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——————————

Do not forsake one
aspect of Womanhood for another,

for you will still be imbalanced.


——————————








Preface


Dear Grandchildren –

I’ve written another book just for you and
then decided to share it like I did the last one. Once more I beg
your forgiveness.

This book takes place some five-hundred
Narnian years after 'The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe' and
eight-hundred Narnian years before 'Prince
Caspian'.

C.S. Lewis, in creating the world of Narnia,
did
not
write similes - he wrote 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.

C. S. Lewis was a professor of Medieval
History and always represented Narnia as a medieval culture; hence
gender roles were represented in that context. I am writing within
the world he created and will conform to his vision, but the
history student inside me knows that many exceptions to society’s
roles existed, and it is with great delight that I attempt to tell
such a tale.

Do not take this book to be a political,
social, or gender statement – it’s simply a good story for the
child in all of us.

Some of my kind proofreaders have asked why I
don't go into detail about the Calormenes; characters that today's
critics find offensive as it appears C.S. Lewis was criticizing an
entire race. I don't go into such detail simply because they are
such a minor part of the story. So there. If you want to know more
about them, read C.S. Lewis'
'A Horse and His
Boy'.

With Love,

Grandpa Bruce










Chapter 1
Two Escapes


I've asked many doctors, and most everyone one of
them told me that one of the worst accidents that can happen is a
serious burn - not the burns you get from touching a birthday
candle or a stove burner, but the serious full-body burns that melt
and destroy your skin and leave you in very horrible pain. And in
the days before what we call 'modern medicine', they also left you
very vulnerable to serious and often deadly
infections.

Before electric lights were strung on Christmas
trees, many children suffered such horrible burns when they lit the
candles on the Christmas tree on Christmas Eve and then just one
candle would fall over and the whole tree would ignite and severely
burn the innocent children trying to save the presents under the
tree. Those are the burns the doctors told me
about.

But let's not dwell on that - let's go instead to a
certain Easter Monday, when a little girl named Camilla was lying
scared and afraid in a big hospital bed in an equally big hospital,
not able to sleep because she knew the operation the next day was
going to be even more painful than all the horrible days since the
Christmas Eve fire. The burns she'd suffered were to the point that
the doctors could start operating on her to relieve some of the
terrible scarring. They hoped eventually to do skin graphs to
replace much of the scaring, but that was a long way off. In our
day skin graphs are nearly routine, but in Camilla's day it was a
very new process, and like all new processes there were a lot of
risks and it was all very scary even for the doctors and the
parents. But right now Camilla was just worried about tomorrow and
waking up after the operation and being in all the terrible pain
she knew was coming. She was
so tired of
pain.

Camilla's mother and father were both asleep in
chairs next to her bed. They'd refused to go home and wanted to be
with her as they knew how scared she was. But Camilla knew it was
because they were also scared, and this scared her even more
because parents weren't supposed to be scared of anything. Her
mother loved her very much, and she loved her too. She loved her
father just as much and, being her father's only daughter and the
object of all his love - next to her mother, of course - she knew
he'd do anything for her. He was even holding her favorite stuffed
toy for her as the doctors didn't want anything that possibly had
germs near her as the risk of infection was still too great. She
smiled at the sight of her father holding the dirty old Mister
Lion. An eye missing and half its mane gone, there was even
stuffing sticking out of its back where the seam had ripped open,
and its tail didn't have much hair left on it. But no matter -
Mister Lion was her oldest and dearest friend. Even if she couldn't
hold Mister Lion, he still had to be there where just the sight of
him would be of some comfort. Not many fathers would sleep with a
dirty old stuffed toy just to make their little girl happy, and to
see her father cuddling Mister Lion as if it were his hurt little
girl and not some mangy toy let her know how much her father loved
her. And if there is a man reading this book to you and he has a
tear or two in his eyes right now, then that’s your clue that he’s
that sort of man, too.

Camilla didn't realize at first that she was dozing
and waking and dozing and waking. But she
did notice that
Mister Lion was slowly changing! Her eyelids would get so heavy she
couldn't hold them open (she was actually falling asleep), but when
she opened them again Mister Lion had more of his mane back and
there wasn't any more stuffing sticking out of his back. Pretty
soon his tail had all its hair and then his mane was back in all
its glory. The last time she dozed off and then woke up, it was to
the sight of Mister Lion standing by the side of her bed, and he'd
grown so big that his head was above hers and he was peering down
at her with eyes that were somehow very soft and tender and
calming. He'd become a very real lion! Camilla knew she should have
been very, very terrified, but his deep, growly purr was so very
relaxing. Besides, after all the pain and horror she'd been though
because of the fire, being eaten by a giant lion might be a relief,
she thought to herself.

“Daughter of Eve,” old Mister Lion whispered, “I
am not
going to eat you.”

“Am I dreaming?” Camilla whispered, mostly to
herself.

“No, Child, I am really here.”

“And you can talk?”

The huge lion nodded.

Camilla thought very hard. “I hope you're not angry
I pulled out so much of your hair. I was very little then, and I'd
never do it again.”

The great lion actually smiled. “I've had worse done
to me – and by grown-ups.”

“But you got better?”

“I did. And there was two lovely girls waiting to
hug me.”

“I'm not lovely. I'm not
ever going to be
pretty.”

“You will be,” countered Mister Lion, “Once you
remember how
to be pretty.”

Camilla said nothing; she couldn't think of anything
else to say. After spending the first ten years of her life talking
to Mister Lion on a daily basis, she couldn't think of anything to
say now that he could answer her back.

“Will you always talk to me, now that you're finally
doing it?”

“No; just for tonight.”

“That's not fair.”

Mister Lion just smiled. “Are you scared, Little
One?” he asked, changing the subject.

“Yes,” and Camilla put on a very brave face, as if
her favorite stuffed toy and lifelong confidant shouldn't have to
see her in distress.

“Then why don't we go for a ride?”

“Huh?”

“Before your mother and father wake up, why don't
you climb up on my back and let's go for a ride. After the
operation they won't be letting you out of bed for some time, so we
need to do it tonight.” He paused. “I promise I'll have you back
before your parents even wake up.” It was a struggle, but Camilla
sat up, careful not to displace the bandages that still covered her
torso and parts of her face. Although she was mostly healed, the
doctors and her parents lived in mortal fear of infection; hence
the protective bandages.

Camilla paused after struggling to sit up. “I don't
have my hat!” she exclaimed. Her 'hat', as her mother called it,
was actually a knit cap that hung down on the side of her face that
had been ruined and hid the scars. It was also low enough around
the back to hide the fact that all but a single tuft of hair and
scalp had been burned away, never to grow back. She only had one
long ponytail of hair, and that was all the hair she'd ever be able
to grow again.

“You don't need your cap,” Mister Lion said quietly;
“No one is going to see us.”

“Why? Where are we going?”

“To my country.”

“Africa? I've never been to
Africa.”

“No; much farther away than Africa. You see,
I'm not
Mister Lion.” Camilla turned to her sleeping father,
and sure enough raggedy old Mister Lion was still in her father's
safe, tender embrace.

“Who are you really?” Camilla asked
suspiciously.

“Where I am taking you I am called Aslan.” And at
the sound of that name a calmness came upon Camilla; a calm she'd
not felt since the fire. “And like Mister Lion, I am your oldest
and dearest friend; you're just meeting me for the first time. Now,
just get on my back and hold on. I'll show you my
country.”

In a moment Camilla was on Aslan's back and they
were padding their way down the hallway of the hospital. As Aslan
had predicted, no one seemed to be noticing them! But it was very
late at night and there weren't any visitors in the hallway and the
nurses were all at their stations trying very hard to not fall
asleep. The great lion silently padded his way down the old metal
stairs, through the main foyer, and towards the big double door
entry of the hospital. “Are you holding on tight?” he asked his
rider.

“I am now,” Camilla replied as she grabbed even
tighter to the huge, tawny-gold mane.

Aslan was through the doors and paused at the top of
the broad steps leading down to the street. “Here we go!” and he
leapt off the stairs and began running down the street, chasing a
taxi. He ran down many other streets and then past the old City
Hall that had survived the great earthquake many years before. He
leapt on top of an old wood cable car and they rode it up and down
several hills. He leapt and they were suddenly at the great
suspension bridge that connected San Francisco with all points
north, running up one of the great red-painted cables that went
from tower to tower. “Watch this!” the great lion exclaimed as he
reached one tower - and suddenly he was in the air and landing on
the far tower. He leapt again and they were on a road heading
north, away from the ‘City by the Bay’ and all the terrible
memories of the fire and the pain.

“Hold on tighter!” the great lion roared as he leapt
into the air and they seemed almost to fly away - just like Wendy
and Peter but without all the messy fairy dust that would make you
sneeze.

It was all so very exciting that Camilla totally
forgot to scream - until the landing came into
sight.

——————

The young warrior ran hard and long into the night,
escaping certain death. He knew the men who'd accused him before
the council were following him, intent on silencing him, and he had
no intention of being found guilty of the crime they'd accused him
of – especially since they were the ones who'd committed it! He had
to run now so he could return someday to clear his
name.

Four days after escaping he entered the Forbidden
Mountains, the great barrier on the eastern border of Telmar.*
Those who'd climbed those mountains many, many years before had
reported strange beings on the other side of the great chain of
mountains - spirit beings that lived in the trees, the water, and
even in the mountains – an entire country possessed by demons, the
old chiefs and shamans had concluded. They even claimed there were
talking animals, something the elders and Old Ones considered
impossible. Those explorers were summarily ordered to remain silent
due to their madness, and the mountains were sealed by order of the
chiefs and shamans upon pain of death. But Aoki of the Eagle Clan
had no choice – he was already accused of a most vile crime; being
punished for entering the Forbidden Mountains would certainly be
easier than the punishment already waiting for
him!

*
For details about the history of Telmar and
Telmarines, read “Prince Caspian”.

On the eighth day after his escape snow fell in the
Forbidden Mountains - the air so cold that Aoki's simple fir
loincloth was not sufficient to keep him warm at night. But he was
a warrior, and warriors were willing to suffer. He climbed over one
range of mountains, only to discover a larger, much higher range
waiting for him. The young warrior who was willing to suffer wasn't
sure if this was the suffering he should face. But it was this or
die for a crime he'd not committed, so he trudged
on.

Aoki was finally above the tree line of a third
mountain range within the Forbidden Mountains. There was no wood
for a night fire, and the young warrior was very, very cold. He was
to the point that he no longer felt the cold, and, coming from the
warm plains climate, he didn't know this respite was actually
nature's way of making death by freezing merciful on the human
mind; he was actually finding it a comfort to suddenly be so numb,
not realizing it was also numbing his reasoning.

“Aoki,” a deep, growly voice called from somewhere
in the dark night

The young warrior was on his feet, his stone hatchet
instantly off his belt and in his hand, ready to face whoever had
called his name. But he froze in place as out of the darkness came
a huge four-footed animal, it calling his name a second time. As it
approached it began to shine – it was a lion! But it was bigger
than any cat he'd ever seen on the Telmar plains where he'd first
hunted as a boy and then as a young man. In fact, it even stood
taller than the young man facing it!

“You have nothing to fear from me, Child” the lion
spoke, and as he did Aoki of the Eagle Clan felt a reassurance and
calmness that told him the lion spoke the truth. “You are
cold.”

“I'm a warrior; I feel no cold.” But his chattering
teeth and shaking hands said otherwise.

“The human being inside the warrior
does feel the cold
and will
freeze to death. How then will you clear your
name?”

Aoki didn't have an answer for
that.

The great lion turned his head and called for
someone - or some
thing. A great
winged animal stepped up next to the lion. Aoki knew horses, but
this horse, a tall, proud-looking Palomino, was something more than
he’d ever seen: it had wings!

“I have a place for you to camp for the winter,”
continued the lion. “After that, I have need of you in my
country.”

“Where is that?”

“Beyond these mountains.”

Before he completely understood what was happening,
Aoki found himself mounted on the horse and airborne. The air was
even colder than at ground level, but the flight, over several more
mountain ranges and through a pass or two, was over before he'd
admit to the cold, and he found himself on a green and surprisingly
warm island in the middle of a large blue lake, and the warmth felt
very, very good.

Somehow the lion was already at the island, waiting
for Aoki to arrive. “You are aiding a criminal helping me,” Aoki
warned the great Lion as he dropped from the flying horse's
back.

The lion growled, and Aoki took a quick step back.
“You are no criminal,” the lion said, “Even now my judgment is
falling upon those who committed the crime and then accused
you.”

“What…?”

“That is their story; not yours.”

Aoki stepped bravely towards the lion. “Then I may
go home?”

The lion peered closely at Aoki, and Aoki could feel
the gaze penetrate all the way to his heart. “You may; it is your
choice. But I have need of you to help another. Two others, in
fact. Aide only a warrior such as yourself can
render.”

“A battle?”

“A battle, yes – but of a kind you've never fought.”
The lion paused. “The reward will be great.”

“A warrior doesn't fight for the promise of
reward.”

“No, but it will be great nonetheless. It will bring
great honor on you, your family, and your
people.”

Aoki though hard. “Then,” he finally said, “I will
do this battle.”

Aslan nodded. “Winter here on my island and learn
well from the teachers I send. I will come for you when it is
time.”










Chapter 2
The Warrior and the Princess


Impatiently at first, Aoki wintered on the strange
island. He was anything but alone - many strange beings came and
went; validating the fantastic stories the old explorers had
brought home from their journey into the Forbidden Mountains. All
his visitors claimed they spent time on the island every winter as
their normal duties could not be performed because an old man named
Winter was covering up everything for which they were
stewards.

Each evening Aoki sat near a small fire as he played
his small, handmade flute to pass time, often playing long into the
night when the music was free to paint pictures in his mind and
heart. One evening a male named Pan, who appeared human but with
the lower half of his body being that of a goat, joined him, and
they played duets on their flutes long into the night – and then
most every evening after that. He learned many new tunes from Pan,
and Pan learned those Aoki knew from his life in Telmar. (Having no
forests, Telmar wasn't a place Pan had ever spent much time.) One
night Pan jumped up on his goat legs and began dancing to a merry
tune. Shyly at first Aoki followed, and soon dancing to their own
music became part of the evening concert.

A young woman named Spring came and went from the
island; Aoki was told by others that it was she who kept the island
warm and green while the rest of the world was covered with the
cold, white snow. She took time to teach the young warrior about
the many plants that bloomed in her wake and the many uses they had
– besides, of course, simply being beautiful to look at (as was the
young woman!)

Silvanus, a
rough-looking forester, taught Aoki about the forest and the life
it nurtured – being from the plains, Aoki knew little or nothing
about living in a forest. Silvanus introduced him to many of the
forest animals he'd not seen before and revealed many of their
secrets to the young man. Flora (also called Spring) often
accompanied him and continued teaching him about the many plants
he'd have to know about to live in the forests.

Another maiden, Pomona, tended the fruit trees at
the base of the hill in the center of the island, and she taught
him about the many fruits and what to look for in a healthy tree
and how to tell when each fruit was ripe. She was the one who
explained that the hill and the garden at its crown were forbidden
to all upon Aslan's orders – Aslan being the great Lion who'd
brought him to the island.

One day a large, very dark war horse rode in to
Aoki's small camp with an old but powerfully-built warrior riding
him. The rider dismounted, tossed a sword at Aoki, and without
further adieu began the boy's first sword lesson. He came back
every other day or so to continue the training – never speaking but
always moving, teaching the boy by his actions. Fortunately Aoki
was a quick learner and gave Ares (or, 'Mars', as some call him) no
reason to lose his patience. After Aoki had learned to handle the
sword sufficiently, this dark, brooding teacher began bringing his
sister Eris and his companion Bellona, and the student had to learn
to fight the two women warriors as aggressively as he did the man.
It was whispered among the trees that this was the first time Aslan
had allowed the spirits of war so close to Narnia and would
probably never allow it again.

A tall, slender youth named Apollo came and not only
improved the boy's abilities with the bow and arrow but made a gift
of a simple hand-held harp called a lyre, teaching him notes and
simple chords. Aoki added it to the nightly music he and Pan played
together, making the music sweeter for the increased variety in
sound and talent. Apollo's sister Diana came and taught him much he
didn't know about hunting, especially forest hunting – she
whispered to the boy that he'd better get used to the forest and
that they really were wonderful places to live.

Aoki didn't know what all this training meant (he'd
have some rather good clues if he'd read the next chapter!), but he
understood that the great Lion was preparing him for something
important. So he learned from each of the visitors as they taught
him, and he obeyed the command of not climbing the hill to try to
glimpse the wall-enclosed garden at the top. After all, if it was
the Lion's doing then he must obey as he was on the island as the
Lion's guest, and as a warrior he understood the responsibilities
of a guest.

Spring (whom Aoki had finally decided
was not
‘evil’; neither were any of the others who came and
went from the island) finally left the island for good, melting the
snows on the mountains surrounding the lake and causing leaves to
return to the trees and flowers to grow everywhere throughout the
Forbidden Mountains. The great Lion also returned, bringing with
him a horse that could speak human talk and bore a long, bone-white
horn on the center of its forehead! The great Lion gave him and the
‘unicorn’, he learned it was called, instructions on where the
warrior was to go and that the Lion would meet him there, and then
we would be able to begin the battle for which Aslan had
commissioned him. So he departed the strange island and rode
westward into battle, armed with knowledge of the strange new land
into which he was being sent as well as the shiny new sword and
black-as-night scabbard Ares had presented to him strapped to his
back, the bow and arrows given to him by Apollo hanging on one side
of this mount, and the lyre on the other side.

——————

The castle-palace of Cair Paravel presided over
Narnia from atop a hill that jutted out into the sea where the
Great River and the ocean met. The Great River once flowed only on
one side of the hill, but for the past few generations the
insistent river god was trying to carve his way around both sides
of the hill, turning Cair Paravel into an island. King Iustus the
Fair had spent much time and effort building dikes and filling in
the washed-out land with rocks and fill-dirt to keep his royal home
from becoming an island, but he had just about decided that Nature
(he didn't believe in the existence of the river god and didn't
even think Nature was a real being!) would have her way no matter
what he did.

But at this point in the story the king wasn't
thinking about his battle with Nature. He was sitting on the single
remaining throne in the large throne room of Cair Paravel and
thinking even more important thoughts. Built in anticipation of the
Golden age of the Two Kings and Two Queens, the throne room had a
high, fan-vaulted ceiling supported by tall, elegant columns,
making it look as if the builder had tried to memorialize some
ancient forest of trees with branches reaching out and intertwining
to make the ceiling. The spaces between the columns were
equally-tall stained glass windows, each depicting various exploits
of the child Kings Peter and Edmund and child Queens Susan and
Lucy.*

* See the appendix for
details about what this throne room looked
like.

King Iustus looked up and down the room, taking in
the stained glass history of Peter defeating the giants and Lucy
curing even the most wounded and ill with her magic cordial. He
glanced at the scenes of Edmund the Just sitting in council with
ambassadors from other countries and of Queen Susan and her prowess
with the bow and arrow. He smiled to himself – even if four such
children had ever existed, no one in their right mind would have
allowed them to rule a country. And the stories! Even the silliest
mind couldn't take such children’s' fantasies to be true! He smiled
to himself at the thought of Narnia being ruled by a talking
lion.

