayor's
house, Joseph discovered, was eaten individually as members of the
household woke for their various duties. As he emerged from his
bedroom into the workroom, in from the hallway came the red haired
daughter of his host, bearing a tray of -
'What
else do they eat for breakfast
in
Narnia?'
Joseph wondered - porridge and
fruits.

“Morning, Miss Katherine,” Joseph
mumbled.

Katherine peered at him through her snapping
hazel eyes. “As y’re new I'll give y' one fair warning, but only
one.” This got Joseph's attention. “There’re only two groups of
people who call me 'Katherine' to my face: my father, and those who
want a black eye.” Joseph knew he did
not
fit either group. She smiled an honest, heartfelt
smile, and Joseph decided he liked her smile. “Those who value
their good looks call me Katie.”

Joseph stepped back into his bedroom, closed
the door, scratched his head, reopened the door, and stepped
through again as if the day was just beginning. “Morning, Miss
Katie.”

“Good Morning, Master Joseph.” She set his
breakfast tray down on the table and left the room, her voice
dancing through a quiet, girlish giggle as she closed the door
behind herself.

Joseph and Saul spent the morning pouring over
a map of Narnia's human settlements, one suggesting and the other
planning how each town and village would be visited and in what
order. Joseph accepted the Lord Mayor's suggestion of starting with
the settlements closest to Baruna and working outward so news of
the encounter with the king would have time to travel up- and
down-river ahead of Joseph. “Never discount the power of Gossip,”
Saul had said. Additionally, Saul had sent out carrier pigeons
right after breakfast, one to each town and village, informing them
that the Messenger would soon be coming. “One of my own river
barges will be at your disposal, of course,” Saul said, concluding
the discussion.

“Actually,” Katie spoke up from the table
where she and Stormwell were creating duplicates of the parchments
with Aslan's teachings, “There was a messenger from someone called
'Grandmother' this morning before Master Joseph woke up, saying she
would be sending 'adequate but reliable transportation' tomorrow at
breakfast time.”

Saul straightened up, his eyes wide in
surprise. “You know the Grandmother?”

Joseph nodded and turned to Katie. “Who was
the messenger?”

“The finest unicorn I've ever seen; don't
rightly remember the name.”

“Fairorn?”

Katie smiled, and Joseph thought it a
beautiful smile. “Yes! Fairorn!”

“Is he still here?”

“No; he took your reply back to the
Grandmother.”

“I’ve replied?”

“Aye. I told him to tell her you'd be ready.
And I suggest trousers as it's a cold time of year to be
flying.”

A faun shook Joseph awake early the next
morning, and by the time he was washed, dressed (in trousers, as
Katie had suggested) and fed, the commotion in the town square was
loud enough to let the Lord Mayor's household know something was
going on.

“Master Joseph,” Katie called as she glided
into the front parlor, where her father and Stormwell were giving
Joseph advice on how to handle himself with dignity, speak clearly,
not to stutter, and to think calmly before answering questions. “I
believe your transportation has arrived. And he tells me he can
read human maps.”

Standing magnificently on the town square's
dais was a pegasus - an actual flying horse! Joseph's reaction was
to stand in shock with his mouth hanging open, and I confess that
would’ve been my reaction as well!

“Master Flyer,” Katie addressed the pegasus,
“This is Master Joseph,” She brought Joseph forward by his arm.
“Father: the map.”

“I get to ride a pegasus?” Joseph whispered
mostly to himself.

“Father,” Katie called, “The map?” Saul was
standing with his mouth open as wide as Joseph's and with the same
look of amazement.

Katie sighed and nudged her father, who
finally responded. “Yes, the map,” he said as he then rushed
forward with the map, which he and Katie held open for the
pegasus.

“Master Joseph needs to visit these three
towns today,” Katie began, pointing at the three closest to Baruna.
“If he visits three a day he should have the human settlements
visited in four days, and then you'll be able to take him to see
the Giants and the Marshwiggles in the north.” She began to roll up
the map. “After that it'll be a matter of visiting the various
Beast clans.”

“Does Master Joseph speak?” Flyer asked simply
as he turned his head towards the boy, “Or will I be speaking for
him as well?”

“He'll speak as soon as the astonishment's
worn off a bit,” replied Katie. She leaned close and whispered:
“He's new to Narnia, you understand.”

“He speaks?” Joseph sputtered
out.

“Naturally,” replied Flyer. “Now, if you'll
kindly get settled we can be off.” Stormwell handed Joseph a hard
tube with copies of the parchments he and Katie had been copying.
Joseph slung its strap over his shoulder so the tube was on his
back. “Sit with your legs just behind my wings, if you please,”
continued Flyer. “Very good. Now, you may hold on to my
mane, but do not pull on
it!” As soon as the
human was sat, enormous feathered wings stretched their full length
and pumped the air twice - scattering the townsfolk who'd come to
see the marvel - before the pegasus bent his knees and leaped into
the air. Joseph's suddenly high-pitched voice could be heard even
after the winged steed had disappeared over the
rooftops.

“Breathe, Father; breathe,” Katie whispered as
she saw the look of unashamed dreaming on her father’s
face.

If you've been fortunate enough to have flown
by pegasus, griffin, hippogriff, or giant eagle, then
you
know
the wonder and excitement Joseph felt as the
beast leaped into the air and began to fly. If you did it without a
bridle as Joseph did, then you know the overwhelming desire to wrap
oneself around the steed's neck and hold on for dear life. Joseph's
future grandchildren would take up the sport of hang gliding and
would come close to this feeling, but hang gliders are not living,
breathing beings able to think for themselves; they're mere tools,
and I've been told by those who know that makes a lot of
difference. Not having flown on anything smaller than a 100-seat
passenger aircraft, however, I can only
dream.

Joseph's first flight was only about five
minutes, but they traveled what would have taken several hours by
river barge. The villagers gathered quickly and were attentive as
Joseph delivered Aslan's message to gather on Aslan's Day and then
read the parchments. The village chief was delighted to be given
his village's copies; he posted them in the village hall, right
next to the king's decree of gathering at the Tree on Aslan's Day.
Villagers asked their questions, most of which seemed to center
mostly on Aslan and what he looked like and was he tame or not. The
chief promised they would meet as a village and discuss the
writings, and then Joseph found himself in the air again, on his
way to the next village. In such manner he visited all the villages
planned for that day

Joseph and Flyer landed in the Baruna town
square just at supper time. Katie, standing on the steps to the
house and waiting for his arrival, came forward as soon as the
wings were folded. “Father wishes me to invite you to use any
facilities we have which you might enjoy,” she said, addressing the
pegasus.

“Tell your father I’m honored, but I will rest
easiest in the forest,” was Flyer's polite
reply.

“Good day to you, then. And thank you,” and
she nudged Joseph with her elbow.

“Yes; thank you, Master Flyer,” Joseph said,
turning to face the winged steed. “Will I see you in the
morning?”

“I’m ready and willing to serve Aslan's
Messenger,” he nodded regally and then leaped back into the sky in
the direction of the forest.

“I flew a pegasus,” whispered Joseph, his eyes
glazed over with boyhood wonder as the steed disappeared over the
rooftops.

“Aye, so y' did,” replied
Katie.

“A pegasus; a real live pegasus!” Katie said
nothing. “I know this must be very mundane for you, Miss Katie, but
in my world… ”

“Master Joseph,” Katie said almost sharply,
“This was nothing mundane! Hundreds of years ago the entire herd
flew over the falls at Cauldron Pool and disappeared into the
Western Mountains; they've been nothing but legend since. This was
the
first
pegasus anyone alive has ever seen!” She paused,
having Joseph's complete attention, and smiled. “Aye, Master
Joseph: it's been an amazing day for all of us.” She took Joseph's
elbow to steer him toward the house, and suddenly all of Joseph’s
thoughts changed from the mystery of the flying horse to the
mystery of how her touch was sending shivers through his entire
arm. (Your parents can explain this to you when you and they are
both brave enough.) “Now,” she continued, “Tell me: were y' foolish
enough to fly without holding on? My father
will
want to know, trust me.”

In the dining room the last carrier pigeon to
return was just reporting in: “I'm sorry Lord Mayor,” it said in
its smooth, cooing voice, “But they were adamant that they don't
care if Master Joseph visits or not. They’re King's Men through and
through - live for the here-and-now; do whatever you think is
right; live for one's self and not for others.” Pigeon paused. “An
extremely degenerate village in my opinion, but I'm a carrier
pigeon and have no opinions, of course.”

“Yes; thank you,” replied the Lord Mayor -
many wouldn't have tolerated a pigeon with a personal opinion, but
the Lord Mayor had learned to judge the opinions of the pigeons
serving his house. “Ah! Master Joseph!” the Lord Mayor called out
as a faun carried the pigeon out to its roost, “Did you have a good
flight?”

Joseph could see the undisguised longing in
his host's eyes. “It was the most marvelous thing I will ever do,”
Joseph replied, and the two of them exchanged very boyish looks
before sitting down to supper. “And tomorrow I might even be
foolish enough to try letting go.”

Katie rolled her eyes the way all girls do
when boys talk about such important
things.

The next day Joseph visited three more
villages farther from Baruna. They were all polite, but it was
obvious that some were far less willing to hear Aslan's words than
others. In one village the chief was very polite but also very
wordy in explaining how Aslan's words should be a 'living' document
for humans to reinterpret as times and situations change. Joseph
couldn't see how “By
theft nothing shall you acquire”
could be reinterpreted to mean anything other
than “Do not
steal,” which seemed a
lot more set in stone than something that could be manipulated at
the listeners' whim. But this particular village seemed expert at
rationalizing to excuse anything they wanted to
do.

“That was a miserable place,” Joseph commented
as he and Flyer left that village to return to
Baruna.

“Wait until tomorrow,” the pegasus replied.
“One village plans on driving you out with rotten
vegetables.”

“Oh, lovely.” He paused. “How do you know
this?”

“The squirrels. They've been reporting to me
every evening. If you want to know what's happening in Narnia, just
ask a squirrel and hope you have time, because
they
do
love to talk!”

Flyer turned out to be right: in one village
Joseph was only halfway through 'Aslan's Way of Peace' when the
first fruit was thrown. He did his best to finish, but the
cat-calling and jeering was louder than he, so he got back on the
pegasus and left. To the town's credit, however, he saw there were
those who were silent and hadn’t thrown fruit. He nudged his steed
back down towards one such group and tossed them the roll of
parchment so they could share it with those who were
like-minded.

“Are y' angry because they messed up your nice
clothes or because they refused to hear Aslan's words?” Katie asked
boldly as she took Joseph's dirty, stained cloak from him as he
trudged up the stairs to his rooms on the third
floor.

“Both,” Joseph barked as he turned. “But what
really angered me was the children. Some of them were right in
there with the adults, trying to make a fool out of me. The others
were as horrified as the adults who stood back and didn't
participate.”

“So I ask m’ question again, Master Joseph…
”

“I'm angry because of the
children.
How are those children growing up? What kind of parents… ?” He
rubbed his hair and found tomato seeds dried in his copper curls.
“It's like the centaur said! They're growing up without the freedom
of Choice. And that's just… just… Evil!” Joseph handed Katie his
soiled shirt and stomped the rest of the way to his quarters and to
his bathing room.

Katie smiled; she'd send a faun to fetch the
trousers. “By the Lion's mane, I think Aslan chose well,” she
murmured.










Chapter 11
City of Refuge


On the last day of visiting each
of the settlements, Joseph first stopped at a town near the king's
capitol and then to Lonn'on itself. Many were eager to see the
young man who'd been shamefully paraded through their town, and
they listened intently. The king hadn’t returned from his trip
north to visit the mystery neighbor, so Joseph felt much freer to
speak than he would have had the king been in residence. The Lord
Mayor's scribe set right to work making copies in case the king
demanded the destruction of the
originals.

His final stop was to a settlement far up the
Rush River. From the air he thought it about as primitive as any
settlement could be - a motley collection of tipis and brush
houses, it was barely what his English sensitivities would have
called civilized. There were racks of skins curing and meat drying
near every hovel, but there was no sign of gardens or other
agriculture.

As Flyer came in for a landing, Joseph watched
as men forced their women and children into their hovels before
they all gathered to the spot the flying horse assumed passed as a
village square and landed.

“We don't want you here!” a particularly
brutal-looking man barked as the entire group closed in on Joseph
and Flyer. “You can just get on that thing and fly right back out
of here!”

But Joseph held his ground. “Take off, Master
Flyer.” The steed did, knowing the human to be in good
hands.

“I said leave; not send your little pony
away!”

“I’ve a message to deliver and then I'll be
gone.” Joseph said firmly.

The big man shoved Joseph with both hands.
Joseph fell but his feet stayed firmly in place – those lion claws
had dug into the earth at his feet.

“I really can't leave until I do,” Joseph said
with a hint of a smile.

The men tolerated less of the discourse than
the rotten vegetable town, and because the claws had retracted
Joseph assumed Aslan was satisfied with the effort. Women hiding in
doorways, however, were listening intently, so he continued to the
end for their sakes.

“You done now?” the big, burly man
asked.

“Yes, I'm done now.”

“Then leave.”

Joseph looked up for his ride, but the beast
was nowhere to be seen. “It appears I have to wait for my ride.”
Before Joseph even knew what was going on they had hauled him off
his feet and shoved him through the door of the only permanent
structure in the village, a stone hut built into the side of the
hill. He heard a bolt slam into place, and he was trapped in the
darkness. “You can wait in there!” the man he thought to be the
leader shouted as he walked away.

After several minutes his eyes adjusted to the
dark and he stared in horror at what was in the room. Piles and
piles of seasoned hides and pelts filled the room on short tables.
Every sort of fir imaginable was in one stack or the other. At
first he wondered why there were some hides larger than that
particular animal actually was, but then he remembered! Talking
Beasts were larger then their animal
counterpart!

With that realization, one final hide caught
his eye. As a grandparent I would never describe that final hide in
detail as I would never read such a description to my own
grandchildren, so let me just say that it was a centaur hide. The
full hide was nailed to the wall, horse and human-appearing parts
still connected!

Joseph's scream of horror and anger was heard
through most of the small valley, and the men all just laughed.
They listened to the screaming as long as their prisoner kept it
up, and all it did was amuse the men of the village for much of the
afternoon.

As the noise from the storage room finally
died down, one of the women slipped out of her hovel and made her
way through the forest shadows on the outskirts of the
settlement.

“Messenger?” she whispered through the
door.

“Who's there?” Joseph was of mind enough to
whisper back.

“If I let you out will you take me with
you?”

“If Master Flyer agrees we'll fly you anywhere
you like.”

Joseph heard the bolt being pulled very
slowly, and it seemed like hours before the door finally
moved.

She was a pretty young woman, but she would’ve
been far prettier had she lived where there were combs and brushes
and the means to bathe. She took Joseph by the hand and started
back into the shadows.

“HEY!” The shout broke out as the two
fugitives were spotted and the men were instantly upon them,
dragging them back to the place where Joseph had delivered his
message. Three men had Joseph's arms twisted painfully behind him
as he stood before the man he'd assumed was their leader, who was
screaming obscenities at him inches from his face. But Joseph
didn't react until the same man turned to the woman who'd let him
free and he back-handed her face with his powerful arm, sending her
spinning and then sprawling in the dust and
dirt.

Something simply came over Joseph, and
suddenly he had the power not only to throw off the men holding his
arms, but he'd tackled the woman's assaulter, throwing him to the
ground and pinning him by the throat. It was only after regaining
some of his senses that he saw a giant lion paw encircling the
man's throat, its claws bared and twitching; just itching to sink
into the weak human flesh. A flash of memory went through his head
and he remembered the Gloves of Aslan he'd donned in what already
seemed a lifetime ago. He realized it was his own hand at the man's
throat; it was
his
hand that held the claws at the man's pulsing
jugular.

Joseph yelled at the man as he stood and
raised him several inches off the ground by the neck with the lion
paw while the rest of the men in the village were quickly backing
off. As he yelled, he could feel his mouth forming what should have
been human sounds, but the voice that came out was a fierce,
lion-like roar. When he was done trying to speak he dropped the man
to the ground, who then did his best to crawl away from the
Messenger.

“Translate, woman,” the crawling man said to
the woman he'd slapped as he slowly rubbed his
throat.

“He said,” she began, a look of wonder in her
eyes as she continued to watch Joseph, “He said
-

“Hunt not, cage
not, the talking Beasts;

Cut not, strip not, the waking Trees -

Guide them, instead, by word and deed.

Serve well the Beasts; serve well the
Trees.

“Humans all,
must respect and lead

The talking Beasts, the waking Tree;

Naiads in the pools and streams -

This stewardship you cannot flee!

“Humans must
lead the talking Beasts;

The Naiads, Dryads, wild and free;

Fear not, hunt not, but lead and guide -

This stewardship you cannot flee!”

“I said that?” asked Joseph, his legs now
shaky as the heat of the moment began to
cool.

“Yes, Messenger. In Aslan's own voice you said
it.”

“Why couldn't
they
understand?”

“You
saw
why they can't. These
men,”
and the emphasis on that word meant she thought them far less than
men, “hunt and kill anything they want. You saw - well, you saw
they hunt more than just animals! They've become such animals
themselves that
they've
lost the gift of understanding the Beasts. The
hides you saw in there - those Beasts
screamed
for mercy; they screamed that they were Beasts
and not animals. But these
animals
couldn't understand them! But I could!” Her eyes
went hollow in horror. “I could understand every horrible word!”
She began to sob into her hands.

“Bring me a torch.” The crying women ran for
her hovel and came back with a stick from her cooking fire. When
Joseph extended his hand to take it from her it was once more the
Claws of Aslan that reached out and took the stick. The woman,
obviously a follower of the Old Ways, was fearless as the paw took
the stick from her. They walked side by side to the bunker with
fierce determination on their faces. By the time they reached it,
several of the men had come to their senses enough to follow, two
of them picking up hunting tools to stop their hard-earned cache
from being destroyed. One took a swing at Joseph's back, but as he
did the traveling cloak swelled up behind Joseph into a fierce
feline shape and roared – as Aslan had promised, he was protecting
his messenger's back. The men fled as the woman swung the bunker
door open and Joseph threw the burning stick through the door. The
door was slammed shut and Joseph's lion arm threw the bolt and
twisted it out of shape so it could never again be
opened.

Flyer chose this moment to finally land, and
he immediately agreed to help the woman
escape.

When the three landed in Baruna a bare hour
after sunset, the woman told her story first to Katie as she helped
her to the first hot, soapy bath she'd had in years, and then to
the fauns who'd quickly cleaned up a sleeping room for her. Even
the most respectable faun knows when a story needs to be told, so
by breakfast the next morning the fauns in every household in
Baruna were reciting the story to the humans of their respective
houses.

Within days it was noised up and down the
river that Baruna was a city of refuge for those who still believed
in the Old Ways and were not free to do so in their own village or
town.










Chapter 12
The Meeting of the Mayors


After a day of relative rest in
his study with Stormwell and Katie, Joseph was flying again. First
he went to meet with the Marshwiggles in the northern marshes, then
on to the giants who lived even farther north in Ettinsmoor - he'd
been told the Buffin clan would be the most receptive, so that's
where he went. He ended up standing on an imposingly shoulder while
the Buffin scribe wrote the words Joseph read from parchments that
were far too small for any giant to have been able to read. The
Buffin chief promised to send his sons to other giant clans with
copies and to even read them to those who couldn’t
read.

Joseph returned to Grandmother's cottage and
gardens the following day. Grandmother agreed these native Narnian
audiences would be far more comfortable in her gardens and meadows
than they would in Baruna's cobblestone town square, so she gladly
opened her gardens to them. Stormwell had even traveled by hoof and
had met him at the cozy little cottage, glad to be back in his
forest and away from the human town. Each day different clans of
dwarfs and Beasts and nymphs came to hear his message. Even the
chief spirits of the forests, Pomona and Pan and Bacchus and
Silenus and many of the Silvani, came to listen, although Joseph
was never able to discover what they
thought.

