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—————



Anger is a seductive power that no one can take from us.

It is a power that will destroy us while leaving the one we are
angry with virtually untouched.

We are never freer than when we forgive, for we free ourselves from
Anger.








Dedication


  This book is lovingly dedicated to:


 - all the children who need a
centaur’s protection and wisdom

- C. S. Lewis, who gave us Narnia - I hope I make him proud with my
Narnia books
 - Mrs. Joyce Martin,
my fourth grade teacher, who taught us Greek and Roman mythology as
part of our Social Studies – as that's about the time I decided
that the true purpose of Life was to become a wise old centaur, I'm
proud to honor her in this book

- Elder James E. Faust, who taught more about Forgiveness in one
sermon than I had learned in all the 50 years before - he is quoted
in this book by a wise old centaur

- Elder Robert Oakes, a retired four-star General and one of the
finest, humblest Sunday School teachers I've ever learned from. He
too is quoted in this book by a wise old centaur

- Ricardo Montalban - what a wise old Centaur he would have
made!

- He whom we refer to as 'Aslan', for I feel His love when I write
about Narnia










Dear Grandchildren


 Dear Children and
Grandchildren:

C. S. Lewis created Narnia and gave it a medieval
setting; hence I am confining my writing within the same setting.
(But even within such a framework there are those who broke through
roles and tread new ground.) This doesn't make me a sexist or
racist; this makes me respectful of the world Mr. Lewis
created.

If you’ve been diligent enough to read all of Mr.
Lewis’ Chronicles of Narnia, then you know they are in reality
thinly-disguised attempts by a wise grown-up to teach very
important and life-changing principles to children of all ages. I
am as unashamed at the amount of barely-disguised Christianity in
this book as Mr. Lewis was unashamed with his.

The events of this book were originally planned to
be two separate books. But it wouldn't come together in my head
until I realized that it would be a much better book if they were
entwined into one. It only took five years for this entwining to
happen, and it's a better book for the wait.

I discovered something while writing this book: a
child's imaginary, 'secret world' isn't a place to hide from the
world - it's instead a place to take a 'time-out' and prepare to
return to the challenges of the real world and to make the real
world the 'better place' their imaginary world is for them. Isn't
that what each visitor to Narnia did? C. S. Lewis was pretty smart!
And it seems to me that there's a lot of grown-ups who need
imaginary worlds in which they can hold these 'dress rehearsals.'
As a parent one should occasionally ask for an invitation into
their child's secret world - to see how well you're doing as a
parent and to find out how to improve.

Having not visited Narnia until I was a father with
teenagers, I've found an incredible world in Narnia, which I intend
to visit just as often as needed, and I hope to continue using it
to teach important things for years to come.

A special Thank You to Grandma Laurie for her advise
and input in matters she deals with everyday as a Licensed Clinical
Social Worker (a 'Therapist' for those who need easier words). One
chapter in particular was written with advise and input from her,
and I do appreciate her thoughts and comments.

With Love,

Grandpa Bruce










Chapter 1
Not a Mountain Lion


  Charlie Littlewood loved riding horses. He
loved it so much that it was all he wanted to do! Even though he
was one of the best students in his class, school was an endurance
contest to see if he could survive the afternoon and get back to
his beloved horses. Horses were his life, and he hoped they would
be his life forever.

Living in a day and time when teachers were allowed
to spend more time teaching educational subjects than discussing
politically-correct social skills, Charlie loved mythology as
taught by Mrs. Martin, his fourth-grade teacher. Missus Martin
wisely understood that there were many great lessons to be taught
through a civilization's mythology, so she taught it as part of her
Social Studies lessons. (This was in a day and age before Missus
Martin might have been accused of forcing 'religion' on her
students.) It surprised no one that any mention of centaurs,
unicorns, or pegagus received Charlie's immediate attention. His
bedroom walls were even covered with hand-drawn pictures not just
of horses but also all the above-mentioned equine creatures Missus
Martin had taught about, and he'd already decided that when he was
grown up and had become a cowboy the first tattoo he'd get would be
one of these creatures. Missus Martin explained, however, that
getting a tattoo consisted of about a trillion needles inserted
into the skin all within the same hour of the same day, and that
small bit of knowledge seriously curtailed Charlie's becoming
a tattooed
cowboy. And, he continued to study centaurs, unicorns,
and pegasus even after leaving fourth grade for the next levels of
learning.

Charlie's friends called him Horse Boy, and he
didn't mind as he knew he could handle a horse better than the rest
of them. At his tender age he was winning more prizes in the
children's rodeo events than the rest of the children in his town
combined, so he wore the title with a quiet
honor.

I must also confess, and I apologize to all those
who still believe everything is fine and innocent in the world,
that Charlie's love for horses wasn't the only reason he enjoyed
his chores out in the barn and corral and pasture. I must tell you
that not all his bruises were from falling off horses or catching
his foot when jumping a fence and falling on his head. And for the
record, he had
never fallen down
the stairs in the middle of the night! I won’t go much further into
his family life because if I did the grown-ups reading this book to
you would close it and you'd never find out how the book ends. Some
of you may even have parents who need to read this book and take
heed, so enough said at this point in the story.

In our day and age, Charlie would've known he could
talk to a teacher or a minister or rabbi or a police officer and
they would've been required by law to do something to help him, but
in Charlie's day what happened behind the closed door of a family's
home was considered 'sacred' and 'untouchable' - even though, as in
Charlie's case, there was nothing 'sacred' about
it!