“Your Majesty,” whispered Lord Scribit, the Royal
Secretary, “The decree, if you please.”

King Iustus turned back to his scribe. “I'm sorry;
please read it again.”

“Yes, Majesty:

“His Majesty Iustus the Fair, King of Narnia,
Emperor of the Lone Islands, and Lord of Cair Paravel, hereby
decrees that any man seeking the hand of his only child, the
Princess WhiteSwan, in holy marriage, must

- be a man proven in battle, having led an army to victory on
behalf of his lawful king or ruler;

- be an accomplished artisan; and

- be able to work unashamedly at the side of a woman, respecting
without jealousy her authority, accomplishments, and
talents.”

“I approve,” the king sighed. Scribit lifted the
small pan from the equally-small brazer on his writing desk and
poured just enough wax at the bottom of the decree for the king to
then press the royal signet into the wax and make the decree
official. The king did so and then waved the scribe away, what he
thought were more important matters weighing heavily on his
mind.

——————

Sixteen-year-old Princess SwanWhite* held her copy
of her father’s decree in her hands and wept. In fact, she’d been
weeping for several hours. He father claimed to love her; how could
he do this?

*According to C. S.
Lewis' chronology, SwanWhite was Queen of Narnia approximately 500
years after “The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe” and 800 years
before “Prince Caspian”.

The princess wept long into the night, sure she
would never marry. There hadn’t been a war in a hundred years; how
could any man prove himself in battle? She certainly didn’t want a
war to be fought just so suitors could start lining up outside the
castle! And a warrior being an artisan - who’d ever heard of such a
ridiculous thing? But the crowning insult was that her father
thought such a man could also be humble enough to respect a woman
who just might be his equal!

There was nothing she could do: her father was the
king and his word was law.

Tears finally dried up as the morning sun rose out
of the sea far to the east, and that’s when the anger began. She
tore up the decree and threw it piece by piece into the fireplace,
where the still-hot embers burst the pieces into flames one by one.
If you'd actually been there (which I don't recommend with that
girl’s temper) you'd have seen a keen look of determination slowly
grow across her face – she was going to fight the unjust decree
somehow; someway. Even if she had to find the man she wanted and
make him what he needed to be, she would marry someday and have the
joy of that association. It wouldn’t be the first time and
certainly not the last that such feats were accomplished by hands
men thought of as soft and feminine.

Perhaps, she thought, a tour of the kingdom was in
order so she could find the clay from which she would mold the
future Prince Consort of Narnia. She was only sixteen, but having
been raised at court she was sure she knew the type of man who
would one day sit by her side while allowing her to rule. And,
staring at the pieces of her father’s decree as they slowly burned
in the fireplace, it was time for her to start looking for the
ingredients.

“Patience, Little One,” a quiet voice called out
from nowhere. Quiet though it was, it was still powerful enough to
rattle the girl. Looking all around the room, SwanWhite couldn’t
see anyone; she was alone in her chambers, as she had been all
night.

“Patience,” the voice said again, “I am collecting
all the ingredients for you and allowing them to mix just right. It
will take a little time, but I will bring
him to
you…” And the voice
faded out.

“Who is that? Who's speaking?”

“Someone who is more than a
friend.”

The girl waited, but the voice didn’t speak again.
SwanWhite thought for a very long time. Very well, she decided,
she’d have patience - for a few months, anyway.










Chapter 3
The Meeting in the Woods


Because the person reading this book to you last
night probably ended with the previous chapter, let me reiterate:
Camilla forgot to scream - until the landing came into sight, and
then she screamed a loud, earsplitting scream as a dark,
forbidding-looking forest was rushing up at her at an incredible
speed and she was sure she and the great Lion would splatter all
over the ground like a couple of bugs. She should have remembered,
of course, that she was on a cat, and cats more times than not land
on their feet. The girl's scream did in fact come to an end as
Aslan landed as lightly as any cat on the leaf-covered ground,
having somehow missed all the thick, tangled branches that were now
overhead.

“Are you alright, Little One?” the great Lion
asked.

“'Course I am,” Camilla lied – she was terrified and
breathless but at the same time ready to do it all again as it was
most fun she'd had since the fire. “Where are
we?”

“We're in my country. Deep in the forest to the
south of everything truly interesting. Beyond the mountains behind
us is Archenland; you can reach it though the mountain pass but a
mile away.”

The girl slowly slid to the ground and the great
Lion then found a comfortable place under a tree and layed
down.

“Why are we stopping here?”

“A warrior is due along here any moment,” Aslan
informed the girl. “He's going to be taking you to a cottage in the
forest to meet a wonderful woman who is going to help
you.”

“How do you know he's coming this
way?”

“This is my country. I see everything and know
everything. And, because I sent him this way to meet
us.”

Camilla sat down next to the great lion and closed
her eyes, listening to the sounds of the forest. (Her father had
taught her that you can
hear what is going
on around you in the dark far better than you can
see it.) She could
hear the rustling of leaves as a breeze blew by and every once in a
while she thought she heard an animal stir some leaves, but it was
nighttime and there were no birds out to sing for
her.

Then a light stirred as a transparent face emerged
from a nearby oak. It was the face of an old man even older than a
grandfather, who looked to be as wise as he was old. From another
tree - a birch, she thought - emerged the face of an old
woman.

“Dryads and Silvani of the forest,” Aslan explained
as the girl held on to his, showing just a bit of surprise.
“They're just checking to see who is wandering about in their
forest at night.” As the first two tree spirits were joined by
others, all much younger than the older pair, they recognized Aslan
and came forward and bowed and curtsied, each dressed in the
fineness of the trees for which they were spirits. Then they
presented themselves to Camilla with equal courtesy, sure that if
the little human was with Aslan then she must be a very important
child. Some of the younger and middle-aged Silvani materialized
completely just so they could impress the little girl – the older
ones to do a trick or two to make her smile; the younger ones
hoping for a little harmless flirting, and Camilla was certainly
old enough to enjoy both forms of attention. She was just glad it
was night in a dark forest so they could never see how ugly she
really was, because then they would never want to do their silly
tricks or flirt with her again.

Attracted by the noise, some of the night beasts
came near, their eyes shining in the darkness. In a moment the girl
heard Aslan's name being whispered in the dark.

“All may approach,” Aslan announced, and into the
light shining from Aslan stepped a panther, several foxes, and a
few animals Camilla didn't know – she was, after all, raised in the
city.

“They're so much bigger than animals in my world!”
Camilla exclaimed.

“In my country there are animals and there are
Beasts,” the Lion explained. “Many Beasts are larger than the
animals they came from and are to be treated with much more
respect.”

“Your Majesty,” one of the foxes said as it bowed
its head.

“Oh,” added Aslan as Camilla let out a burst of
surprise, “and Beasts can talk, too.”

Just then the Beasts turned their heads as one,
hearing something in the forest, and as one they slunk back into
the forest as the sound of hooves echoed louder and louder. Finally
the steed making the noise came into view – a beautiful, black
horse with the longest mane and tail Camilla had ever seen on any
horse. And right in the middle of its forehead was a long, white
horn.

“A unicorn?” Camilla gasped. “That’s a unicorn! But
a boy's riding it! Everyone knows only girls can ride them, and
even a girl has to be a…”

“Has to be
virtuous,” Aslan
finished the sentence correctly for the girl. “And Virtue is not
exclusive to girls, Daughter of Eve. A virtuous man is as precious
as a virtuous woman. If you think
you are going to
ride one, then remember well: virtue is of the
mind
and
heart as well as
the
body.”

“Yes, Mister Lion, Sir,” Camilla whispered meekly.
“Does the unicorn talk, too?”

“Of course.”

“Who’s the boy riding the
unicorn?”

“A proud, young warrior.”

“The one you said was coming?” The lion nodded. “He
doesn’t look old enough to be a warrior.”

“He is sixteen years old,” Aslan whispered back. “He
has been in his first battle, and among his people he is even old
enough to marry.”

“At sixteen?!” Camilla wrinkled her nose. “That's
just gross!”

The black-haired warrior and steed came to a stop in
front of Aslan, and the rider gave what looked to Camilla to be a
warrior's salute.

“Aoki of the Eagle Clan,” the great Lion began.
“This is the Lady Camilla,” and Aslan gently pushed the young girl
in front of him to face the warrior boy; his paw strong enough that
Camilla couldn't hold back.

If Camilla had been a few years older she would have
been far more interested in the young warrior’s budding good looks,
but at ten years old she really only thought of him as an older boy
and not much more. Sitting strait and tall, his olive skin and long
black hair made him a very imposing figure on the black unicorn
even at his young age. Camilla, however, was simply worried about
her disfigured face not being seen as she felt herself even more
disfigured as she watched such a handsome young man
approach.

The warrior boy dropped from the unicorn and knelt
on one knee in front of Camilla, who was still trying desperately
to hide the ruined side of her face with her hands. But the warrior
took one of her hands and kissed it reverently. He showed no sign
of seeing her ugly scars.

“My Lady,” the dark stranger
whispered.

“Protect and teach her,” Aslan concluded as he rose
and made as if to leave.

“Is this the battle you have called me to?” asked
Aoki, “to teach a girl… ?”

“The battle will come. For now, teach this young
one. It will further prepare you for the mission at
hand.”

“Where are you going?” Camilla asked, suddenly
afraid.

“Do you trust me, Daughter of
Eve?”

“Well, yes I do but…”

“This young warrior is going to take you to a kind
woman who is going to help you.” He fixed his eyes on the girl.
“Learn from both
of them.” He paused. “I will come for you when it is
time. And we will
be home before your parents wake.”

With that Aslan walked away, taking the light with
him and leaving the two children and the unicorn in the dark of the
forest. Surprisingly enough, Camilla didn’t feel abandoned; the
great Lion’s eyes left her calm and peaceful; feeling as if
everything was in fact alright. And if Aslan trusted this boy then
she guessed that she could, too. For now, anyway.

Aoki and Camilla stood and stared at each other for
several minutes; neither speaking.

“You're not
really a warrior,”
Camilla finally said. “You're just a boy.”

“You're no lady; you're just a little girl,”
retorted Aoki.

“Aslan says I'm a lady, so I
am.”

“Az-el-lan (that was how Aoki pronounced the Lion's
name) says I'm a warrior, so I
am,” and the boy
crossed his arms over his chest.

They stared at each other for another minute.
Camilla knew this was a stalemate of a conversation but didn't want
to admit defeat.

Finally the unicorn shook her head. “Children! The
coldest part of the night is almost upon us, and neither one of you
are dressed for the cold. Let’s be on our way; you can argue titles
once you're warm inside Sybil's cottage.”

Both humans turned to obey the unicorn. As soon as
they were standing next to the Beast, Aoki grabbed Camilla by the
waist to lift her onto the unicorn and she winced as he grabbed a
patch of still-sore scar tissue. “My apologies,” he said as he
shifted his hands to where he couldn't feel any scarring and then
easily lifted her onto the unicorn's back. He leapt up and sat
himself behind her, and the unicorn began trotting with the
explanation that they should arrive at the cottage in about an
hour.

“Excuse me, Mrs. Unicorn,” began Camilla as soon as
she had enough courage up, “But I don't know your
name.”

“Goodness, you couldn't say it even if I told you.
Our language is quite beyond the human tongue’s abilities. But when
I have dealings with humans I like to be called 'Shadow'. And don't
add any of those silly titles; save them for humans who enjoy
them.”

They rode for some time in silence. But Camilla
was not
a girl who could hold her tongue for
long.

“Where are we?” she finally asked. But the boy
didn't answer. “What's the name of this place; Aslan never told
me.” Still silence from the boy. “Why won't you talk to
me?”

“Warriors do not talk to little
girls.”

“You just did.” She paused. “Besides, Aslan said
you're supposed to teach me. How can you do that if you don't talk
to me?”

Aoki thought but could find no answer. “Aye;
I must
talk to you.” He took a breath and began. “Az-el-lan
calls this place 'Narn-ni-ya'. It is
his kingdom; he
created it. He created Narn-ni-ya and then the plants. Then he
created the animals and from them created the Beasts. The Beasts
are animals who were given the ability to think and reason and
speak. Then humans came to Narn-ni-ya… ”

“Please!” exclaimed the unicorn; “It's pronounced
'Narn-ya!”

“… humans came to this kingdom and were allowed to
remain as long as they treated the Beasts fairly and ruled over
them and the animals with fairness and kindness.”

“Are you from Narnia, too?” asked
Camilla.

“No; my country is beyond the Forbidden Mountains,”
and he pointed at the long range Narnains knew as the Western
Mountains. “My land is called Telmar; my people are the Telmarines.
My country is a world of plains and hills; no
forests.”

“Why did Aslan… ”

“No more questions. Look – a
cottage.”










Chapter 4
The Woman in the Woods


Within the predicted hour they arrived at a little
cottage at the edge of the woods. “Here we are, Dears,” exclaimed
Shadow; “Sybil's cottage.” Aoki slid from Shadow's back and put his
arms out to help the girl down.

“There's something you should know before we go into
the cottage,” began Camilla, still glad it was so dark but knowing
she had to face the light.

“Is it about your burns and that you're embarrassed
because of them?”

“Well, not really embarrassed… ”

“Horrified you're going to be
seen?”

Camilla began to cry as she
nodded.

“Lady,” Aoki said, using the title Aslan had used
(not that he thought of the girl as a Lady!) and suddenly
embarrassed that his bluntness made the girl cry, “I saw your scars
before the great Lion even introduced us – a warrior sees
everything. They make no difference to me; with or without them I'm
sure you're going to be an annoying little girl who would try the
patience of best and strongest warrior.”

Even though she was only ten years old, Camilla
understood the boy had said something kind in the same boyish way
her brothers did when they were trying to be kind. She smiled
weakly as she dried her tears on her hospital gown sleeve. “Yes;
I’m pretty sure I’m going to be,” she retorted as she allowed the
boy warrior to help her down. “My brothers say I’m the most
annoying girl ever hatched.” He smiled back, just like her big
brother would have.

The cottage door opened as Aoki set Camilla on the
ground, and light spilled out as far as where the two children and
the unicorn stood. Then into the light stepped the silhouette of a
woman leaning on a cane.

“Goodness, children,” the woman called out, “Don't
just stand there! Get in here where it's warm!” Aoki and Camilla
approached the cottage, the warrior boy standing protectively
between Camilla and the light. “Goodness, there's no need to
protect the girl from
me! I already know
about her burns; that's why she's come here!” Camilla peered around
Aoki's side and looked into the face of a woman who she thought
would have been beautiful had it not been for her own burn-damaged
face. The woman smiled, “Yes, little lady, we have a lot to talk
about.”

The woman in the woods made sure both children
thanked Shadow appropriately for giving them a ride (and then
thanked her herself), then fed them an small snack and sent them to
bed as it was already quite late – Camilla to an extra bed in the
woman's own bedroom and Aoki to a small loft at the top of a small,
rickety ladder.

—————

The woman, whom the children discovered was named
Sybil, allowed the children to sleep late the next morning. They
woke to the smell of porridge breakfast and the sound of bacon
sizzling on a griddle. After breakfast Sybil announced that she and
Camilla were going to disappear into the bedroom for some 'girl
talk', and Aoki rightfully assumed much of the discussion would be
about their mutual burns – and whatever else went on during 'girl
talk'. Don’t ask me to confirm the topic, because a man doesn’t
reach grandfather age without knowing that when ‘girl talk’ starts
a wise man moves right along and finds something manly to do like
fix a broken garage door or help a neighbor move furniture out of
their attic, which is exactly what I did that morning, even though
this book is really about Camilla and it would probably been
helpful to the story had I peeked in and
listened.

Aoki stepped outside the cottage, only to have his
breath taken away at the sight laid out before his eyes. In the
dark of the night there was no way to have seen that the small
cottage, snuggled up against the mountains, had such a panoramic
view of Narnia! But in the glory of daylight Aoki discovered that
the entire of Aslan's little kingdom was rolled out before him like
a patchwork quilt of forests, meadows, rivers, and many low-rolling
hills. Having lived on the plains all his life, Aoki had never seen
the world from so high up, and right now it was all he wanted to
look at.

Some time later the door opened behind him, and
Sybil and Camilla both joined him, hugging each other like mother
and daughter. Aoki decided it had obviously been a successful
'girl-talk' session as both of them were wiping away the last few
tears.

Sybil smiled at the girl and at Aoki, who, despite
being a warrior, smiled back. “Now, let me show you around.” Sybil
took the two children on a quick tour of small gardens, chicken
coop, and small cow and goat shed. Camilla was quite excited at the
prospect of working in all of it to earn her keep, but Aoki’s face
clearly showed that he thought it all women’s work. Sybil easily
read the boy’s face but wisely said nothing – she knew she couldn’t
change a lifetime of belief in a single day.

As they finished the little tour Sybil turned to the
forest and called out what sounded to both children to be totally
foreign words: “Aias! Silfera!” Out from the shadows stepped two
beings the likes of which Camilla had never seen. Aoki noted they
were at first similar to Pan the faun, but as they stepped further
into the light of the gardens he saw that the goat-like legs
supported a torso and face that were more goat than human and that
the arms didn't end in as many fingers as a human
hand.

“They're Satyrs, aren't they?” Camilla asked in a
whispered voice. “Am I going to see centaurs and fauns,
too?”

“I have already,” Aoki replied. Camilla wrinkled her
nose at him and he grinned back.

“Aias,” Sybil called to the older Satyr, “This is
Aoki; a warrior in his own land. He's going to need to do a lot of
hunting to fill my root cellar with meat for the summer and the
winter. I need you to teach him our forest and the difference
between animals and Beasts. You might introduce him to the Beasts
while you're at it.”

Aias nodded gravely, but Aoki protested. “Aslan's
already… ”

“Yes; he's already explained things, but in the heat
of the hunt one doesn’t always think so clearly without some
training. Listen; learn. I'll not have anyone in my home hurting a
Beast!”

“I can hunt, too!” exclaimed Camilla; “I know how to
shoot; I learned in school.”

“What is 'school'?” asked Aoki.

“It's a big building where children go to learn
things.”

“Can't their parents teach them?”

“Hmph! You don't know anything.”

Aoki chose not to answer (and Sybil was proud of
him) as he retrieved his bow and arrows from the cottage and
disappeared into the forest with the satyr, happy to be doing a
man's job.

“I really
can shoot,” Camilla
told Sybil. “I can contribute.”

“That may be so,” and Camilla's look said it was in
fact so, “But not today. Silfera here,” and the younger satyr, who
appeared to be about Camilla's age, stepped forward with a small
cane basket, “is my special assistant. Some herbs just won't grow
in my garden. He knows where in the forest each and every one of
them grows. I need
you to learn from
him.”

“I'd rather go hunting.”

“And have totally tasteless food? Not to mention
nothing to fight any sickness or infection that
will come up, I
promise that!”

“I guess not.” And so the girl followed Silfera into
the forest.