Because Aslan didn't expect the same from the
Beasts as He did the humans, Joseph read them what was being taught
to the humans so they would know what example to look for, and he
added a single instruction he knew applied to them as well as to
the humans:

“Don’t speak or
act in any other way

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

*
See appendix for source
material.

After two weeks of teaching, Grandmother
insisted he take a day and rest. “And I know the perfect place,”
she exclaimed: “Cauldron Pool - that's where the great waterfall
comes down out of the Western Mountains and creates the most
wonderful place for a quiet swim in all of Narnia.” So, the next
morning he and Flyer took off, picnic basket in hand, and spent the
day at Cauldron Pool, swimming and sunning and resting. They even
played a game of tag when Flyer grabbed Joseph's clothes between
his teeth while Joseph was swimming, and the human had to chase him
several times around the meadow before he got them back. Toward
evening an entire herd of pegasus flew down from the Western
Mountains to hear Joseph, so he took the time to teach them. And as
he began, a huge, human-shaped face formed on the surface of the
pool and rose slightly out of the water as the river god, father of
all naiads, rose up to listen.

Joseph was almost sad that the day ended and
he knew he had to return to Baruna the following morning. But he
cheered up considerably when he landed in the town square the
following morning and Katie came running out to greet him. He was
amazed at how the sight of her refreshed him almost more than the
day at Cauldron Pool.

“Morning, Master Joseph,” Katie said as she
took his small bag while he dismounted
Flyer.

“Morning, Miss Katie.” Joseph patted the
pegasus' neck in thanks.

“There's fresh hay and oats in the stable,
Master Flyer, if it would please you,” Katie said to Flyer, who
shook his head and trotted around the side of the large house to
indulge himself. She slipped her arm around Joseph's and continued.
“And you, Sir, are back just in time for a
meeting.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Father's called a conference of all the
mayors and chiefs to discuss their support of Aslan on Aslan's Day.
All but one has arrived, and the carrier pigeon sent there flew in
right about the same time as you.”

All twelve men around the huge dining table
rose as Joseph came through the door, their faces ashen as if very
bad news had just been delivered.

“What is it?” Joseph asked; “What's
wrong?”

“Farthest Reach has been destroyed,” Lord
Mayor Saul said slowly.

“Farthest Reach?”

“The last village you visited; hunting camp,
really. Pigeon here says it's been
destroyed.”

“I don't understand.” A chair had been brought
for Joseph, and as he sat the rest of the men reclaimed their own
chairs. The Lord Mayor motioned at Pigeon and
nodded.

“I flew to Farthest Reach to deliver a summons
to this meeting,” explained Pigeon in his cooing voice as he walked
down the table past the other men to where Joseph was sitting. “It
was burned to the ground. Nothing left. There were… ” He paused.
“There were bodies. Burned. Mostly men. But there were women as
well. I can only assume the children… ”

“WHY?!” Joseph shouted as he rose to his feet.
“They didn't hurt me. They tried but Aslan's protection…
”

“Messenger,” Pigeon continued, “Begging your
pardon - I don't think it had anything to do with you. It was
because of the centaur hide you discovered. You see, the village
was covered with hoof prints. Centaur prints, to be
exact.”

“How long ago?”

“Probably days after your visit. I'm late
returning as I searched the forest for any survivors…
”

Joseph couldn't stay in the meeting. He fled
the room and before he knew what he was doing he was outside in the
town square. Katie, who'd been sweeping the pavement in front of
the house, came to see what was wrong as Joseph doubled over and
lost his breakfast. She put a kind hand on his back as she barked
at someone to bring a dipper of water from the fountain and at the
rest to move along and not stare, and when Katie barked people
moved! When he was done and stood back up, Katie gently steered him
back towards the house, where he slumped against the wall and slid
down to the pavement, one hand in his hair while he tried to hold
back tears.

“Joseph,” Katie said softly, “What is
it?”

“Dead,” he said softly. “The whole village.
Men, women, children - all dead!”

“Where?”

“Farthest Reach.”

Katie slipped an arm around Joseph's shoulder,
giving all the womanly comfort a girl of a mere seventeen years can
give, and when accompanied by a loving heart that's still very
sufficient.

“Be a man and cry for them, Joseph.” So he
did, and her shoulder bore the weight.

“Who did it, do they know?” As she asked the
question, Joseph eyes raised and went hard as
the
clack-clack-clack
of hoofs sounded across the cobblestone
square.


“They
did,” Joseph answered in a low, anger rising like
bile as he came to his feet, grabbing the broom from
Katie.

“Joseph - No!” Katie called, but Joseph was
already halfway across the square as the old centaur Khan walked
slowly forward to meet him, his head hung in
meekness.

“Murderers!” Joseph shouted at the Old One.
“Filthy, cold-blooded
animals!
How could you?!” Khan said nothing and never raised his head. “Did
you enjoy it?” The broom was raised as high as Joseph could and he
swung with all his strength. But Khan's arm raised and caught it,
stopping it dead in the air.

“It's not me you wish to punish, Messenger.”
Khan's voice was humble but carried the power of a warrior. “I did
all I could to persuade them not to do it.” He paused. “Even though
it was my son's hide you saw on that
wall.”

Joseph's anger was abated enough that he let
go of the broom, and Khan allowed it to fall to the
ground.

“Forell?”

Khan shook his head. “Another son, but just as
loved.” There was an awkward silence, for Joseph was not yet adult
enough to have polite replies memorized for such moments. “Forell,
however, led the raid against my judgment. Before the village was
destroyed the women were given the choice of leaving under our
protection or staying. Some chose to
stay.”

“What about the children?” Joseph asked
simply, still wanting to take his anger out on someone or
something. “Pigeon said… ”

“We gave the children no
choice.”

“You WHAT?!”

The Old One motioned behind him and more
centaurs entered the square. “We gave the children no choice,” he
reiterated; “We brought them all with us.” Two dozen centaurs
entered the square, each carrying a child in their arms and several
on their backs. Beside them were the women of Farthest Reach -
tired, dirty, but alive. Khan turned back to Joseph. “They
did
not
witness what was done; they've
retained
some
innocence. We are
not,
after all, animals.”

Behind Joseph someone screamed, and a woman
from the Lord Mayor's house was running as fast as her legs could
move - it was the woman Joseph had rescued from Farthest Reach, but
he hardly recognized her all cleaned up and in fresh
clothing.

“Mama!” a tow-headed little boy waved from his
perch on the shoulders of the lead centaur, who set him down so he
could run to his mother. Not being the sort of person who would
intrude on such an intimate moment, I'll just let you imagine the
joy and tears as this woman, whose name was Ruth, by the way,
wrapped her young son in her arms; the son her husband had taken
away because he was afraid she was going to take him and
leave.

Those townsfolk not attracted to the town
square by Joseph's screaming were attracted when Katie began
ringing the town bell, which, I've forgotten to tell you, was
located in a small tower right there in the town square. People
came from every street in answer to the summons, including all the
mayors and chiefs meeting with Saul. Saul, bless his selfless
attitude, turned right around towards his house and started
signaling at his servants so they could start readying rooms for
the refugees.

“Saul,” one of the other men in town began,
not even calling the man by is mayoral
title.

“Yes?”

“Don't think you're going to be so selfish as
to house all these people! You
always
do this to us! We have just the same ability to
care for them as you, and it's time you learn to
share.”

The Lord Mayor was left
speechless.

A woman stepped between the two men.
“Gentlemen,” she said, “They're tired and hungry. And we need to
keep families together. You can discuss sharing later.” So, in
short order the women and children were taken in to the homes of
Baruna, fed, washed, and put into nice clean beds for a much needed
rest.

Meanwhile, Khan and Joseph stood facing each
other in the square, neither speaking.

When Katie figured they’d stared at each other
about as long as men really needed to, she nudged Joseph gently and
kindly with the broom she'd picked back up. “This is where you walk
up to the Old One and apologize.”

Joseph's heart told him she was right, and as
he had this thought he felt the unseen cloth armor of Integrity
brush against his chest.

“Aye,” he said, using Katie's words, “That it
is.” Joseph took a deep breath and took a first step and paused.
Katie nudged him again, so he walked up to the Old One and
stopped.

“I was wrong, and I'm sorry. I'm Aslan's
messenger and I had no right to get so angry. I… I… ” He paused.
“It's just that parts of you look so human that I forget…
”

“It was still wrong,” Khan said slowly, his
dark, intense eyes peering down at the human. “Forell is in the
forest, where he’s promised to meet you. He’ll accept any
punishment… ”

“Aslan's not sent me to punish anyone. I'm no
prophet; just a messenger.”

“Then what message do you have for
Forell?”

Joseph thought for several minutes. “Tell him
that if I'd ever met the solders who killed my father, I would've
had a hard time stopping myself from doing the same thing.” He
looked up at the Old One's face. “And I hope there'd be someone to
take a broom to me if I did.”

Khan smiled a compassionate smile, his face
softening to something like a grandfather's face. Then they bowed
to each other and Khan turned to leave with the rest of the
centaurs. Joseph watched them depart, Katie taking his arm as she
watched with him, and Joseph thought for a moment how right the
world felt when Katie was holding his arm.

“I've failed,” whispered
Joseph.

“Y' have not!” replied
Katie.

“I was supposed to bring a message of Peace.
Now a village is dead, families torn in two. The mayors in there -
who knows?”

“Father!” Katie shouted across the square, and
Saul steered towards them on his way back to his house, where he
hoped to get the meeting of the mayors going
again.

“Joseph thinks he's failed. I'm going to take
him on a little walk.”

“Yes,” Her father nodded as he took the broom
from his daughter. “The school - go by the school. And the docks;
must see the docks. Yes, Joseph, definitely go for a
walk.”

“But the meeting?”

“You've the most beautiful woman in Narnia on
your arm and you want to spend your time with a group of fat old
windbags?” Saul shook his head and turned to his daughter. “Have
him back by supper.”

“But… ” began Joseph.

The Lord Mayor held up a stiff, severe finger
to silence Joseph. “I'm not speaking to the Messenger but to the
Boy: Go! I intend on taking care of the mayors in a way that would
only frighten you anyway.” Joseph made to object again and up came
the mayor's other hand, holding Katie's broom.
“Don't make me use
it!”

Without further protest Joseph allowed Katie
to steer him down one of the streets from the square, and they
walked in silence for several minutes.

“Y've not seen much of our town yet, have y'?”
Katie finally spoke.

“Just from the air.”

“Well, here's the school.” To Joseph it looked
like any other school he'd seen; only the faces and fashions were
different. The children were scattered throughout the schoolyard,
playing much the same games as young children
everywhere.

“Over there - look.” Joseph looked - a group
of girls were skipping rope. “Can y' hear them?” He listened as the
skippers' voice rang out clearly -

“Hold Aslan as
your only king;

Bow not to any other thing… ”

And for the next couplet all the girls doubled
the speed of their skipping …

“… Use not the
Lion’s name in vain;

Nor dare His sacred Day profane… ”

And then they doubled their speed
again …

“… Give parents
all the honor due

Then heed this word: no murder do… ”

“That's what Master Stormwell wrote!”
exclaimed Joseph.

“Aye, so it is,” replied Katie. They stood and
watched as slower skippers dropped out but continued the chant for
those still skipping, clear to the final “What is thy neighbor’s,
want it not.”

Katie steered Joseph from the school and a few
buildings down, where there were women's voices ringing into the
street:

“True Peace
belongs to humble hearts

who ever seek His ways:

They find in Him a quiet place

to dwell in all their days.”

“It's a weekly sewing circle,” Katie
explained. “The school's choir master is writing a beautiful tune
and working on harmonizing it; should be done in about a
week.”

Their next stop was the waterfront, where
human and centaur dock workers had worked up their own rhythmic
chants for the couplets of 'Aslan's Foundation' and 'Way of Peace'
and were singing them with their strong masculine
voices.

“You'll be thrilled to know there's been half
the fights on the docks since you delivered your words. Same back
at the school.”

“Not my words; I just…
”

“Yes; Yes - you're just repeating what Aslan
taught you and what Master Stormwell arranged so nicely into
poetry.” Katie laughed. “Are y' as blind on this subject as y' are
on others?”

“Like what?” Joseph thought he should be
insulted.

Katie turned to face him, an almost shy smile
on her face. “Like what a young man does when a young woman has
spent every waking hour she can by his side and stood by him and
defended him?”

“Wha… ?”

“Y' don't think I'm such a wonderful helper
because I'm smitten with Master Stormwell, do
y'?”

“Ah… .”

Before he could complete the thought, however,
Katie stood on her tiptoes, pulled his head down by his ear, and
kissed him right on the mouth. Not just a peck, but nothing she'd
be embarrassed for the dockworkers to see,
either.

Katie smiled. “Did y'
understand
that,
Master Joseph?”

Yes, Joseph understood
very
well. “Aye. But I'd love for you to tell me
more.” So she did, adding a little more to the explanation in hopes
of driving home the point. And she didn't have to hold on to his
ear to get his head just in the place she wanted it. Some of the
dockworkers clapped and cheered and whistled, and both young ones
were then properly embarrassed.










Chapter 13
The Gathering


Joseph and Katie
didn’t return from their walk until well after supper. The mayors
and chiefs had all been fed and bedded down for the night by the
time the two young people came home and found Saul sitting alone at
the huge dining table, lost in his thoughts. He'd left their places
set for them with a few dishes of food next to
them.

“Father?” Katie asked, seeing his eyes a
thousand miles away.

“Children,” Saul said as his mind returned to
Baruna and he rose to greet them. “I've left some dinner out for
you.”

“I'm sorry we're home so late, Sir,” began
Joseph.

Saul smiled. “Well, it's not as if you weren't
being watched by half the town.” Saul and Joseph nodded at each
other, the boy understanding he wasn't in too much trouble for
getting Katie home so late.

“How was the meeting?” Katie asked has she and
Joseph sat at the places waiting for them, facing each other across
the table.

“Most of them are complete fence-sitters,” her
father blurted out. “Not willing to say yea or nay. Baruna is in
Aslan's hands, of course. All the others at
least
claim
they're willing to allow their people to do
whatever they wish. All except Lonn'on. Completely Narl's town - at
least according to their mayor; but I know better! Do you realize
the king's signed an order that they
must
refuse Aslan?! As soon as word got downriver that
we were taking people in, the King shut down the docks and set the
night watch to keeping townsfolk from sneaking away!” The older man
snorted. “Freedom of Choice, indeed! As long as you make the same
choice as Narl!”

Joseph had a thought of what should be done,
and as he thought it every piece of Aslan's Armor made itself known
against his skin, leaving him with no doubt as to what he needed to
do.

“Well, no need to burden you with all this,”
the man sighed. “They'll all be gone tomorrow, and good
riddance!”

“What time tomorrow?” asked Joseph, and Katie
caught the new look in his eye and the change in his
voice.

“Hmm? Oh, about noon. We have some formalities
to attend to. Oh, I hate ceremony!” And with that he left the
room.

“What are y' planning, Joseph?” Katie asked
bluntly after her father disappeared down a
hallway.

“Nothing.”

She leaned back in her chair. “I've been
around politicians and other criminals all my life, and
I
know
when I'm bein' lied to. Now, what are y'
planning?”

Joseph leaned forward. “To fly to Lonn'on and
help them escape.”

“It's at least a good solid day on foot for a
strong, healthy man to make the walk between Lonn'on and Baruna,”
Katie began. “Women, children, and old people need more time. And
they'll need rest breaks. If their mayor is here until noon
tomorrow then he'll be leaving on the evening barge, which means
two days downstream before he reaches Lonn'on. We'd best be off
immediately.” And with that matter-of-fact declaration she stood,
picking up her plate and utensils, and headed for the
kitchen.

“We?” asked Joseph, and the challenging look
he received in return would have wilted most
men.

“Clear your things to the kitchen, Joseph, and
I'll go talk to Master Flyer.”

Joseph ran up the stairs to his room, where he
found Stormwell pouring over some account books he'd promised the
Lord Mayor he'd review, and Joseph explained to him what he and
Katie were going to do as he changed into trousers and grabbed his
cloak. He then met Katie (who'd fetched her own red riding cloak)
and Flyer in the stables. To avoid suspicion, the humans and the
pegasus left town on different roads and met in the forest. Katie
tried not to look terrified as she mounted the steed but fooled no
one. She allowed herself an almost-scream as the pegasus took to
flight, but she held on to Joseph and she knew she was
secure.


—————

The flight to Lonn'on was shorter than Katie
thought it would be, and as they approached it a large eagle
descended until it was flying right beside
them.

“His Majesty wishes you to join him on the
hill,” the eagle announced.

“We aren't here to see King Narl!” Katie
shouted back.

“My Lady,” the eagle said slowly, “It
is
not
King Narl who summons
you.”

Joseph laughed, knowing that if the real King
was waiting for them then the feeling he'd had when the armor
pressed against was right and true. “Follow Master Eagle in, Master
Flyer!”

Eagle and Pegasus both landed gently in a
large meadow atop the small hill across the river from Lonn'on.
Joseph dismounted from behind Katie, who brought her leg over the
horse and reached for Joseph just as something stepped out from the
trees.

“Joseph!” Katie
warned.

“Welcome, Son of Adam,” a soft but powerful
voice sounded in the darkness, and as soon as Katie was on the
ground Joseph turned and knelt on one knee before the shadowy
figure. Katie followed Joseph's lead, not yet understanding. But
the strange voice had been as calming as it was mysterious, and she
felt she could trust it.

“Welcome, Daughter of Eve.” Katie looked up as
the forest lit up as if it were day and the hugest lion she would
ever see stepped out of the shadows and into her view. She gasped,
but Joseph held her arm and squeezed it
reassuringly.

“Aslan?” Katie
whispered.

The lion nodded regally. “We are honored by
the assistance you have given Joseph,” Aslan said, still addressing
the girl, and he nodded His head, recognizing her efforts. Perhaps
for the first time in her life, Katherine of Baruna was speechless.
“And, we are honored you have come to help Lonn'on tonight,”
concluded the Lion.

Katie could only nod.

Aslan turned to Joseph. “Narl has returned
with a visitor from the north. She has evil companions who even now
roam the forests between here and Baruna should anyone in the town
attempt what will be done tonight. I have called for reinforcements
to aide in your march.”

With this, two satyrs stepped out of the
shadows and joined Joseph and Katie. “These two are employed as
night guards in Lonn'on,” explained Aslan, “but they are loyal to
the Old Ways.” He nodded at the satyrs and addressed them: “It is
time.” The satyrs disappeared into the shadows, and Joseph thought
he could hear them running down the hill. “They are going to let
the people in town still loyal to the Old Ways know you are here
and ready to lead them.”

“These 'companions' in the forest,” Joseph
began.

“Do not worry about them. As we travel through
the forest do not look to the right or to the left. Trust in me and
keep your face forward.”

Joseph and Katie
nodded.

“Come.” Joseph and Katie followed Aslan into
the forest and down the hill, coming to a stop near the bridge
leading across the river to Lonn'on. Aslan started down the road
and disappeared around a bend, but the two humans remained in the
shadows until they saw a few dark figures separate from the
buildings on the far side of the bridge and start to make their way
across. In a few minutes they were standing near Joseph and Katie.
More dark figures came from the town - one, two, and even whole
families. Quiet as mice several hundred people made their way
across the river.

As the first of the refugees came close,
Joseph and Katie emerged from the forest to greet them and start
organizing them. Joseph stepped back as Kate the Organizer quickly
divided them into groups that would watch after each other and keep
each other moving, and she made sure each group had as many adults
and youth to help with children and old people as possible. She
then got each group moving toward the forest so there would be room
as more made their way across the bridge.