The fear he had at home bled over into the rest of
his life. Because of his fear of standing up for himself at home he
was an easy target for the bullies at school, and when he came home
with a bruise from a fight that he didn't win or clothes ripped or
hungry because of yet another stolen lunch, he was punished - it
was as if his parents were just an extension of the school-yard
bullying.

In short, Charlie believed the horses were his only
real family. His parents certainly weren't! So, he was determined
to spend as much time with his adopted family as possible. After
some very terrible nights - the sort of nights that he was afraid
to go to sleep because he never knew if he should hide in the barn
to sleep or not and if he did would they come looking for him -
Charlie would get up early and saddle his favorite horse and ride
up into the forest and spend the day as far away from home as he
could, hoping everyone would be sober by the time he
returned.

You may now understand why Charlie was also a quiet,
somewhat withdrawn child on the school playground, and as most of
you know this makes you an easy target for bullies … need I
say more? Yes, it was only with horses that he felt normal. Only
when he was with horses was he not afraid.

—————

This particular day was precisely one of those days.
It was Sunday and he’d been taught it was practically a sin not to
go to church and worship through prayers and hymns and listen to
the minister (who was his grandfather) remind them of what they
should be doing, but he also knew that after 'they' woke up 'they'
would be mean and he'd get hurt and then there'd be no church
anyway.

Charlie loved the stillness of the morning in the
forest. He believed these rides into the forest were the only calm,
quiet times in his life, so he savored them. The wind in the pines
and the morning birds about their business were the only sounds in
the world as he and Charlie (yes; the same name), a young palomino,
steadily climbed the mountains that surrounded his parents' horse
ranch that was snuggled in the small valley in the foothills of the
Rockies, the great mountainous spine of western North
America.

Charlie reached his favorite meadow - ten acres of
grass and stream in the middle of a mountain valley. (He liked to
think of this place as his ‘secret’ meadow because he’d never seen
anyone else in it.) Charlie (the horse) neighed as Charlie (the
boy) dismounted near the center of the meadow, where two large,
flat rocks presided over the meadow – the horse knew the boy always
dismounted here and laid on the rocks, sometimes even falling
asleep and getting the sleep he'd been afraid to get the night
before. And that's exactly what happened this
time.

When Charlie finally woke up, however, he had
company. He'd seen wild cats in the forest before, but they were
just pumas, or 'mountain lions’ if you prefer that name (there are
nearly thirty names to choose from), but this was no puma! Charlie
was on the lower of the two rocks, and there, looking down at him
from the higher rock, was a very real lion – it was just laying
there watching him, his tawny-gold mane slowly waving in the
breeze.

At first Charlie was too scared to move, but he knew
he had to do something! His horse was some ways off, eating the
meadow grass and as unconcerned as any horse could be, which just
wasn't like him.

“I am not going to harm you, Charlie,” the Lion
whispered, and with the sound of the Lion's voice Charlie felt a
peace come over him as if it was true, and this peace took away all
his sudden fear.

“Who are you?” the boy finally asked as he slowly
sat up.

“I have many names.”

“Do I know any of them?”

“Yes, you do.” The Lion slowly brought himself to
his feet and shook himself. “But for now you may call me
Aslan.”

“Are you gonna hurt me?”

“No, Charlie. Too many people have hurt you already.
I will not be joining them.”

“I hate them, you know.” Somehow it felt right to
confess this to the Lion.

“I know. But Hate only hurts
you.”

“But they… ” But the Lion growled and Charlie shut
up.

“Yes – you must learn to protect yourself from them,
and protect your sisters, too – your sisters need your help, Child,
and you always seem to forget them when you escape up here into the
mountains. But Hate – no; do not hate them. Even when you are
finally brave enough to go to the police, you should not hate them.
Hate only hurts you more; it doesn't do a thing to
them.”

Charlie felt anger towards this mysterious Lion who
obviously didn't understand. “You don't know
anything.”

“I know too much, actually.” the Lion stepped down
from his rock to the one Charlie was on. “I know that you need to
learn Strength, not Hate. Would you like to learn to be
strong?”

“Yes – then I could stop them!”

“Call Charlie, then.”

“You know my horse's name?”

“I know your father said that he named the horse
after you because whenever he called you the horse came, too.”
Charlie smiled. “The horse and I have already discussed things.”
Charlie gave the Lion a look of disbelief. “He thinks you have
things you could do if you were just taught correctly. He has even
agreed to help.”

Charlie the boy whistled and Charlie the horse
lifted his head and started towards his human. “You aren't a normal
lion,” Charlie said slowly.

“I am not a tame one, either,” countered Aslan.
“Remember that next time you get angry at me.” But Aslan was
smiling in a way that Charlie knew it wasn’t a threat. But he'd
remember anyway; wouldn't you?

Charlie had come up beside the rock and Charlie
climbed into the saddle.

“If I were a centaur, I could stop everyone who
hurts me and my sisters.”

“If you were brave you could do that,” countered the
Lion.

“No; I'm just a kid. A dumb little kid. I'd have to
be something more than who or what I am. If I were a centaur no one
would mess with me or my sisters.”

“Centaurs are no smarter or dumber than
you.”

“But they're stronger.”

“Brute force is no substitute… ”

“No, but all that power could stop things from
happening.”

“As could thinking a situation through and working
to prevent it.”

“Sometimes it still comes down to brute
force.”

“Only after all other alternatives have been
tried.”