——————

SwanWhite knew every secret passage in Cair Paravel
better than the bugs that made the passages their home. There was
nowhere in the palace her father could go that she couldn't watch
or listen. And right now he was in his most private chambers,
holding audience with the most repugnant man she'd ever seen – the
bald, sweaty, fat ambassador from Calorman, a kingdom south of
Archenland. SwanWhite was at her usual listening place, hearing
everything that was said.

“I assure you that the rumors about how we treat our
women are greatly inaccurate,” the smooth-tongued Calorman was
saying. “We treasure our women and
protect them from
the world… ”

… which the princess interpreted as: 'we lock them
in a display case'…

“… our wives are our greatest treasure…
”

… which, according to the reports SwanWhite had
heard, meant they were locked in their husband's house and never
let out except when it pleased their husband to parade them around
like a set of jewelry…

“… have no fear that with a Calorman noble at her
side, your daughter will have a long and peaceful reign with a
husband who would love and support her… ”

“Or until he sells me into slavery and seizes the
throne for himself,” muttered SwanWhite; “Or murders me on our
wedding night and brings in Calorman solders!”

“Mighty and Fair Iustus,” the honeyed voice of the
ambassador continued, “Where else would you find a warrior proven
in battle to guide your daughter as Queen? Our continued defense
against the Telmarines…”

'Your attempt to conquer, more like,' thought the
princess, even though she had no idea who Telmarines
were.

“…has made great warriors out of our noble sons,
many of whom would be honored to serve a woman of your daughter's
quality.”

'Serve me for supper, you mean,' thought
SwanWhite.

There was a long silence before the king replied. “I
will give it serious thought, Ambassador. And, I will discuss it
with the Princess before the night is out so you can return to your
Tisroc with my answer.”

“I can give you the answer right now!” exclaimed
SwanWhite as she stood up and made her way back to her own rooms in
the palace. “I'm no man's trophy!”

It was not silent in the woman's wing of Cair
Paravel that night, as it was not in any way a calm or quiet
discussion between king and princess. And it only ended when the
king stood and told the princess she had no choice in the matter
and then stomped out.

“Oh, I most certainly have a choice!” she whispered
as the king stomped from her apartments, the sort of determined
look on her face that scares most intelligent men and makes them
run for cover. “Unless you know more ways out of the castle than
me, I still have a choice!”

After changing into what she thought would pass as a
boy’s outfit, SwanWhite packed a bag and disappeared behind the
wood paneling of her room, descending through the secret passages
she shared only with the bugs.










Chapter 5
Aoki's Secret


Aoki settled into his role of hunter for Sybil's
cottage. He even accepted the task of gathering wood for the fire,
even though in his clan it was women's work. Once Sybil explained
that in Narnia it was an honor for a man to be given such a task
and had followed that statement up with apologizing for a day of
cold meals because there was no wood for the fire, Aoki was
faithful in keeping the wood pile replenished. Aoki never did find
out if it really was an honor for the man, and wisely he never
asked.

“And,” Sybil announced a few days later, “It's time
I make you some new clothes. I've already made Camilla some nice
knickers* and shirts; now it's your turn.”

*Today we think of
knickers as underclothing, but traditionally they would have simply
been a woman's version of man's breeches, which are described
shortly.

“Why?” Aoki asked, not understanding why a simple
loincloth wasn't good enough.

“Because,” Sybil answered with a smile, “When the
little lady sits down to eat I want her to concentrate on her food
and not on your chest.” This Aoki understood, so he consented to
wearing the clothes Sybil made - simple pull-over shirts and
breeches that tied at the waist and buttoned just below the knee
but left the rest of his legs free. These he wore while he was in
and about the cottage, but in the forest he continued to wear his
simple loincloth.

After a week Sybil brought an old bow and quiver of
arrows up from the root cellar, and Camilla was able to show her
that, for a ten-year-old, she really
was good and had an
excellent aim. She was so good that Aoki even complemented her. So,
Sybil finally consented to letting the girl hunt with the boy - as
long as there wasn't anything in the garden she couldn't handle on
her own.

The small hunting party of two humans and two satyr
(young Silfera was determined
not to be left out
of such adventure!) slowly learned the forest and met its
inhabitants as they worked to restock the root cellar’s meat
supply. Camilla and Silfera took along their herb baskets in case
they found something Sybil needed, and quite by accident Aoki even
learned from them. The main herb Sybil needed was garlic, for she
knew well the infections the girl could face, and garlic was
Nature’s true infection fighter!

This strange little hunting party met several groups
of Dwarfs who lived in mines and worked as some of Narnia's best
blacksmiths. As Silfera had warned her, the black-haired dwarfs
were quiet and standoffish, but the red-haired dwarfs were jolly
and friendly and even promised her a set of armor once she was a
warrior.* As a neighborly gesture, Aoki and Camilla shared the meat
they hunted with these friendly dwarfs, who made a great show of
honest appreciation.

* Mr. Lewis called
them 'black dwarfs' and 'red dwarfs' and explained it was due to
their separate hair colors and textures. My choice of words keeps
with Mr. Lewis' vision while remaining reader-friendly to my day
and age.

There were some days, however, that there was no
work in the garden but Aoki told the women he was going to hunt
alone. Sybil understood perfectly, but Camilla didn't and wanted to
know why.

“Sometimes boys just have to get away from the girls
and be boys,” was, unfortunately, all the explanation Sybil would
give. Not feeling she had been given an adequate answer, Camilla
quietly snuck away and followed Aoki onto the wood on one such day.
He certainly wasn't trying to hide where he was going, and he
hadn't even brought his bow!

Camilla followed Aoki and the older satyr into a
dark part of the forest she'd not yet been in, and suddenly there
was a small, bright clearing with a large pool. The satyr sat to
watch while, with his back towards the hidden spy, Aoki pulled off
his boots, undid his belt (letting his loincloth drop to the
ground), and dived into the pool. Just before Camilla saw anything
she shouldn't have, however, a firm hand grabbed her, picking her
up and turning her around so she was face to face with a strong,
well-built centaur who smiled and turned toward the
cottage.

“I’m in trouble, aren’t I?” mumbled the girl
guiltily.

The centaur smiled at the girl. “That would be for
Sybil to say; not me. I’ve never figured humans out,
myself.”

In a few moments Camilla was gently deposited in
front of a waiting Sybil, her arms folded sternly across her chest
like an angry mother. “Thank you, Hylaeus,” she said as the centaur
nodded and departed.

Sybil led the girl to the log where they sometimes
sat to enjoy the evening air and listen to Aoki play his flute and
harp and there she sat in silence for several minutes, and Camilla
knew that when grown-ups sat that long without talking it was
because they were either formulating what they were going to say or
they were calming down to a point that they could talk civilly.
Camilla was suspicious that Sybil was calming down, so she remained
as quiet and motionless as she could, hoping to give the woman as
much calming-down time as she needed.

“It’s time for me to tell you several things, young
lady,” Sybil finally said. Camilla knew better than to talk just
yet, so she remained quiet. “What do you know about
Aoki?”

“I know he comes from the other side of those
mountains,” she ventured, pointing towards the Western Mountains.
“Some place called Telmar.” Sybil didn't reply. “And that he's a
warrior and old enough to get married.”

“Well, there's a few
important things you
need to know. Aoki's people call themselves clans, but are more of
what you would know as ‘tribes’. His first battle was in
retaliation against a tribe that had attacked his tribe some months
before. Part of such foolish warfare is the taking of hostages to
work as servants. Do you know who is usually taken as
hostages?”

“Probably the women,” replied Camilla;
“It's always
the women.”

“So it would seem,” replied Sybil. “At any rate,
it's their most solemn law that these hostages are to be treated
with respect and not harmed in any way - if you know what I mean.”
Camilla knew that when a grown-up said 'if you know what I mean' in
that way then it was one of those unspoken things they barely
whisper even among other grown ups. And young though she was,
Camilla had ideas of how women hostages could be treated by someone
who was without honor. “As a result of his first battle, several
young women were taken hostages. Two warriors violated their law
and treated some of the young women with… ” Sybil searched for the
words to use while talking to a ten-year-old, but the girl spoke
before she could think of the right words.

“They violated them,” Camilla
ventured.

“Yes, and in very cruel ways. One of the girls died
from it. Aoki came upon them while the crime was being committed
and tried to stop it, but the men beat him senseless and then told
the chief that
they had come
upon him
committing the crime! They hid their shame by accusing
Aoki of their crime!”

“But Aoki didn't do it, right?”

Sybil peered down at the girl. “Did Aslan trust Aoki
to bring you here?”

Camilla looked down. “Yes, Ma'am.”

“Do I trust him with our lives and
honor?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“Did he meet you while riding upon a
unicorn?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“There’s your answer, Child. You need to understand
something: Aoki is the most honorable boy you could meet. He's an
outcast from his own people because of his respect for us women.”
She paused for effect. “And you reward him by sneaking into the
forest to watch him bathe?”

“I didn't know that's what he was going to be
doing!” Camilla protested.

“Well now you do. From now on, when he says he needs
to hunt alone you
will give him as
much time as he gives us when we announce were going to have some
girl talk!”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

Sybil then took the girl's face in one hand and
stared deeply into the girl's eyes. “And never,
ever let him know
I've told you all this; do you understand me?”

“Yes, Ma'am. But how do
you
know?

“Because we talk after you go to
bed.”

“Was that the night I heard him… well… you know;
crying?”

“Upon pain of death or worse, a lady who loves her
man never
discusses his tears,” warned Sybil. “As rare as they
manage to do it, it’s a sacred subject; not at all to be treated
lightly.”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“Remember: you know nothing about all
this!”

“Nothing; I promise.”

“Good.” Sybil smiled. “Now, let's go make supper for
our brave warrior. And this is something else for you to remember
the rest of your life: food is one of the best ways to show a
warrior what you think of him!”

Supper that night was, perhaps, the most heart and
soul and labor young Camilla had put into preparing a meal up until
that time - she was determined to show Aoki what she thought of a
warrior honorable enough to ride a unicorn, even if he really was
still just a boy. Aoki had no clue as to why the two made such a
fuss over him, but he accepted it, enjoyed it, and even gathered
twice the firewood the next day before he and the girl set out to
take eggs from the chicken coop to the red-haired dwarfs. Camilla
was only a young girl, but she carefully noted his reactions for
future reference.

That night, while the three of them sat on the log
overlooking Narnia, Aoki began teaching Camilla how to play his
flute, and she understood that he was sharing his most prized
possession. She was determined to be worthy such an
honor.

Camilla picked up the flute as quickly as she had
the bow and arrow. Aoki quickly made a second flute for the girl,
and within a few weeks they were playing duets; the boy
occasionally putting his flute aside for the lyre he’d received on
the island. Sybil would dance and then the two young ones would
join in while playing their music, followed by Silfera and any
other Narnians (especially fauns!) who came to listen. The evening
concerts became part of their quiet forest life as long as weather
permitted.










Chapter 6
The Runaway


After wondering her father's kingdom for a month,
SwanWhite turned south from Cair Paraval and had followed the main
road into the Southern Mountains, hoping to cross over into
Archenland at the main pass near Mount Stormness – from there it
would be a day's walk to her uncle's castle at Anvard, where her
uncle and aunt were the reigning king and queen and her mother's
mother the Queen Mother.

But before she even reached the foot of the
mountains, SwanWhite was running for her life and she knew it. When
she had run away it seemed perfectly logical to run away from the
castle dressed as a boy and with a pack full of money and extra
clothes, her flaming read hair packed tightly into a wide-brimmed
traveling hat. But now she was penniless, hungry, and had four men
with very ill intentions chasing her for the third day in a row.
She was wishing she had a much less impulsive
spirit.

SwanWhite was filthy from hiding behind and under
bushes from the men trailing her. Her hair was one big hairball she
didn’t think would ever be salvageable. And her clothes – never,
even among the poorest, had she seen clothes as filthy and torn as
she wore right now.

She ducked down deeper underneath the bush she was
under, her face nearly in the mud that was even then covering the
rest of her body, doing her best to not be seen. But these men were
expert hunters, and right now she was their prey. Three days
previous she’d begged for some food at an inn, thinking her boy
disguise was still intact, but in reality she was the only one who
thought it was working. By her appearance these three men assumed
she’d be easy prey to capture and use as they wished, but their
prey turned out to be smarter and more determined than the usual
peasant girl. With a determination honed through being raised among
royal politics, SwanWhite had stayed one step ahead of the
men.

It was a very long time after the mens’ voices
drifted away before SwanWhite came out from under the bushes. She
used some of the words she’d learned from the men chasing her to
express what she thought of her present situation and then slunk
off into the forest, hoping for a few hours of safe
sleep.

At the end of those few hours she’d hoped to sleep
through, SwanWhite stumbled into a small, dark clearing that looked
as if someone or something lived there. Too tired to care if she
were caught or not, she laid against a tree and passed
out…

…only to wake up screaming as someone with four legs
stepped into the clearing.

—————

Camilla’s ears were sharper than Sybil’s, even
though she was from the city and was used to a far different set of
sounds. But before the older woman was even out of bed Camilla was
to the front window, bow in hand, watching intently for whatever
would match the sound of galloping hooves. It turned out to be
Hylaeus, the lone centaur hunter who lived nearby and who had
fetched the little girl from the quiet pool some time previous. He
was holding tight to the hand of a human running beside him, but
Camilla couldn’t make out much more than that on such a dark night.
Just as Sybil was at the bedroom door, Camilla had the front door
open as the hunter and his companion came to the
doorstep.

“A girl!” Camilla exclaimed.

“Yes, little lady,” Hylaeus exclaimed, “and perused
by four rough-looking males. Take care of the girl and I’ll take
care of the males following her.”

Aoki was down from the sleeping loft and grabbing
his own weapons to join the centaur in the hunt. He took one look
at the filthy, disheveled stranger and was gone – the fact that the
girl was so dirty and messy and running in fear was all he needed
to know.

SwanWhite cried – even when running for her life,
this was not
how she wanted to meet someone, much less a boy her own
age!

“You just come with me, young lady,” Sybil began;
“Let’s get you cleaned up.”

“I’ll stand guard,” volunteered Camilla as Sybil
bolted the door.

“You step one foot out that door and I’ll skin
you alive!” exclaimed
Sybil.

“I
meant I’d stand
guard at the
window,” Camilla
mumbled, embarrassed.

“That you may do,” Sybil replied much more calmly –
in the past few weeks she’d learned to expect anything from this
girl; naturally she’d over-reacted. The girl ran back to the
bedroom to retrieve her quiver of arrows and then took up her guard
at the window.

It seemed forever to Camilla as she stood her
vigilant guard at the window of leaded glass. But she was
determined to remain at her post until Aoki returned – after all,
in every movie she’d ever seen and every story she'd ever heard at
least one ‘bad guy’ managed to elude the ‘good guys’ and double
back to get at the ‘helpless women’, and Camilla was
not prepared to be a
helpless woman!

A few hours before sunrise Camilla was asleep on her
feet, her face plastered against the window. She was so asleep that
she was almost snoring. But a sudden noise froze her breathing and
brought her eyes wide open – something outside had stepped on a
small branch and it had snapped. And what the girl saw woke her up
the rest of he way.

Forty feet from the cottage there was a dark figure
frozen in place. It knew it had stepped on something that had made
noise and was now holding very still, hoping whoever heard the
noise was dropping any alarm and going back to sleep. But what
really caught Camilla’s eyes was the lighted stick in the figure’s
hand. She may have just been a little girl, but she knew she was in
a cottage with a thatched roof – layers and layers of straw! – and
it wasn’t hard to figure out what the dark figure was up to and
what the results would be!

Camilla froze in fear and horror as her mind relived
that horrible Christmas Eve when the lighted tree fell on her and
erupted in flame; she relived the pain and the screaming – not only
her own screaming but her mother and father and brothers as they
tried to rescue her and evacuate the house … and suddenly all their
voices turned into Sybil’s and Aoki’s voices as in her mind they
joined the screaming, all trying to get out from under a thatched
roof enveloped in flames…

With all the voices screaming in her mind,
paralyzing fear turned into uncontrollable anger as Camilla pushed
the window open and aimed. Just as the torch approached the corner
of the cottage three swift arrows found their mark in three
successive shots, and the dark figure dropped with a groan. Only
then did the little girl scream. And she was still screaming as she
climbed a chair and jumped through the window (Sybil had forbidden
her the door; not the window), bow still in hand, horrified at what
she’d done.

Naturally, this is when Hylaeus and Aoki returned –
they had chased the three other ‘bad guys’ far into the mountains
and were sufficiently convinced they would not
return.

“I killed him,” Camilla wept and screamed
uncontrollably, turning her face towards Aoki.

Aoki, in a move of attempted comfort, laid a hand on
her shoulder. “You were very brave.”

Sybil and SwanWhite (who had been cleaned up, given
a fresh clean robe, and
had been sound
asleep until the screaming) stood in the open window and groaned –
it was obvious the child didn’t care one wit about her bravery! But
before Sybil could get through the bolted door and to the girl,
Hylaeus had leaned down and swept Camilla up in his muscular arms
and hugged her tight. Camilla buried her face in the centaur’s
hairy, almost furry chest and cried like the little girl she was.
The centaur made all the soft sounds and whispers only fathers seem
to make, and it was exactly what the little girl needed to
hear.

“Doesn’t she need
you…?” SwanWhite
whispered as she came up next to the older woman.

Sybil shook her head. “She’s a daddy’s girl; saw
that the first time I met her. She needs a man’s pair of arms to
cry in, not mine. She’s just fine where she is.” She paused. “Aoki!
Come let me check you; did you get hurt?”

“I’m fine,” Aoki answered, trying not to let his
worry for Camilla show.

“Oi!”

Aoki didn’t know what that word meant, but he
understood the tone behind it, so he turned to face Sybil … and saw
instead the most beautiful woman he’d seen in his young life. He
was totally oblivious to Sybil checking him for cuts or scratches
as this mystery woman – so beautiful now that she was clean and her
hair properly brushed – smiled and blushed at the attention of
Aoki’s eyes and silly grin.

Watching Aoki’s eyes, Sybil thought amusingly that
she could check him over all night and he’d never
notice.

Hylaeus continued making fatherly noises as the
brave but terrified little girl fell asleep. He nodded at Sybil in
that grownup way that told her everything was fine and she could go
back to bed, so Sybil took the two older ones into the house and
left the centaur to work his fatherly comfort.

The following morning the centaur and the girl were
gone as the three other humans emerged for the day’s work. Sybil
calmed the other two by assuring them that Camilla was perfectly
save with the centaur. She then sent Aoki off to hunt and gather
herbs (which he did grudgingly, knowing dinner would be
very purposely
tasteless if he didn’t) and then took the new member of
her household out to the familiar log to have some ‘girl talk’ and
find out all about the young woman.

It wasn’t until dinner that Sybil, Aoki, and
‘Miriam’, as SwanWhite had told the woman her name was, heard the
centaur and Camilla returning, the two of them bellowing some sort
of warrior song of battles long past.

Sybil was the first to the window, and what she saw
was a very silly centaur favoring a little human girl as if she
were his only child – that child riding on his broad shoulders and
wearing stripes of paint on her face – three broad stripes
conforming to the scarred ridges across the burned side of her face
– a red, a white, and a blue stripe that went from her mouth and
towards what was left of her ear. And the centaur was wearing the
same silly stripes.