Joseph felt someone pulling on his cloak. He
turned around and came face to face with the old woman from the
prison stable who'd helped him see who he was inside. She was
smiling a grandmotherly smile as she pulled his head down and
softly kissed his forehead. No words were exchanged, but Joseph
understood perfectly that she was proud of him. She patted his arm
and disappeared into the silent crowd, and he pictured her
obediently taking the very spot Katie had already found for
her.

Everyone who'd gathered had been warned by the
satyrs that they would only be allowed to bring enough food for the
march and nothing else - time would be an important factor and they
had to move as quickly and as unburdened as possible. Many of the
grown-ups and older children had packs on their backs, and they
were now adding to those packs the food for the children and old
ones they would be assisting. Joseph and Katie traveled though the
crowd and explained that Aslan was going before them in the forest.
They explained that there were ‘things’ in the woods, but Aslan had
instructed them to not look left or right but constantly forward
and that He would protect them. Many faces went ashen at the news -
after all, if Aslan himself had come to protect them from what was
in the forest then they must be terrible
creatures!

Last across the bridge were the two satyrs
sent by the lion, followed by several more of the satyr night watch
also loyal to Aslan. They reported to Joseph that all the followers
of the Old Ways were gathered. Joseph thanked them and began to
lead the camp along the river road for at least a mile, a big,
burly blacksmith explaining it was the fastest way to Baruna -
besides, it was also the direction Aslan had gone. The satyrs took
up positions at the rear of the company, taking turns watching
behind to ensure their escape went
undetected.

As soon as the company turned with the bend in
the road where Aslan has disappeared from view, Joseph and Katie
came face to face with Fairorn, the unicorn who'd assisted Joseph
when he'd first arrived in Narnia.

“Good Evening, Messenger,” the unicorn said,
nodding his head at Joseph and Katie. “A glorious night for a mass
escape. I must say you do it with far more culture and decorum than
the centaurs.”

“Fairorn!” Joseph whispered. “Why are you
here?”

“With what's crawling through the forest
tonight, who else would Aslan send? My entire herd is here; we'll
be flanking you on either side.” Fairorn turned down a small trail.
“This way, then,” and Fairorn plunged into the trees, the long line
of humans following. Once in the forest, however, Fairorn trotted
off to one side of the column, leaving the humans to follow a light
some twenty yards ahead of them.

“Joseph!” exclaimed Katie, “That's Aslan in
the light!” And indeed it
was
the great Lion, walking ahead of the group but
slow enough they could keep up with him. As they followed the
light, they could see to either side the light reflecting off the
occasional unicorn horn, reassuring them that their guards were
securely in place.

After several hours of hard walking Aslan
turned and sat on his haunches, a signal for them to take a short
rest break. But a series of wolf cries in the forest brought most
of them back to their feet, ready to continue on. An hour later
many of them paused to drink at a stream, harassed by even more
wolf cries. But the sight of a unicorn standing watch in the stream
on either side of them as they drank and then crossed the stream
helped renew their courage.

“What's the light we're following?” a woman
asked Katie once they'd crossed the
stream.

“Can y' not see him?” Katie asked
back.

The woman's eyes opened wider. “Is it him?
Aslan?”

Katie smiled. “Aye; it
is.”

The woman smiled as she patted Katie's arm. “I
don't have to see him to follow. As long as the two of you can,
then I'm just fine.”

Many of the younger children were being
carried once the company had crossed the stream, and Joseph and
Katie were doing their share. Joseph had a little blond boy on his
shoulders and was having to bend down to keep the boy from being
hit by the low branches of the trees. Katie had a baby in her arms,
cooing and making other little sounds to lull the little one to
sleep.

At the next rest stop there were many tired
feet, and they were grateful for the stop. By then the sound of
many more wolves was as constant as it was unnerving. Just before
this stop the sound of wolves had been joined by cackling laughter
and whispers in treetops, and Katie was afraid to tell Joseph about
her suspicion - wolves she could handle, but not what had joined
them!

“You know how you could tell I was lying to
you back at your father's house?” Joseph whispered to Katie, who
was not good at hiding a scared face.

“Your point, Master Joseph?” she snapped, what
little nerve she'd started out with rubbed
raw.


“You're
not telling
me
something.” He pointed up. “What are
they?”

“Harpies.” She didn't want to say it but fear
made it slip right out. She closed her eyes and continued: “Foul,
female she-devils who lure men away for… well, they lure them away.
And when they're done enjoying them they eat
them.”

“Favorites at social events, I imagine,”
Joseph said with a false bravado.

“They're no laughing matter!” Katie
snapped.

“You hide your fear with silence, Miss Katie,”
Joseph said as he took her hand in his and kissed it, “I hide mine
with sarcasm.”

They were silent for several minutes before
Katie spoke again. “I think there's some Incubus as well. They're
like harpies but male. What they do to women… ” Katie's voice
trailed off, but Joseph could see her face was paler than the
moonlight. He pulled her close and they sat in
silence.

Finally Joseph pointed ahead, towards the
light. “Look - Aslan's moving again.” He stood and signaled for
everyone to get moving, reminding them to make sure everyone in
their group was accounted for.

In the darkest hours before dawn the wolves
and the harpies trailing them were joined by other foul-sounding
creatures (Katie mumbled something about minotaurs), and many in
the company were loosing heart. Many a man was holding his woman
close as she let her tears flow for both of them. The strong, brave
youth were holding children's hands tighter and tighter, neither
wanting to admit their fears first, but the clenched hands didn't
lie.

“I can't take this,” whispered Katie, her
voice trembling. “I can't do this.”

“Then stop looking for what you can't see,”
suggested Joseph.

“Y're a fine one to speak. Y're looking for
them as hard as I am.”

Joseph stopped. “You're right; I am.” He
turned around, and nearly everyone he could see was stealing
glances right and left into the forest, where unicorns could still
be spotted and the evil creatures could still be heard stalking
them.

Joseph felt a tug at his cloak and looked
down. A boy of about twelve stood there, literally shaking in fear.
“Are you scared, too?” the boy asked.

“Yes, I am.” Joseph answered
honestly.

The boy smiled bravely.
“Good.”

Joseph reached up to scratch the back of his
neck and came up with the hood attached to his cloak, and he
remembered: “This is
your Hood of Deliverance. Pulled up, you can only see the road
ahead and not the many dangers or the darkness to each side of your
path - you will see where you are headed and will arrive
safely.”

Joseph smiled and pulled the hood all the way
over his head. “Boy,” he said, addressing the not-so-brave
twelve-year-old, “What’s your name?”

The boy blushed.
“Joseph.”

Aslan’s Messenger smiled. “Good name. Spread
the word for everyone to pull their hoods
up.”

“Why?”

“Because then they can only be looking forward
and trust Aslan to keep His word.”

“A show of faith?”

“That's right.” He turned forward again. “Have
you seen that light we're following?”

“Of course.”

“That's Aslan. With your hood up it'll be all
you can see. Pretty soon you'll be thinking about the light more
than what the unicorns are protecting us
from.”

The boy ran off, passing the instructions
along in far fewer words than Joseph, but the adults didn't need
the long version and the younger ones simply
obeyed.

Joseph found his fears greatly reduced as they
continued their march - just as he had told the boy, his view was
focused on what was important and the sounds of the night faded
into the distance, along with most of his fear of
them.

“I have something for you, Joseph,” Katie said
from beneath her red hood, breaking his
thought.

“What's that?”

“A saying; like you and Master Stormwell have
been writing:

“Look neither
to the left or right,

But follow Aslan, ever bright.

He will protect, through day and
night.”

Within a few minutes Katie's couplet was being
repeated up and down the long line of refugees, the 'Foundation'
and 'Way of Peace' also being repeated and even sung. Soon Katie's
couplet returned to the front of the line complete with a simple
tune to which it was being sung. Before the night was over Joseph
had heard several tunes for each piece, and he
finally
realized why his mother had always sung a hymn
when the world seemed dark and formidable.


——————

Just as the morning sun was lighting up the
forest, Joseph and his company emerged from the forest into a huge,
grassy meadow filled with centaurs, who were just as surprised to
see the humans as the humans were to see them. Forell approached
first, and upon recognizing Joseph he called the rest of his herd
forward.

“I'm sure glad to see you,” Joseph mumbled as
Forell stopped in front of him. “But where's
Aslan?”

“Aslan?” Forell shook his head. “We've not
seen Him. We saw a light in the forest, but it dissipated as it
reached the edge of the trees.” Joseph quickly explained why a band
of forest-ignorant humans were traveling through the forest at
night. “That would explain the eagles,” Forell said as he pointed
back towards the forest, where a small flock of Eagles were landing
and finding perches in the tall trees. “I think they were watching
over you from above.” (Remember, children - we're in Narnia;
talking eagles were much larger than you think! Many of them stood
five feet tall while on the ground and discussing current events
with the average human. The sight of a flock of these landing the
in trees would be a
very
impressive sight!)

Forell had food and drink brought for the
weary travelers, and within the hour the humans were stretched out
on the grass asleep, guarded by centaurs, unicorns, and
eagles.


——————

Joseph woke about noon to the feel of a slight
breeze on his face. He stretched and saw it was Katie, fanning his
face with a large leaf from the forest.

“Morning, Master
Joseph.”

He smiled - she was a beautiful sight to wake
to! “Morning, Miss Katie.”

“Forell's waiting for you. You're the last to
wake, you know; everyone else is ready to move, and Forell's
insisting he and his are going to accompany
us.”

“Well, I'm certainly not going to turn him
down,” Joseph said dryly.

“I've told him to organize his herd and be
ready as I wasn't going to wake you.” He rolled over to look in the
direction Katie motioned and saw Forell and Fairorn standing a
little way off as if waiting but knowing better then to challenge
the red-haired human girl.

The humans were now outnumbered by those who
walked on hoofs or flew on wings, but the humans didn't mind it in
the least as they started off again through the forest shortly
after Joseph woke up. When the centaurs saw some of the little ones
being carried they took them and put them on their own backs,
freeing the grown humans to worry about simply walking. Joseph
noticed, however, that Khan had the old woman from the prison on
his back, her arms around his still-ample chest as they chatted
like very old friends.

“Yes, Joseph - they're old friends,” Katie
said as she saw what Joseph was watching.

“How old?”

“Y' don't know who she is, do y'?” Joseph
shook his head. “That's King Narl's grandmother! Queen Mother
Tabatha! She was known for her kindness to all Narnians. The Old
One was her husband's counselor and ambassador to all the Beasts in
Narnia. No romance there, but a friendship that's
legendary.”

“Why was she in
prison?”

“Because her son was no better than her
grandson. It was her son who first started receiving letters from
Narl's mysterious 'queen in the north'. The Queen Mother and her
husband opposed what was in those letters.” She snorted. “He was
suddenly dead and she was gone; presumed dead. But here she
is!”

They stopped for the night in another very
large meadow; large enough that the dark creatures in the forest
would be far enough away from the humans to let them sleep soundly,
guarded by a rotating guard. By noon the next day the large company
entered Baruna to the sharp, loud clanging of the town's bell -
Joseph had sent an eagle ahead to announce their arrival, so the
townsfolk had been watching for them and many had even ventured out
to meet them, wading into the ford to assist the old and young
across the river. They entered the town square to a roaring cheer
as they were surrounded and welcomed.

“Father's going to be so mad at me,” Katie
said, grabbing Joseph's arm.

“He's going to work me over first!” Joseph
replied, almost as afraid as Katie.

But both were wrong. At the sight of her very
worried father waving at her, Kate ran ahead and fell into his
arms, receiving a fierce, fatherly hug complete with tears. But
when they separated their conversation became very animated,
accentuated by waving arms and stomped feet. Joseph stepped
forward, feeling responsible, but Forell grabbed his shoulder. “Let
the storm pass, Boy; let the storm pass. He knows his daughter well
enough to know you didn't kidnap her.”

So Baruna took another, much larger wave of
refugees into their homes, the Lord Mayor insisting the Queen
Mother grace his home, to which she consented only after kissing
her very old friend thank you and goodbye.










Chapter 14
Faith or Fear


Joseph had gone to bed that night
in his room in the Lord Mayor's house with Katie's parting words on
his mind: “Tell me again that y've failed, Joseph.” And then she’d
kissed him, right in front of her father and Queen Mother Tabitha.
Joseph was embarrassed, but Saul had just smiled and mumbled -
“Goodness, don't mind me!” So Joseph kissed her
back.

It was with the memory of Katie's eyes and
Katie's kiss that Joseph went to sleep that night, and it was still
on his mind as he stretched and slowly woke the next morning. But
as he woke completely he slowly realized this was a different bed
than he had gone to sleep in - it smelled more like the heather
mattress of Grandmother's cottage than the straw mattress of
Baruna. And when he opened his eyes he saw he was in fact in
Grandmother's cottage!

“Oh good; you're awake,” Grandmother's voice
called out as he sat up suddenly, fully awake and wondering what
was going on. “Aslan's
so
proud of you - as am I, of course! Oh, your
mother will be so proud of you. You
are
going tell her about your time here, aren't
you?”

“What are you talking about?” Joseph asked,
confused.

“It's time for you to be going home, Joseph!
And here - I've got all your other-world clothes all clean and
pressed,” and she held up her arms, holding all the clothes he'd
worn the night Aslan invited him to Narnia. “Aslan's here to see
you on your way… ”

“I can't leave!”

Grandmother paused slightly. “Has anyone told
Aslan? He's under the impression you're going to be off today. He's
even thanked Stormwell and sent him off into the
forest.”

Joseph threw off his covers and jumped from
the bed. “I can't leave! There's too much to do; so many people to
teach and convince… ”

“Well, Master Know-It-All,” Grandmother began,
“First of all, you were brought here for one thing: to announce a
message. You've done that, and Aslan's pretty pleased with you to
boot. As far as teaching, the villagers are taking care of that all
on their own. Don't you go and start thinking you're a salesmen or
any such thing - you've announced and taught what you've been
called here to announce and teach, and now it's up to them to
decide what to do with it all.”

“You don't understand, do you?” exclaimed
Joseph as he opened a drawer and pulled out a kilt. He started to
pull his nightshirt off but remembered there was a woman in the
room and turned to face her with a look that said, 'If you
please!'

“Secrets from Nature herself?” Grandmother
asked tartly.

Few men have stood up to Nature and won.
Centuries of Sailors have tried and failed; lighthouse attendants,
postal carriers, and mountain men have all done their best. But
none of this was going through Joseph's mind as he stared the woman
down; all he knew was that he needed to get dressed and talk some
sense into Aslan and she was
not
going to deter him. As soon as she had kissed him
on the forehead and called him a 'precious lad' and had swept
herself from the room he threw off the nightshirt, wrapped the kilt
around himself, and pulled on a shirt, he was out the door and into
the gardens.

“You're going to need your boots!” Grandmother
called at him, bringing him his boots and a pair of socks, which he
hastily pulled on and continued on his
way.

He saw Aslan a little ways away, in the
direction of the Tree, and was soon trotting to meet
him.

Aslan stood to greet Joseph. “Son of Adam…
”

“I can't leave, Your
Majesty!”

“Oh?”

“There's still too much to do! So many to
teach; so
much
to teach… ”

“You were called here merely to announce…
”

“Yes; that's what Grandmother
said.”

“You wish to stay? Are you afraid the humans
can't teach each other the words you gave them? Were your words not
plain enough?”

“I have to see it through! I have to make sure
they come to the Tree and renew their
oaths!”

“That was
not
what you were called here to do. You cannot force
them any more than I can.”

“But I still have to be at the
Tree.”

“Why is that?”

“Who else can do it?”

Aslan blinked slowly. “I believe I can manage
it.”

Joseph shook his head, almost violently. “No;
that would all be wrong; they have to do it
before
you show yourself to
them.”

“Oh?”

“Yes! Otherwise it wouldn't be an act of
Faith!”

“Faith is that important, is it?” asked Aslan,
trying to not grin a huge lionish grin.

“Faith is everything! It's either Faith of
Fear. Your Majesty: if they make their oaths
before
they see you then you’ll know they mean it. If
they make them
after
you're there then you'll never know if they made
them out of faith or if they just tried to decide which king would
do them the less harm; a decision based on fear or politics or
worse. And,
they
may never know which way they made their
decision, either.”

“Well,” said Aslan, sitting back on his
haunches, “Who should I send in my place,
then?”

Joseph looked at Aslan with a stunned looked.
“Me!”

Aslan's face didn't change expression as he
waited for the boy to continue.

“It
has
to be me.”

Aslan still didn't say
anything.

“Doesn't it?”

More silence.

“Aslan; Your Majesty:
Please.”

“Please?”

“Please, let me to this. I know it's
right.”

One of Aslan's huge paws pulled Joseph close,
and he affectionately licked the side of Joseph's face with his
equally huge, rough tongue, a deep growl that passes for a purr in
lions rumbling up from somewhere inside him. And if you remember
the last time your grandmother or aunt gave you a huge wet kiss in
front of your friends and you squirmed and wiggled to get away -
well,
that
was how Joseph felt, but Aslan was far bigger
than Joseph's grandmother and aunts combined, and he
could
not
get away. When Aslan was done Joseph did his best
to wipe his face with his shirt (wearing much that same look any
boy might wear after being kissed in public) as he followed the
great, untamed lion up the hill towards the
Tree.

“You knew I was going to volunteer, didn't
you?” Joseph asked as he caught up with
Aslan.

“I was hoping. But it needed to be your own
choice, without me asking you.”

“But I'd do anything…
”

“Which is why you had to be the one to ask,”
countered the lion.

Joseph stumbled on a rock. “I don't remember
rocks here; it was all grass when you brought me here a few weeks
ago.”

“Yes, it was. The Tree is nearly dead, and the
grass is dying with it.”

It was true - as Joseph looked around he saw
hardly any of the grass that had been on the hill just a month
previous. Nearly the entire hill was but soil and rock. And as they
approached the Tree Joseph couldn't see any of the fruits shining
as he did the last time he was standing in the same
place.

“What can I do?” the boy asked
Aslan.

“Stay here with Grandmother. Enjoy her company
and the company of those who come calling.” And Aslan then almost
smiled. “And for the sake of peace in Baruna, send word to the one
with red hair, telling her where you are and that I brought you
here.”


——————

Joseph spent several quiet, uneventful days at
Grandmother's cottage, helping her tend not only the gardens but
also the various sick or hurt animals that made their way to be
tended by Nature. But on the third day, just as he was washing up
from weeding around a row of strawberry plants, a carrier pigeon
came swooping in, calling his name even before he
landed.

“A message from Mistress Katherine,” the
pigeon exclaimed as it folded its wings. “She says to tell you that
King Narl is coming upriver to punish Baruna for helping the
faithful of Lonn'on repatriate; he will be there in a day and a
half.” Pigeon paused. “Personally, the Lord Mayor believes the town
can handle it on their own, but Katherine, who, by the
way,
is
in love with you - being a boy you may not be
aware of that - feels life
will
end if you aren't by her side protecting her
through this crisis. A typical young woman's emotion which has
nothing to do with reality, if you ask me, but of course I'm a
carrier pigeon and have no real opinion.”

Joseph waited to feel any of Aslan's armor,
but he felt nothing - obviously it wasn't necessary to Aslan's
plans that he go. But the thought of Katie being afraid was enough
to make any young man climb mountains, sail oceans, and ford raging
rivers.

“Tell Katie I'll come as soon as I can,”
Joseph told the bird, who nodded and took to
wing.

Grandmother sent word through the trees that
Joseph needed a ride to Baruna, and in short order a hunting party
from Forell's herd showed up and offered the use of their pack
horse. Joseph addressed the horse as politely as he'd addressed any
other Narnian, which caused the centaurs to laugh as this horse was
a mere animal and not a talking Beast. They followed Joseph up the
hill with the Tree so they could look down at Narnia and point out
landmarks that would get him where he was going. He thanked them
and they parted, Joseph very glad he'd learned to ride bareback as
there was no saddle or bridle for him to
use.