Charlie wasn't going to be convinced. The Lion
seemed to be thinking for several minutes, then finally asked: “Do
you trust me, Charlie?”

Charlie looked deep into the huge Lion's eyes, which
were literally pools of deep Calm and Peace.

“Yes, I do. I don't know why. But I
do.”

“Then give me the reins.”

Charlie tossed his ends of the reins to the Lion,
who caught them in his mouth and began to run, the horse keeping up
with his new leader.

“But there's a cliff this way!” Charlie shouted as
he held to the saddle horn for dear life.

“Do you trust me?” the Lion replied. Charlie knew he
trusted the Lion, but logic very clearly told him
that…

… They leaped from the cliff and were soaring
through the air at an incredible speed - earth, sky, and stars
blurring as they streaked by. Somewhere, somehow, there was
probably someone in the Rockies who heard Charlie's scream as they
took to flight, but through all my travels and interviews, I’ve not
found that person.

As with other children brought to Narnia by such
dramatic fashions, Charlie's incredibly powerful scream lasted all
the way from Earth to Narnia, and it was only upon landing and the
sudden rush of adrenaline that a fear-hiding laughter took its
place. And then the real surprise came.

“What's happened to me?” exclaimed Charlie, staring
down at himself in shock.










Chapter 2
The White Witch's Anger Management Toy


  Most of you have never been turned into a
stone statue and then restored back to life, and, if you have
please let me interview you! Those who've had this happen to them
did not
enjoy those first few moments of returning to flesh and
blood! They tell me that if your brain is unfrozen before your
heart and lungs, for instance, then the first thing that happens is
a sheer, overwhelming panic of not being able to breathe or feel a
heartbeat. I think I’d much rather have my feet unfrozen first and
let it work its way up to my brain! Or maybe my stomach first and
let it work up and down at the same time.

One particular man I interviewed told me that the
first thing he did when life came back to him was scream – a long,
loud, powerful scream that sounded like it had been held for a very
long time before he was able to finally let it out. (I think it’s
also because he was trying to scream as he was being turned into
stone.) And then he collapsed - muscles that hadn't been used for
some time were finally able to either contract or relax, and they
did so suddenly and abruptly.

Then his memory started coming back: Sunshine on the
Hill with the Tree of Protection; the witch Jadis leaning down to
explain how she’d fooled not only him but his father into doing her
will. And then the kiss! For two years he’d waited for a kiss from
the woman and when it finally came it was cold as stone and next
thing he remembered was screaming and collapsing.

Then he remembered this wasn't the first time he'd
been unfrozen; dozens and dozens of times he'd been returned to
human flesh, only to be tortured and abused and then turned to
stone again.

You see, far upriver from where the town of Baruna
had once stood was the dam built by Mister Beaver. Far from
finished when the Witch's winter began, Mister Beaver had struggled
on throughout the Witch's reign, hoping to finally finish his
humble dam and small domed home. But Beaver and his dam is another
story; I only mention it because close by Beaver's dam there was
another, smaller river that flowed into the Great River after
working its way through several narrow gorges full of trees and
brambles and braken. If one was foolish enough to follow this
forsaken little river towards its source, one would eventually come
to a tall, multi-towered castle. It had so many towers that from a
distance it looked like a pin cushion full of tall, narrow pins all
sticking straight up at attention while wearing tall, cone-shaped
hats. It was surrounded by a tall, nearly-impregnable wall, and the
only entrance, oddly enough, faced north; not even south towards
Narnia. This, as the frequent traveler to Narnia knows, was the
home of Jadis, the White Witch, who, because of the death of the
Tree of Protection, had gained power over Narnia and had pronounced
herself Queen.

Sitting straight-backed and with an ice-cold look of
anger that would chill even the most hearty desert dweller in the
middle of a hot summer day, Jadis was angrier than anyone had yet
seen her. Before her knelt a group of black-haired dwarfs, each and
every one of them trembling.

It didn't matter why she was mad – she
was always
mad – except when she was torturing and abusing her
favorite toy; the stone statue she specifically kept behind a wall
of ice to the right-hand side of her throne. And on this particular
day her anger was of such that the dwarfs knew she'd be doing just
that – which also meant they'd not be harmed today as her anger
would be focused on the poor statue.

But as the Queen brought down the ice wall with a
single blast from her wand, her anger managed to find new heights
as the blast had been too strong and had knocked the statue against
the stone wall behind it and broken its legs. In her fury she
turned against the black-haired dwarfs who hadn't been dismissed.
Fortunately for them, they didn't last long - not near as long as
that poor man with the now-broken legs who'd been tortured and
abused at least once a month since the beginning of the
Hundred-Year Winter.

Thus had been the fate of King Narl, the last king
of Narnia; the man whose unfaithfulness to Aslan and his Covenant
of Kingship contributed to the death of the Tree of Protection,
leaving the land without protection from the White
Witch.










Chapter 3
The New Young Foal


  The bare branches in the old forest swayed
gently in the breeze, tiny flakes of snow falling from the branches
as they moved gently with the wind and then back again. The pines
still had their needles, of course, which was the only green in
sight; the rest of the ancient forest looking as lonely and sad as
the ancient centaur lying against one of the oldest but still
largest fallen trunks in the forest; the old nymph of a nearby,
equally-ancient tree sitting quietly by his side; an unseen
friend.