Sybil was out the door to greet them with a smile,
but Hylaeus saw the look behind the smile and the song came to an
abrupt end.

“What are these stripes on your faces?” she tried to
ask casually.

“War paint,” explained the centaur. “In Camilla’s
world a warrior paints his face before going into
battle.”

Sybil faked a smile. “Suppertime, Camilla; go inside
and I’ll follow.” Only after the centaur set the girl on the ground
and she had disappeared into the cottage did she speak again. “Is
she alright?”

“Of course not!” roared the centaur; “She relived
the fire and all the pain. And now she’s got the added guilt of
having killed another human. That’s a lot for a ten year old little
girl! ‘Course she’s not alright!” He paused. “But we’ve had a very
long talk. Made her understand that sometimes you have to take a
life to save a life, and last night she saved three lives. She
understands the words, but now she needs a mother’s touch to help
her heart feel
it all. So, I turn her back to you.”

Sybil smiled as she nodded and turned back to her
cottage.

“Sybil!” She turned back to the centaur. “Thank
you.”

“For what?”

“For letting me remember what was like to have a
daughter. I know Aslan left her in your charge… ”

Sybil walked up to the centaur and took one of his
big, strong hand in hers and squeezed it. “She was beautiful.” She
paused. “And I still miss her, too.” Before any emotions could leak
out, Hylaeus gently pulled his hand away and worked his way back
towards the forest. Just before the treeline he turned and
smiled.

“The dwarfs measured her for armor today! Surprising
how gentle they can be to a young girl with tears on her face!
Little gentlemen, every one of them!” Sybil wanted to mention how
gentle a centaur could be to a young girl with tears on her face,
but he was gone. “Camilla the Warrior!” sounded from the trees;
“Men and centaurs beware!”

Sybil returned to the house and found the girl being
hugged by both the young people.

“Welcome back, Camilla,” Sybil
whispered.

Camilla let go of the two teenagers and turned to
face the woman. She cleared her throat before speaking. “Thank you
for letting me go with Hylaeus,” she began a speech Sybil could
almost hear in the centaur’s voice; it was obvious he had coached
her! “He explained a lot of things to me, and I feel much better.
But he also told me that… that…”

Sybil knelt and spoke softly. “He also told you that
sometimes a mother’s love is needed to completely heal a
ten-year-old heart. Even for a daddy’s girl.”

“Yes; that’s
exactly what he
said.” And Camilla smiled.

“He also told you that you are now an official
warrior.”

Camilla’s eyes brightened. “Yes; he did! He even had
the dwarfs measure me…”

“Warrior?” asked Aoki; “I don’t think
so!”

“Why not?” asked Camilla
indignantly.

“You’ve made a kill, but there’s more to being a
warrior than killing. You have to learn to endure
pain…”

Camilla slowly lifted her shirt as far as modesty
would allow, and Aoki had a full view of her scarred stomach and
part of her chest. She turned slowly so he could also see her back.
Sybil watched silently as Aoki’s face paled and then turn
green.

“I think Camilla understands pain,” Miriam said
softly as she dropped into a chair, dizzy from the sight of the
little girl’s scars.

“Does this count for me becoming a warrior?” Camilla
asked in a quiet voice.

“Yes. Yes, it does,” Aoki said slowly. After the
girl lowered her shirt color came back to his face and he was able
to smile again. He faced the two others in the room and brought an
arm to his chest in the same salute as when he had greeted Aslan.
“Camilla – Warrior of Narn-ni-ya.”










Chapter 7
Fast-Forward so as to not Bore the Children


… But before we fast-forward, let’s back up to that
‘girl talk’ Sybil and the mystery girl had while Camilla was off
with the centaur getting measured for armor and Aoki was very
unwillingly gathering herbs … This may be the only time in my life
that I peeked in on 'girl-talk', so you know it had to be
important!

We already know that SwanWhite flat out lied to
Sybil by telling her that her name was Miriam. And we also know
that Sybil was not a stupid woman and would have seen right through
a story made up by a young woman. Let’s pick up the conversation at
that point …

“No, I don’t think that’s your name,” Sybil said
quietly.

“What do you mean?” Swan While asked slowly, her
heart pounding furiously.

“You look too much like your mother to be named
Miriam; she hated that name.” SwanWhite remained silent. “If we’re
going to trust each other, there has to be complete honesty. Don’t
you agree, Princess?”

“How do you know me?”

“You are the image of your mother. Or, you will be
in a few years. She was the most beautiful woman of her day. And I
think you shall be, too.”

“What makes you think I’m a
princess?”

“Don’t play with me, child. We may be deep in the
forest, but squirrels talk, trees whisper, and the most talkative
centaur in Narnia lives at my doorstep. I know the news from Cair
Paravel as if I were in the throne room. And you
are the image of
your mother. So tell me, Princess: how did you come to be at my
door last night?”

SwanWhite took a breath. “Father was going to marry
me off to a Calormene noble. I ran away.”

“The pig,” snorted Sybil.

“They really are,” agreed SwanWhite; “The way they
treat their women…”

“I was referring to your father, our beloved king,”
countered Sybil.

“How dare you…!”

“Yes, I dare. What are you going to do, throw me in
a dungeon? Cair Paravel hasn’t any.”

“How do you know… ?”

“It's sufficient for you to know that I do,” Sybil
replied. “And here's my deal: you may stay for as long as Aoki and
the girl are here. But you'll earn your keep. That means cooking,
cleaning, and gardening.” She paused. “And, I'll call you Miriam
for as long as you wish to keep your real identity
hidden.”

Okay, now
we'll fast-forward: The rest of the spring and summer
was spent as all humans living in a forest have spent spring and
summer for generations: readying their home and pantry for the next
winter. Aoki and Camilla hunted while Sybil and 'Miriam', as the
two hunters were told was her name, gardened and cleaned and sewed.
In the evenings was sword practice, and a now eleven-year-old
Camilla was able to handle a small sword rather well – she claimed
that all she had to do was pretend she was fighting one of her
older brothers and then it all just came naturally. Using her
sweet, feminine ways, Miriam talked her way into the nightly sword
practice as well, partly to learn the instrument and partly because
she was as enamored with Aoki as any other girl her age and with
good eyesight would be.

Hylaeus, the lone centaur, began to visit Sybil's
cottage more often, and he and Camilla became 'as thick as
thieves', as the old saying goes, which is to say that they were
almost inseparable. He took over teaching the little girl archery
(including the correct centaur way of twisting one's torso and
holding one's shoulders) as Aoki was suddenly busy teaching Miriam
how to use the bow and arrow. Camilla had watched Miriam practice
when Aoki was away and knew she was much better than she let Aoki
see, but she was just woman enough to know what was going on, so
she never told and let Aoki enjoy the attention Miriam gave him
during the archery lessons.

Sybil watched the sword lessons and the archery
lessons and smiled inwardly, wondering what Aslan had planned for
such an unlikely band of refugees: a wounded little girl who above
all else needed to prove to herself that she was brave (and that
she could trust a mother as much as she did her father); a runaway
princess who simply wanted to make her own choices; a lonely
centaur who'd lost his only child and was still grieving, and a
runaway warrior who Aslan was training for a battle – but what was
the battle? She watched Aoki as he has his arms around Miriam to
show her a better way to shoot the bow (and Miriam was
concentrating on Aoki far more than on archery). She had her
suspicions that it would take a warrior to be a Prince Consort to
the young woman once she became queen.

Sybil was concentrating so hard on the others that
she never even wondered why Aslan had brought them all
to her
cottage to heal and grow – and all at the same time -
and what Aslan might have in store for her … but that
would really
be getting ahead of the story, wouldn't it? So I'll
stop that
train of thought right now…

Even though Sybil's cottage was a mere quarter-mile
from the main road between Narnia and Archenland, it was buried
deep enough into the forest that few travelers knew of its
existence. There were some who did, however, but they were
merchants seeking to buy her herbs to sell in the towns they
visited. Whenever any of these merchants appeared, Sybil always
seemed to have an errand in the forest for Miriam to take care of
or something in the root cellar that took the entire visit for
Miriam to find just the right jar or tin. But Sybil and Miriam
pulled each of these disappearing acts off so smoothly that Aoki
and Camilla never grew suspicious of the act.

The nightly concerts continued as Camilla became
more and more skilled with the flute Aoki had made her. To
everyone's delight, Miriam was already skilled with the lyre, so
the three of them would play and dance, Aoki and Miriam taking
turns on the lyre, and Sybil would clap to the beat or even dance
with them. The satyrs Aias and Silfera would come out of the forest
to join in, and many other Narnians would be attracted by the music
and join in. Hylaeus, however, would lay at the edge of the forest
and listen, his head often bobbing to the merry tune being played.
He never explained why he would come no further and Sybil was
equally silent, but even Camilla recognized that there some
'masculine' reason he didn't want to share in the emotions of it
all, and being a daddy's girl she understood he had to be respected
in this, so she never said anything.

To the surprise of all, little Camilla was a
storehouse of new songs. It seems there was, after all, something
she enjoyed doing with her mother – while she was definitely a
daddy's girl and mother was, for the most part, barely a friend,
she and her mother shared a love of music. Being raised in a time
and place before such hindrances as television and radio and music
videos, she and her mother had spent hours upon hours at the family
piano. Today's reader would not even know most of the old favorites
she'd learned in these home-grown concerts, but Camilla knew songs
like 'Yankee Doodle' and 'Greensleeves' and 'Danny Boy' well enough
that Aoki and SwanWhite were able to catch the tunes with their
instruments. Soon they were joining in with 'Home on the Range' and
'Sweet Molly Malone' and even 'Yellow Rose of Texas'. Drawn by the
music, Hylaeus finally joined the circle, and soon his booming
voice was belting out 'Dixie' and 'Oh, Susanna' and 'When the
Saints Go Marching In'.

On quieter nights, when the loud, enthusiastic songs
would have shattered the quiet peace they were all enjoying,
Camilla taught them 'Shenandoah', 'Tenting Tonight', 'Poor
Wayfaring Stranger' and, as they sat on their 'sitting log' and
stared down at Narnia, she even taught them 'Down in the
Valley'.

—————

When the weather had warmed enough, Aoki built
himself a small shelter beside the cottage so that the crowding in
the cottage's one bedroom could be relieved, and he was secretly
relieved to be out of the cottage and closer to nature, as he had
lived before being coming to Narnia. Miriam moved into the little
loft Aoki had vacated, leaving Sybil and Camilla the
bedroom.

As would be natural in such a situation, Aoki and
Miriam, both being in their late teens, developed a natural
affection for each other, carefully chaperoned by both Sybil and
Hylaeus. This isn't to say that their every movement was watched
and guarded as that would be unnatural and cruel of the grownups.
But they were monitored to make sure that all was kept on a proper,
modest level so there would be no regrets in years to come. It did
Sybil's heart good to see there was still romance left in the
world, while Hylaeus silently dreamed of what it would have been
like to have seen his own daughter grow to be an adult of the type
this mysterious Miriam was obviously becoming.

One day when Camilla and Aoki were out hunting the
boy paused and smiled softly as he looked into a pool. Camilla
asked, and he told her that he could still see Miriam's face in the
water as they had been on a walk this way some weeks ago and as far
as he was concerned her reflection remained. Camilla thought it the
silliest thing she'd ever heard, but because Aoki wasn't actually
her brother she decided not to tease him.

And if I say more about this beautiful little
romance the children will run screaming from the room and return to
books about dinosaur bones and wizarding schools, so I'll stop
there and let the grownups imagine the rest. But please imagine it
as chaste, innocent, but still very romantic. After all, both of
them continued to be perfectly worthy of riding a unicorn – enough
said!

Sybil had not given a thought to Aoki moving back
into the loft come winter until one lazy afternoon when Aoki had
stretched out shirtless on the grass near the sitting log and
fallen asleep. The three women had come to sit and elected not to
disturb him, and Camilla asked: “Is he handsome – I mean, for a
boy?” When both the women assured her he was, the girl has smiled
and replied “I think so, too.” After that, Sybil made a curtain for
the loft so when Aoki moved back in due to the cold he and Camilla
could share it with appropriate modesty and
decorum.

Being the determined soul that she was, Miriam did
not give up trying to find out how and why Sybil knew her parents
and so much about castle life. Sybil would only smile and tell the
girl that if she'd have payed more attention to the portraits in
the halls of the castle she would have her
answer.

—————

Hylaeus obtained Sybil's permission to take Camilla
to a meeting of the centaurs in the middle of the summer, many of
whom were impressed with such a little human girl with such good
archery skill. They in turn give her the gift of a horse and taught
her how to ride bareback and bridle-less, explaining that such
things aren't needed if you really are one with your
steed.

Part of the great centaur gathering was the arrival
of Bacchus with the year's best wine. He and his train of women
entered the clearing one evening, and the ensuing party went all
night and into the next day. Spying a small human among the
revelers, Bacchus waved a hand and dozens of vines grew as quick as
his hand moved, and several of his followers rushed to pick the
growing grapes to present them to the girl; some were even crushed
so that she could enjoy the juice of the vine without the distilled
kick the centaurs were enjoying. Camilla thought the gesture very
considerate of Bacchus, even if he was just a
boy.

“Oi!” Hylaeus and Camilla heard behind them as they
walked and rode steadily home from the week-long centaur meet, the
girl proudly riding her new horse. They both turned to see a man
dressed in the colors of Cair Paravel coming up beside them on his
own steed. “Oi, I say!”

The man was a poor horseman, thought Camilla. He
bounced around on his saddle as if it was his first time riding and
didn't know how to control or guide the horse.

“I say,” the man exclaimed, “Are you this girl's
servant?”

Hylaeus crossed his arms across his ample chest.
“I'm no one's servant, boy!” the centaur exclaimed, intentionally
insulting the human.

“Be that is it may, King Iustus the Fair has a
decree to be handed to every human I come across. Does your
mistress read?”

“I'm not his mistress,” Camilla
exclaimed.

The look on the human's face clearly showed that he
thought she was beneath him and not worthy of his attention as he
handed a parchment to the centaur. “Ensure this is read to her and
that she understands it.” And with that he rode
off.

“What does it say?” Camilla asked as she guided her
horse alongside her friend, but Hylaeus rolled the parchment up
before she could see it.

“Grown-up matters; nothing to worry your head over,”
as all he would say. “Come now; a few more miles and we're home!”
And with that he took off at a gallop.

That night after dinner Sybil met the centaur near
the woods as he showed her the parchment:

“His Majesty Iustus the Fair, King of Narnia,
Emperor of the Lone Islands, and Lord of Cair Paravel, hereby
decrees that any man discovering the whereabouts of the Princess
SwanWhite and returns her to her father's hand will be rewarded the
Dukedom of the Southern Mountains as a title and an inheritance
forever.”

… and above the writing was a portrait of the
Princess.

“You could have trusted me with this little piece of
knowledge, Sybil!” the centaur exclaimed with his usually loud
voice.

“I should have; I'm sorry.”

“What's she done that she's had to escape and hide
out here in the mountains?”

“Escaping an arranged marriage to a Calormene
noble.”

“Not while I've got breath in my body she won't
marry one of
them!” He paused.
“And why does the King think we need one of those fancy-dressed
sissy nobles up here telling us what to do and making us pay for
his keep?”

“I'm going to show this to Miriam – SwanWhite; she
needs to know. But I'm determined the other two children
are not
going to see it, and they are
not to know. This
past season is the first time in her life she's been treated like
an ordinary girl and I'll not ruin that for her.”

“What you going to do with that?” and he pointed at
the parchment.

Sybil shrugged. “Wrap some broccoli in it for the
winter – that'll keep the children away from it.”










Chapter 8
The Fair at Feronia


Summer’s end was slowly and lazily approaching. The
cellar was full of food stores of all types, the bags and jars of
herbs for cooking and healing were full, and everyone had fresh new
winter clothes in anticipation of the coming
season.

Camilla had made many friends among the Narnians of
the Southern Mountains. Her natural affection for creatures other
than herself, combined with her natural curiosity, meant she was
willing to learn and appreciate all Nature could teach her. Her
zest for life – a gift from surviving a fire that should have
killed her – made her a joy to be around, and soon she couldn't go
anywhere in the forest without various beasts and nymphs and dwarfs
coming out from hiding and following her.

Silfera, the young satyr who'd been her friend from
the night she'd arrived at Sybil's cottage, was now almost
fully-grown. Only the absence of horns kept him from joining the
Dance at the Dancing Lawn, but he was assured by the other satyrs
that next year he would be fully-grown and ready for the Dance. His
prowess with bow and arrow were matched only by Aoki and Camilla,
and he was very proud of being the only satyr he know who had
mastered the human art. (but then, he'd lived a very sheltered life
in the Southern Mountains!)

All summer long Miriam had talked and talked about
the harvest fairs and all the fun they were. Aoki had never heard
of such reveling, but Camilla, who loved a good county fair, hung
on every word from the older girl and was eager to see for herself
a real Narnian fair.

Sybil and Hylaeus, however, were absolute that the
last thing Miriam needed to do was turn up at a public gathering.
They both told her she was out of her mind, but she continued to
insist that if they went through the pass to Archenland to the fair
at Feronia she wouldn't be recognized. In the end she promised to
tie her flaming red hair down and wear a scarf that would
completely conceal her hair – only then would either of the adults
agree to let her go, but Aias and Silfera the satyrs had to
accompany them. Even then, Hylaeus decided to accompany then as
well; the first time in years he had volunteered to enter such a
huge human gathering.

——————

Using Camilla's horse as a pack animal, three
humans, two satyrs, and a loud, boisterous centaur made their way
to the main road, through the pass, and down the mountains to the
Archenland town of Feronia. It was a merchant town, and to Camilla
it was as if she'd stepped out of the world she knew and into one
of her picture books of midevil towns. Twisting, narrow cobblestone
streets lead them between houses standing tall on either side, the
shouts of sellers and buyers echoing off the buildings and the
smells of bakeries and tanners and blacksmiths and vegetable carts
and fruit stalls held captive in the air. There was even a printing
press behind a great glass window where they could stand and watch
as the printers laboriously printed a book one sheet at a
time.

As they came out the far side of the town and into
the great field where the fair was being set up, Camilla realized
this was not a county fair as she knew them. There were no ferris
wheels or train rides, and certainly no roller coasters! But there
were tents upon tents upon tents of buyers selling everything
imaginable. There was a large square for musicians and dancing.
There were jugglers and acrobats and performing animals. There was
even a jousting arena being made ready for the next
day.

The three humans found the field where fair-goers
were setting up sleeping tents, and they roped off enough room for
their tent as well as room for Hylaeus, Aias, and Silfera to be
able to repose on the grass and not be jailed in the tent for the
night.

Hylaeus spent the following morning selling the bags
of herbs Sybil had sent along to merchants who were waiting for
them, each bowing their appreciation for not having to make the
long journey up and over the mountains to obtain them while also
paying a higher fee for having them delivered. Sybil's instructions
had been that the five of them could split the extra fee among
themselves as they had earned it.