Sometime the next day Joseph and the horse
came trotting in to Baruna, only to be yanked from the horse and
fiercely hugged by Katie.

“I can forgive y' for leaving, as I know Aslan
took y' away,” She said through the few tears she couldn't hold
back, “But what took y' so long to come back?” Joseph made to
answer but Katie continued as someone took the horse from Joseph
and Katie turned him towards the door of her father's house. “Y've
got to talk some sense into m' father - I've told him we need to
evacuate; we can't stand up against the king! But he's determined
we're going to stand our ground.”

Joseph turned to face the young woman. “Katie,
I agree with your father.”

“You
what?”

“If we run now we'll stay on the run, and
three weeks is a long time for this many people to be on the run.
The rest of Narnia can't protect us that
long.”

If ever Joseph had wanted to see Katie angry,
he saw it then as she let go of him and stomped her way to her
father's house, townsfolk scattering out of her way like autumn
leaves blown before a storm. She left Joseph standing alone in the
square, so he followed her home, and as he entered he met the Lord
Mayor in the entry.

“Why'd you come?” the Lord Mayor Saul asked
curtly. “It wasn't just for Katherine, was
it?”

Joseph scratched his head and smiled a weak
smile. “Well, it was mostly for Katie,” he admitted. “But I also
feel responsible… ”

“This isn't your battle, Messenger,” Saul said
hastily, and Joseph caught the formal title being used instead of
his name. “You should've gone home when Aslan was ready to send
you.” Joseph opened his mouth to reply, but the town's alarm bell
began ringing just at that moment. “He can't be here yet!”
exclaimed Saul as he rushed for the door, Joseph on his heels.
Joseph was amazed how quickly the town assembled in the square -
and how armed they'd made themselves! The town had readied for a
fight with every possible weapon they had - from swords to
pitchforks to brooms, every man and woman was armed and willing to
fight to keep those who had escaped Lonn'on as well as themselves
free. Not that the former Lonn'oners were sitting back hiding! They
were in the ranks of the rest and as determined to resist the king
as the rest of Baruna.

As Joseph followed Saul and Katie, brandishing
her own pitchfork from her house's stable, he was amazed at further
preparation the town had taken. The storehouses along the river had
all been emptied, the goods having been moved as far inland as
possible in case of a river attack. When they reached the docks
Joseph saw that each pier had an unlit bonfire layed at the shore
side, a centaur dockworker stationed at each fire with a club in
one hand and a torch in the other in case they needed to burn the
piers to prevent a barge from docking.

“This is your livelihood!” protested
Joseph.

“There are more important things,” Saul
answered hastily. “Besides, between our warehouses and our farms,
we can hold out for a very long time.”

“But loosing all this would paralyze Narnia!
All river commerce… ”

“Exactly!” replied Saul, a wicked grin on his
face. “Commerce would be paralyzed and the king's taxes would dry
up to a trickle. And this is a king who lives by his
treasury.”

Just then a barge came in sight around the
bend down river, full of royal soldiers armed for battle. Saul
pointed at about a dozen men - the town's council - and waved for
them to follow him out onto one of the piers. Joseph made to follow
but Saul stopped him. “This is
not
your fight and I'll not have
you
dying here. You've stayed here this long only
because I don't have time to knock sense into you. Now, you'll stay
right here and hold Katherine's hand or I'll have a centaur drag
you back to the Grandmother, and I'll make sure he knows every
bramble patch between here and Lantern Waste! Tell
me
now
which will it be!”

Joseph began to understand where Katie got her
determination. “I'll be a good boy.”

Saul nodded, and the twelve men he'd motioned
for stepped up beside their Lord Mayor and walked to the end of the
pier.

Baruna, being built at the joining of the two
largest rivers in Narnia, was at a very wide place in the river
with plenty of room for barges to maneuver and dock, but it was too
shallow for ships - hence the barge traffic. The commander of the
approaching barge, seeing a delegation of townsfolk coming out to
greet him, instructed the captain to dock against the same large
pier. Joseph, Katie at his side, watched as the Capitan of the
King‘s Guards disembarked to talk to the Lord Mayor and his
delegation. They were far enough away that they couldn't hear
anything, but in a few moments the body language of both the
delegation and the captain began to speak for itself - the Lord
Mayor and his men were stiffening as if for a fight, while the
captain was stepping closer and closer to them, using his forward,
determined body movements as part of his intimidation on what he
thought was a bunch of ignorant villagers. When the town delegation
suddenly raised their weapons and the captain began signaling his
men on the barge, Joseph let go of Katie and raced for one of the
empty piers. Katie chased after him, but by the time she caught up
he'd already knelt at the end of the pier and called out to the
river with an unfamiliar name. She came to a sudden stop when a
swell in the water formed into a huge face, rising slightly out of
the water to speak with Joseph.

“Great One,” Joseph addressed the water god,
“We need your help. This barge holds soldiers coming to force these
people to forsake Aslan. I think… I think they need to visit
Cauldron Pool, where they can think about what they're doing and
have time to change their minds.” And Joseph grinned
wickedly.

“It will be done, Messenger of Aslan.” And the
great face smiled as it lowered back down into the
river.

Before the soldiers could disembark, a huge
wave surrounded the barge on all four sides and formed into
monstrously huge fingers, wrapping themselves around the barge and
pulling it from its mooring. The huge liquid hand then shot up the
river at an incredible speed, leaving the captain very much alone
while still standing before the Lord Mayor of
Baruna.

Lord Mayor Saul supplied the stranded captain
with a pack full of food and water for his walk back to Lonn'on and
sent him on his way. Then he took Joseph aside. “I should be very,
very angry with you. And next time I will
be.”










Chapter 15
Meeting with Two Kings


The royal barge docked silently just as the
sun was setting. The Lord Mayor and the town council stood at the
end of the pier while the rest of the townsfolk lined the street
leading to the town square. King Narl disembarked, but the
delegation made no move towards him, choosing to make him walk the
length of the pier to them. This breech in courtesy was noted by
the king.

“Hail King Narl!” Saul shouted as soon as the
king reached him. “Long live the King!” The townsfolk took up the
hail until the town echoed with the shout.

King Narl nodded acknowledgment of the honor
as he reached Saul and continued up the street to the town square,
the delegation following him instead of leading him - giving the
impression that he was at the mercy of the crowd as opposed to
being protected from it. The townsfolk were a model of respect as
they kept up the hail the length of the king's walk, going silent
only as he reached the raised dais in the middle of the square.
Although he said nothing, he'd already been briefed by the stranded
captain of his guards, who’d hailed him from the bank of the river
and explained how he'd lost fifty of the king's best guards to an
imaginary water god that only lived in childhood fantasies.
Remembering that conversation, King Narl was surprised there were
no pitchforks or clubs among the crowd surrounding him now, but he
did notice just those instruments leaning against the buildings and
within easy reach of the crowd. He noticed with pleasure Joseph
standing at the door of the Lord Mayor's house, looking as if he'd
been confined to the doorstep by a very
un-willing
promise (which he had). He smiled that the boy wasn't part of the
official delegation while making a mock bow at the boy. Joseph
did
not
return the gesture, but folded his arms in
youthful anger and scowled.

Narl turned twice to take in all the people in
the square before speaking. “Good Narnians: who here accepts me as
their rightful king?” As one, everyone in the square either bowed
or curtsied - except for Joseph, whom the king ignored as
unimportant. “Then, as your rightful king, who accepts my judgments
and commands without question?” To the king's surprise, the entire
square quit their bows and curtsies and stood up straight; a sign
they were
not
in agreement with what he
asked.

“Your Majesty,” began Lord Mayor Saul, “We
accept you without question as the rightful king of Narnia only as
you continue to represent he who is
your
king. You can take our money and crops as taxes;
you can conscript our children into your army. But when you take
our very thoughts and beliefs from us, then you no longer represent
he who is
your
king. And in this you
cannot
command us.”

“So you do not accept me as your king…
”

“We do. But only within the bounds set by
Aslan, as he is, after all, the True
King.”

The king's eyes flashed with anger, but he
wasn’t going to loose his temper in the middle of the crowd. “Ah;
Aslan again. Then hear me well, Lord Mayor: The day after Aslan
forgets to come to the Tree of Protection, anyone who's taken his
side against their rightful king will find no forgiveness, no
mercy, and no freedom.”

The crowd murmured at this declaration but
quieted down as an old woman broke from the crowd and approached
the king, climbing the few steps to the top of the dais in her
plain, homespun dress; her brandished broom looking as if it were
her royal scepter.

“Do you know who I am, boy?” the old woman
said slowly.

“Why should I?”

“I am your
Grandmother.”

“A hag like you?” The crowd murmured
darkly.

The old woman straightened herself as tall as
she could stand and spoke as royally and regally as any human
could: “We are the Queen Mother Tabitha.”

“And where have you been hiding? Ah, let me
guess: with Aslan.”

“We have been in your prison since the day
your pitiful excuse of a father took the throne from our
husband.”

“You will
not
talk about my father… ”

“We will talk about our son any way we wish!”
The old woman shook with anger. “He was a sorry excuse for a human,
and we are ashamed to have been his
mother!”

“And yet you were stuck with him. As you are
with me.”

“For three more
weeks.”

“Is that a threat,
hag?”

For those who actually saw it happen, it
didn't even look as if the king saw the old, gnarled hand raise and
slap him soundly across the face, but everyone
did
see the welts raising instantly across his cheek.
And, to their horror, everyone saw his return slap and heard her
gasp as the Queen Mother fell.

The crowd became a mob as they surged to the
center of the square after the king. It was only by the quick
thinking of Lord Mayor Saul that the king survived - Saul hauled
the king out of the crowd by his collar and into his own house,
slammed the doors shut, and threw the bolt in place to keep the
door secure.

“You shall be rewarded, Lord Mayor… ” began
the king, straitening his clothing.

“Shut up!” Saul snapped, and, being very
surprised, the king did so. “Listen to me very, very carefully,
Your Majesty: You are the rightful king for three more weeks.
Hence, I'll not allow you to be killed in my town. Neither will I
allow you to drag a single person out of my town and back to
Lonn'on.”

“It seems we've reached a stale-mate, then,”
the king said slowly.

“Yes, we have. Now, I'll conduct you out the
back, through my stable, and back to your barge. Then you will
leave and not come back. I
cannot
and
will
not promise your safety if you come
back.”

“And when the big cat doesn't come to save
you?”

Saul stood tall and straight before the king
as he stared him in the eyes. “Then you may execute me as a
traitor.”

The Lord Mayor was true to his word - he
accompanied the king through the back of his house and down several
alley ways until they came to the docks. He bowed respectfully as
the barge pulled away, and was halfway back down the pier just as
the mob found its way from the square, led by the Queen Mother
herself.

“Tear the docks out,” Saul ordered the
centaurs. “Save the wood to rebuild in three weeks.” He was tempted
to just tell them to burn the docks, but being a practical man he
realized the wood could simply be re-laid once the crisis was
over.

Humans and centaurs were instantly wielding
crowbars and other instruments they'd been carrying to greet the
king, prying the wood planking up to dismantle the docks as Saul
made his way back to his own house, shouting instructions here and
there and asking a group of satyrs to organize an extra night watch
for the town and ask everyone to do their
part.

When he finally reached his home, Saul found
the broad, double doors he'd bolted in his determination to protect
the king smashed in by the mob that had been equally determined to
get at the king. He almost allowed a string of words out of his
mouth I would never record in this book, but through the doorway he
could see two figures kneeling in respect to someone who was in the
dining hall. He held his tongue and stepped through the ruined
doorway, recognizing Joseph and Katie as the two kneeling figures,
their heads bowed in utmost respect.

“Who… ” but he was cut short as he reached the
arched entry to the dining hall and saw with his own eyes, standing
where his chair at the great table should have been, the hugest,
brightest, and most glorious Lion he'd ever seen or could ever
imagine.

“Aslan… ?” Saul whispered, and the Lion nodded
regally. Saul dropped to his knees between the two young ones,
bowing his own head to the true king of
Narnia.

“Lord Mayor,” Aslan whispered, but the whisper
pierced its way to Saul's heart as if it were shouted, “We are
grateful beyond expression for your confidence, displayed in word
and deed, in a being you have neither met nor seen. We are honored
to be in such a home.” Aslan then bowed his head in respect toward
the Lord Mayor.

Saul didn’t know what to say, but the young
ones on either side of him reached out and touched his
arms.

“Rise,” the great Lion whispered. “Lord Mayor
Saul, come sit here; Joseph, over here.” Aslan turned his gaze to
the young woman. “Katie of Baruna: we would be honored by your
company as well.” Katie curtsied and followed Joseph to sit beside
him. Joseph and Saul both noticed that Aslan had called her 'Katie'
and not 'Katherine' - what they didn't know was that some time ago
Aslan had agreed with Grandmother that she was definitely a 'Katie'
and not a 'Katherine'.

As soon as the three and taken their seats
near Aslan, a gasp was heard at the archway - it was Queen Mother
Tabatha, still brandishing the stable broom. She dropped the broom
and curtsied as beautifully and humbly as her age would
allow.

“Queen Mother,” whispered Aslan, “We would be
honored if you sat with the Lord Mayor.” And she
did.

“Lord Mayor,” continued Aslan. “We have a
problem.”

“Your Majesty,” Saul began hastily, still
overwhelmed at the presence of his Visitor, “I've asked the Satyrs
to organize a night guard, I'll be asking the Centaurs to…
”

Aslan shook his head, his mane shaking with it
like strands of shimmering gold. “We have a problem more serious
than the protection of Baruna.” Saul was speechless - Baruna and
Katherine were his life, and right now he could see no larger
problem than guarding the city because Katie was perfectly safe.
And then he looked at his daughter and saw how she looked at Joseph
and how Joseph was looking back. Queen Mother Tabatha had of course
understood the Lion immediately, and she touched Saul's hand when
he finally understood, one parent comforting
another.

“Queen Mother,” continued the Lion, “Do you
remember your first love?”

“Aye, Your Majesty.” And Tabitha’s face grew
strangely young. “A young sea captain. Long black hair that blew in
the wind, framing his lean face and broad shoulders. Eyes that
would pierce a woman's heart to the very soul of her womanhood. I'd
almost faint from lack of breath when I'd see
him.”

“And Lord Mayor?”

“A shepherdess, Your Majesty. Dark curls of
hair and eyes like fire. One Spring she beat off a hungry wolf
during lambing season with just her walking
stick.”

“Father!” exclaimed Katie, “That was
Mother!”

Saul's face had also suddenly become much
younger than it really was. “I am but one in a million who marry
their first love. Everyone else has to have their heart broken two
or three times before they find the one they
marry.”

“Lady Katie,” Aslan began, “You've known from
the start that Joseph was only here for a little while.” Both the
young ones bowed their heads, becoming strangely stone-faced. “Both
of you have met your first true love and will have memories to last
a lifetime. You'll both meet someone you'll love more than you love
each other right now, but the memory of your first love will remain
as one of the great treasures of both your hearts.” Aslan paused.
“Even for those who think they're too manly to admit it.” Joseph
blushed and simply nodded.

Aslan turned to face Saul once more. “Lord
Mayor: Joseph and I need time at Grandmother's cottage to prepare
for the meeting at the Tree. Can Katie be spared to join us in
seven days?”

“There's so much to do,” began Saul, his
practical mind racing with everything that needed to be done to
guard the city and then move everyone safely to the Tree in three
weeks time.

The Queen Mother patted his hand to interrupt
him. “She can be spared; there are plenty of women who can take her
place in organizing the town if you'll trust them. And men to help
with planning and doing whatever men do.” She turned to face Aslan.
“May I come with, Your Majesty? I have a feeling they'll be needing
a chaperon.” She stole a glance at Katie. “And perhaps a
confidant.”

Aslan bowed his head to the Queen Mother. “We
would be honored. In seven days I'll send for
you.”


—————

The next week was busy for Joseph, as he and
Aslan returned to Grandmother's cottage to prepare for the meeting
at the Tree. There was much to accomplish - although it would be
far from ceremonious, there was still things to plan and memorize
and record.

On the morning of the eighth day Joseph was up
hours early and bathed and dressed in a white shirt and the blue
and green kilt he knew Katie loved and Grandmother had taken the
time to iron to perfection - after all, she'd explained to him, a
young man
must
give a young woman a reason to make an entrance
as well as a reason to stop and not continue on, looking for
something better. He'd eaten breakfast and was now so nervous he
was nearly chewing his fingernails. He’d gone back to his room to
look in the mirror once more to make sure he looked as presentable
as possible when he heard Grandmother gasp and call his name. “Get
out here now for the most beautiful sight you'll ever
see!”

Into Grandmother's gardens came the pure white
unicorn Joseph knew as Fairorn, gleaming in the morning light. On
his back was Katie of Baruna, dressed in a green and blue dress
that matched Joseph's kilt. She was sat as if she were riding
sidesaddle, although Joseph knew very well a unicorn would never
allow itself to be saddled. Joseph remembered what the Queen Mother
had said about nearly fainting and remembered to breath as Katie
smiled down at him as he reached up to help her to the
ground.

“Where's the Queen Mother?” Joseph asked, not
able to think of anything else very intelligent to
say.

“She said she'd be along as soon as I've made
my entrance,” Katie whispered. She paused for a moment. “Have I
made my entrance?”

“Almost,” Joseph whispered, and then he kissed
her. “Yes, I think you've made your entrance
now.”

Queen Mother Tabatha made her entrance wearing
a dress of the lightest, most delicate blue, riding upon the
strong, faithful back of her lifelong friend, Khan, the Old One of
the Centaur. Joseph helped the Queen Mother to the ground and then
bowed and gently kissed the old woman's
hand.

“I'm up here,” the Queen Mother said with a
sweet smile,” and they kissed each other's cheek. “That's better,”
she said with a smile and a pat to his arm. Joseph and Khan then
bowed to each other like royalty. A second unicorn, Fairorn's
sibling Goldorn (named for his gold-colored horn), then entered and
announced he'd been sent by the Great Lion and would be honored to
convey the Messenger on their journey.

For the next two weeks the six companions
traveled Narnia, seeing forests and glens and meadows neither Katie
nor Joseph had seen before. Joseph and Katie rode side by side on
the incredibly matched unicorns while Tabatha and Khan would ride
beside, behind, and sometimes even ahead of the two young ones.
There were occasional races through meadows, but both young ones
finally realized the unicorns had a system worked out as to which
one would win the race, and that took most of the fun out of
racing.

Wherever they went, Aslan was always waiting
for them in the evening with supper already laid out and sleeping
tents erected around the low table holding their supper and the
cushions upon which they sat to eat. In the morning he was gone,
but breakfast was always waiting. Narnians of every kind met them
throughout the day and often followed them to their evening camp.
They would amuse the party with stories of their own kind, boasting
of their champions and their accomplishments and telling such
fabulous stories that Joseph wondered just how many were true and
how many were created simply to amuse
them.

Khan took them into an ancient forest one day,
claiming no human had ever stepped foot in it - respectfully, the
three humans remained mounted. The trees rose to enormous heights,
and the ground was so covered with leaves that dirt could neither
be seen nor felt - even the stream appeared to be running through
nothing but leaves. The dryads of this forest were mostly aged old
men and women in appearance, with centuries of forest wisdom to
share. Joseph couldn't think of any chapel or cathedral that was as
awe-inspiring as this ancient grove.
He finally felt he understood the power in the
word
majestic.*


* See
in the appendix 'Ancient Forest'.