Almost a hundred years previous, the Old One of the
centaurs had discovered an old friend whom he'd thought dead for
many years but had actually been in the royal prison, and then,
after a bare few weeks of rediscovery, she set sail with the rest
of the humans for wherever Aslan had taken them after the fall of
Narnia to the White Witch and her horde. *


——————————
* This
story is told in my first Narnia novel 'From Boy to Man and Back
Again'.

——————————

His herd, trying to escape the Winter that settled
across Narnia, divided after the humans left, some heading into the
impassable Western Mountains and the Western Wilds in search of
green pastures; others going south into Archenland. But Khan, the
wisest and oldest of all centaurs, illogically refused to leave his
home. So, retreating to his special, secret place in the ancient
woods, heh'd finally sat down and was simply waiting to
die.

The problem was that time seemed to have stopped as
Winter settled over Narnia – it had been the same winter for nearly
one-hundred years – always Winter but no Christmas. Khan had been
old for a hundred years, not getting younger and not getting older
– except in spirit. His spirit was dying. Fortunately for him, he
seemed to have slept through the winter, just as most of the rest
of Narnia had done. Perhaps Aslan was being kind to the Old One.
Or, perhaps this was Aslan's way of preserving him for an important
task once the winter ended.

“Old One,” a quiet voice called softly. But Khan
didn’t open his eyes.

“Old One,” the voice called again, and Khan shook
his head ever so slightly, wanting the voice to go
away.

“Khan: open your eyes.” It was a kind, soft voice
that one couldn't refuse, so Khan slowly opened his
eyes.

“Have I finally come into your land, Great One?”
Khan asked slowly as he realized it was Aslan who stood before
him.

“Not yet. You still have much to do
here.”

“But I don’t want to do any more. I want to
die.”

“Today is
not a good day to
die.” Aslan sat next to the aged centaur, his side against Khan’s
side. “I have a boy who needs you.”

“A boy?” Khan asked slowly. “Great One, why have you
brought a boy to Narnia now that humans have been driven out?
Surely - ”

But Aslan growled softly (which also passes as a
purr for large cats) and Khan stopped speaking. “This boy needs
your wisdom. He needs to your strength. Another human would give
him wonderful human advice, but he is in need of something greater.
He needs an Old One.”

“As your Majesty wishes, then,” Khan whispered, but
Aslan could tell his heart wasn’t in it, and you'd be able to tell
if you’d heard it, too, because his heart really wasn’t in it. I
must confess that it broke my poor old human heart to hear the
resignation and sadness in the old warrior’s
voice.

“Have you ever been a teacher?” Aslan asked
casually, and Khan turned his head to the Lion, perplexed. He was
an Old One; his life's purpose in the decades before the
Hundred-Year Winter had been teaching the young ones – or, it had
been until his herd separated and departed. “This boy needs your
kindness and your understanding. He needs a teacher who is also a
Grandfather.”

“What is wrong with the boy?”

“That is for him to tell. Simply treat him as you
would a foal.” Centaurs, you see, normally treated their young with
the greatest kindness; we could learn much from
them.

Khan thought hard. Of course he wouldn’t refuse
Aslan, but he was tired. He was old and had seen his world fall
apart and his civilization die. He had outlasted everything
important – except, of course, Aslan. No one outlasted
Aslan.

“As you wish, Majesty,” the old centaur finally
murmured.

I must point out to the children having this book
read to them that this was really a matter of great strength, for
when a being wants only to die but agrees to help someone else,
this is a show of great strength. You should be very proud of
Khan!

Aslan nodded and turned towards the place where the
boy was hiding in the trees. “Charlie!” Nothing happened. “Charlie,
it is safe. Come out.” Bush branches moved, and the face and torso
of a twelve-year-old sandy-haired boy appeared some ten feet away.
He was wearing a blue jean coat that was buttoned up to his neck,
and he wore matching blue mittens and knit hat. “Charlie,” Aslan
began, “This is Khan. He is the Old One I told you about. He is
wise beyond his years.”

“Your Majesty flatters me,” began Khan, but as he
was speaking he’d turned his head towards the boy, and when he saw
him he stopped speaking. “His face. Who has hurt this boy?” Charlie
took a step back into the bushes as Khan began to unfold his legs
to stand, a fierce look slowly coming to his
eyes.

“Do not be afraid, Charlie,” Aslan
whispered.

“Charlie?” asked Khan, “Is this your name?” The boy
slowly nodded, his eyes opening larger and larger as the centaur
slowly finished unfolding his legs and stood, reaching his full
height. “Who hurt you, Charlie?” Khan reached out for the boy, and
something in the Old One's demeanor told Charlie he didn’t have to
be afraid. But when the centaur slowly pulled the trusting boy from
the bushes with a gentle hand the boy got scared; he was afraid to
be been seen in the condition he was in.

“You call this a boy?” Khan asked, turning towards
Aslan, surprise and insult lighting his dark eyes. “This is no
boy!”

You see, children, Aslan had done something He’d
never, as far I've been able to find out (and I've been doing a lot
of research!) done before. As Charlie was pulled from the bushes,
Khan saw for the first time that this ‘boy’ walked on horse legs
and had a horse torso – palomino colored, to be exact; matching his
sandy-colored head of hair. “This is no boy,” Khan
repeated.

“He is a boy,” countered Aslan, “But sometimes a
student must wear the uniform of his school.”

“This is unnatural!” Aslan almost
hissed.

“But it has its purpose!” replied the great Lion,
equally forceful.

Khan said nothing, but the fire in his eyes was far
from calm. He let go of Charlie, who retreated clumsily and as fast
as he could back into the bushes.