The rest of the party, however, had headed right for
the jousting arena as soon as they had finished their breakfast.
None of the battles were to the death as by Archenland law any
contestant hurt to a certain degree was required to leave the field
as it was only a contest and not a war. Camilla was thrilled to
witness an actual joust and, between cheering and screaming, idly
wondered what kind of school essay she'd be able to write if she
ever got home on what she'd done with her Easter
Vacation.

The girls went shopping in the afternoon, pooling
enough money to purchase Sybil a beautiful table cloth and
themselves one beautiful dress each.

“But I don't want a dress!” Camilla had protested;
“I'm a warrior!”

“Some battles can only be fought and won in a
dress,” Miriam explained as she and the girl were changing into
their new dresses to join the others on the dancing
field.

“That's dumb.”

“Well then just watch this,” challenged Miriam.
“Tell me, does Aoki smile every time I walk by?”

Camilla grinned. “Oh, yeah, he does!” she exclaimed
as she tied on a matching bonnet to attempt to hide the burned side
of her face and her bald, scared head.

Miriam smiled. “If you think those are smiles, then
you just watch this,” and Miriam opened the tent flap and the two
stepped out to where Aoki was waiting. As the young man turned and
got his first look at Miriam, his face almost went pale and then
smiled – I do mean that his face smiled, for his whole face lit up
and shined with joy.

“I see what you mean,” whispered Camilla. “I think
you've won a dancing partner for the night.”

“Hopefully for longer than one night,” Miriam
whispered back.

The next morning the whole party from Sybil's
cottage wandered their way through the tent city that was busy
selling and buying and aweing common country folk like our little
party with all its wonders. Aoki bought a simple necklace of green
stones for Camilla, who was still wearing her dress from last
night, and the little girl beamed as if it were
Christmas.

That afternoon was the archery contest. Aoki had
signed up to be a contestant, and Silfera was accorded the
distinction of being the first satyr in memory to ever enter the
great Feronia Archery Fest. Although Silfera did
not fare well
against so many humans, placing somewhere in the middle of the
standings, his courage to compete was recognized and applauded by
all. Aoki, however, represented himself very well – but then, we
must remember who his archery instructor had been! To do anything
other than win would have been terrible!

However much Camilla had wanted to enter the archery
contest, she simply was not allowed due to her age. But as soon as
the contest was done, and older man, the one who had won second
place to Aoki's first, came and took Camilla's hand and invited her
to the range so he could watch her shoot.

“I'm very impressed, young lady,” the old man said
as she shot three bulls eyes with three arrows. “Who was your
teacher?”

“Aoki,” she said, pointing and waving at the young
man.

“Well that would explain it, wouldn't it? But you
use too much of a centaur stance to have been taught by a human
alone.”

“Yes; Hylaeus taught me, too. He's very
good.”

“Yes; he has been for many years.”

“You know him?”

“I did; before he disappeared when his daughter…
”

“How did his daughter die?” the girl asked
bravely.

The old man smiled. “If he hasn't told you, then it
certainly isn't my place to tell the story. But I can tell you
this: if he is your friend then you can find no
better.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Now,” and the old man took her arm, “Come to my
tent for a moment; I have a gift for you.”

The gift turned out to be a crossbow small enough to
be wielded well by a person Camilla's size and a fair collection of
bolts * to go with it.

*
An 'arrow' used in a crossbow is called a
'bolt'.

“Sir; I couldn't! That's too
much!”

“Take it and with my best wishes. You're the best
shot I've seen for a girl
or boy your age.
I've been saving it for someone with your talent, and finally I've
found her. With a little practice this would be quite a weapon in
your hands.”

Camilla tried to curtsy the way Miriam had tried to
teach her and thanked the man.

“One more thing, young lady,” and Camilla listened
hard because he said it in that tone of voice that means something
really important is going to be said. “What do you know about the
young woman you're traveling with?”

Camilla froze. “What do you mean,
Sir?”

“Ah; your eyes tell me much. Tell her this for me,
and you must tell it to her exactly; The future of Narnia may just
ride on you telling it to her exactly.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Tell her that she is a fool to have come here.
Spies from every country come to this fair to see who they can see
and who they can kidnap. Tell her there is a reason her father,
bless him, never brought her to this fair, even though her aunt and
uncle begged him every year to let her come.” He paused. “Now, tell
it back to me exactly in my words.” Camilla did so. “Now – I will
cause a stir on the opposite side of the fair an hour after sunset,
at which time your and your companions will leave your tent and
everything else behind and make for the forest and disappear back
to where ever your have been hiding all summer.”

“May we take our weapons?”

“You must! After what I've said do you not see my
second reason for giving you this gift? And don't think I didn't
notice that the lad with you was shooting with Apollo's bow! With
such a teacher it's no wonder he won! I'd certainly like to
know his
story!”

“What if she asks who gave me this
message?”

“Then reply: 'Who's the only man in Narnia who would
call you a fool to your face?' and if she doesn't reply, then tell
her Mister Red Dot sent the message.”

“Mister Red Dot?”

The old man removed his cap and there on this
forehead was a round red birthmark.. “My name, however, is
Nathaniel, but let no one hear that name but the Princess. Not even
Hylaeus.”

“Princess?”

“Go now. No questions! Travel safely, I
pray!”

It was a humbled Miriam who was quickly pulled into
the tent and had the message relayed to her.

“Nathaniel,” she whispered as soon as the word
'fool' was used. “Dear old Nathaniel.”

An hour after sunset word was whispered across the fair
grounds that the runaway Princess SwanWhite had been caught
stealing from a meat pie vendor, and the sleeping area emptied as
nearly every soul made for the stalls and tables on the other side
of the jousting arena to witness the capture of the renegade girl.
Several moments later one dark tent emptied of three humans, two
satyrs, and a lone centaur, and they quietly faded away into the
darkness, praying they were not seen. But they
were seen by a dark
shadow that left Old Nathaniel's tent, which silently and
noiselessly followed them into the forest, melting into all the
other shadows of the night as it followed them.

As the small band reached the great road to Narnia,
Hylaeus swung Princess SwanWhite onto his back and galloped away,
while Aoki, Camilla, and the two satyrs took to the forest to make
their way up and over the mountains, avoiding the road as much as
possible.

Aoki was tensely quiet for most of their return, and
when questioned by Camilla his only reply was: “She lied to us! She
never told us she was a princess! She didn't even tell us her real
name!” And he refused any explanation the girl tried to give. “She
lied to us! She lied!”

Two days later the four stragglers returned to
Sybil's cottage. SwanWhite greeted them at the door, hugging
Camilla but being shunned by Aoki. SwanWhite was hurt but only
said: “I'm sorry. I lied to you. I'm sorry.”

Aoki's face didn't change. “What other lies have you
told us?”

“THAT'S ENOUGH OF
THAT!” exclaimed
Sybil, and Aoki held his peace. “Aias; Silfera!” Sybil called out;
“Join us for a council meeting.”

The next morning the two satyrs left into the forest
to request aide from all the Narnians in the Southern Mountains.
They were only to tell them that human spies were expected to be
searching for 'Miriam' and they were to report any unusual human
activities. “All human activities are strange,” insisted one young
faun, and many laughed and agreed while promising to be on the
watch as requested.










Chapter 9
Calormene Spies


It was several days before Aoki would even speak to
SwanWhite, and then it was only to be polite at the dining table.
The girl, obviously in love with him, was
heartbroken.

For a week Sybil wouldn't allow SwanWhite or Camilla
out of the cottage, but when she saw the vigil being kept by
various Narnians as well as by Aoki (despite his anger) and
Hylaeus, she relented enough to let them out several hours in the
brightest part of the day, but never after dark when spies could be
anywhere.

Word came to the cottage at the hand of an herb
merchant that the Tisroc* of Calormen had sent a letter to
Archenland, demanding that SwanWhite be turned over to him or face
invasion. That night SwanWhite cried herself to sleep, Sybil
allowing no one but herself into the bedroom to console the
girl.

*
the chief ruler of the
Calormene

Aoki had moved back into the cottage, and Sybil was
glad that she'd taken the time to divide the loft with a curtain as
Camilla did in fact think him a handsome boy and was still too
young to know how to hide such obvious thoughts.

“Camilla,” Sybil called up the ladder to the loft.
Camilla was awake immediately and down the ladder. “Aoki and I are
going outside to talk. You stay awake with your new crossbow until
we return.” Camilla grabbed her new weapon (which she'd practiced
with every chance she'd had to go outside).

“What is this about?” Aoki asked as he pulled the
door closed behind himself and Sybil.

“Come to the log; we'll talk
there.”

They sat themselves and Sybil waited for several
minutes before speaking.

“I have decided, Aoki, that
you are a
hypocrite.” Aoki was on his feet in a second, ready to fight for
his honor. “Sit, Boy. You're mad at the Princess for having kept a
secret from you, and yet you have so many secrets you've not shared
with any of us.”

“What do you mean?”

“You're no common warrior. My face may be scarred
but my eyes are as good as always. You carry yourself like one used
to giving orders and being obeyed.”

“I… I don't know what you mean.”

“Liar.” Aoki's temper flared but Sybil was far from
scared. “A woman doesn't reach my age without being able to read
plainly what children your age have yet to learn how to hide. You
are of some sort of noble birth, it's as plain as the scars on my
face, but you've yet to share that little tidbit with any of
us.”

Aoki sat back down slowly.

“I'm not going to ask you to reveal what you've
chosen to keep from us, but neither am I going to stand for you
being angry with the Princess for doing the
very same thing
you're doing.”

Aoki thought for many minutes without
answering.

Sybil finally smiled. “There are two bowls of summer
strawberries on the table in the cottage,” Sybil said slowly. “I
suggest you take them into my room, where the Princess is in tears
yet
again. Kneel on one
knee, offer her a bowl, and say two simple
words.”

“Which ones?”

“'I'm sorry.'”

Aoki followed the woman's instructions. The first
noise Sybil and Camilla heard was SwanWhite's raised voice shouting
“You're a
what?!” and then the
screaming began and even a vase breaking.

“You're not going to stop this?” Camilla
asked.

“No way, Child.”

After the one-sided shouting match slowed down, the
cottage was treated to the first night since the fair in which
there were no tears – laughter and music made their comeback. No
one was not talking to anyone else and SwanWhite looked like Aoki
had told her a secret or two, and she also looked like those
secrets would
never be pried out
of her lips.

—————

A week after Peace returned to Sybil's cottage, a
hawk arrived with a letter – a letter from Old Nathaniel. She
offered the hawk a bowl of meat and water; giving thanks, he ate
and drank hungrily and advised Sybil he would wait as he'd been
instructed to carry the message on to Cair
Caravel.

“How did Nathaniel know to find us here?” wondered
SwanWhite.

“Probably followed you from the fair,” suggested
Sybil; “No one can track like him. Except perhaps
Hylaeus.”

“Hylaeus? With his voice?”

Sybil smiled. “There are many, many things you don't
know about him.”

“Pardon, Lady,” the hawk spoke up, “We of the air
have known the location of the Princess since she left her father's
nest.”

“You have?” SwanWhite asked,
shocked.

The hawk bobbed his head. “If we couldn't see your
red hair from above then we wouldn't be worthy of being called
hawks, now would we?”

“I guess not,” and SwanWhite smiled while Camilla
giggled.

“Then why haven't you betrayed me to my
father?”

“Because he hasn't thought to ask us,” Hawk replied,
matter-of-fact.

“What does the note say?” Aoki asked, impatient for
word from Archenland.

All three children were quiet as Sybil scanned the
paper. “Your uncle the king of Archenland has mobilized the
Archenland army,” Sybil said as she looked at the Princess. “He's
called up the citizens to augment the army, and they are sealing up
the southern border with Calormen as well as the coast. And, he's
asked for aide from Cair Paravel. Nathaniel's not convinced the
Calormene will come straight at Archenland, and he's warned us to
be on our guard for spies in the forest. He's heading west to scope
out the passes through which the Calormene could enter Archenland.
He begs us to seek sanctuary at Anvard.”

Sybil took out a quill and ink bottle and scribbled
a note on the bottom of the letter before she rolled it back up and
sealed it with wax and returned it to the hawk, who bobbed his head
in respect and flew off to the north and Cair
Paravel.

“We're not leaving, are we?” Camilla asked. “This is
our home!”

“I won't risk any one of your lives for the sake of
a pile of rocks and a thatched roof. Pack what little you need and
we will be off as soon as I can inform Hylaeus. I think he may want
to accompany us.”

“He wouldn't be afraid… ”

“Afraid?!” exclaimed Sybil; “The only thing he's
ever been afraid of is living after his daughter
died.”

By morning Camilla's horse was packed with enough
food for one day's travel and a minimum of clothing – and their
weapons. But before they were even out of the garden in front of
the cottage, Hylaeus, Aias, and Silfera came crashing through the
woods, dragging two Calormene between them.

“They were just ready to shoot when we found them,”
Hylaeus explained curtly as he tossed two broken bows and several
arrows at Sybil's feet.

“Have they talked?”

“Not yet.” With that the big, burly centaur lifted
one of the spies with one hand and raised him so their faces were
level with each other. “Talk,” he ordered.

“To an animal?!” and the man spat into Hylaeus'
face. “I think not!”

Hylaeus roared in anger and shook the man like a rag
– a rag that was suddenly screaming and begging for his
life.

“I'm not angry yet, human!” Hylaeus roared; “But I'm
close! Now talk!”

“The Twin Peak!” shrieked the spy, referring to
Mount Pire; “Our army will enter through the pass south of The Twin
Peak.” The centaur loosened his grip enough that the man could talk
a little clearer. “Even as we speak our glorious army is close to
the pass that will bring them around the infidel army that is
mistakingly waiting by the river.”

With one quick movement Hylaeus broke the man's neck
and dropped the dead form to the ground.

“What did you
do!” shrieked
Sybil.

“You know as well as I we couldn't have left him
alive. I'm sorry the children had to see it… ”

Silfera screamed and the humans turned to see that
the second spy had knocked both satyrs to the ground and was
running for the forest. But before anyone else could react a bolt
from Camilla's crossbow was flying – she'd insisted on carrying it
as they left the house instead of packing it, and suddenly her
argument proved right. The second spy grunted and fell to the
ground midstride. Aoki ran after the body, sword in hand, and Sybil
turned Camilla so she couldn't see what Aoki had to
do.

“I hate war!” Camilla shouted as she turned and
buried her face into Sybil's dress. “I hate fighting! It's not
right that people should die!”

“What about when the only other alternative is
slavery? Or worse?” and her gaze fell on SwanWhite, who was
determined to become no man's plaything.

The Camilla who paused in her tears and looked up
was no longer a little girl, but a woman in a girl's body. “Then I
would have
to choose war.”

Aoki returned, nodding to Sybil and Hylaeus that the
deed was done and neither spy would ever speak
again.

“We have to get to Anvard as fast as possible,”
Sybil began. “They must be warned. Cair Paravel must also be
warned. “Unload the horse of everything but our weapons. Aias;
Silfera – take Camilla deep into the forest; you know the place…
”

You can only imagine Camilla's very loud
protestations! And right about the time she claimed 'but I'm a
warrior too,' Sybil took Camilla by the head and shook her. “Listen
to me!” she shouted so fiercely that she scared SwanWhite and Aoki.
“This is not
a game; this is
war! Battle-hardened
men who have been soldiers for a lifetime are going to fight and
die! Women are going to be captured and killed - or worse! This
is not
some game in the forest with the satyrs and certainly
no place for any
little girl!”

Camilla was so shocked that she couldn't
talk.

“Take her now!” and Sybil's voice caught as she
turned to keep her tears private. Aias quickly gathered the girl in
his arms while Silfera gathered her things from the horse, and they
were gone before Sybil could change her mind, the girl's screams of
protest and betrayal echoing as they took her deep into the forest
to a place only known to Narnians.

The last they heard of Camilla's screaming was when
she threatened to form an army of all her Narnian friends and join
them anyway. “You can't stop me!” echoed through the
forest.

As Sybil composed herself she turned to see
SwanWhite and Aoki both in tears and trying not to cry. She looked
to the centaur and saw his whole body ridged with
emotion.

“We all know it's for the best… ” Sybil began.
“There isn't a one of us who could have stood through goodbyes…
”

“You didn't even let us say goodbye,” Hylaeus
whispered – the first true whisper either of the young ones had
ever heard from his mouth. He turned his face to Sybil, and all
three of them saw his tears. “Not even a goodbye.” The raw emotion
on the centaur's face was as painful to the humans as it was for
the centaur to reveal it.

After a long paused Sybil spoke slowly. “Hylaeus,
she's not
your daughter. She's been awfully good medicine for you
– for all of us; but she's not your daughter.” She layed a hand on
his hairy arm.
“Nothing
will bring her back. But defending Archenland will be a
good start in repaying her.” The centaur slowly nodded his
agreement.

She turned to face Aoki and SwanWhite. “We've got a
long walk ahead of us… ”

“No you don't,” a horsey voice.

Humans and centaur all turned to face Shadow, the
unicorn who'd brought Aoki and Camilla to the cottage the previous
spring, and flanking her was a matching but younger black mare with
a silver horn and a dazzling white stallion with a shining gray
horn. “My children and I have been informed you are in need of
steeds. Naturally we never refuse Aslan
anything.”

So, while Hylaeus literally picked Sybil up and
placed her gently on Shadow's back and Aoki helped SwanWhite onto
the mare and then mounted the stallion, holding the lead rope
around Camilla's horse's neck, I would like to remind the reader
that it really had
been a chaste and virtuous (but still very romantic)
romance that had budded that summer between Aoki and SwanWhite, and
the proof of this statement is that this swift ride down the
mountain into Archenland on the backs of unicorns
could never
have taken place if it had not been
so.










Chapter 10
"For Our Daughters!"


Human, centaur, unicorn, and horse traveled swiftly
through the day and into the night.

“Who goes there?!” a sentry shouted from the parapet
as the small party approached the castle Anvard, capitol of
Archenland.

Three travelers opened their mouths but one was
quickest: “Hylaeus; once Commander of the Narnian
Army!”

“Hylaeus?! Thank Aslan… !”

“The Lady Sybil, once of Glasswater!” Sybil
shouted.

“SwanWhite, Princess of Cair Paravel!” the young
woman added.

“Aoki of the Eagle Clan,” the young man added, as if
he knew he was barely important compared to the titles that had
just been announced.

The thick wooden doors of the barbican as well as
the main castle walls opened as the drawbridge was lowered and the
sentry relayed to the castle grounds the names of the travelers, a
cheer being heard when the name 'Hylaeus' was shouted to the castle
guards.

Before the travelers could even dismount, the
Archenland Queen and Queen Mother were both in the courtyard,
practically pulling SwanWhite from the unicorn to hug her and cry
in joy that their niece and granddaughter was safe. Then the Queen
greeted Sybil with all the honor one Lady would greet another with
while the Queen Mother was swept up by the centaur and kissed as if
they were old friends. Finally Aoki was introduced, and he bowed
and saluted them with all the manners of a nobleman of the eagle
Clan.

Sybil turned to business as soon as introductions
were completed and the unicorns had been properly invited to
partake of the castle's hospitality before returning to Narnia.
“Majesty, you need to send a carrier pigeon as soon as possible.
The Calormene army is circling around to enter Archenland though
the pass at Mount Pire!”