One evening Aslan took the two humans out to
the great Dancing Lawn, where fauns and nymphs of every kind had
gathered for one final night of dance and music and revelry before
the gathering at the Tree. Joseph danced among the fauns,
surprising the usually stern-looking Stormwell, while Katie danced
with the nymphs and the silvani beat out strange, wild, yet
pleasing songs on their drums, the music slowly enveloping them,
working its way through their minds and into their very soul - it
was as if they were lost in the music. But as the fauns and nymphs
began to dance together and then slowly pair up and disappear into
the forest, Aslan roared and brought the two humans back to their
own minds and accompanied them back to their camp for the night.
Even an old lion knows when the dance is done and it's time to
retire.

One day, while swimming at a sunny seashore
along Narnia's southern shore, Joseph was soundly kissed by a
giggling group of mermaids so he could swim underwater among them,
which didn't please Katie in the least. But a pair of mermen
surfaced and invited her for a swim, so she accepted their kisses
(it's the only way a human can breathe underwater, you know) and
off she went for a swim of her own.

Most every night Joseph and Katie sat by the
fire after the Queen Mother had retired and Khan had found a quiet
place to settle, and they talked about the things young people talk
about and even traded a kiss or two (I was never told a higher
number and it really wasn't my business.) But Aslan would let them
know when it was time to retire to their separate tents, and they
would obey after just one more kiss.

Two weeks after setting out, the small group
returned to Grandmother's cottage by way of the old iron lamppost
several miles from the cottage, an artifact which bewildered Joseph
just as much as it had generations of Narnians. They were all
refreshed and happy and full of memories to last a lifetime. And in
the distance they could see that Narnians had began to gather for
the meeting at the Tree.










Chapter 16
The Meeting at the Tree


Humans and Narnians began arriving at the hill
of the Tree several days ahead of the appointed day, small tent
cities rising and marking where the humans waited for the day of
the ceremony. Talking Beasts and other native Narnians held mostly
to the forest as even the tent cities seemed unnatural to so many
of them.

By dawn on Aslan's Day the hill was surrounded
by humans, fauns, satyrs, dwarfs, giants, centaurs, beasts of every
type, and the spirits of the forests and the waters. Joseph, who’d
spent the night at the base of the Tree in the company of the great
lion, could see the Tree and its fruit was barely even glowing;
it
was
nearly dead. In fact, the Tree had become so dull
that the mysterious iron lamp post, some two miles away through the
forest, was brighter than the Tree, even though he was right under
the dying tree.

As the sun finally rose on Aslan's Day,
marking the beginning of Spring, Narnians of every kind made their
way to the base of the hill, waiting for whatever was going to
happen. Talking Beasts of every kind gathered with their own kind
while their patriarchs and matriarchs moved forward to better hear
the Messenger. Centaurs and fauns mingled with humans and watched
as their chiefs and Old Ones and Lord Mayors bowed in respect to
the Messenger. Waking trees slowly approached the hill,* and most
of the satyrs were standing beneath the waking trees, only their
chief and Old One braving the sunlight to honor
Aslan.


* Mr.
Lewis explained, they didn't 'walk' so much as their roots 'swim'
through the ground.

The herd of pegasus from the Western Mountains
flew in, landing near the top of the hill just as the morning sun
lit their long feathered wings, making an entrance few would
forget. Even the dwarfs, red-haired and black-haired sons of
Earth,* had met the summons, although they didn't mingle and most
thought the day a waste of time. Heads of the giant clans had
gathered north of the hill and were already wondering what was
being said far below and how much they'd missed. Finally, the
nymphs came out of the forest and the river to gather with the rest
of Narnia.

* Mr. Lewis called
them 'black dwarfs' and 'red dwarfs'. My choice of words keeps with
Mr. Lewis vision while being reader-friendly to my day and
age.

All of Narnia had gathered to the hill except
King Narl. The king was nowhere to be seen; there wasn't even a
royal pavilion raised among the human tents. If members of his
court had gathered they hadn't made themselves known, and many
humans were murmuring and complaining that he could
waste
their
time and not even bother to
appear.

Joseph, standing at the top of the hill and
dressed in his favored kilt and Aslan's tawny-gold cloak, wondered
whether or not he should start without the king, as Aslan had
instructed him to begin shortly after Sunrise, as was custom. As he
pondered he felt the armor against his skin - a signal to do what
he was thinking as it was Aslan's wish.

Joseph slowly walked down the hill to where
Narnia was waiting. “On the day of Creation,” he began, amazed that
some miraculous power was making his voice ring out so all could
hear, “The Lion sang and the world was created by the sound of his
voice. He sang again and the animals and the trees and all of
nature came to be. Then he took a pair of each of the intelligent
animals and gathered them together and said to them…
”


“'Narnia',”
shouted the Beasts, shattering the morning calm and surprising the
humans, including Joseph.
“'Awake. Love. Think.
Speak. Be walking trees. Be talking beasts. Be divine
waters.'”*


* The
history of Narnia's Creation is being quoted and/or gleaned from
'The Magician's Nephew'. Joseph quotes some parts slightly
different than how Mr. Lewis recorded it, but he remains accurate
to the history of the event.

Joseph waited as the echo of the shout died
down, then he continued: “Then from the forest came the spirits of
the woods: the nymphs, the fauns, the satyrs, the centaurs, and the
dwarfs.” He turned to face the river, where the River God had risen
up to attend the gathering. “It was then that the River God and his
daughters came to be. And all replied… ”

“'Hail
Aslan',” shouted the
beasts again, this time joined by the fauns, satyrs, centaurs,
nymphs, and some of the dwarfs (most of the dwarfs were still
wondering why they'd come).
“'We hear and obey. We
are awake. We love. We think. We speak. We
know.'”

Again Joseph waited for the echo to die. “And
Aslan said to Narnia: 'I give to you forever this land. I give you
the woods, the fruits, the river. I give you the stars and I give
you myself. The Dumb Beasts whom I have not chosen are yours -
treat them gently and cherish them but do not go back to their ways
lest you cease to be Talking Beasts. For out of them you were taken
and into them you can return.'” Joseph paused. “And Narnia
answered… ”

“'No, Aslan, we won't, we
won't.'” the native
Narnians shouted.

“Who among the Beasts will renew that
stewardship today?” asked Joseph.

There was a slight pause and then chiefs and
patriarchs and matriarchs among the Beasts began to move forward to
renew their clan's stewardship. Joseph noticed, however, that a few
didn't come forward - the wolf, the vulture; other carrion-eaters
moved silently backwards as if to not be noticed. He also saw some
satyrs trying to stop their chief and Old One from moving forward,
but they came anyway, and those satyrs walked away, angry with
their chief. And, it appeared that each small group of dwarfs came
forward to represent themselves as if there no central leader, but
most shook their heads and backed off in the same direction as the
wolves and vultures. He also saw the woodwose, the wild forest folk
(who some thought were really just spirits) who wouldn't take
direction from anyone, also back away.

By the time the Narnains had come forward to
accomplish the task of the day, they pretty well covered the wide,
broad slope leading up to the Tree. Joseph came down the slope to
the waking trees, which simply weren’t walking fast enough, and he
heard from them their renewal. As he walked part way back up the
slope, the Narnians parted so the humans still at the base of the
hill could see and hear him, and many humans took advantage of this
to come closer. He turned to them and
continued.

“On that day of Creation, another being, not
created by Aslan, came into Narnia. It was called…
”

“It was called 'Man',” a voice rang out from
the middle of the human crowd. Every head turned as the speaker
slowly slid back his hood - it was King Narl, disguised in a long,
nondescript cloak. So he had come after all, many realized. The
king's eyes met Joseph's and the boy could see they were full of
nothing but hate. The crowd split to allow him to approach Joseph.
“And to the man and to the woman it was given to rule Narnia.” He
continued to approach, his and Joseph's eyes not parting. “And I
accept that rulership.”

Many bowed or curtsied as the king passed, but
Joseph held himself straight, refusing to bow, and the discourtesy
was
not
lost on the king.

“Messenger,” King Narl said to Joseph by way
of greeting, but Joseph continued to say nothing. The king leaned
over as if confiding in Joseph. “Where's the
lion?”


“His
Majesty,” began Joseph, and the king was aware of
the honor being shown to the Lion and not to himself, “will enter
when we've concluded the renewing of the
stewardships.”

“Well, let's get to it, then.” And the king
stepped a few paces to Joseph's right, smiling. Joseph understood
what the king was doing: he was going to intimidate any humans
prepared to reinstate their stewardship with
Aslan.

“Man was given a stewardship in return for the
responsibility of ruling Narnia,” Joseph spoke, picking up where
he'd been interrupted. “He was allowed to stay in Narnia on
condition that he… ” But he was interrupted
again.

“…that
‘you shall rule and name
all these creatures,'”
Queen Mother Tabatha spoke out, quoting Aslan as she broke from the
crowd and walked slowly towards her grandson.
“’And do justice among
them, and protect them from their enemies when enemies arise. And
enemies will arise.'”
The old queen came to a stop facing Narl.

“Do you call me an enemy?” King Narl
snarled.

The Queen Mother shook her head. “Your actions
speak clearly enough.”

The king raised a hand, but before he could do
anything more another hand grabbed it - it was a clawed lion paw
that gripped his wrist and dug in, small drops of royal blood
rising where each claw held him fast. Joseph slowly forced the
king's hand down and then let go, his arm reclaiming its human
appearance. The Queen Mother nodded respectfully to Joseph and took
a place at his side opposite her grandson.

“Continue, Dear,” she said to Joseph.
Encouraged, he did so.

“King Narl,” began Joseph, “Will you use a
spade and a plow and raise food from the
earth?”

“Don't be stupid,” the king
laughed.

“Will you rule all Narnians kindly and fairly,
remembering they are
not
slaves but free
subjects?”

“No, I will not.”

“Will you bring up your children and
grandchildren to do the same?”

“No.”

“Will you have no favorites among your own
children or among the rest of Narnia?”

“Too late,” the king
returned.

“In war will you be the first in the charge
and the last to leave the field?”

The king only stared at the Messenger as if
Joseph were a fool.

“Then you are no king of Narnia,” Joseph
concluded.

At that pronouncement many in the crowd
erupted in cheering, while others erupted in laughter and jeering
directed at Joseph.

“Well, we shall see, won't we,” was Narl's
only reply. He wanted very much to strangle Joseph, but as the
thought went through his mind it must have showed on his face
because the centaur Forell and Fairorn the unicorn moved up beside
the boy (both had promised to guard Joseph's back many weeks ago)
to keep such a thing from happening.

Joseph turned to the crowd. “It’s Aslan's
directions that each Mayor or chief come forward and declare their
village or town's intention of
stewardship.”

“And,” spoke up the King as he dropped off the
cloak he wore and exposed his royal clothes, complete with his
insignia, “If they do, and if this mysterious Aslan somehow forgets
to appear, then know that every village that follows Aslan
will
not
be standing by daybreak tomorrow. Every citizen
of that village will be hunted down and enslaved or exterminated.
Even now, Calormen pirate ships wait at the Lonn'on docks for fresh
cargo.” Even Joseph knew Calormen pirates were
slavers.

Only one man stepped unhesitatingly from the
crowd. Saul, Lord Mayor of Baruna, stepped forward in all the robes
of office, followed by his daughter Katie, who
would
not
be left behind no matter how much her father
pushed her back.

“Messenger,” Saul began, a determined Katie at
his side, “The People of Baruna, to a man and woman, have
authorized me to… ”

But he never finished the sentence. Narl had
bent down and picked up a long, sharp rock from the now-barren
hill, and he'd flung it at Saul. It hit the Lord Mayor in the face,
felling him like a tired, old tree.

“Father!” and “Saul!” were screamed by Katie
and Joseph at the same time while the king shouted for his guards,
who had mingled in the crowd with the same nondescript cloaks as
the king had been wearing. But the guards had little chance to do
anything as the crowd overwhelmed them and disarmed them, human and
Narnian rushing them together. Strong arms pulled a weeping Katie
from her father’s body and held an angry Joseph away from plunging
towards Narl, a sudden, animal hatred propelling him. Both young
ones were nearly hysterical and fighting to get loose. But the arms
holding Joseph, those of centaur Chief Forell, raised him so high
that he was face-to-face with Khan, who suddenly looked far more
fearsome than any human his age could have looked. His piecing dark
eyes had the look of war in them, and it scared even the hysterical
human being held in front of him. Khan raised one strong arm to his
shoulder level, and Joseph could see his fingers wrapped around the
neck of a now-chocking Narl, who was trying to fight his way out of
the centaur's vise-like grasp.

Khan reached out with his empty hand and
pointed at the Tree. “Do you not hear it, Messenger?!” Joseph
paused and heard a lion's roar from beneath the tree. Unlike a
normal lion roar, however, he understood what this Lion was saying.
That was, of course, because it was Aslan. But Aslan was still
nowhere in sight.

“Messenger,” Khan addressed Joseph, still in
Forell's grasp, “Shall we deliver justice the
animal
way?”
And he tightened his grip on Narl's throat, the man gasping harder
and harder for air.

In his enraged state Joseph did not at first
grasp that this was not a challenge but a teaching moment. After a
moment he realized what Khan was really asking: ‘Are you going to
become the animal the king has become, or will you remain a Human?’
He dropped his head and shook it - he knew that would be wrong, for
the law of the land must be followed, even though every being there
had witnessed the murder.

As Joseph slowly stopped struggling, Forell
lowered him back to the ground. Katie, who was being held fiercely
by the Queen Mother, let go of her and she found her place in
Joseph's arms, where she sobbed as her father's body was gently
carried away.

The hill rumbled, and an old woman appeared
near the Tree in a cloud of dust. She was old, to be sure, but she
walked slowly forward as if she were many, many years younger. She
wore a simple dress that reached the ground and was holding it up
just enough that she could walk without it dragging on the ground.
She continued to walk slowly, all of Narnia's eyes on her as she
finally came to where Khan still held Narl at arm's
length.

“Put it down, please,” she said simply while
staring into the king’s eyes. Khan bowed his head to Nature and
opened his fingers, letting Narl drop to the ground, where he was
instantly surrounded by various Narnians, all of them eager for
blood. Narl slowly stood, brushing the dirt off his
clothes.

“Tell me, Child,” Grandmother half-whispered,
“Do you
like
your little castle?”

Narl didn't think his castle to be so little,
but he nodded. “It's adequate for my needs,” he replied as if he
were talking to a hag or worse.

Grandmother smiled and fire came into her
eyes. And I do mean fire, for her eyes
absolutely
glowed
with flame. Then, even though it was a two-day
march to Lonn'on, the entire crowd turned at the sound of a very
far-away
boom,
and they saw fire and smoke rising far into the
sky.

“Not any more, it isn't,” Grandmother
whispered to the king. “And the Calormen… ” She smiled and shook
her head. Grandmother then turned to the crowd and raised her
voice: “I suggest anyone thinking to return to Lonn'on begin
looking for new accommodations.”

Grandmother started back up the hill but
suddenly turned and faced Narl. “Attempt what you just thought and
I
shall
get angry, I promise you.” She paused while Narl
fumed. “No, I’m not going to kill you.
She
has something far more interesting planned.”
Grandmother then continued back up the hill towards the
Tree.

Joseph heard Aslan's roar one more time and
nodded as if replying. When he made no move to let go of Katie and
conclude the day's business, Katie looked up at him. “It's best you
obey.” After a moment Joseph nodded at the Queen Mother, who came
forward and took Kate back into her arms. Joseph felt a strange
power rising inside him as he stepped away from Katie and faced all
of Narnia; the same feeling he had when the cloth armor made itself
felt, but this time it enveloped and consumed him, and by the looks
he saw on the faces of those watching him he guessed they could see
something as well. Finally he spoke, but as he spoke it was not his
voice but a lion's roar which shook the crowd and even the
ground.

Joseph had been told by Aslan to say:
'Those who accept
Aslan's stewardship come to the
hill.' Being spoken in
Aslan's own voice, those who had accepted Aslan's ways understood
and moved to obey. Many came as families; others as individuals. He
saw husbands and wives argue and then one approach the hill without
the other - some with their children, others not able to get their
spouse to let the children come.

Many, many more Narnians climbed the hill than
humans, most of which remained at the foot of the hill. The wolves
and vultures and dwarfs joined the humans still on the flatland,
joined by some of the satyrs, while most Narnians and only a
handful of humans took their place on the hill. Joseph could see
everyone he knew from Baruna ascending the hill along with those
from other towns, but compared to those who remained on the
flatland, they were the minority among the
humans.

Naturally Narl hadn’t understood the lion's
roar, and, like most of the humans, had only heard a roar. But he'd
been intelligent enough to know the crowd at the base the hill was
his crowd, and he had moved to join them.

The two crowds faced each other in silence for
a very long time. And while the two groups faced each other, Joseph
felt a tug at his arm. It was Stormwell. “May I stand by you?” He
hesitated. “As a friend?”

Joseph smiled and put a hand on the faun's
shoulder. “You could even do it as a brother.” Stormwell nodded but
didn't reply.

“Messenger,” the Queen Mother whispered, “This
would be a very good time for Aslan to approach, don't you
think?”

“He will.”

“Did he tell you
that?”

“No, but he will.”

Slowly Narl broke from his crowd and came to
face Joseph again. He smiled and folded his
arms.

“Your little lion hasn't come
yet.”

“The key word being 'yet’,” retorted
Joseph.

The King smiled even wider. “And how long will
we be waiting?”

“Narl, Darling,” a sweet but evil voice called
from the king's crowd. Everyone turned to watch as a cloaked figure
rose as if standing - I
would
say it rose to be head and shoulders above the
rest of the crowd, but it was actually more like head and shoulders
and half a torso above the rest of the crowd. “Don't be harsh with
the boy. I've told you the great big lion isn't going to make his
appearance until I do.” The cloaked figure removed the cloak, and
Joseph's first thought was that this was the most stunningly
beautiful woman he'd ever seen. There was no doubt she was
beautiful, but what was in her eyes - and therefore her soul (if
she had one!) - destroyed the beauty of the flesh as the eyes were
nothing but hate and evil.

The tall, shapely woman came forward as the
crowd parted, and she joined King Narl and they both faced Joseph.
The Messenger watched as the king took her hand and kissed
it.

The tall creature bent down and picked up the
long, knife-shaped stone Narl had thrown at Lord Mayor Saul; one
side of it still bloody. “What a lovely souvenir,” she said as she
slipped it into a hidden pocket of her dress. (In years to come
this thing would be fashioned into a knife used at the Great Stone
table, but we're getting ahead of ourselves, aren't
we?)

Then she turned her eyes on Joseph. “Do you
know who I am, Boy?”

Joseph nodded. “Jadis,” Joseph said aloud,
“the Butcher of Charn.”

“Butcher!” And the tall woman smiled. “It's
all a matter of perspective, isn't it? Some would say I was a
liberator.”

“Sadly, no one was left to enjoy their
liberation,” retorted Joseph.

Jadis turned to face as many of the two crowds
as she could. “What this boy hasn't told you is that I too came
into Narnia on the day of Creation. I, Jadis, Queen of Charn, was
forced here by the humans Digory and Polly. They tore me from my
own world and marooned me… ”

“You forced them to bring you!” protested
Joseph. “After killing off your own world you came looking for more
worlds to destroy!”

Jadis came up closer to Joseph, forcing him to
look straight up to continue facing her. “We're a brave little boy,
aren't we?” Joseph said nothing. She continued, speaking as if to a
little child. “Well, brave little boy: let me tell you something.
I've waited a
very
long time for this tree to die so I could return
and claim this precious little kingdom, and I don't think you'll be
spoiling it. Your little lion hasn't come and your little band is
so very small. I think I'm going to the Tree now. It's been so very
long since I tasted its fruit.”

Narl reached to take Jadis’ hand again,
expecting to accompany her to the tree. She paused, taking a
thoughtful look at the man, and then bent her knees and leaned over
so she was face to face with Narl. “Darling,” she whispered, “I
think it's time I show my true feelings for all you and your father
have done for me. You've done so much in spreading my lies and
actually making the humans believe them.”