“The boy comes from a world where there is nothing
but hate. His only friends are the horses his family raises. The
only family life he knows is one of Fear. I had assumed,” and Aslan
paused as if thinking, “I had assumed that the mighty Khan was the
wisest of all Narnians and best able to teach a wounded boy full of
anger and fear that there is something better.” Aslan paused again.
“Have I assumed wrong, Old One?”

After a moment Khan bowed his head as he allowed his
anger to subside. “No, Majesty, you have not assumed
wrong.”

“Then forgive how I have presented him to you – and
remember it is not the boy’s fault. Treat him as a foal and call
him a foal if it pleases you. I assure you, it will please him.”
Aslan paused. “Will it not, Charlie?”

“Yes, Mister Aslan, Sir,” Charlie’s somewhat shaky
voice sounded from the bushes. “'Cuz I do kinda look like a foal
right now.”

Aslan smiled. “Take the boy for a walk around
Narnia. Let him meet Narnians, but do not tell them who or what he
really is. Let the boy tell you why he is here, and then help
him.”

With that, Aslan stood and silently padded away, not
even leaving tracks in the snow.

“Young One,” Khan called out after he watched Aslan
disappear among the trees.

“I'm not a young one,” a childish voice in the
bushes retorted. “I'm twelve years old.”

“Before this winter began I was one-hundred and
eighty-nine years old,” replied Khan; “I assure you, you are a
young one.”

Charlie's face appeared through the bush. “Okay; I'm
a young one. But just to you.” Charlie stepped slowly out of the
bushes again. “I don't know your name yet.”

“Khan.”

“That's a warrior's name! There was a warrior king
with that name… ”

Khan smiled an old warrior's smile, and Charlie
watched that warrior look as it was first fierce and then friendly.
“I was a great warrior in my time. But now I am an Old One – full
of nothing but wisdom and knowledge.”

“Gramps – that's my grandfather – says that in our
world someone like you is called 'The Grandfather'. It's a way to
show respect.”

“Then you may call me Grandfather to show respect,
and I will show you kindness by calling you Young
One.”

“I guess it's a deal, then.”

Khan reached out and fingered the clothing Charlie
was still wearing, for he was still wearing his coat and knit cap.
“All of Narnia will laugh at a centaur wearing a coat and hat, you
know. They may even laugh at me.”

“Do warriors in Narnia care if someone laughs at
them?”

Khan’s eyes sharpened just a little; it was obvious
that this boy used retorts to protect himself! “No; they do not.
But they also do not like fighting everyone over a matter of
honor.”

“It’s too cold here for me to get rid of my coat. I
can’t do it yet.” Charlie sharpened his eyes. “You can’t make
me.”

Khan smiled a warrior’s smile, knowing he was going
to like this boy. “I
choose not to make
you, Young One.”










Chapter 4
Walkabout


  Khan obeyed Aslan’s request and prepared to
take the boy on a walking tour of Narnia. Khan introduced Charlie
to Narnians by his family name of 'Littlewood' as opposed to his
personal name 'Charlie' as the family name sounded so much more
Narnian. (So, from here I will also call him by his family name.)
Littlewood met the Beasts of the forest – 'beasts' in Narnia being
talking, thinking creatures as opposed to the regular dumb animals
we here on Earth are familiar with. He even knelt to pet a black
panther mother and was rewarded with being able to hold one of her
little ones as it meowed.

To his complete surprise he was one day greeted by a
small grove of speaking trees as it glided along to wherever moving
trees go, their trunks and roots looking as if they were wading
through the dirt as opposed to raising them up out of the ground as
if walking.

One thing Littlewood enjoyed was running. Sure, as a
human who was the target of every bully at school he'd certainly
learned to run - but now as a centaur he was learning to run like a
horse, and he'd always enjoyed riding a running horse. He loved the
feel of running; the feel of the wind in his hair while knowing he
was the one running and not an animal he was riding. He'd learned
to ride while his horse Charlie trotted, cantered, and even
galloped, but now he was the one trotting, cantering, and galloping
– and jumping! Oh, jumping! Once he'd really learned how to
coordinate all four legs the first thing he did was try to jump a
huge, dead, tree trunk that layed helplessly on its side. Yes, it
was a disaster the first few times, but within a week Khan couldn't
keep him from jumping anything that - well, to a young
one everything
needs to be jumped over, right?

Once Littlewood was proficient enough at walking and
running as opposed to tripping over his new self, they climbed the
Southern Mountains and looked down into Archenland, which was in
the middle of a bright, hot summer. Charlie met dwarfs who eyed his
coat and hat and mittens suspiciously, but a single glance from
Khan kept them from commenting. Then they began a long walk along
the eastern beaches. Littlewood had never seen the ocean and had
always dreamed of doing so. He’d also dreamed of riding a horse (of
course) through the surf like in the movies, so running through it
as a centaur was truly his ultimate beach experience. There were
mermaids – real mermaids! As they reached Glasswater they heard
mermaids calling them, and Littlewood galloped as far out into the
water as he could and the merfolk swam around him and below him and
giggled like school girls. And Littlewood giggled too, at the
thought that there really were mermaids and centaurs and here he
was in his own secret world where nothing could hurt him ever
again. (Of course, he also giggled because they were reaching up
and tickling his horse belly as they swam below him.) The boy
hidden away in the centaur foal decided this was a far better
Heaven than the one his Grandfather the minister taught
about!