“Are you certain?” the Queen
asked.

“We're certain,” replied Hylaeus with a voice that
was suddenly a warrior's voice and was all business. “Had to
squeeze the life out of a Calormene spy to find it
out.”

No one questioned the centaur's choice of words
while the Queen thought for barely a second and then nodded at a
servant, who ran for paper and pen and then at another to wake a
pigeon.

“How many soldiers has the king left
behind?”

“Only enough to guard the castle!”

“Not near enough!” replied the
centaur.

“What should we do, Commander?” asked the
Queen.

“Only one thing to do!” Hylaeus boomed; “Mobilize
the women!”

More pigeons were immediately woken up and given
instructions and were just as quickly flying to every town and
village in Archenland, calling all the women in the east to gather
to the castle immediately while calling for the women west of
Anvard to be ready to march as the the main army passed their
villages.

Within an hour the first of the responding women
began to enter the castle, children in tow. By midday the next day
the castle was full.

A meeting was called in the throne room, and the
Queen took to her throne to give a royal presence to the meeting,
but the king's throne remained empty.

Sybil stood to begin the meeting.

“Many of you do not know me or who I was…
”

Before she could continue the door opened on their
own and a great light shone through. And in the light was a large,
tawny-gold lion. The few men there went down on one knee and the
women curtsied as Aslan strode His way to the
podium.

“Lady Sybil of Glasswater,” the Lion said
gently.

“Majesty,” and Sybil curtsied
reverently.

“Arise, Daughter.” She did so as Aslan turned to
face the audience. “May I speak?”

“Of course,” and Sybil stepped back to give the True
King of Narnia the meeting.

“It is a terrible thing when women must go into
battle,” Aslan began, “And yet there are times it must be done.” He
paused has he looked over the room. “I do not doubt the bravery of
any woman in this room, yet there are a few who must be excused
from this battle.” The room rumbled; some women were not pleased.
“Any woman who is nursing a child is needed
here rather than
with the army. You will take care of all the children left behind.
On this I have spoken.

“The Queen Mother,” And the old woman stepped
forward. “Yours is to organize the children and the mothers who are
nursing.”

“I can fight, Majesty.”

“You can also organize and be the Grandmother so
badly needed this day. Tell me: Is there a more-qualified
Grandmother in this room?”

The Queen Mother's head dropped. “No,
Majesty.”

“Then your battle will be to calm the children's
fear and comfort them. Know that before the battle is through there
may be many children in need of such a grandmother for years to
come. Is this not a greater role than that of a
soldier?”

The Queen Mother bowed and accepted her
roll.

“The Lady Sybil has experience in war…
”

“As do I, Majesty,” the Queen said as she
stood.

“Yes, Majesty; you do. And it is your duty to lead
the women this day.”

The Queen smiled, relieved she wasn't going to be
left behind.

“Ladies of Archenland: It is a terrible thing that
is being asked of you. But it is being asked. Accept Her Majesty
and the Lady Sybil to lead you, as they will accept Commander
Hyleaus into their quorum to lead this army.

“Know that Narnia is on its way, but they may not be
here in time. You must march as soon as
possible.”

—————

“Why?! Why is battle so much more terrible when
women fight?” The speaker was SwanWhite, and the listener was Aoki.
They were high on the battlements of the castle keep where Hyleaus
had sent them to stand as sentries until the Queen's Army was ready
to march.

Aoki opened his mouth to answer but a voice behind
him spoke first. “I will answer that question.” It was Aslan, and
both of the young ones dropped to a knee.

“Rise, Children.” They did so. “Look at this castle,
Princess,” Aslan instructed. “There are two walls of defense. Where
are the most fierce, determined fighters
positioned?”

“The inner wall, of course,” SwanWhite
replied.

“Yes – the inner wall, where the best, most
steadfast defenses are required. That is what a woman is to the
family and to a society; that strongest, most-fortified wall. That
is why battles are so very ugly when women must fight – because
Nature created them to fight with no thought of loosing or
retreating, even when retreating
is the right
alternative in a battle.

“Nature put it in men to fight to save Society – the
town; the kingdom. Rightfully, Nature allows them to retreat to
fight another day. Nature even allows them the luxury of showing
Fear, although they do their best not to do so.

“But when women must fight it is to protect the
hearth and home, which is a vastly different battle! The fighting
women were created for is the fight to protect the family - the
Inner Keep of society; a battle from which there can
never be retreat or
surrender. A battle that must be fought with no Fear shown and no
quarter given.

“And that is why, by Nature’s own decree and not
Society's, battle is so very ugly when women must fight,” the Lion
smiled, “and why even the bravest of men tremble to face such an
army.”

—————

Aslan's words didn't fully sink in to Aoki and
SwanWhite's minds until early afternoon when mothers and children
were saying their goodbyes. Nearly every woman had traded her dress
for trousers; some even having resown their dress to do so. Each of
them carried a weapon – a sword; a spear, a
pitchfork.

“This is horrible!” SwanWhite exclaimed as mother
after mother wept and turned their children over to the Queen
Mother – or, 'the Grandmother', as she was now insisting on being
addressed. I shall not try to make the reader see and feel the raw
emotions as children and babies who were no longer nursing wept at
a final hug and kiss and mothers then turned to face their
commanders – if I did the grow-up reading this to you would stop
reading and have to wipe their own tears away. But I
can tell you it left
SwanWhite in tears with only Aoki to comfort her, and he was
equally affected by the heart-wrenching scene.

What neither of the young ones said aloud was that
they could plainly see how few of the women had any sort of armor
to wear into battle.

“FOR HEARTH!” cried the Queen as she raised a
newly-made banner for her half of the army to gather
to.

“FOR HOME!” shouted Sybil as she raised her banner,
to which SwanWhite and Aoki rushed to gather.

“FOR - OUR - DAUGH-TERS!” boomed out Commander
Hylaeus' voice as he raised a huge, centaur-sized spear over his
head, and Sybil saw around the his neck a talisman she'd not seen
for many years – a modest necklace made from his daughter's tail
hair. Sybil motioned for Hyleaus to lean over, and when he did she
kissed him on the cheek.

“Now what's that for?!” he boomed
out.

“It's because I don't know a braver soul than you,
you grumpy old centaur.” Hyleaus started to open his mouth, but
Sybil cut him off. “No; don't say anything to ruin the moment for
me. Accept the complement and let's be on our
way.”

The castle guards pushed open the gates and the
Queen's Army turned to depart. There, outside the gates, was Aslan,
who lowered his head in respect to the Queen's Army. Behind him
were three women; one on foot and two on
horseback.

“That's Diana,”
whispered Aoki, pointing at the brown-haired woman with a short
flowing robe and a fierce-looking bow in one hand; “Goddess of the
hunt and protector of the weak.”

“Do you see anyone
weak
in this army?” challenged
SwanWhite.

Aoki smiled. “It could also mean 'the
outnumbered.' We
are
going to be
outnumbered.”

“Who are the other two; the dark ones on
horseback?” And dark they were – not in looks but in bearing and
attitude. Hair and armor as dark as the coal-black horses they
rode, both had two swords strapped to their backs so that they
could reach the hilts with an easy movement. They were enough to
make any man hesitate.

“That one's Eris; sister of Ares. The other
is
Bellona; his battle
companion.”

“You look like you've met
them.”

“Aye; they helped train me before Aslan sent
me to Sybil's cottage.”

“You were trained by
girls?”
SwanWhite wanted to laugh.

Aoki turned to the young woman with as serious
a look as she had even seen. “No, I wasn't trained by
girls.
I was trained by
Women.
Heartless, cruel women who fight for the joy of the kill; women who
maim and slaughter like you hold evening socials.” He paused. “Can
you name a better teacher?”

SwanWhite shuddered and chose not to answer as
she couldn't think of more dangerous teachers for
war.

“Boy!” Enyo called out from her place behind
Aslan; “Do you remember what we taught
you?”

“Aye, Mistress!”

“Then you
might
be an asset to this this army!” And the goddess
of war laughed a cold, chilling laugh.

“Is Ares joining us?”

“Is this a battle we can't
handle?”

Just then Aslan growled and the three women
standing behind him turned and sped off in the direction the army
was to march. Diana, a master tracker, was to find the Calormane
army while the other two watched for spies with the intention of
silencing them.

The Queen's Army marched through the night, guided
by Aslan, whose radiance even in the darkest of the night shone
brightly, lighting the way. Archenland being a country of hills and
mountains and passes and meadows, the Great Shining Lion led them
through such scenery, and at every village women were waiting
determinedly to join the army, leaving their children and all their
hopes in the hands of the grandmothers whom Aslan appointed to
watch over the young ones. Each village also added food and other
supplies into the supply wagons trailing the
army.

The Queen's Army arrived at the mouth of Pire Pass
late the following morning and divided into two camps, each taking
to the old campgrounds on the heights that still existed from the
days when the pass was constantly monitored. As many women as
possible laid down to sleep while Aslan called a council of
war.

Later that night, while the campfires burned low,
Aoki pulled out his flute and begin to play a quiet, peaceful tune
as he and SwanWhite sat next to the remains of a cooking fire. He
played several more tunes but settled on one that Camilla had
taught them. SwanWhite smiled at Aoki and sang -

“We're tenting tonight on
the old campground,

Give us a song to cheer

Our weary hearts, a song of home,

And friends we love so dear.

“Many are the hearts that
are weary tonight,

Wishing for the war to cease,

Many are the hearts, looking for the right,

To see the dawn of peace.

“Tenting tonight, tenting
tonight,

Tenting on the old campground.”*

*
This American folk song is from the Civil War era
and was obviously taught to them by Camilla.

“A fitting hymn,” a voice whispered next to them as
the song came to an end, and they turned to see Aslan sitting on
his haunches next to them.

“This is all my fault, isn't it?” SwanWhite
whispered.

“How so?” the Great Lion asked
quietly.

“I shouldn't have run away. I should have been more
obedient.”

“And become a plaything to a Calormene
noble?”

“What would have happened if I'd obeyed my father?
What would have… ”

“There is no 'what
would have been', Child. There is
only 'what
was',
'what is',
and 'what will
be'. If there were such foolish
things as 'would have', all roads still lead to the Calormenes
wanting you and willing to go to war to gain your throne.”
SwanWhite began to speak again but Aslan shook his head, his gold
mane shaking like strands of spun gold in the firelight. “I have
spoken. There is no 'would have been'. Tonight is a time to
consider 'what will be'. Are you willing to help that come to
pass?”

“Of course!” SwanWhite and Aoki both
whispered.

“Good. Then come with me to a council of war.” They
followed him to a quiet place where the Queen, Sybil, Hyleaus, and
the three spirits of war and the hunt presented their plans to each
other and to Aslan, who nodded regally before departing, saying he
had one last army to guide to Pire Pass.










Chapter 11
The Battle of Pire Pass


“This is crazy!” SwanWhite whispered as she and Aoki
sat on a picnic blanket, completely in the open and where even a
blind army would see them as they approached the Archenland end of
the pass. Beside them was a picnic basket and a jug of wine. They
looked to all the world like a young couple in love who were hoping
for a few hours of privacy.

“It's not crazy, it's insane!” whispered
Aoki.

“You two are supposed to enjoying yourselves; two
lovers on a picnic,” a husky male voice called out from under the
blanket. “How romantic.”

“This is
not where I would
come for privacy!” retorted SwanWhite.

“SILENCE!”
commanded a woman's voice, also underneath the blanket; “The prey
is almost upon us.”

To the Calormen commander leading his army to the
end of Pire Pass, the two did in fact look like a pair of silly
lovers who were unfortunate enough to have layed themselves out in
his army's path. He smiled as he got a look through his far-glass –
what we would call a telescope – the female was beautiful and would
make for several nights' pleasure before he gave her to his
captains. The boy – well, he could always use another
slave.

“Okay,” whispered Aoki to the voices beneath the
blanket; “They're about a hundred feet away. We have to pretend to
be scared.”

“Who's pretending?” SwanWhite
exclaimed.

“Not going to run, are you?” Aoki challenged.
SwanWhite's reply was to move enough of the blanket to grasp the
hilt of her sword that was hidden there.

“AH! I can smell them!” exclaimed the male voice;
“Go,
NOW!”

With no further urging Aoki and SwanWhite grabbed
the blanket, spilling the lunch and basket as they ran in the
opposite direction as the approaching army. The Calormen commander
signaled and two of his underlings rode ahead to capture the
fleeing pair. But as the two ran away two others rose up our of the
small hollow now exposed – a huge, burly centaur, bow bent and
armed; alongside him a woman in robes and her own bow bent equally
far back as the centaur's bow. In seconds the two underlings were
dead, an arrow through each heart, and their horses galloping away
with empty saddles.

“FOR - OUR - DAUGH-TERS!” - Hylaeus' voice boomed
across the pass and was echoed by the thousand voices of the
Archenland women who suddenly appeared on both sides of the
pass.

“TO THE HUNT!” shouted Diana, goddess of the Hunt,
from her place beside the centaur. This was a signal that this was
not to be a fight to the death – the Calormenes were to be allowed
to surrender.

“FOR HEARTH!” and “FOR HOME!” sounded from the two
halves of the Queen's Army as their charge down the slopes began,
Eria and Bellona, goddesses of War, swinging the ends of the lines
deepest in the Pass to cut the Calormenes off from their only path
of retreat.

By this time Aoki and SwanWhite had rejoined Hylaeus
and Diana and were ready to join the fray just as soon as the lines
of the Queen's Army on this end of the pass came into contact with
the invasion force. This waiting, however, did not stop the centaur
or the goddess from proving their archery skills, Aoki and
SwanWhite joining them as soon as they retrieved their own bows and
quivers from the hollow.

The Calormen army came to a stop. Being a country
and culture in which women are 'treasures' kept locked away for
their own protection and let out only when the husband wish to
display them like jewelry, these men had never seen so many women
in one place. Being a society in which a woman walked behind her
husband and could be beaten or even disposed of over the simplest
anger, these men had never witnessed a woman's wrath, much less the
wrath of a thousand formidable women all at once.

Some of the Calormene, their commander chief among
them, began to laugh as the Queen's Army came nearer - all he could
see was a bunch of clumsy females who ought to be home doing
something useful. It was not until the two-pronged army was nearly
upon them that the Calormene realized these silly females meant
business; it was not until the the first pitchfork had been run
through a minor captain that the whole of the Calormen army
realized they had to react.

It did not matter at first that the invading army
was mostly on horseback. The women who were archers were skilled;
many of them having learned to hunt alongside their brothers. Those
with swords had long reaches. Those from farms wielded pitchforks
and knew how to use this most-useful tool and could toss
considerable weight with them.

This is not to say the battle went to the women –
after all, they were fighting trained solders, and as soon as those
solders got over the fact that they were fighting an army of women
their training kicked in and they became all
business.

But these women were not fighting for personal gain;
they were fighting to protect – to protect their children and
husbands; their homes and farms; their very way of life. And
fighting to protect brings much more out in the warrior than when
fighting for gain.

How much of such a gruesome battle can I describe
before the grown-up reading this to you stops reading? I'm sure
you've seen movies where two armies are fighting with swords and
spears – just imagine that movie but make one of those armies your
mother and sisters and daughters; your aunts and grandmothers. This
makes a much worse picture, doesn't it?

Just as the Calormenes were beginning to gain the
upper hand, a loud roar was heard that overwhelmed the sounds of
the battle – the roar of a great beast about to jump its prey. As
that sound died out another, much smaller sound was heard; it
sounded much like a small girl trying to sound as fierce and
ferocious as, for example, an English lord orphaned in an African
jungle and raised by a family of gorillas; it was, after all,
Camilla's favorite set of books even though they were meant for an
audience of mostly young men.

Both armies turned for a moment at the sound of the
first roar to see Aslan, the great Lion, leading an army of
Narnians into the pass and into the battle. Centaurs and unicorns;
satyrs and fauns; dwarfs and talking Beasts of every kind –
including lions and tigers and bears! - were stretched out in a
long line, and all were running straight into battle. And riding
the unicorn Shadow was Camilla, dressed in the armor the dwarfs had
made for her and letting out a second less-than-ferocious battle
cry and sounding like the little girl she was.

Above Camilla's army came griffins and eagles and
hawks – and we must remember that most talking Beasts in Narnia are
larger than their animal counterparts – these eagles and hawks were
nearly people-size!

Dear children, I must point out that this was real
war. There was no shining fairy to wave her wand and bring the dead
back to life or restore missing arms or legs. This was not a
computer game where the game resets and everyone is alive again.
No; this was real war where people died and lost arms and legs and
some slowly bled to death from horrible wounds. And this is another
reason war is so very horrible when women must fight - for some
reason only known to such wonderful Beings as Aslan, we care so
very much more about the health and well-being of our wives and
sisters and daughters and mothers and grandmothers then we do the
men in our lives, and here was a scene where so many of these
precious women were bearing the full brunt of such an awful fight.
But I shall stop there as it would be a scene to bring so many
tears to the eyes of the grown-up reading this to you that they
would have to stop while you hug them and remind them this is just
a story.

With the arrival of the army of Camillia and the
Narnians the tide of war slowly turned in the favor of the Queen's
Army, and soon the remnants of the Calormen army surrendered,
including their commander, who had lost much but not all of his
haughtiness and pride. What great commander wants to face the fact
that he'd been defeated by an army of women and
animals?!

It was just as the Calormene were surrendering that
horns were heard blowing and the women turned to see the Archenland
Army, lead by their beloved king, literally galloping upon the
scene. Women who were not guarding prisoners ran to meet their men,
hoping to see a husband, a boyfriend, a father or brother, or even
a son. And the men were not slow in finding the women in their
life. There was suddenly as many very fierce hugs as their were
soft and tender embraces, and I shall not even mention who cried
the most, the men or the women, because I could not see through my
own wet eyes.

Together the Archenlanders searched through the dead
for those they knew. As many women of midevil times can testify,
this is perhaps the most dreadful part of life – that of searching
for a loved one on a battlefield (the movies never show this, do
they?) There was great rejoicing when a man found his wife or
sister or daughter still alive; there were tears when only a body
was found – no; I shall not describe such sad scenes because the
grown-ups will
stop reading again and sent you back to reading about
wizarding schools and you'll never get to the end of this
book.

I will tell you, however, that the queen came upon
three women weeping over a body. She knelt with them and quietly
asked of the dead woman.

“Our friend,” they explained
simply.

“Husband? Children?”

“A widow with three little ones,
Majesty.”

“Who's watching them now?”

“Their grandmother; a seamstress.”

The queen thought quickly – she knew her husband
did not
condone charity from the royal treasury – charity must
come from the People; for it to come from tax money would be to
turn their country into a welfare state and raise taxes to a point
that revolution would be the only alternative.

“Tell the grandmother, then,” the Queen said slowly,
“that the Court at Anvard will give her ample opportunity to prove
her skills.”

“Bless you!” the three friends all
exclaimed.