“Lies?”

She held her lips to his ear. “Yes, Darling.
Lies. Pretty faces have such power, don't you think?” She then
lifted his lips to hers and kissed him, and kissed him rather
soundly. When he felt something strange happening to his face he
tried to scream and pull away but she held his head in place as the
once-king turned more and more into stone. She held the kiss until
his entire body had become nothing but gray stone and then let go,
straightening up and smiling down at
Joseph.

“Easy lies, really,” Jadis continued as if she
hadn't just killed a man. “All I had to do was tell enough of the
right lies enough times to turn humans from the purpose of their
creation.”

“Which is?” asked
Joseph.

“To be of selfless service to each other,”
Jadis replied. “Without selfless service to each other, humans are
nothing more than animals - not even Beasts.” She smiled. “And all
it took was one little, deplorable word.* Such a simple word in
your language - a single sound made by one easy movement of the
lips. Start with the lips closed and open them all the way while
making a single sound. If you do it enough times, you quit thinking
of your neighbor and think only about yourself. You may even quit
thinking about your spouse and children!” She bent down close to
Joseph's ear. “Shall I tell you the word?”


* See
the appendix for the Deplorable Word.

“I can guess!” he snapped, moving
back.

Jadis stepped towards him again. “What a sweet
little boy.” And then she laughed. “First, I got society as a whole
chanting the word - and the first victim was social courtesy and
politeness. After all, why be courteous if one is the most
important being around? Then, I got the families to begin the chant
- fathers fell to its power first; they always do. Finally, and
this was the best part, I used it to make the mothers forsake their
husbands and children. After all, when the mother forsakes the
family, civilization
has
come to an end.”

“Oh, so it’s the women’s fault?” retorted the
Queen Mother.

“No, Darling. Although
every
step is someone’s fault, as a whole it’s the
entire civilization’s fault that it lets itself rot from within.
But to answer your question: It's easy to convince men to forsake
their responsibilities; that's really a trivial matter. Men were
created with the thought of boasting and posturing no matter the
cost; it's their nature. Love and companionship dampens that nature
and transforms it into loyalty; a good woman can, in time,
transform them not only into loyal companions but also make them
happy to be so engaged. That's why women are known as
civilizers.

“Women, on the other hand: the number of lies
one has to tell to convince wives and mothers to forsake their
families is enormous! And time consuming; you won't believe the
amount of time! It may be just the
last
of many little tiny steps; tiny enough that each
one goes unnoticed until the end is all too clearly in sight, but
it
does
take the most effort and therefore is the more
noticeable of all the steps to a civilization's
death.”

Joseph and the rest of those gathered on the
hill were silent as the Witch paused to let them
think.

Finally Jadis spoke again. “Out of my way,
Boy.”

“No,” said Joseph, stepping in her way as she
tried to step around him, and a large group of those on the hill
moved with him.

Before he could even think, Jadis had a long,
gold wand at Joseph's throat, and he stood frozen in surprise. “But
I
do
think so,” she said slowly, an evil smile on her
flawlessly beautiful face. “One more word from you and you'll be a
matching statue for the other side of my throne; I can do it with
our without the kiss.” She reached out and turned the boy around,
shoving her wand into his back - the back with no cloth armor
because Aslan had promised to protect it.

At that very moment a roar sounded from the
Tree - an earthshaking roar that toppled everyone on or near the
hill and sent waves up and down the river. Trees bent with the
blast, and snow was blown from the peaks between Narnia and
Archenland. The great falls at Cauldron Pool stopped flowing as the
blast momentarily pushed the water back up the falls, and
avalanches tumbled down the alpine mountains spanning the full
length of the Western Wild. To the east the ocean was pushed away
from the shore and ships pulled their sails in and dropped anchor
to keep from being blown off course.

“Ah!” said Jadis, the only living thing in
Narnia
not
blown off her feet. “The lion has
arrived.”

At first it looked as if the Tree had come
back to life, for the glow that emanated from the top of the hill
was blinding. Out from under the tree came the hugest feline anyone
had ever seen - a tawny-gold lion, and as he stepped forward it was
obvious the glow emanated from him and not the dying tree. Many on
the hill who had stood back up were dropping to their knees,
recognizing Aslan as the only True King of Narnia. Those who had
not chosen Aslan began to whisper quite loudly, fear striking many
of them as they realized their awful mistake. Some tried to come
forward and join those on the hill, but Grandmother had been busy
and a hedge of long, deadly-looking thorns had risen between them
and the hill, and they knew they wouldn’t be joining those on the
hill.

Aslan quit the top of the hill and made his
way to where Joseph and Jadis stood. A millennium ago she had been
deathly afraid of him, but in the past nine-hundred years she had
roamed far and wide to learn the magic of this new world, and her
long education had taught her that Aslan was here today and gone
tomorrow - all she had to do was survive the day and Narnia was
hers.

“Your Majesty,” Jadis said to Aslan, feigning
a mock bow; not even a womanly curtsy.

“The tree is yours,
Witch,”
Aslan said simply, and ‘witch’ definitely sounded like it
was
not
a complement. “But beware:
it
will
reflect
who
and
what
you are.”

“As you say, then,” Jadis said triumphantly.
With no further hesitation she marched up the hill, Narnians
scattering out of her way. She reached for the first branch she
could, and turned to laugh at Aslan. “Why did I wait so long? You
give up so easily!” But as she touched the first small fruit she
could reach, there was a sudden explosion and the entire tree was
engulfed in flame. In seconds it was gone - leaf, branch, trunk,
and even the roots. It was suddenly nothing but
ashes.

“As I said, Witch,” Aslan spoke, not even
having turned around to watch what would happen,
“It
will
reflect who and what you are.” Finally he turned
to face her. “You are not a creator
or
a preserver. You are a killer of all you touch.
Nothing will thrive under your rule, because the only thing
you
allow
to thrive is your hatred for all things that are
not You.”

“Thrive or not,” began Jadis, “Narnia is now
mine. The tree is dead and nothing can stop
me.”

“Do not be confused on this point,” Aslan
warned. “We
choose
not to stop you. We will amuse you by allowing
Narnia to see the results of your choices. And, those who have
chosen your ways have earned the right to live with the results of
their choice.”

Aslan turned to speak to all. “It will be a
dark age. There will be no Spring or Summer. Only Winter - with no
Christmas. But know this: at the time of
my
choosing Spring will return, and so will
I.”

“We will see, won't we?” sneered the
Witch.

Old man Winter began to blanket Narnia as soon
as Aslan and those who followed him left the
hill.










Chapter 17
The Long Winter Begins


Aslan led his followers from the hill where
the Tree had stood and back to Baruna, where once again room was
made for all.

Although Winter had begun his reign across
Narnia, Baruna was being defended by Spring while all around snow
fell. Dressed in her lightest, shimmering dress and garlands of
delicate flowers, youthful Spring walked the boundaries of Baruna
and its farms and fields, denying Old Man Winter, dressed in his
white robe and topped by his long white hair and beard, a hold upon
the town. Knowing Spring was working under Aslan’s authority, the
Old Man bowed and did
not
attempt to intrude.

Saul's funeral was held the day after Aslan
and his children returned to Baruna, and through it all Katie would
not be comforted. Joseph felt the loss keenly as well, and in his
mind he tried in vain to remember his own father's face; the father
who’d died in the Great War when Joseph was just a child and now he
could barely even remember him. At least Katie knew her father, he
thought - but then, she’d not known her mother as her mother had
died when she was a child. So, while Katie mourned the death of her
father, Joseph finally mourned his own father’s
passing.

Some time after the service, Aslan entered
Katie's house unannounced and approached the
girl.

“Where he is now,” Aslan whispered to Katie,
“we will soon be traveling.”

“What do you mean?” She was being brave and
trying not to cry in front of the Lion.

“You are not going to stay here while the
Witch rules. All humans are leaving Narnia - some driven out by the
Witch's winter; others to be taken into my bosom to dwell with me
for a season. Some may return when Narnia is ready for humans
willing to keep their stewardship.”

“You're taking us
away?”

Aslan nodded. “Now, Child,” Aslan whispered in
a kind, fatherly voice, “Embrace me.” And Katie did - she fell upon
his face and neck and buried her face in his long, shaggy mane and
cried until there were no more tears. “Now, look into my eyes.” And
she did and was filled with pure and radiant Love that started to
heal her broken heart. “Understand, Katie,” whispered the Lion,
“Although the heart is beginning to heal, it cannot fill the empty
arms. That only comes with time.”

Aslan stood to leave Katie's house, and Katie
held on to his mane as they stepped out into the town square. They
could see humans walking about, most of them attempting to get back
to their daily routines. There were talking beasts who looked so
very out of place in a human town but refused to leave Aslan. Fauns
and Satyrs and Centaurs looked dismayed to be in a human town
instead of Narnia's wilds, but they were as determined as the other
Beasts to be with their True King. Birds of every sort were even
perched on rooftops.

“Aslan!” a voice shouted from across the
square. Joseph was running full speed from the direction of the
docks.

The boy fell to his knees before Aslan, who
had perched himself on the dais in the center of the square.
“Majesty!” Joseph continued, taking in gulps of air from his run.
“There are people coming down the river, trying to dock. Others are
approaching from the forest where they don't think the Witch will
see them. Something is acting as a boundary, keeping them out.” He
breathed a few more times, trying to catch his breath. “I suspect
it's you.” Aslan closed his eyes and nodded. “Majesty, they're not
asking to be let in; they know they chose wrong. They're planning
on going to Archenland or Calormen or out to sea. They're trying to
get out before the Witch stops them or before the river freezes.
They only want food for their journey. We have plenty…
”

“Give them food,” Aslan said regally. “The
boundary will come down for that alone.”

“Thank you, Majesty,” replied Joseph. About a
dozen people in the square departed, heading for the town's
storerooms to gather and take food to those out in the
cold.

“One more thing, Majesty,” Joseph added slowly
and cautiously. Aslan waited for Joseph to continue. “The children.
They want us to take their children.”

“They made their
choice.”

“The children
didn't!”

“But their parents
did.”

“Majesty! Families are trying to make it
through the mountain passes to the south, and they're blizzards up
there! Slavers are plying the coast! The children…
”

“Their children are not my affair,” whispered
the lion.

“You can't mean that!” Joseph replied, and
Katie knew she'd never again see such a look of horror on a human
face.

“Can't I?”

“No, you can't!” yelled Joseph, coming to his
feet. “They didn't know what was going on at the Tree! They were
simply there with their parents. We have the chance to save
them!”

“Why should we?”

“Because they're
young!”

Aslan was unmoved.

“They're still teachable! They haven't made
the choices their parents made! They can
learn!”

Aslan remained as silent as a statue except
for his twitching tail. Many townsfolk and beasts had gathered
around the dais and were watching and
waiting.

Finally Joseph cried: “Because
they're
innocent!”

Aslan nodded.
“That
was the correct word.”

“Then you'll let them in?” With that the crowd
began murmuring; some getting ready to leave to carry out what they
were sure was coming.

“For a price.”

“A price?”

“Yes. I will let the children in only with
proof of how much you value their lives.”

“What proof? I'll do anything…
”

“I will let them enter in exchange for your
life.” The town square was suddenly deathly
quiet.

“You can't mean that?” gasped
Katie.

“Yes, I
can
mean that.”

Joseph had caught his breath, but at Aslan's
words he took several big breaths before answering. He could
see
and
feel Aslan was serious and waiting for his
answer. Katie was so beside herself she couldn't speak - Joseph
pulled her close and kissed her one last time (while she could only
cry 'no; no; no!') before climbing the few steps up the dais and
kneeling before the great Lion.

No writer could describe the look of courage
on Jacob's face any more than they could capture the horror in
Katie’s heart and on her face or how she cried. I won’t even try
either..

Joseph looked into Aslan’s eyes. “I'll give
you my life for the promise you will save the children.” And then
he bowed his head and closed his eyes.

Katie screamed uncontrollably as the great
Lion laid a paw on Joseph's back, and in spite of himself Joseph
stiffened but remained where he was, determined to save the
children. But the great paw pulled him close and the great Lion
proceeded to lick the boy's face, the deep lion growl that serves
as a purr vibrating as lion licked boy.

“Stand, Joseph,” the lion commanded when he
finished showing his affection. Joseph stood on very shaky legs,
wondering why and how he was still alive. “From this day forward
your life is mine. You will give your life in my service for the
rest of your days.”

“But… ”

“No time for questions. Organize the rescue of
my children. Then ask your questions.”

Katie move to help, as she had for so many
years under her father's leadership, but this time she was too slow
- Joseph had already come to life and called the centaurs and
directed them to comb the forests to the south where humans were
trying to hike over the mountains to Archenland. He sent the satyrs
and fauns north and east to find all those within a day's run of
Baruna. He shouted at the housetops where the eagles were resting,
sending them to search the entire valley (for it
really
is
just one very large valley with many small hills)
and report any humans they could see from the air to the nearest
centaur, faun, or satyr. Hoofs and wings flew as all departed with
no further need of instruction.

“Barunains!” Joseph then shouted. “Ready your
homes for the children!” People scattered in every direction, more
than eager to obey.

Before Joseph could even turn back to Aslan,
the townsfolk who'd rushed food to the people out in the cold were
returning to the square, carrying babies and leading children who
were cold and crying. Many of the little ones were crying for Mommy
or Daddy, and Joseph tried very hard not to imagine the heartbreak
of both child and parent, but he knew those parents knew it was
their childrens' only chance. His heart was warmed as some children
were led to a father or a mother who'd sided with Aslan and been
forced to leave them with the other parent. Joseph noticed with joy
that father’s tears were just as free and sacred as mother’s
tears.

“So it begins again,” Katie whispered shakily,
her head against Joseph's arm. “I'd better go see to my own house,
then.” But before seeing to her own house, Katie turned and gave
Joseph a kiss that burned its way into his memory for all time. I
would say more, but right now little boys and girls listening to
this book are making gagging sounds and would certainly be 'grossed
out' if I did, and if parents need to know more to understand this
kiss - well, that would just be sad, wouldn't
it?

Joseph turned back to Aslan, still resting on
the dais. He sat next to the great Lion, his own energy spent, and
put an arm around him, the great cat's growly purr sounding at the
touch.

“Majesty,” Joseph began, and Aslan nodded. “If
I'm going home after all this, how can I serve you the rest of my
life?”

“Do you not know who I am in your world?”
Aslan asked. Joseph's only answer was a blank stare. The great Lion
bowed his head, and Joseph could see a hint of disappointment on
his regal face.


—————

For the next week, centaur, faun, and satyr
patrols returned again and again with more children. Townsfolk were
running food to the boundary between Spring and Winter to those
passing by, and they often returned with a child or two. Although
the children were housed with families willing to take them in,
they spent most of their daytime hours in the care of Aslan
himself, the great Lion teaching them, comforting them, and, in a
most interesting show of childhood delight,
even
playing
with them. It was unnerving for the grown-ups to
watch this monstrously huge Lion bat at the children and make them
chase him and then turn to chase the children. Those of you who
have owned cats know what it is to play with them; just imagine
playing with an overactive kitten the size of Aslan, and you can
imagine the joy the children had that week! And when they were done
playing, as many as possible laid against him for their naps, his
growly purr lulling them into a gentle and restful
sleep.

There was no rest for Katie, however. At the
first meeting of the town council after her father's death, they
voted unanimously to appoint her Lady Mayor of Baruna. She refused
several times until the Queen Mother took her aside and they had
a
very
long talk (which I'd love to report, but it was a
very private talk!) Then with great humility and many tears, she
accepted the appointment and jumped into the role her father had
groomed her for all her life.


—————

A week after the meeting at the Tree, Aslan
announced it was time for the town to move to the coast and on to a
place he'd prepared for them. So they packed meager bags and
departed, not knowing where they were being led but willing to
follow their True King. Aslan led his people to the coast, Spring
in all her glory accompanying them on their way. All around them
Winter's storms blanketed Narnia, but where Aslan's people walked
there was spring grass and flowers.

At the coast, where just a week previous the
town of Lonn'on had stood and there was now a
greatly-enlarged
harbor, there were twelve golden and highly-decorated barges
waiting for the humans Aslan was taking with him. The native
Narnians, Aslan had explained, were to stay and keep word of Aslan
alive through the long winter of the Witch's
reign.

I shall not describe the farewell between Lady
Mayor Katie and Joseph the Messenger as it was tender, tearful,
heartbreaking, and above all else, it was very private - Aslan saw
to that! I don't think I could even describe the tender hugs of
parting friends that occurred between the mighty Khan and the
frail, old Queen Mother Tabatha. It too was tender, tearful, and
heartbreaking. To have found a friend after so many years only to
loose them again can be as heartbreaking as if they were lovers and
not just friends - there’s a point at which the heart gets confused
and is not sure itself as to which side of the line it is on, and
that was the point their hearts had reached. Many men removed their
hats out of respect of the old woman's (and he centaur's) tears,
and fauns and satyrs and fellow centaurs bowed their heads in
respect to the aged Khan, who now looked just as old and tired as
he had looked fierce and warrior-like barely a week before on the
slopes of the Tree's hill. Even the talking Beasts were silent,
some of them understanding only that this was a very sacred thing
to those who understood what was going on, and they were sure
someone would explain it to them
afterwards.

Other humans had similar partings from the
Fauns and Satyrs and Centaurs who'd worked in their homes and
businesses. In all, many tears were shed and many hearts broken at
the parting of lifelong friends.

All the humans had loaded on to the waiting
barges except Katie and the Queen Mother. With one last look, the
Queen Mother took Katie's hand while Khan took Joseph's, and they
turned to leave.

Suddenly Joseph stopped and pulled his hand
free. “Katie! Katie!” The two of them met each other's eyes one
last time as he slipped the tawny-gold cloak from his own shoulders
and wrapped it around his First True Love. “Remember
me?”

“O' course I will,” Katie said through her
tears.

They nodded and found themselves being led
away again. Once Katie and the Queen Mother embarked onto the final
barge, it set sail across the harbor and lifted gently into the
sky, heading into the eastern sunrise.

And as that last barge set sail, Spring waved
goodbye to those Narnians gathered on the shore, and then she too
disappeared. Winter reigned unhindered across
Narnia.










Chapter 18
Cair Paravel


The river was already frozen as Khan and
Joseph walked across it to the base of the hill that jutted out
into the sea. They found Aslan waiting for them, and the great Lion
nodded at Khan, who withdrew so Aslan could speak with Joseph
alone.

“Walk with me,” Aslan said simply as he
started up a small path that would lead them to the top of the
hill. Joseph followed. “You miss her
already.”

“I do,” confessed Joseph, but he wouldn't say
more. “Where are they going?”

“That is their story; not yours. But I can
tell you that in your story you
will
meet another Katie, and you will love her for who
she is and not for who she reminds you
of.”

“Will I?”

“You will.”

They walked along in silence for most of the
climb up the hill.

“You never found out how your father died,”
said Aslan, and it was not a question.

“No, we never found out
anything.”

“He died protecting a group of children.”
Joseph stopped, surprised, and Aslan stopped as well. “He knew he
would die if he protected them, but he also knew they would live if
he did.” He paused. “His last word before coming to my world was
your name:
Joseph.”
Joseph thought of how Aslan had asked for his own life just a few
days previous and how he'd been willing to give it for children
he’d not even seen. Aslan looked Joseph in the eyes. “I called you
to Narnia because your father wanted you to
understand
why
he died;
why
he was willing to die for little children he
didn’t even know. He wanted you to know it was
not
in vain.”

Joseph didn’t speak for a very long
time.

“Your father is
very proud
of you, Boy.”