At Cair Paraval they turned inland and slowly
followed the river, walking for much of it on the frozen river's
surface. Littlewood got a glimpse of the castle on a hill, but Khan
only knew that it had appeared one day for the future Kings and
Queens who would inhabit it but didn't know when it would ever
happen. He also explained that Narnians for the most part left the
hill alone as it was obvious Aslan had purposes for it they didn't
know.

Several day's walk up the river and they came to the
largest beaver's dam Littlewood had ever seen, and let's not forget
that he grew up in the Great Rockies. To his delight he was able to
meet Mister and Missus Beaver and even spent a day helping to drag
branches and limbs to the top of the dam, where Mister Beaver would
place them in ways only understood to beaver-kind. One evening
Mister Beaver's mates [to the American reader, this means his his
buddies] came calling, so Littlewood got to meet them as
well.

Even further on and they met a faun who lived in a
cave in the side of the hill and then traveled on to what
Littlewood was able to identify as a lamppost. He described its
true function to Khan and was equally surprised that in the many
years Khan claimed it had stood on this spot it had yet to run out
of fuel for the lighted flame.

Beyond the lamppost they visited the great Cauldron
Pool, where herds of pegasus flew down from the Western Mountains
to feed and bathe. Littlewood wore a Christmas Morning face of joy
and surprise as he watched the pegasus – until he realized that as
a centaur he had no hope of ever riding one. Even so, such
disappointment did
not take away from
the absolute majesty of the sight. (He was even rethinking that
pegasus tattoo Missus Martin had talked him out of back when he was
just a fourth-grader.)

Khan was constantly on the lookout for the one being
he did not
want Littlewood to meet – the White Witch. But they
stayed off all the main roads and even the secondary paths, so they
were able to return to Khan's ancient forest retreat without the
boy ever meeting her.

——————

Somewhere along the path of their walkabout the boy
disguised as a centaur opened up to the old warrior and they often
talked long into the night about his parents and about the bullies
at school. For Littlewood it was a relief to finally tell someone.
Khan was at first very angry – not at Littlewood but at his parents
and at a civilization that would allow such evil to go on. While
the angry warrior manifested itself, there was also the gentle
Grandfather who allowed Littlewood to cry for the first time in his
life and assured him it was not his fault that his parents were
alcoholics and were mean when they were drunk. Khan asked if
Littlewood had ever talked to anyone else and the boy admitted how
scared he was to do so because 'everyone' always believed grown-ups
and never children, and then he'd probably get beat when his
parents found out he'd talked to someone.

“The only time anyone believes me is when I'm
teaching them something about horses,” Littlewood
explained.

“Can you not even talk to this grandfather of
yours?” Khan had asked.

“Well, he's Papa's pa,” Littlewood explained, “And I
don't know if he wants to hear it.”

“Wanting to hear it is not the issue,” Khan replied,
waving a finger as if to make a point. “If this grandfather is an
Old One then he must hear it no matter how much it hurts him. He
has a responsibility to the herd more than he does to his own
feelings. The foals of the herd must be protected above all
else.”

If you thought Khan had gotten angry when Littlewood
told him about his parents beating him when they were drunk, I
assure you that you would
not want to have
been anywhere near Narnia and perhaps even Archenland when
Littlewood told him about his sister Wendy, a nine-year-old
precious jewel, and that there was sometimes more than beatings in
her bedroom. Khan was so angry that Littlewood fled as fast as his
four legs could carry him, and he didn't stop until he tripped on a
tree root and knocked himself out when he hit the ground. He came
to with his head in Khan's arms and feeling strangely
peaceful.

Khan explained to Littlewood that he had few options
when he returned home. A warrior did whatever he had to do to
protect his herd – in this case, his sisters Wendy and
three-year-old Glenna. He could do this by standing his ground and
fighting, or he could take those under his protection and leave the
herd. “But,” warned Khan, “never leave your herd unless you can
make it on your own or you know of a herd that will take you in.”
Littlewood nodded, knowing that what the old centaur said was true.
“And, it is time for you to tell someone,” Khan continued, his
finger once more waving. “If this grandfather of yours is the man
you say he is, he will listen. He will confront his son. He will
punish his son and take you in to his herd. I think you need to
trust this man.”

“Doesn't matter, anyway,” Littlewood
replied.

“Why does it not matter?”

“Because I live here now. This is my world. My
secret world.”

“Secret worlds are not for hiding,” Khan began
carefully. “Aslan allows us a secret world so that we have a place
to better prepare ourselves for life in our real world.” He paused.
“Aslan brought you here to give you time to learn strength instead
of Fear. To learn to protect yourself instead of being a victim. To
sacrifice for your sisters instead of thinking just of yourself.”
He paused again. “To do this you have to learn to trust. Trust this
grandfather you love.”

“How can I know who to trust?” Littlewood asked. “I
don't think I can trust anyone. It's – it’s
scary.”

“Eyes, Young One. Any being can arrange their face
into a mask to show whatever attitude they wish. They can train
themselves to show the body language they wish to show. But look
into their eyes during an unguarded moment, and you will see who
and what kind of creature that being truly is.”

Khan let Littlewood digest that information for some
time.

“One more thing, Young One.” Littlewood waited for
Khan to continue. “You must learn to forgive.”


“What?”

“Holding on to hate only turns you into the person
you refuse to forgive. Which means they win a second
time.”

“So I should forgive them and they not be
punished?”