Just then the roar of a centaur was heard, calling
out the name of a little girl. Sybil and Aoki, who had been
searching for SwanWhite, ran towards the sound, knowing it was
Hylaeus who was screaming Camilla's name over and over again,
punctuated with “NO! NO!; PLEASE,
PLEASE NO!” As they
reached their friend he was bent down as far as he could without
kneeling and was rolling the dead form of a Calormene off of the
young girl. Aoki's scream joined the centaur's as he knelt to help
move the body, and as they rolled it away Camilla let go of her
sword hilt, the sword having been run through the Calormene's
stomach.

Camilla sighed and her helmet moved as she shook her
head. “That man was
heavy,” she
commented dryly; “And garlic breath!” I shall not be the one to
tell you that Aoki and Hylaeus both cried as they laughed; no, I
shall not tell you that as I am also a man and we don't always like
such things being revealed.

As Aoki helped the girl sit up, however, Hylaeus
tried to grab the girl.

“Hylaeus!” called Sybil, and the centaur stopped.
“Time to share.”

Aoki took the girl in his arms and she hugged him
back. I would like very much to report what was said, but being
challenged by such a centaur for intruding on the moment I chose to
find something else to report on at that point and made a hasty
retreat. But I can tell you that I was told later that she asked
Aoki to help her take the armor off because she didn't want it
anymore and that from now on the only armor she would wear for
battle would be a pastel silk dress. When Aoki was done Hylaeus
scooped the girl up and gave such a father's hug as had not been
seen for a very long time (he couldn't stop me from watching while
I lay in the mud behind a dead horse! The things we do to get a
good story!) Then I saw the girl motion towards Sybil and the
centaur put her down and she ran to the woman's arms, and they
hugged for a very long time. It is rumored that she told Sybil that
she was ready to be a girl and let the boys do all the
fighting.

Aoki found SwanWhite shortly afterwards. She had
suffered cuts to her face and sword wounds to both legs, but she
was awake and someone had bandaged her legs with pieces of their
own clothing and the bleeding had stopped. Aoki scooped her up in
his arms and she cried as he carried her to where healing women
were treating the wounded.

——————

After the Archenland king and queen had found each
other and spent precious moments hugging and crying in each others'
arms, they turned to face the Calormen commander, he being guarded
at that moment by Diana, Eris, and Bellona, all three of whom
looked very much as if they knew what to do with the
man.

“A thousand years ago,” began Aslan, facing the
enemy commander, “Your people settled a land called Telmar. But
they became so vile that they lived and acted little better than
animals. After several profound warnings I was finally forced to
reward their actions. They were turned into the animals that they
acted as.

“Today, Commander, you face the same decision. Lay
down your weapons and swear never to do battle against Archenalnd
or Narnia, and I will forgive you and send you on your
way.”

The proud look on the Calormene's face showed his
decision long before he spoke. “I do not deal with or surrender to
an animal.”

Several of his men, however, broke ranks and knelt
before Aslan, vowing to give up arms. Aslan forgave each of them
and sent them on their way. Others, however, realized their fate if
they returned home to whispers that they had been bested in war by
women and animals, and they stood with their commander, ready to
face what came; anything would be better than returning home to
such a story!

Aslan breathed a gentle breath on those who stood
with their commander, and although it was a soft breath it was loud
like the rushing of waters of the burning of a fire. In moments
there were no longer men standing before Him but beasts of burden –
donkeys, horses, mules … oxen for plowing fields and camels
and llamas for caravans … even small elephants with little
ears but large trunks for working lumber. And every animal had a
cord around its neck so that when Aslan nodded the men and women of
Archenland moved in and claimed a animal they could use on their
farms and fields or for whatever need their occupation
had.

I must point out that none of these new animals were
of the respected Talking Beast variety – they were all dumb beasts.
And it took several hours for the noisiest of them to stop neighing
or braying or trumpeting or making whatever sound they now made and
begin to face their new lot in life.

Just as the animals were being led away another horn
was sounded and the Naranian Army came into view, charging at full
speed - not knowing if the battle was still on, they were coming as
quickly as they could. The two kings greeted each other as the
brothers-in-law that they were and then embraced. After making sure
the battle was done, King Iustus immediately asked concerning his
daughter, and the Queen motioned towards the healing
women.

Aoki was unaware of all that had happened since finding
SwanWhite on the battlefield; all his thoughts were of her and her
welfare. He did not see the Calormene army reduced to animals; nor
did he see the arrival of the Narnian army or the King's anxious
looks for his daughter. He was still at SwanWhite's side, helping
to change the original bandages with fresh,
clean linen. Taking
instructions from the healing women, he then tenderly picked up the
now-sleeping SwanWhite and was carrying her to the staging area
where the wounded were to be loaded into wagons for the return to
Anvard when King Iustus and a contingent of Narnian soldiers
surrounded him.

“Let go or her, Savage!” the king ordered as the
soldiers took SwanWhite from him and and turned to
leave.

“Savage?” Aoki asked.

“Not even dressed among the
women!”

Aoki looked down – his loincloth was still in place!
He moved towards the soldiers but was pushed
away.

“Do you know who this is, Boy?” the king
demanded.

“Of course… ” and he tired to grab at SwanWhite but
was pushed into the dirt by none other than the
king.

“In case she hasn't told you, she is the Princess
and future queen of Narnia. I don't know why you are so familiar
with her, but you will leave her alone!”

And the king was gone before Aoki could lift himself
from the dirt. After a few moments he stood up and walked slowly
away, gathering up his bow, quiver, and sword as he walked
away.

But while returning to this troops with his
daughter, Iustus spied a face he has not seen for many
years.

“Sybil,” the king whispered.

Sybil froze while leaning over yet another wounded
woman, not wanting to turn her face.

“I'm not who you think, Majesty.”

“Liar.”

Sybil's anger flared and she stood and wheeled on
the man; exactly what he hoped for. Ashamed of herself she turned
away, hiding her burned, scarred face. “I am not the Sybil you once
knew. Let us leave it at that.”

But the king took her arm and turned her around,
slowly forcing her hands to uncover her face. The king smiled a
youthful smile, the years falling away as he took the woman in his
arms… and the story really gets gushy from there because, you see,
they had been young lovers many, many years ago until Sybils' face
had been ruined in a battle very much like this one and she ran
away and hid in the forest and all the king's men and all the
king's centaurs were never able to find her. (You grown-ups saw
that coming, didn't you?) So as to not nauseate the children, let
me just let the grown-ups know that after a few more tender words
the Lady Sybil was crying and laughing in the king's arms as he
also cried and laughed. And of course there was kissing and all the
gross stuff… Okay; was that quick enough for you children…
?

The lady Sybil then introduced the king to Camilla
and recited the girl's role in the battle. The king actually bowed
to the “Little Maid”, as he called her, and promised to reward her
courage when they arrived back at Cair Paravel.

But I assure all this tenderness and sweetness
promptly vanished after SwanWhite woke, hugged her father and cried
with him, and then found out to her dismay that her father had run
Aoki off like some common trash!

——————

Four armies turned their backs on Pire Pass and
began to weave their way into the west: the Narnian Royal Army, the
Archenland Royal Army, the Queen's Army, and what was now called
Camilla's Army, comprised of the Narnians and the Talking Beasts –
and, to many peoples' surprise, a fair number of Calormene steeds
turned out to be Narnians who had been captured as foals and used
as servants and had been wise enough to keep their Narnian
abilities secret in hopes of one day returning to
Narnia.

As the armies approached the first village and the
women of that village made ready to take their leave of the army,
the two kings called the women to them. In a gesture never seen
before, both kings knelt and bowed their heads to the women in
thanks of the defense they'd given for their country. In moments
all the men had taken to their knees, mirroring the two kings'
gratitude to the women who had given so much. Don't even asked me
about tears and such as this was a very sacred moment and we just
don't go into such detail in such a public forum as
this.

This scene was repeated in village after village,
the queen following her husband's example by joining the two kings
on her knees to show her gratitude as well.










Chapter 12
Back to the Shadowlands


 

Everyone who was able gathered to the great throne
room at Cair Paravel. Those who had splendid clothing were arrayed
like peacocks, while others simply wore the best they owned. Lady
Sybil sat on the right-hand side of the king, the romance that had
once existed many years ago budding once again in view of all the
kingdom - even from the far end of the hall Camilla could see the
deepness of the king's feelings towards the woman and that her
burned, scarred face didn't mean a thing compared to the feelings
he held towards the woman herself. She supposed that this, after
all other things, was the lesson Aslan had brought her to Narnia to
learn.

Princess SnowWhite sat on her father's left. She put
a hand on her father's arm to bring him back to the task at hand
(he and Sybil were smiling at each other
again), and as she
did he motioned at Lord Scribit, who then cleared his throat and
called out:

“Camilla, Warrior of Narnia: Come
forward!”

It was a very long walk for a little girl to go from
the far end of the great hall to where the King waited for her. Men
bowed and women curtsied; Fauns and Satyrs who had fought with her
smiled as they bowed, and the centaur guard all raised their fists
to their hearts in salute. Big cats of all kinds purred as their
eyes sparkled, and all the other Beasts made respectful noises and
bobbed their heads in respect and salute.

The bright noonday sun was spilling colors of every
hue throughout the hall as Camilla made the long walk past the tall
stained glass windows - she looked at each great window which told
the exploits of the Golden Age of Narnia under the Four Kings and
Queens. Between the great windows the banners of many knights –
living and dead – hung in all their glory, displaying their symbols
and adding even more color to the ceremony.

Camilla curtsied first to the king, as SwanWhite had
taught her, and then to the Princess and the Lady Sybil. Then she
smoothed the front of her pastel silk dress and knelt on the
Knighting Cushion waiting for her.

Iustus the Fair, King of Narnia, Emperor of the Lone
Islands, and Lord of Cair Paravel, stood to face Camilla, and as he
did so Princess Swan White also stood, bearing a velvet red pillow
upon which rested the sword the Red-Haired Dwarfs had made as a
gift for the young girl.

But before the king could speak, the great doors at
the far end of the hall slowly opened, and standing in the doorway
was a great cat – far greater than any cat that dwelt in Narnia. It
was shining brightly, making the sunlight shining through the
windows almost seem dull. The great Lion stepped in and slowly made
his way towards the king. Many of the humans in the hall were
confused, but the Narnians - that is to say, the talking Beasts and
fauns and satyrs and centaurs and nymphs of every kind - knew it
was Aslan, the True King of Narnia, who approached King Iustus, and
they bowed or saluted as appropriate, and the humans were quick to
follow their example. They also saw with some amount of humor that
Aslan carried a young warrior in his mouth – looking very much like
any cat carrying its young, the True King was traversing the length
of the hall with Aoki of the Eagle Clan dangling from his mouth, a
look of great humiliation as plain on his face as any expression a
human could muster.

As soon as Aslan set his cargo down before the king
Camilla was hugging the young warrior, tears in her eyes. “I wanted
you to be here! And here you are! Oh, thank you Aslan!” And she
hugged Aslan as well.

Meanwhile, SwanWhite had taken her place by her
bewildered father. “Aslan, Father; that's Aslan,” she
whispered.

“You mean He's real?”

“As real as you and I.”

Aoki, wearing the simple fur loincloth he'd worn
when first he'd met Aslan, his sword strapped to his back, and his
bow over his shoulder, stood tall but humbly in front of the king
and made as noble and polite a bow as any courtier in the castle.
The king nodded in return and then Camilla pulled her friend to the
side as Aslan approached Iustus, who knelt as he had realized that
the True King of Narnia was in fact approaching. Aslan nodded
regally and then moved to one side beside the young warrior.
SwanWhite motioned at Camilla, and the girl once more approached
the king and knelt.

King Iustus cleared his throat. “Courage. Valiance.
Love. Virtue. All these attributes you have demonstrated as clearly
as any man who bears the title of Knight.

“For saving Narnia from invasion, and for saving the
Princess of Narnia from the life of misery her foolish old father
would have subjected her to,” and even Camilla knew how humbled the
king had to be to make such a public confession, “You have by word
and deed earned the rank and title we bestow upon you
today.”

The king took the sword his daughter held and
touched its flat side to each of Camilla's shoulders. “Rise, Lady
Camilla, Knightess of Narnia.”

The windows of the great hall shook with the cheer
that was raised as Camilla stood and curtsied and then turned to
face the audience just in time to see two centaurs unfurl her
banner and hang it with the many other banners in the room: a blue
flag with a flaming arrow crossed with a tight ash-blond braid of
hair. She turned to look at Aoki, who smiled and
bowed.

Through the still-open doors came another another
figure, one the Lady Camilla ran to greet. The great centaur swept
her up and easy as anything and carried her back down the room and
stood before the king.

“I think I'm ready to come come back, Your Majesty.
If you'll have me.”

The king smiled. “Welcome back, Commander Hylaeus.
It has been too long.”

There were more cheers as Hylaeus set the girl down
and backed into a place in the audience. The cheers eventually died
down and everyone seemed to be looking at everyone else and
wondering what was to happen next, as the appearance of Aslan had
thrown all plans awry.

Finally Aslan growled softly and Aoki jumped and
moved forward and bowed again to SwanWhite's father, who nodded in
return.

“I am Aoki, of the Eagle Clan… ” but Aslan growled
again and Aoki added:
“Prince
Aoki,” the boy corrected himself, “Son of Chief Jon of
the Eagle Clan.”

'Prince?' Camilla
and Sybil mouthed silently as they looked at each other and then at
SwanWhite, who simply nodded a confirmation. 'So that's the secret
Aoki told her that night in the cottage!' they both
realized.

King Iustus sat back down on his throne and smiled.
He rightly understood that this boy was about to address
SwanWhite's father and not the king, and the father of an eligible
young woman never
makes it easy for a boy to talk to him about his
daughter. Aslan understood this as well and smiled at the human
ritual about to unfold.

Aoki continued. “I am a warrior proven in
battle.”

“Yes,” replied the father. “Narnia owes a great debt
to you and all the others.

Aoki paused. “I am also an accomplished
artisan.”

The king stared at the prince for nearly a moment
before he spoke. “May I see a sample of your
work?”

Aoki removed his bow and sword and pulled his flute
from his belt. He took a deep breath and began a simple tune. In a
few seconds Camilla was swaying to the tune as she had on so many
summer nights at the little cottage in the woods. Aoki smiled at
the girl and then began a bright dancing tune he'd learned at the
fair in Feronia. Camilla, untrained in court etiquette, couldn't
keep herself from dancing and soon she and Aoki were both dancing a
little circle, only to be joined by Silfera and other satyrs and
fauns, none of whom ever restrained themselves from dancing given
half a chance. By the time the tune had been repeated several times
half the audience was dancing or at least swaying to the music -
even Sybil and SwanWhite had joined the dance and the king was seen
tapping his fingers to the beat of the tune.

Aoki, his courage rising, let the tune die as he
faced SwanWhite's father once more.

“Very well,” said the king. “What more do you have
to offer?”

Aoki smiled. “The recent battle taught me to be
unashamed of being commanded in battle by a woman.” He smiled
shyly. “Surely you know your daughter doesn’t easily take orders
from someone else?”

The king smiled broadly as he leaned forward. “We
could trade stories, I should think.”

“Your Majesty,” continued Prince Aoki. “I am not
ashamed to have taken orders from the Princess and the Lady Sybil.
I'm proud to have served them. The victory was theirs and not
mine.”

“And you could spend the rest of your life in such a
shadow?”

Aoki smiled at SwanWhite, who appeared to either be
holding her breath or wearing a very tight corset, and Aoki doubted
it was a corset. “Majesty,” the boy said, “Anyone fortunate enough
to be at your daughter's side is in no shadow, but in her light.”
If SwanWhite had
been wearing a corset I'm reasonably sure she'd have
fainted with joy, but I, like Aoki, doubt anyone could have gotten
her into one of those horrible things. Aoki continued: “I would be
honored to stand at her side the rest of my
life.”

“Then I only see two little problems,” the king
announced. Aoki started to say something and Swan White turned to
her father ready to argue, but before either of them could speak
the king raised a quick hand to silence them; a hand the princess
always obeyed in public but rarely heeded in private. “How old are
you, Prince Aoki?”

Aoki's chest seemed to puff out a little. “Seventeen
summers.”

“Then, as you count time, after three more summers
you may have my daughter's hand –
if she will accept
you.”

SwanWhite's eyes held a very positive
promise.

“And the other problem?” Prince Aoki
asked.

“You may be a prince in your land, but here you have
earned no title.”

“Earned no
title?” exclaimed Camilla, who
immediately blushed and held her hand to her mouth,
embarrassed.

“Lady Camilla,” the king said, “Are you willing to
vouch for this boy?”

Even though she was just eleven, Camilla was smart
enough to know Aoki deserved to be a knight, so she stepped
forward, curtsied to the king, and cleared her throat. “Your
Majesty, Prince Aoki saved myself, the Princess, and the Lady Sybil
from thieves and robbers. He has saved your throne and your kingdom
from foreign invasion, and your daughter from…. well… well,
from you
know. If he hasn't earned a title in
Narnia then I have to return my title as equally unearned.” And
after a moment she curtsied, thinking it must be the right thing to
do, and then unsheathed her sword, knelt, and offered the sword
back to the king.

The king smiled. “Approach, Prince Aoki, son of
Chief Jon, of the Eagle Clan.” Aoki approached and knelt before the
king. Camilla retrieved Aoki's sword from where it lay next to
Aslan and brought it to the king, who, when he pulled it from its
sheath, drew a quick breath. “The sword of Ares!” Aslan nodded his
confirmation. The king touched the sword to both of Aoki's
shoulders. “Rise, Prince Aoki, Knight of Narnia.” He paused. “And
someone bring him a robe!”

“Your Majesty,” the Lady Camilla spoke up again, and
everyone in the room froze to listen while several royal ministers
idly wondered just how interesting it was going to be having an
eleven-year-old girl knight running about the
castle.

“Yes?”

“Your decree said that whoever delivered the
Princess back to you would be granted Dukedom of the Southern
Mountains.” She paused. “It
was Prince Aoki who
did that.”

There was a very long pause as the King stared at
Camilla, SwanWhite stared at Aoki, and Aoki's mouth hung in
surprise – he was, it now appeared, the only one from the cottage
in the mountains who wasn't aware of the
proclamation.

“Yes,” Lady Sybil finally spoke up, wondering how
the girl had found the paper they'd thought they'd hidden so well
from her; “It did say that very thing.”

“They used your proclamation to wrap broccoli for
the winter,” Camilla explained to the king, “but I found it
anyway.”

The King cleared his throat as he motioned for his
scribe Lord Skribit to begin writing. “Henceforth Aoki, Prince of
the Eagle Clan and Knight of Narnia, shall carry the title and
eternal inheritance of Duke of the Southern Mountains. He will be
responsible for that part of our kingdom and its citizens as if he
were king; answerable only to Cair Paravel.” He then nodded in
respect at Aslan. “And, to Narnia's True King.”

Aslan nodded, acknowledging the respect being shown.
Everyone else cheered.

——————

The feasting and dancing went on long into the
night; far longer than Camilla had ever been allowed to stay up
before – but who was going to tell her to go to bed on this of all
nights? The food was as delicious as it smelled, and once someone
retrieved her flute, she and Prince Aoki played many tunes as the
rest of the court danced and danced and danced around them.
SwanWhite was quick to obtain her lyre and the duet became the
familiar trio from so many quiet summer evenings.