The joy Joseph felt upon hearing those words I
cannot describe. As the human heart is a very private thing, none
of us will ever know exactly how much joy is hidden there, but
often the face gives us some very good clues, and there were many,
many clues on the boy’s face.

They had reached the top of the hill and were
standing in the large meadow that topped it. “How do you know all
this?” Joseph finally asked quietly, “How does my father know you?
I don’t think he ever came here…”

“Do you
still
not know who I am in your world?” Aslan asked.
“Kneel, Child.”

Joseph knelt, and a bright light surrounded
them both; so bright that no set of eyes could possibly penetrate
it and see the interview that occurred, so don’t ask me because I
didn't see anything! But I
do
know that part of that interview was a vision of
the future of Narnia - Joseph was shown the day humans would return
to Narnia and the Witch's winter would end and Sons of Adam and
Daughters of Eve would sit on thrones on the very spot on the very
hill upon which he and Aslan stood. He even saw them on their four
thrones, barely a few feet from where he was. Before the vision had
ended he had even knelt and bowed to them.

“Now, Joseph,” Aslan whispered, “We need some
verses for Narnians to recite and remember as
prophecy.”

“Stormwell was the better of us at poetry,”
confessed Joseph.

“They don't have to be perfect; just
memorable.” While Joseph thought, the meadow slowly filled with
Narnian chiefs and patriarchs and matriarchs, having been sent for
by Aslan to hear the Messenger's final words. Joseph closed his
eyes and began:

“Wrong will be
right,

when Aslan comes in sight,

At the sound of his roar,

sorrows will be no more,

When he bares
his teeth,

Winter meets it death,

And when he shakes his mane,

we shall have Spring again.”

Joseph opened his eyes and watched as all
those gathered around him murmured his words, memorizing them. Then
he began again:

“When Adam's
flesh and Adam's bone

Sits at Cair Paravel in throne,

The evil time will be over and done.”


(These
two poems are quoted from 'The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe',
chapter 8.)

“Excuse me, Messenger,” an old Raccoon
matriarch spoke up after raising her paw, “Where or what is 'Cair
Paravel'? I should like to see it.”

“It's the castle that will stand on
this
very
spot to greet the two kings and two queens who
will break the spell of winter and bring Spring back to
Narnia.”

“This very spot,” repeated Raccoon. “Please,
tell us more.”

Joseph took a breath and
recited:

“Four thrones,
one hall

In Cair Paravel -

Two Kings; two Queens

For Narnians, all.

A golden time
In Cair Paravel -

Of Hope and Peace

For Narnians, all.”

“Please, Sir,” asked a large chocolate-brown
dog, “Will they be good kings and queens?”

“They’ll be children; brothers and sisters.
Children innocent enough to follow Aslan.” He smiled. “Innocent
enough that the talking Beasts will be able to train them well.”
Many chuckled over this remark. “And they’ll like
dogs.”

With one voice, all who were gathered recited
the verses back to the Messenger, the earth nearly shaking with the
sound. Then they recited the 'Foundation' and 'Way of Peace' and
ended with –

“Don’t speak or
act in any other way

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

“And that,” said Aslan, “Is what you must
recite and teach and follow until humans are allowed to return and
resume their stewardship.”

Then each Old One and chief and patriarch and
matriarch came forward to say good-bye to the Messenger. They
kissed or licked his cheek or his hand as was appropriate for the
type of Beast they were. Finally there were only a few left who had
waited at Aslan's request.

Forell approached. He was not allowing himself
to show his emotions, as centaur chiefs never did such a thing, but
a very rebellious tear trickled down his cheek as he took Joseph's
hand in his and shook it with a firm, masculine
grip.

Next was Fairorn, chief stallion of the
unicorn. Joseph rubbed his neck and then they rubbed their cheeks
together before Fairorn turned and left.

Joseph climbed a nearby rock so he could hug
Khan without the old centaur having to bend down. Joseph had many
things he wanted to say, but their eyes spoke in that mysterious
male way and they nodded and he was
satisfied.

Stormwell was not a chief among his people,
but he'd been invited by Aslan to attend. He came forward and stood
before Joseph. “I regret…” he began but his voice choked and his
mouth went all tight.

“I hope you've learned to trust some of us,”
Joseph said, thinking that was what Stormwell was going to
say.

But Stormwell shook his head. “I regret my son
Tumnus never met you, Joseph. But I'd made a vow he would never
meet humans; a vow I … I now regret very
deeply.”

Despite his slight protest, Joseph hugged
Stormwell, and the faun departed.

Aslan called Joseph back to him. “Tell me now:
what is the deepest, most-secret wish in your
heart?”

“Hmm?”

Aslan smiled. “Who do you think gave Nature
the gift to see into a being's heart and mind? I should like to
grant your deepest, most secret wish.”

“Oh, but it's too… ”

“Is anything impossible with
me?”

“No. I was going to say it's such
a
silly
thing… ”

Aslan growled and Joseph shut up. “I cannot
grant it if you have no confidence I will not laugh or will not
grant it. I already
know
what it is and have not laughed. But I cannot
grant it unless you ask.”

Joseph knelt and bowed his head. “Please,
Majesty. I would like to fly. Not on Master Flyer, although that
was incredible, but all by myself.” His head came up and he looked
Aslan in the face. “I know that's silly because I'm just a human
and should be… ”

Aslan growled again and Joseph shut up again.
“I said 'ask'; not 'give a report'.” Joseph bowed his head,
embarrassed. “Now, remove your shirt.” Joseph stood and removed his
shirt, the backless vest Aslan had put on him shining almost as
gold as Aslan himself. “And the kilt.” In a moment Joseph stood
before Aslan in just the cloth armor Aslan had clothed and guided
and protected him with, and all of it was as tawny gold and shining
as the lion’s mane from which it had come. Aslan approached and
breathed upon him.

Joseph closed his eyes and dropped to the
ground as he felt a great pain build in his shoulders and in the
small of his back, but as the pain became unbearable he felt
Aslan's paw on his shoulder and the pain
disappeared.

“Open your eyes now, Boy,” Aslan whispered as
he dropped his paw back to the ground. Joseph felt strange new
muscles move, so he turned his head enough to see huge, eagle-like
wings attached to his shoulders and spread open on either side of
him, their tawny-gold color shivering like rippling gold in the
mid-day light. He thought, and they twitched. He thought again and
felt a bird-like tail which he could not see
twitch.

Joseph was truly, certifiably,
speechless.

“Master Eagle,” called Aslan, and an eagle who
stood nearly as tall as Joseph and had helped protect him during
the escape from Lonn'on came forward. “I have put into the boy's
mind all he needs to know to fly. But he is just a fledgling. Help
him lift up on his shiny new eagle wings and fly the High Places of
Narnia.”

Eagle bowed and turned to Joseph. Flexing one
wing and then the next in the many different ways a wing would flex
while in flight, he watched as Joseph mimicked him. Then they did
the tail.

“Majesty,” Joseph called as he turned back to
Aslan - but Aslan was gone. “Aslan?”

“He’s
not
a tame lion,” Eagle
replied.

“No, he's not,” murmured Joseph. “I wanted to
say thank you, though.”

“Do you not think he
knows?”

“I'm sure he knows. But I still needed to say
it.” The boy turned in the direction the thought Alsan might have
gone and shouted: “Thank you Aslan!”

He was answered with a far, distant
roar.

“Shall we be off, then?” Eagle spread his
wings and lifted off. Something inside Joseph - a new instinct
he
had
to have been given at the same time as the wings
- seized his heart and he too spread his wings and jumped into the
sky.

Human males Joseph's age have several loud and
noisy ways to express the unexpressable. In my travels around the
world I've discovered (and Uncle Digory told me he discovered the
same thing in all his travels) that place and culture don’t matter
- somewhere inside universal boyish nature itself there's simply a
certain number of noises at various levels of volume
that
must
work their way out of young men before they can
settle down and become well-adjusted bankers, company presidents,
teachers, and ministers. And as Joseph took to flight with his very
own wings, many of those strange and unexplainable noises rang
across the future site of Cair Paravel as he lifted into the air,
occasionally hearing the patient instructions being given by
Eagle.

As soon as the initial surprise and joy wore
off and he had gained a shred of confidence, Joseph tried a few
loops, stressing Eagle's nerves, who very quickly pointed out that
the boy was just a fledgling and should be flying far more calmly.
But Aslan had put so much knowledge in the boy's head that all the
acrobatics he tried just came natural to him - Aslan (was he ever a
cub with boyish dreams?) knew it was the boy's only chance to fly
and had given him the ability to enjoy it to its
fullest.

To fully describe Joseph's flight would take
another whole book. But I can tell you that thanks to Aslan it was
everything Joseph ever dreamed it would be. He skimmed the tops of
trees and even flew under a few. He came down low along the river
and dragging his feet across the ice before lifting up into the sky
again. Eagle took him high up in the air to show him how to catch a
wind current and hold a motionless place in the sky. And then he
learned to dive!

Joseph only landed at the sight of an old
woman trudging across a meadow, a patch of green grass surrounding
her and moving with her, making it even easier to spot her from the
air. She was traveling southward towards Archenland, carrying
nothing but her basket of herbs. Holding her hand firmly in his
elbow and escorting her on her way was a tall, virile male clad
only in a single large fig leaf and a garland of summer grain
stocks, looking like the epitome of Summer - which is what he
should have looked like because that’s exactly who it was. Joseph
remembered Grandmother hated the cold, so having Summer escort her
through the wintry landscape would be a very good way for her to
avoid the unwanted cold.

“Well,” Grandmother began, smiling, “Haven't
we changed?”

“You're leaving your home? But you're
Nature.”

“And I can do my job just as well from
Archenland as I can here. Without all the achy bones. I know a
young hermit with a quiet little compound who's in need of some
company to liven up his life for a century or
so.”

“Thank you,
Grandmother.”

“For what?”

“For everything.” Summer stepped out of the
way so Joseph could hug the old woman, his golden wings flapping
slightly until he brought them around the two of them as if in a
second hug.

Flying once again, Joseph flew past Cauldron
Pool and up towards its source - the long mountain range which ran
the length of Narnia and were sometimes called the Everlasting
Hills, although most readers outside Narnia only know them as the
Western Mountains or as the Western Wilds - a long, tall, Alpine
range rarely visited by humans. There a pegasus flew up to join
Eagle and his show-off fledgling. Flyer whinnied and Joseph laughed
as the eagle and the pegasus and the human all continued their
flight into the mountains. Rivers and mountain lakes rushed by
below as they climbed still higher into the mountains. Joseph even
descended long enough to drag his toes in a lake and then ascended
back up to his two companions.

Suddenly, just ahead of Joseph, a large
rectangle frame appeared, floating in the sky and blocking the
boy's way. He swerved to avoid it, but it changed its position so
it was still dead ahead. A figure appeared in the rectangle, and
Joseph could see the figure peering at
him.

“NO!” screamed Joseph; “NO!” But he couldn't
stop - the huge frame was pulling him toward itself! He recognized
the peering figure as Uncle Digory, and he realized to his horror
that his flight and his journey to Narnia was coming to an end. As
the rectangle reached him he could see Uncle Digory's eyes open
wide and then the man jumped back from the frame. Joseph folded his
wings, hoping they wouldn't be harmed by hitting the frame; he even
grabbed his wings against his body, holding them so tight that he
pulled out a feather with either hand, and it hurt! And then he was
through the frame…

… and he found himself laying right on top of
Uncle Digory, who had
not
moved away from the glass as quick as he should
have. And he felt, to his dismay, that his wings were gone and he
was dressed in the very clothes he'd been wearing when he'd left
for Narnia.

“Welcome home, Boy,” a very flustered Uncle
Digory said from beneath Joseph. “I see you have a
souvenir.”


——————

It was morning when Polly finally reached her
cottage and found the door unlocked. She was already furious with
Digory for not coming for her, as he'd said on the phone he would
come immediately; now she was mad at Joseph for leaving her door
unlocked - this would be the last time she'd trust
him!

When she reached her bedroom, Polly found
Digory lying on the top of her bed, just waking up. Taken aback,
she wondered what on earth could have made him come down here and
invade her privacy. But then she saw her son wrapped in a blanket,
fast asleep in the chair across the room. She walked over to him
and did the first thing all mothers do: she felt his forehead for
signs of fever. And as she did the boy opened his eyes slightly and
smiled. But the eyes were a lion's eyes for just a second before
the eyes she knew and loved smiled up at
her.

“Mother,” Joseph whispered, still mostly
asleep.

“Are you ill?” The sight of the lion’s eyes
unnerved her as she knew those eyes, even though she'd tried so
hard to forget them.

“I know what I want to do with my life now,”
he whispered. And then he closed his eyes and was once more asleep.
He shifted slightly in the chair, and two monstrously-huge feathers
he'd not yet let go of poked their way out of the
blankets.

“Polly,” a quiet voice called from the frame
that she only now noticed was uncovered. “Come see the man your boy
has become.”

Polly slowly walked to the chair she'd always
kept next to her window to Narnia and sat, a yawning Digory joining
her, and they both watched as Aslan showed her what her son had
done.










Chapter 19
Epilogue – Which Means: ‘This Is What Happened After the Story
Ended’


Joseph had in fact discovered what he wanted
to do with his life. He returned to school with renewed energy and
quickly rose to the top of his class. He became captain of his
football (soccer!) team. He married a red haired woman from
Scotland named Katherine who had beautiful hazel eyes and a
wonderful smile that made every day feel like summer, and their
courtship was worthy of a book all its own which
I'm
still
tempted
to write! And, Yes - he even loved her for
who she was and not for whom she had first reminded
him.

After graduation he became the vicar at
the village church in the Highlands where his
father's family still
lived and where he'd been on holiday every summer of his youth, and
they lived happily ever after until the next war began.* Being a
man of the cloth, the war office solicited him to join the Army as
a Chaplin, ministering to the spiritual needs of the soldiers. His
wife and his children (a fine group of fiery red haired boys)
did
not
want to lose him in battle, and they made
themselves
very
well heard, but in the end they knew he had to do
his duty to king and country, and there was a very tearful parting.
Grandmother Polly came to live with them during the war so she
could assist with the grandchildren.


* This
would be World War ll.


—————

One day after conducting a prayer service for
the bomber crews getting ready to fly a night mission from their
large, sprawling air base in Suffolk, a telegram from Uncle Digory
was waiting on Joseph’s desk:

“They shall
roar like young lions stop lay hold of the prey stop shall carry it
away stop none shall deliver it stop come before they grow up
stop”

(For you younger readers who’ve never seen a
telegram, the word ‘stop’ took the place of a period mark, so now
you can read the telegram and make sense of
it.)

Two days later Joseph had managed to obtain
leave from his military duties and catch enough of the right trains
to be standing on the railway platform nearest Uncle Digory’s manor
- a mere ten miles still to go. He found a ride with an old farmer
with an even older automobile who entertained him with stories from
‘the Great War’, and finally he found himself walking up the lane
to the old estate he’d called home for so many
years.

“They’re in the private dining room,” Mrs.
Macready the housekeeper said as she welcomed Joseph and took his
bag and his uniform cap. “The one adjacent to his study. The
Professor insists he greet you as soon as you arrive.” She paused
as if she shouldn't say more, but then decided to anyway. “He won’t
even let the servants in. Most mysterious, even for the
Professor.”

Joseph walked swiftly through the old house,
memories flooding his mind with each room and corridor. He paused
at the room that used to be his private library and smiled to see
all his old books still in place, silently waiting for a young
dreamer to discover them.

“Ah - Joseph!” the Professor called as he
stood from his breakfast to greet Joseph. Four young people stood
with the Professor, and Joseph came to sudden halt. He knew his
Uncle had opened the house to children from London but he’d not yet
met them - and yet he knew their faces! But from
where?

Uncle Digory came around the table to greet
his nephew. “Joseph, I’m so glad you could make it. I hope the
telegram wasn’t too confusing?”

“Lion; Roar,” mumbled Joseph as the two
hugged. “You wouldn’t believe the funny memories that brought up.”
What he didn’t say was that the sight of these four young people
was bringing up even more strange memories from somewhere he didn’t
think he had memories to recall.

“Wouldn’t be surprised at all, Boy.” Uncle
Digory took Joseph by the arm and brought him forward to a place at
the table that he’d had the servants set, hoping Joseph would make
it in time. “Let me give you something that might clear a few
things up; a poem I suspect
you
wrote a very long time ago:
‘When Adam’s flesh and Adam’s
bone…’”

“…
'Sits at Cair Paravel in
throne…'” continued
Joseph, his eyes opening a bit larger in
surprise.

“…
'The evil time will be over and
done,'” concluded the
oldest of the four children.

A sudden light came on in Joseph’s eyes; as if
someone had thrown a switch or perhaps a great truth had just been
remembered. “Narnia?” Digory nodded, a boyish grin spreading across
his face. “Narnia!”

“Professor?” asked the oldest of the four
children.

“Children,” said the Professor far too calmly,
“Now that my nephew is beginning to strip some of that unwanted
adulthood away, may I introduce my nephew, Joseph Plummer Shaw. But
you'd know him simply as Joseph the
Messenger.”

“The Messenger?!” the youngest child, a short,
dark haired girl, squealed with delight as her face lit up and she
abandoned all pretense of courtesy and ran at Joseph and nearly
jumped to hug him. “I have
so
wanted to meet you! I’m Lucy! The
Valiant!”

The older girl was holding both hands to her
mouth in shock and awe as she too approached Joseph but with a much
calmer manner, befitting her age. “I’m Susan. The
Gentle.”

“Edmund,” said the dark-haired younger of the
two boys as he shook Joseph’s hand. “The
Just.”

“Peter the Magnificent,” said the oldest of
the children, as if Joseph should know what it
meant.

Joseph greeted each of the children politely
but was more and more mystified as each gave their
title.

“Nephew,” Uncle Digory finally spoke, “You
really don’t understand, do you?”

“I’m afraid I don’t.”

“These, my Boy, are the High Kings and Queens
of Narnia!”

“By the Lion’s mane!” Joseph’s legs suddenly
lost their strength as the Magnificent, Gentle, Just, and Valiant
all hugged him at once. “Aslan promised me I’d live to see them!
But I didn’t; not in Narnia, anyway…” And then he laughed a hearty,
youthful laugh and hugged them back as years suddenly fell from him
and he looked every bit a young man again.

Breakfast suddenly became a loud roar as six
fellow travelers suddenly had so much to
discuss.

‘Did you
really
know Nature?’

‘Stormwell? That was Tumnus’
father!’

‘Cauldron Pool? We used to swim
there!’

‘What?!
I
never got to swim with the
mermaids!’

Even the courtesy of speaking with an empty
mouth was forgotten at times, and one could see bits of egg and
toast and sausage flying as one or the other nearly jumped from
their chair when common places and experiences were
mentioned.

It was Peter, the oldest boy, who waved his
fork and announced to Joseph: “You should know that your cloak was
returned to Narnia. We hung it in the great throne
room.”

“Really? Who returned it?” Joseph
asked.

“A very old woman; ancient, actually. We think
she came from the outer islands, but she never really said. She
arrived a few months after our coronation and presented us with the
cloak and a book that told the story of Joseph the Messenger. She
had incredibly beautiful handwriting! We begged her to stay as an
honored guest, but she sailed upriver to the Fords of Baruna and
died and was buried there.” He paused in his telling, seeing
Joseph's eyes suddenly very far away. “Her name… ” He looked at his
siblings, all three of whom shook their heads, “I don't remember
her name.”

“Katherine,” Joseph whispered softly, “Lady
Mayor Katherine of Baruna.” The two girls caught the sudden,
far-away look in Joseph's eyes and how it softened his face into
something as gentle as a lamb. And then he smiled and his eyes
twinkled like a pair of young boy's eyes. “But you'd best call her
'Katie' if you like your good looks.” Joseph stood and walked to
the window, looking out across the lawn towards the river, his back
to everyone else in the room. All were silent for several very long
minutes as memories flooded Joseph’s mind and
heart.