“No; no, no! They
must be punished!
But while they are being punished you must forgive them so
that your
heart stops punishing
you.”

“How can I forgive someone who's not repented…
?”

Khan held up a finger, as if counting things:
“Punish is what your society must do to your offenders, whether
they have repented or not – and, whether you've forgiven them or
not. They must pay the price your people set for what they have
done,” and Khan's fierce warrior eyes momentary revealed what he
thought the punishment ought to be. The Old One held up a second
finger and continued. “Meanwhile, Repentance is what your offenders
must to, whether you forgive them or not.” A third finger rose as
he concluded. “And, Forgive is what you must do, whether your
offender repents or not.

“These three actions – Punishment, Repentance,
Forgiveness – they are
not symbiotic; one
can happen without the other. Punishment is what your society and
your god must do, and you must cooperate with your society for this
to happen or you are helping to destroy the order of your own
civilization. Repentance is the action and attitude the offender
must effect in their own hearts. Meanwhile, Forgiveness is the
action and attitude of your heart. One does not need the other to
occur.

“Right now your hate and anger has you tied to the
ground, wallowing in the mud and filth of hate and anger - learn to
forgive and you become as free as a pegasus in a clear summer sky,
able to soar above those who would drag you down. Forgiving is the
greatest of all Freedoms, because it gives Freedom to your own
Heart.”

Littlewood shook his head. “I can't. I just
can't.”

“Never say 'can't,' Young One. In time you will be
able to. We have to at least WANT to forgive… ”

“And I don't want to!”

“That is your choice; a very dangerous choice.” Khan
paused but Littlewood was wearing a mule-stubborn face. “If we
cannot forgive now, then we must leave the door to our heart open
so that in time Forgiveness can silently sneak in and find a place
to lodge and grow, waiting for us to discover it and then welcome
it. And, in time, embrace it.”

“No,” was the only answer the foal
had.

Khan took Littlewood's head in his hand. “You are
but twelve summers old; I am one-hundred eighty-nine summers old.
There are many, many things I know that you do not. This is one of
them. Let your heart think on these things. It will tell you the
truth.”

The way the wise old centaur said 'let your heart
think on these things' sounded just like Gramps when he was
teaching his congregation an important point of truth; it rang
though his mind as if in Gramps' voice. So Littlewood nodded
slowly, and the Grandfather in Khan smiled back, knowing that for
now this was the best he would get from the foal.

——————

The next day around Noon a large red squirrel leaped
through the branches of Khan's ancient forest, chattering so fast
and excitedly that neither Khan or Littlewood could understand him.
Shortly, however, a somewhat calmer red fox ran through, announcing
excitedly that Aslan had called for them to gather to the great
Stone Table as the prophecy was being fulfilled that two Sons of
Adam and two Daughters of Eve had come to Narnia and the Winter was
coming to an end. It was time to bring down the reign of the White
Witch.

“What's he talking about?” Littlewood asked as Khan
took off galloping to the north and he was doing his best to keep
up.

Khan recited the prophecy:


“When Adam's flesh and Adam's
bone

Sits at Cair Paravel in throne,

The evil time will be over and done.”
*


——————————
* quoted
from 'The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe', chapter
8.

——————————

Littlewood still didn't understand, but he knew it
was important, so he did his best to keep up. And by the time they
reached the base of the hill upon which this Stone Table stood,
Spring had come enough that the human foal had shed his coat,
mittens, and winter cap and arrived at Aslan's camp looking like a
proper centaur.










Chapter 5
Winter's End


  Khan and his foal reached Aslan's camp just
behind three human children - a boy and two girls - who were being
guided there by Mister and Missus Beaver.

“Humans!” Littlewood exclaimed and made as if to
catch up with them, but Khan held him back.

“Remember you are not currently a human – on the
outside, at least,” Khan reminded Littlewood.

“Oh; yeah.”

Littlewood momentarily forgot the three human
children as he and Khan entered the camp because there was just too
many new things to see. Medieval tents with pendants flying were
surrounded by creatures of every sort. Fauns and satyrs preparing
weapons of war; full-sized centaurs helping each other don
centaur-shaped body armor; bears and large cats of every variety;
badgers and beavers and moles and foxes and squirrels – everyone
seemed to have a task and each was doing their best as they knew
this would be an ugly battle.

This was Littlewood's first chance to meet centaurs
other than Khan – most had left Narnia for the long winter and had
only just come back at Aslans' call. Each and every centaur saluted
Khan as a warrior or as the Patriarch that he was, and Kahn
introduced Littlewood as his special charge given to him by Aslan
Himself, an introduction which naturally brought a certain level of
respect. He was also noticeable as the only 'child' in the camp
other than the three humans that seemed to be the center of Aslan's
attention.

“Volunteers! Volunteers needed!” a faun was shouting
as he ran through the camp. “Need to rescue the second Son of Adam
from the Witch's camp!” The faun had far more volunteers on his
hands than needed, and soon the rescue party was on its way,
returning early the next morning with a fourth human child who
looked very humbled and very relieved to be out of the Witch's
control. He and Aslan climbed a nearby knoll and had a long talk
before he was presented back to his brother and sisters, all three
of whom embraced him.