Finally Aslan pulled Camilla aside. “So, Daughter of
Eve: what have you learned?”

She smiled. “That I
am a beautiful girl.
And that I can do anything.” She paused and Aslan started to speak,
but she quickly added: “And I love my mother as much as I love my
father and I miss her very much.”

Aslan smiled. “Then it is time to go home. Back to
the hospital.”

Camilla's smile faded. “I knew I'd have to. But I
don't want to go back. It will hurt.”

“I've heard a warrior knows no pain,” Aslan
countered.

“That's a lie,” Camilla retorted. “They still have a
heart, and hearts can break.” She'd turned to see Aoki and
WhiteSwan, who were dancing and laughing as if no one else
existed.

“Hearts break, Child, but the same love that breaks
them also heals them.”

Aslan motioned and Aoki and WhiteSwan joined him.
Camilla saw for herself how a warrior's heart could break as even
Aoki shed a few manly tears saying goodbye to her, but as Aslan had
whisked them away from the hall to make their goodbyes I was not
able to see it all; nor am I able to report any of it to you but
what I was told later. The king did tell me, however, that Sybil
also joined them, and as she took the girl in her arms she
whispered 'Thank You'.

“For what, asked Camilla.

“You gave me my life back, Child!”

“But you gave me mine!”

“The teacher always learns from the student,” Sybil
answered simply. “The question is: which of us was the teacher and
which was the student?”

When all the hugs were done and all the words said
and a fair number of tears shed, Lady Camilla, Warrior and
Knightess of Nania, climbed onto Aslan's huge back and waved one
final goodbye. Aslan then padded his way out to the great castle
doors, which swung wide as his approach. And in the doorway stood a
big, burly centaur, his massive arms crossed over his
chest.

“Not thinking of leaving with a goodbye, are you?”
And if you think I’m going to give the details of how a big, strong
centaur said goodbye to a little human girl who brought Hope back
into his life then you are
very sadly mistaken!
If I did that, the centaurs in Narnia would find a way to my house
to exact their revenge for claiming they are capable of such feeble
(as they see them) emotions! No; I’ll not be telling you anything
of the sort!

At last the Lion and the girl departed the castle
and stood on a knoll overlooking the sea.

“Are you holding on tight?”

“I am now,” and Camilla held tight as Aslan lept
into the sky …

—————

… and landed right next to the big bed in the big
hospital in San Francisco. After she had crawled back into the bed
Aslan gave her one last lion lick and then leapt and was
gone.

“Goodbye!” Camilla called.

Startled awake, her mother and father were
immediately on their feet.

“I'm alright,” Camilla whispered as she saw that she
was once again in her hospital gown and wrapped in protective
bandages because of the grown-up's fear of infection. “I was just
dreaming,” she lied.

“An awful dream… ” her mother began as Papa settled
himself back into his chair, not noticing that Mr. Lion has fallen
to the floor.

“A wonderful dream,” Camilla insisted, even though
she knew very well it was real and not a dream. “I was someplace
where no one cared what I look like and I was becoming a great
warrior…”

Her mother took her hand. “You already live in such
a place. Your family loves you. And to survive what you've been
through – well, you'd
have to be a
warrior… ”

“I know, Mother. But it's going to take courage to
face the rest of the world.” She paused. “But I can do it. I can do
anything.” She paused again. “And Mama: I hope you know that I love
you as much as I do Papa.” She paused. “And you know what I've
missed the most since the fire?”

“Oh, dancing with your father, I'm
sure.”

Camilla shook her head. “I've missed your
singing.”

“But I have a terrible voice!”

“You have an angel's voice, Mama.” (After all,
doesn't every loving mother have an angel's voice, no matter how
terrible her real
voice sounds?) “Sing for me. Please. You haven't sung
since the fire.”

So Mama sang:

“Sleep my child and peace
attend thee,

All through the night

Guardian angels God will send thee,

All through the night

Soft the drowsy hours are creeping

Hill and vale in slumber sleeping,

I my loving vigil keeping

All through the night.

“While the moon her watch
is keeping

All through the night

While the weary world is sleeping

All through the night

O'er thy spirit gently stealing

Visions of delight revealing

Breathes a pure and holy feeling

All through the night.

“Love, to thee my
thoughts are turning

All through the night

All for thee my heart is yearning,

All through the night.

Though sad fate our lives may sever,

Parting will not last forever,

There's a hope that leaves me never,

All through the night.”

 

And if you think I’m going to describe the tender,
precious hug between Camilla and her mother that night… no, no;
some things are, after all, sacred!










Chapter 13
EPOLOGUE – Which Means: 'This is what happened after the end of the
story.'


The final arrow was aimed, the final breath was
held, and a grown-up Camilla let go of the bowstring. The arrow
traveled faster than eye could see and found its mark right up
against the previous arrow she'd shot into the exact center of the
target. A roaring cheer that sounded to the girl like a field full
of warring centaurs erupted from the spectators, startling her, as
sports announcers exclaimed into their microphones in a myriad of
languages that the United States had another Olympic gold
medal!

Later that day a tearful young woman with red, white
and blue war paint striped on the scarred side of her face and a
fiery red wig on her head stood at attention on the Olympic
pedestal and tried to remain calm as the ‘Star-Spangled Banner’ was
played and the Stars and Stripes rose and gently waved above the
stadium. Thousands of men, women, boys, and especially young girls
throughout the stadium all wore similar war paint of their own as
they cheered for their heroine. Perhaps no one cheered more than
Jack, the husband of the brave warrior the spectators in the
stadium were honoring (and he sported war paint on
both cheeks!) Unable
to contain himself, Jack jumped the railing and dashed for his
wife, picking her up and twirling her around in that
highly-romantic way grown-ups think makes a very good ending to a
movie in which the girl gets the boy of her dreams. And then they
kissed, and the stadium erupted all over again as the kiss was
photographed and televised throughout the world and became as
famous as the archery prowess of the young warrior being
kissed.

The next day there was a knock on Camilla's
dormitory door. “Coming!” she shouted as she put her little project
aside and pulled her wig on. She opened the door and saw a woman
whose face she'd seen somewhere but didn't know.

“May I help you?” Camilla asked cautiously, hoping
this wasn't yet another news reporter who'd found her way through
security. How many more times could she tell them that a scarred
face doesn't stop someone from being a good archer or a beautiful
woman? Even her husband was finding it difficult to dodge them.
Maybe tying reporters to the targets and shooting arrows all around
them should be the next Olympic sport, she
thought.

“Camilla?”

“Yes. What do you… ”

“I was one of the judges for archery, and now that
competition's over I can finally talk to you!”

“I don't understand.”

“Your style of shooting: I've only seen it one other
place. Very subtle, but I recognized it as Centaur the first time I
watched you shoot. It's the same style I used when I
earned my
gold medal.”

Camilla was speechless.

“You hold your fingers like a human, but the stomach
twist and the way you hold your shoulders,” and the woman grinned,
“Pure Centaur.”

As soon as Camilla could collect her thoughts, she
whispered, “How do you know these things?”

The judge just smiled a secretive smile. “Lunch in
two hours? Here's the address. I suspect we have a
lot to discuss.” And
with that the judge turned and walked swiftly
away.

Camilla read the address, written on the back of the
woman's business card, and then turned it over. The front bore the
name -

Susan Pevensie

BBC Sports

Camilla wondered over all of this while she returned
to what she'd been doing: carving a dedication on to the back of
her gold medal with her pen knife –

for Hylaeus

from a loving Daughter










Chapter 14
Appendix


Who could Play the Movie Roles?


I do my upmost to not picture movie stars or
other people when writing, but sometimes a face sticks. Here's the
faces that stuck for this book:


Sybil,
friend & mentor to Queen SwanWhite … Alice Kringe's face
was there from the start.


Hyleaus,
loud, boisterous centaur … Brian Blessed! His
voice
boomed
right out as that character developed. He'd be
perfect for the role back about the time he played Prince Vulton in
"Flash Gordon" way back in the 1980's.












Was C. S. Lewis a Sexist and a
Racist?


Because of his characterizations in the Narnia
chronicles, C. S. Lewis has been accused by many today of having
been a sexist and a racist. I disagree with both accusations for
several reasons.


—————

1. Time, Place, and Target
Audience

One of the most profound mistakes we make in
labeling people is that we take them out of their time and place in
history and apply today's standards and morals to them. This is
simply wrong. The morals and social conventions of his day were
different enough from today's that to judge him by today's world is
a silly waste of time.

Neither was he writing for adults! These are
children's books – written for children and to their tastes and
feelings. We cannot assign grown-up mindsets to these
books.


—————

2. Susan, Nylons, and
Lipstick

In Chapter 12 of "The Last Battle" it's
explained that Susan isn't there because she's no longer a friend
of Narnia. Why? Because she trying so hard to be a grown-up!
Grown-ups of any gender are not friends of Narnia. They no longer
have childhood's innocent faith - an important thing to have if you
think you are ever going to be called to Narnia! The example of how
she's trying so hard to be a grown-up is summed up very nicely by
Jill: "She's interested in nothing nowadays except nylons and
lipstick and invitations. She always was a jolly sight too keen on
being grown-up."

It's
not
the lipstick, nylons, and invitations that
are the cause of Susan's separation from Narnia - it's the fact
that she's trying so hard to be a grown-up as opposed to enjoying
childhood and youth-hood to its fullest. Mr. Lewis was writing
children's books, and trying to be a grown-up before it's time to
do so would be a sin to his child-ish readers! (I don't think he
realized how many grown-ups would become faithful readers of the
Chronicles of Narnia!) Lipstick and nylons are merely the vehicle
used to illustrate Susan's need to be grown-up before her time.
This doesn't make Mr. Lewis a sexist; it makes him a keen observer
and a very good writer of children's
books.


——————

3. "Battles Are Ugly When Women
Fight"

In Chapter Ten of "The Lion, the Witch, and
the Wardrobe" Father Christmas presents Susan with a bow and quiver
of arrows and the tells her: “You must use the bow only in great
need, for I do not mean you to fight in the battle… ” He then tells
Lucy that “battles are ugly when women fight.” How can battles be
any uglier than when men fight? Here are some random thoughts about
Women in battle, listed in no particular
order:

— Thought Number One: What does Aslan call
women in Narnia do while the men are fighting? Is one role greater
than the other? Does what the women do make them second-class?
Let's look at Susan and Lucy for a few
clues.

While Peter and Edmund are off fighting
the final battle in "The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe", Aslan
Himself asks Susan and Lucy for assistance in what He is doing to
turn the tide of battle. ("God" Himself
asks
for their help!) They are the only two
witnesses to Aslan's return from death and then are recruited by
Him to go to the castle of the White Witch to release all those
who'd been petrified so they can join the battle for the freedom of
Narnia. As a Christian I see this as a parallel to the women who
witnessed the empty tomb three days after Christ's death being
asked to help Jesus begin the Resurrection of the Dead! In “Prince
Caspian”, Aslan takes Susan and Lucy with to help reawaken and
liberate the forest as well as to open the eyes of the Telmarines
as to the true nature of the Natural World of Narnia. To me this is
a far greater mission than that of battle - 'anyone' can fight, but
it take a great person to show the heart and love required by Aslan
for these equally-important tasks of Creation. As author Brandon
Mull so well explains, “Creators have an advantages over
destroyers. It takes much more talent to build something beautiful
than it does to tear it down.” (FABLEHAVEN: Keys to the Demon
Prison, pg 561)

Generally speaking, women have inherently the
gift of creation, while men were given the gift of being the
defender – hence, the fighter and sometimes the
destroyer.

But wait –
women
do
have a sense of battle as well, but it
differs from that of a man. As explained in "Camilla: Warrior of
Narnia", men's natural sense of being the Defender is such that
they can more easily pull back and retreat; Nature allows them
this. A woman's natural sense of battle however, is designed
towards protecting Hearth and Home, and from such a battle there
can be no backing off or retreat - hence, when a woman
fights,
generally
speaking
there is no sense of retreat or of loosing;
neither are viable options. And
that
is why it is terrible when women
fight.

— Thought Number Two: In Mr. Lewis' day and
time women didn't go to war until there was no other alternative.
This is reflected in his books. Remember: he was writing children's
books, not social commentaries. He wrote what would be familiar to
his target audience: English children of the
1950's.

On top of that, Narnia is essentially a
midevil culture – after all, it was created by a professor of
Midevil History. How could he portray 21st century ideas of
feminist womanhood in a midevil culture that was created in the
1950's? Not even Mr. Lewis was
that
prophetic.

Because of the time and culture in which
Narnia was written, most girls and women are treated with all the
traditional courtesies of womanhood of Lewis' day and of the
Midevil time. In his books, some women are considered not
courageous enough for battle - others, however, are displayed with
battle-courage. There is even a progressive, liberal, feminist in
one book. (Like most feminists of the 1950's, this one was not much
liked, either.)

— Thought Number Three: My greatest
childhood hero - Golda Meir – once said that the real heroes in war
are not the men in battle but the women who hate war above all
else, yet they step aside and allow the men to go to battle. (And I
will be quoting her in a future Narnia book I'm writing.) As a
retired veteran myself who has waited at home for sons to return
from war, I agree with Golda with all my heart and soul - fighting
is
easy
compared to watching the soldiers march
away and then waiting for them to come home - God bless the women
who have been doing this century after
century.

— Thought Number Four: In our effort to
send our women to war to get maimed and killed, let's not demean
the fact that it was the women who staffed the war production
factories and kept the cities and farms working in the absence of
the men. Rosie the Riveter is as much a war hero as any soldier of
any branch of the military, and she needs a whole lot more
recognition! Wars would have been lost without her, and if I had my
way there would be a holiday for all the Rosie Riveters! Her life
is
not
worthless because she made a choice to work
the factories instead of the battlefield! The women pilots who flew
the planes from the factories to the air strips are heroes in my
eyes; yet they didn't see combat. The women who took over their
husband's jobs as postal carriers and milkmen are equally
heroic.

— Thought Number Five: As a retired
veteran of my country's military, I have made a few observations on
the subject of women in battlefield roles. These are not
my
opinions;
they are my
observations:

The Israeli military was famous for
having women in battle alongside the men. What is not as commonly
known is
why
they pulled them off the battlefield. It's
because the first color-television broadcast in the Arab world
(1956) was an eight-hour gang rape of a captured Israeli female
soldier. (I am not making this up.) From that day Israeli women
have continued to serve in any role - as long as it does not put
them in a position where they can be
captured.

While I was stationed in Europe, I read
about war games the European militaries were holding. Several
countries pulled women out of command positions because they didn't
know when to stop and pull back - even in a mere exercise. The
sense of win with no retreat was so strong that what were supposed
to be harmless exercises were such that it was no longer beneficial
or productive for those women to remain in command - they were
literally killing off their troops to win at non-lethal exercises!
Nature has a place for battles that have no retreat. but not every
battle is such a battle. Does this observation apply to "all" women
commanders? Certainly it doesn't and I would never make such a
claim. But it
does
illustrate why battles are ugly when women
fight –
generally
speaking,
a woman's nature is that they must fight to the death with no
alternative, and
that
is ugly.


——————

4. "Men from a Warm
Land"


'Calor'
is Latin for 'heat'; warmth' … and with the English
'men'
added to it, it does in fact say
'Men from a
warm
land'.

While Archenland is a perpetual friend to
Narnia, Calormen is the perpetual enemy. It's not hard to see that
Mr. Lewis modeled so much of Calormen and its people and culture
from the western view of the Arab/Muslim culture - especially that
of North Africa.

There are those who believe that if Mr.
Lewis was to write his books today - especially with the threat of
a Muslim 'jihad' (death threat) being called against him - he might
have been more racially sensitive in the creation of this nation.
On the other hand, was Mr. Lewis a man who would back down and shut
his mouth at the insistence of a militant few? We can only guess –
but to have bowed to radical terrorists who believed they
represented and entire people and religion would have proved
everything he
supposedly
wrote about the Calormen, wouldn't
it?

Did Mr. Lewis intentionally disparage the
Arab/Muslim world? Again, he was a professor of Midevil history,
and he was very aware of centuries of hostile relations between the
European and Muslim worlds. In light of this, it would have been as
natural as breathing for him to create a perpetual enemy to Narnia
(Midevil Europe) based upon the Arab/Muslim world. His sense of
history probably wouldn't have pointed him in any other direction.
Does this make him a racist? I don't think so - I think it makes
him a professor of Midevil History who is writing children's books.
Having read as many of his religious writings as I have, I do not
see a racist man - even for his time period and place of
living.


——————

Final Thoughts

One can read the Chronicles of Narnia and find
sexism and racism in every book - by today's standards. But, you
can do the same thing with the Holy Bible.

Turn the clock back to 1950 and travel to
Oxford, England, become a Midevil History professor, and then
reread the books. I think you'll discover that a midevil scholar
who happened to be the world's foremost Christian writer of his
time did a pretty darn good job of being true to the midevil
culture he was writing about while adding solid Christian ideals in
order to write some pretty good children's
books.

Once again - he was writing children's books,
and children didn't used to be so concerned about grown-up sexist
and racist philosophies - they just wanted a good story, and that's
what he gave them. I don't think he realized that two generations
of grown-ups would bring these books out of the nursery with them
and instill them on adult shelves to continue reading the rest of
their lives. And if he had, would he have written them any
different? I hope not!










Throne Room at Cair Paraval


If you've visited King's College
Chapel in Cambridge, England, I hope that’s what you're picturing
as the Great Throne Room for Cair Paraval. If you haven't seen this
remarkable chapel, then rush to the library or the internet and
find a few good pictures! I’ve always thought that building was one
of very few buildings in our world beautiful enough to have a
counterpart in Narnia! Once you've found a good picture of the
chapel, I want you to imagine those tall pillars between the
windows as brown as tree trunks and the fanned ceiling painted
green as leaves –
that's
what I'm picturing as the Great
Throne Room for Cair
Paraval.










Mythological Characters


According to 'Prince Caspian', there are nine
classes of Narnians: waking (& walking) trees, naiads (all
classes of nymphs), fauns, satyrs, dwarfs, giants, gods, centaurs,
and talking beasts. Mermaids don't technically live in Narnia; they
live in the ocean. And humans aren't native to Narnia. So neither
of these are on the list.

-
Apollo
- god of archery, prophecy, music, and light
(truth); represented by the sun

-
Ares/Mars
- god of war; is often accompanied by his sister
Eris/Discord and her son Strife;
Enyo
also accompanies him

-
Artemis/Diana
- twin sister of
Apollo;
'Lady of the Wild Things'; skilled huntress; Huntsman-in-chief of
the Greek gods; protector of all young; represented by the
moon

-
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. His women followers are the Maenads, who are in a constant
state of revelry unless angry, and then they
will
literally
tear you apart.
Silenus
is always just behind
him.

-
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.

-
Enyo/Bellona
- goddess of war; rides with
Ares.
She is often accompanied by her companions Terror, Trembling, and
Panic; was considered more violent and bloodthirsty than
Ares/Mars.

-
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.

-
'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)

-
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 man 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

-
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 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
councel 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



	


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



	


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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