Finally Uncle Digory broke the silence. “To
Lady Mayor Katherine of Baruna,” and he raised his
glass.

“To 'First Love', I should think,” countered
Susan, who was breathless just watching the man at the window
trying in vain to hide his thoughts.

Joseph came back to the table, his eyes moist
and a look of fresh composure on his face. Raising his own glass,
he added: “To Katie.”

“To Katie,” all the travelers
repeated.

After breakfast, horses were saddled and
Joseph and the children rode to the village two miles away to send
a telegram to the air base in Suffolk explaining that the family
emergency was much, much more than expected and that he’d be gone
at least a week longer than his leave orders were printed for and
maybe more. (Officers can do this, but never try it if you're
merely enlisted!) Then they raced home as swift as the horses could
carry them. “Not as grand as a unicorn, is it?” shouted the
Magnificent as he attempted to pass the Messenger, but Joseph only
laughed louder and spurred his horse on, reaching the stables
seconds before the High King.

They played cricket and football and fished
and rode horses - and when I say ‘they’ I mean all six of the
former Narnians, from Uncle Digory to Joseph to the four children.
And some of them postured like young boys and played more sports.
When the girls decided to find something more interesting to do
than boyish posturing, Joseph and Peter and Edmund swam in the
river like the carefree young boys they thought they were, which
wasn’t too horrible until wrinkly old Digory joined in, and I’ll
not paint
that
picture!

Joseph took the children to his old library
and showed them the books that had set his mind to dreaming and
invited them to enjoy them. “Not nearly as exciting as actually
going somewhere, but it’ll have to do,” he
explained.

Lucy, the youngest of the four children, had
pulled the blue and green tartan cloth covering off a glass case
and had discovered the most unusual thing in the room: two very
large tawny-gold feathers; far too large to have been from a bird
in this world. “So it's
true?!”
Lucy asked in a hushed, reverent awe, “Joseph the Messenger
really
did
fly off into the Western Mountains?” Joseph
blushed and smiled as all the children gathered around the case
with open mouths but were wise enough not to ask him to open the
glass, although you and I know it was the thing they wanted
most.

“What was it like?” asked Edmund, astonished.
Joseph tired to answer, but at the memory of that flight he could
only smile and shrug his shoulders. When a tear finally came to the
man's eye, Lucy the Valiant gave him a queenly, compassionate
hug.

My wife reminds me that I forgot to mention
that two days after Joseph arrived at Digory's estate, his mother
Polly also arrived, answering the telegram Digory had sent her, and
she brought Joseph's wife Katie with her. Before they made their
way to the manor house, however, the two women sat a while in front
of the mysterious glass-filled frame in Polly's cottage, and Katie
learned all about her husband's secret past. To her credit, there
wasn't a single jealous bone in her body - it actually made her
love him more. As a result, she didn't even have to ask for him to
remove the glass so she could touch the
feathers.


——————

Following their first adventure to Narnia, the
four children left Kirke Manor to see their parents and then return
to school at the start of the next term (which, as we know, began
their second adventure to Narnia). When the children left, Digory
had the old wardrobe shipped north to the vicarage where Joseph's
family was waiting for him. Box by box, all of Joseph's books also
went north, where his sons spent hours reading and dreaming. His
wife, dismayed at having to find a place to store all the books,
quickly discovered the wardrobe to be the perfect place. By the end
of the war even the case with the feathers had even been sent
north.

Joseph returned to the vicarage at the end of
the war, and the family celebrated their grand reunion. Afterwards
Polly kissed them all goodbye and returned to Digory’s estate after
promising to come once a year on holiday.


——————

So, what did Joseph do with his life after all
these adventures? He made sure there was an active Scout and Guide
program for his village through which the youth could grow and
learn everything those programs could teach. He even began a weekly
meeting where the youth could come and ask anything they wished on
any topic and he would answer and teach
them.

When Joseph saw men and women in his village
who thought their own strength and power would get them through
life he remembered the centaurs and found ways to teach these
humans that not only was there a higher power on which they could
lean, but they were meant to lean on
each other
as well. When silly women and flamboyant men
reminded him of fauns dancing in the moonlight without a thought of
responsibility for themselves or for those around them, he found
ways to guide them to a more mature attitude without destroying
their passion for Life. And when teenagers and grown-ups appeared
to be caught in the shadows and all the hidden temptations inherent
in such places, he remembered the satyrs of the dark woods and
found ways to dispel the dark and bring light back into their
lives.

In short, Joseph became everything a Messenger
ought to become and did everything a Messenger ought to do. His
village became a better place and he was honored all his days for
simply doing what every human being was created to do: to
selflessly serve one another.

He also taught the children how to dream and,
more importantly, he took the time to teach
them
how
to make their dreams come true. After all, as his
beloved wife Katie would say, “What's the use of dreamin' if y'
aren't goin' to do something about it?”

Even before the war, the vicarage's attic had
been the children’s playroom, but now it contained the huge,
oversized wardrobe sent by Uncle Digory, which was perfect for
Hide-and-Seek once Joseph had built enough bookshelves to hold the
books. However neat and tidy his wife wished to keep the house, she
knew to never,
ever
latch the wardrobe door. Nor did she ever let
anyone see the covered glass case with two huge feathers that
resided far back against the wall on top of the wardrobe where she
and Joseph thought no one could see it. (But I
did!)

Joseph and his sons hiked the Highlands in
boots and kilts and talked of heroes and what had made them heroes
and how they could emulate them. When they sat around a fire at
night and he told stories of wrestling with centaurs and swimming
with mermaids and dancing with fauns and nymphs and racing on
unicorns, they were sure their father had the wildest imagination
any father could possibly have. Some evenings, or even mornings,
when the breeze was enough to blow his hair and ruffle his shirt
and kilt as he stood on the top of a hill, leaning on his long
walking stick, it seemed their father's eyes were a thousand miles
away - or even in another world! Then, when an eagle or a hawk
cried overhead, it seemed to them their father could almost take
flight before his breath caught and a tear or two would come to his
eyes.

And each of Joseph's sons considered
themselves very lucky boys to have such a
father.


——————

Oh – I've almost
forgotten!

It was a
very
large apple tree that the wardrobe and the glass
frame were made from. What do you suppose was built with the rest
of the wood? I guess it's time for me to do a little more
research!










Chapter 20
Appendix


Who Would I Cast in Movie Roles?


Many people have asked who I would cast in roles for
my Narnia Stories. When I write I do my best
not to picture movie
stars; I want the characters to develop on their own. However, some
of the roles have taken on faces that fit the character, and here's
who I would cast:


FORELL, centaur chief … Gerard
Butler or Antonio Banderas … start loosing those guts,
guys.


KHAN, the aged but wise old
centaur … who else but the late Ricardo Montalban?! His face
came in to the picture immediately; I couldn't erase it even if I
tried. I even renamed the character for him
(think about
it!) and rewrote the role to fit him
– and I've never
done that before!


SAUL,
Lord Mayor of Baruna … Erick
Avari - his face was there from the start


NARL, last king of Narnia before
the 100-Year Winter … definitely Rufus Sewell; his face was
also there from the start.


NATURE … Katharine Hepburn,
about the time she made 'On Golden Pond'.












Hymns which Inspired Poetry in this
Book


Several Isaac Watts texts inspired
poetry in this book. They are all from
'The Divine and Moral
Songs for the Use of Children', published in 1715. They're worth
learning as poetry makes everything easier to
remember.

I think Mr. Watts' and Mr. Lewis' mutual love of
teaching would have made them best of friends; I imagine Mr. Watts
joining Mr. Lewis and Mr. Tolkien, swapping writings and reviewing
each others' work, and Mr. Watts suggesting this very lyric. I can
even see Mr. Bunyan nodding in unison, proud of both of
them.

So, here's Mr. Watts' original versions upon which I
based my Narnia versions:





The Ten
Commandments

1. Thou shalt have
no more Gods but me.

2. Before no idol bow thy knee.

3. Take not the Name of God in vain:

4. Nor dare the Sabbath-day profane.

5. Give both thy parents honour due.

6. Take heed that thou no murder do.

7. Abstain from words and deeds unclean,

8. Nor steal, though thou art poor and mean.

9. Nor make a wilful lie, nor love it.

10. What is thy neighbor's dare not
covet.





The Sum of the
Commandments

With all thy soul
love God above;

And as thyself thy neighbor love.





Duty to God and Our
Neighbor

Love God with all
your soul and strength.

With all your heart and mind;

And love your neighbor as yourself:

Be faithful, just, and kind.

Deal with another
as you'd have

Another deal with you:

What you're unwilling to receive,

Be sure you never do.





Our Saviour's Golden
Rule

Be you to others
kind and true,

As you'd have others be to you;

And never do nor say to men

Whate'er you would not take again.


———————————

The
Lord
Shall
Bless
by Bruce
T. Forbes; copyright 2005 ; Common
Meter

My psalter version of the Beatitudes which
served as a basis for Aslan's 'Way of Peace'. I consulted numerous
English translations to ensure accuracy of thought and intent. I
would love to hear a nice Celtic melody for
this.

The Lord shall bless the
humble hearts

who ever seek His face -

For them there is a heav'nly home;

they’ll dwell in Love and Grace.

The Lord shall bless all
those who mourn,

whose hearts are torn in two -

For them He sends His Comforter

to heal their hearts anew.

The Lord shall bless the
tender hearts

who serve with gentle hands,

For them He has promised this earth's

great riches to command.

The Lord shall bless all
those who thirst

and hunger for His word,

For them He has great wells of truth -

Gospel feasts unmeasured.

The Lord shall bless the
merciful

whose every act is kind,

To them He will return the gift -

great Mercy will they find.

The Lord shall bless the
pure in heart

who flee from every sin,

For them He has a promise made -

they'll see His face again.

The Lord shall bless
those who seek Peace;

as sought out by the Son -

The Lord will recognize their worth;

He'll call them God's children.

The Lord shall bless
those who endure

the torment of the crowds -

For them He has a place prepared

with Him, above the clouds.

The Lord shall
bless with Joy and Peace

those hated for His name:

For them He has reward so great -

Eternal Life to claim










Aslan's Royal Armor


Chapter Four contains the commissioning of the
Messenger and the fitting of the royal armor. Here is a listing of
those armor pieces as given by the New Testament missionary and
Apostle Paul in Ephesians 6:10-18. The King James Version is the
text quoted here.

I
did not derive this ceremony from any religion or
denomination;
is based solely on the scripture cited
here:

“Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord,
and in the power of his might. [1] Put on the whole armour of God,
that ye may be able to stand against the wiles of the devil. [2]
For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against
principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness
of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places.
[3] Wherefore take unto you
the whole armour of God, [4] that ye may be able to withstand in
the evil day, and having done all, to
stand.

“Stand therefore, having -

— your loins girt about with truth, [5] and

— having on the breastplate of righteousness; [6] and

— your feet shod with the preparation of the gospel of peace;
[7]

— Above all, taking the shield of faith, wherewith ye shall be able
to quench all the fiery darts of the wicked.

— And take the helmet of salvation, and

— the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God:

— Praying always with all prayer and supplication in the Spirit,
and

— watching thereunto
with all perseverance and supplication for all saints… ”

(Ephesians 6:10-18, King James
Version)


——————

[1] PHILLIPS
MODERN: "In conclusion be strong - not in yourselves but in the
Lord, in the power of his boundless strength."

[2] LIVING
BIBLE: "strategies and tricks of Satan"; PHILLIPS MODERN: "devil's
craftiness"; TODAY'S ENGLISH: "Devil's evil tricks"; NEW
INTERNATIONAL: "devil's schemes"; JERUSALEM BIBLE: "devil's
tactics"; NEW ENGLISH BIBLE: "devices of the
devil"

[3] PHILLIPS
MODERN: "spiritual agents from the very headquarters of
evil"

[4] LIVING
BIBLE: "So use every piece of God's armor… "

[5] NEW
ENGLISH: "Fasten on the belt of truth". I know some readers will
not like me having changed this to 'virtue', but 'virtue' is from
the Latin 'virtus', which means 'strength'. Truth and Virtue are
the greatest strengths for one wearing all this
armor

[6] PHILLIPS
MODERN: "integrity your breastplate"; NEW ENGLISH: "for coat of
mail put on integrity"

[7] PHILLIP
MODERN: "the gospel of peace firmly on your feet"; REVISED
STANDARD: "shod your feet with the equipment of the gospel of
peace"; TODAY'S ENGLISH: "the readiness to announce the Good News
of peace as shoes for your feet"; NEW INTERNATIONAL: "and with your
feet fitted with the gospel of peace as a firm footing"; JERUSALEM
BIBLE: "wearing for shoes on your feet the eagerness to spread the
gospel of peace"










Ancient Forest


This scene is inspired by an incredible oil
painting titled 'Fallen Monarchs' by William Bliss baker, hanging
in the Brigham Young University Fine Arts Museum. It is perhaps the
most beautiful painting I have ever seen. The painter applied the
oil paint in a way that the light sparkles off the painting as if
the ancient forest is wet with dew – or sparkling with fairies; I'm
not sure which. Because of this technique, a copy of the painting
would never covey the same feeling as the painting. I wrote this
scene into the book because as I stood in front of this painting I
could see fairies and nymphs and
centaurs …

You can see a copy of it
at:


http://contentdm.lib.byu.edu/cdm4/item_viewer.php?CISOROOT=/Moa&CISOPTR=64&CISOBOX=1&REC=1










Deplorable Word


It is this author's humble opinion that the
most Deplorable Word in the English language is “Me” - as the witch
Jadis said in this book, “… If you [say] it enough times, you quit
thinking of your neighbor and think only about yourself. You may
even quit thinking about your spouse and children!” The history of
her destruction of her home world as told in 'The Magician's
Nephew' bears out my belief – it was all about
“Me”.










Mythological Characters


According to 'Prince Caspian', there are nine
classes of Narnians:



1. waking (& walking) trees

2. naiads (all classes of nymphs)

3. fauns

4. satyrs

5. dwarfs

6. giants

7. gods

8. centaurs

9. talking beasts.

Mermaids don't live in Narnia; they live in
the ocean. And humans aren't native to Narnia. So neither of these
are on the list.



-
Bacchus/
Dionysus
- god of harvest, wine, and revelry;
represented as an overly-handsome youth dressed in a faun skin with
vine leaves as a wreath in his curly hair.



-
Centaur
- head and torso of a human; torso and legs
of a horse; representative of strength, vitality, brutality, and,
in their older age, the wisdom of nature; scholars agree that Mr.
Lewis, an avid horseman, used them to represent the harmony of
nature and the spirit.



-
Faun /
Satyr -
In the context of Narnia, fauns were very carefree, frivolous
forest creatures. Satyrs inhabited darker parts of forests; hence a
darker, more animalistic face and much larger horns. One represents
the beauty and joy of the forest, one the darkness and the human
fear of the dark forests. Traditionally both are only portrayed as
male and reproduce through revelry with nymphs.



- Faunus / Pan /
Silvanus …
Virtually the same deity in three different manifestations. In one
form or another each protected forests and pastures. Pan was also a
musician of great fame and the inventor of the Pan flute. Although
they were all originally pictured as human, Pan eventually became
represented as a faun and Silvanus as a satyr. Faunus (Fauna) is
often represented as a brother/companion to Flora (Spring) and as
the god of the woodland creatures.



-
'God' /
'Spirit'
- In many cultures, 'spirit' and 'god' are
interchangeable words, a 'god' being the 'chief spirit'. Mr. Lewis
explained it is only in God's name the spirits of nature can rule
their dominions with “beauty and security”; without God they would
disappear - or they would become demons. (C.S. Lewis, The Four
Loves, pg 166)



-
Hag
- evil, sub-human she-creature. A very,
very evil witch - her evil being represented by her absolute,
complete, horrible, and often animalistic ugliness.



-
Harpy
- she-devil batlike being with a
quasi-human face. Seeks out men for one purpose (which won't be
printed in
this
book) and then feeds on them.



-
Incubus
- handsome men with small bat-like wings;
they lure women away for much the same reason as harpies lure men
away; their victim's fate is much the same.



-
Minotaur
- well-built, well-chested men with the
head of a bull. Always represented as bad or evil.



-
Nymph
- beautiful, semi-divine maidens who are
the spirits of trees, rivers, mountains, etc. They are subdivided
into several classes.
Dryads and
Hamadryads
are wood nymphs which live and die with the
trees for which they are spirits. Mr. Lewis has male as well as
female dryads in his Chronicles; males, however, are technically
Silvans. Naiads
are water nymphs; the spirits of streams,
ponds, lakes; daughters of the river
gods. Oceanids/Nereids
are nymphs of the seas and oceans; sisters
to the river gods.
Oreads
are nymphs of mountains and
grottos; Silvans/Silvani
are woodland spirits; male counterpart to
nymphs; guardians of the forest;
Woodwose,
the wild men (and women) of the forest, forms of which were carved
in
16-17th
century East Anglia churches. For those of
you who wonder why Mr. Lewis didn't
include fairies
in his Nanria books, the Latin for 'fairy'
is 'nympha'.



-
Pegasus
- a winged horse



-
Pomona …
Roman goddess of gardens and fruit-bearing trees. (Pomona,
California was originally an orchard community, undoubtedly
receiving its name from this goddess.)



-
Silenus …
drunken attendant of Bacchus who often rides a donkey. In the
spring he is represented as a young, healthy adult, but by autumn
he’s a fat old wino who keeps falling off his equally foolish
donkey.
While Bacchus represents fair
youth, Silenus represents what a lifetime of wine and revelry does
to that youth.



-
Unicorn
- horse-like creature with a long bone-hard
horn protruding from its forehead. Fierce, savage fighters, they
were tame and cooperative when handled by a virtuous person. This
'virtuous person' concept slowly evolved into
'female virgin'; a
gross mistake. As Aslan declares, a virtuous man is as precious as
a virtuous woman.










My Narnia Writing Projects


 

As I completed them
I will publish them.


—————

“Day
Trips to
Narnia” … A
compilation of short 'fan fiction' stories, it will grow as I write
more.


—————

'Hundred-Year
Winter' Series:

“From Boy
to Man and Back Again” …
(published) Taking place in the months leading
up to the beginning of the Hundred-Year Winter, this book 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.

“The Horse
Boy” … (being written) Set in
the early years of the Hundred-Year Winter, and young boy comes
from our world to Narnia to learn how to forgive – as the Narnians
are learning to forgive those who caused the Winter … and are
learning that they themselves have things to be forgiven
of.

“Counselor
to the Kings” … (in the
planning stages) Set at the coming of the High Kings and Queens and
at the end of the long Winter, Narl, the unwise king of Narnia who
helped cause its downfall, is now tasked by Aslan to teach and
counsel the new Kings and Queens. Is he up to the
task?

—————

Glasswater Series

Set at the time of Princesses SwanWhite

(1,502 years from the Creation of Narnia)

This series is being
written so the reader can read them out of order and still
understand what's going on:

“Camilla:
Warrior of Narnia” …
(completed) a girl from our world is taken to Narnia to learn real
heroism. She and Princess SwanWhite both learn why, as Father
Christmas stated, war is so very terrible when women must
fight.

“Aoki:
Servant of Narnia” … (just
started) Aoki has three years before he and Princess SwanWhite can
marry – three years to learn how to be a proper Prince and Leader.
Is a retired diplomat (and grandmother) from our world up to the
challenge of teaching him?

“Second
Chance” … (completed)
recovery of the mind and heart for a wounded soldier from our time
and place. This is lovingly dedicated to my fellow military men and
women, especially to those we call the “Walking
Wounded”.

“The Last
Sea” … (almost done with
first draft) Learn how the Last Sea was
populated.









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



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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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