As he wasn't being allowed to do a soldier's job,
Littlewood had been assigned to assist a gaggle of giggly birch
tree nymphs as they prepared and served that day's meals to the
Sons of Adam and the Daughters of Eve, and he remembered to
introduce himself simply as 'Littlewood' when asked, and he was
embarrassed to be shirtless around the two girls because in his day
and age a proper boy always put on a shirt when the girls came
around – he had to keep reminding himself he was a centaur and not
a boy. Later he was so busy with the nymphs that he was totally
unaware of when the White Witch came to claim what was hers (the
“traitor's blood”) and as she and Aslan met alone and struck a deal
he was down at the river, cleaning the serving trays for the next
meal. As camp was pulled down and the army moved out for the Fords
of Beruna, where the battle was to take place, he did everything he
could to help pack wagons and even have saddle bags full of arrows
layed on his own equine back – for his job in the coming battle was
to go from archer to archer to ensure they had all the arrows they
needed. Khan stressed over and over again as they marched along the
importance of the “supply line” and how it could make or break a
battle until Littlewood was sure he had the speech
memorized.

And so the battle began. As soon as the first archer
was out of arrows and shouting for more, Littlewood's job began.
Every time he heard “Arrows!” he was rushing to the source of the
shout. If he would've had more time to look around, he would have
seen Ghouls, Boggles, Minotaurs … Cruels, Hags, Spectres, and
the people of the Toadstools … Incubuses, Wraiths, Horrors,
Efreets, Sprites, Orknies, Wooses, and Ettins … Ogres with
monstrous teeth, and wolves and spirits of evil trees and poisonous
plants … you get the picture – if it was evil then it was
fighting for the Witch.*


———————————
* These
lists of evil ones fighting for the Witch are taken directly from
'The Lion, the Witch, and the
Wardrobe'.

———————————

All that running and jumping he'd done since he'd
come to Narnia and gained two extra legs paid off handsomely as
Littlewood ran from archer to archer, jumping obstacles and dodging
arrows flying at him – yes, the other side knew that to put a hole
in the supply line is to stop the other side from being able to
fire on them – and Littlewood was the supply line they were trying
to put a hole in. He was relieved that the archers weren't on the
front lines as he was sure he didn't have the courage for that;
this was bad enough!

When his saddlebags were empty, Littlewood galloped
as fast as he could to the supply wagons and back, his saddlebags
refilled to keep the archers supplied. He'd made three such trips
before Aslan's army was overwhelmed by the Witch and her evil
horde, and he retreated as fast as he could when King Peter called
a retreat into the rocky hills behind.

“Help!” came a desperate call, and Littlewood turned
to see Mister Beaver, in beaver-sized armor, cornered by two
wolves. Without even thinking the boy-centaur thundered back down
the hill and trampled one of the wolves before he could scoop up
Mister Beaver and turn back up the hill … and to his horror he
took an arrow in his human back halfway up the hill and his world
went dark.

The next thing he remembered was one of the human
girls - the younger of the two - holding his face with one of her
hands as she held a small, crystal container of what had to be
medicine over his mouth, dropping just a drop of it onto his
thirsty tongue – as a battle-weary satyr was pulling the arrow from
his back.

“He shouldn't have come back for me!” Littlewood
heard Mister Beaver's voice protesting through a thick haze; “Look
what he's done to himself… !”

“He's a brave one, to be sure!” Missus Beaver's
voice sounded. “And don't you dare belittle his bravery by saying
what he should or shouldn't have done. He's a place at our table
and a bed in our house any time he asks, and that's the
truth.”

“But… ”

“Even if I have to sleep on the
floor!”

“He won't even be able to fit through the door,
Love… ”

“He will after the excellent remodel job you're
going to do!” Missus Beaver said in a soft, cooing voice that a
married man soon recognizes is
not a
suggestion.

“Aye, that he will.” There was a pause. “First thing
when we return home! Father Christmas said the dam was completed.
Do you think there's any paper in the supply wagon? I could start
designing right now… ”

The girl holding Littlewood's face smiled as the
beaver's voice trailed off, and Littlewood caught himself smiling
back.

“You're the centaur who was serving us yesterday,
aren't you?” the girl asked.

Littlewood nodded.

“What's your name? I'm Lucy.”

“I'm Cha-” Littlewood began, not
thinking.

“Littlewood, Majesty,” he heard Khan's voice
interrupt. “His name is Littlewood.”

Littlewood felt Khan's strong arms pick him up to
carry him to a wagon for the wounded and then his eyes closed
again. He felt as if he were one of the newborn foals he used to
pick up and carry back on Earth on this family's horse ranch, and
the feeling filled him with warmth and comfort and – and for the
first time he could ever, ever remember, he felt – Safe. Yes,
children, he was twelve years old and had never felt safe in his
whole life! But he knew he was safe now, and because of that he was
able to rest and sleep.

The next thing Littlewood knew it was dinner time in
the huge camp that was readying to move the next day and Khan was
insisting he continue to rest, and they sat silently sipping on a
hearty broth with vegetables that had been brought to them in big
wood bowls.

“Why did you do it, Young One?” Khan asked quietly
as the camp's bustle was settling down and soft songs around
various campfires could be heard. There was even a nearby clearing
with fauns and nymphs and they had a drum going for a
dance.

“Do what?”

“Put yourself in danger to save
Beaver.”

“He was in trouble. I couldn't have just…
”

“And yet you do your sister.”

Littlewood thought a very long time until he spoke,
and Khan was wisely silent, allowing that thought process to take
just as long as it needed.

Finally the foal spoke. “That's
different.”

“Different? Because at home there are no weapons
flashing in the sun and no war cry and screams of the
wounded … ?”

Littlewood's head went down, because sometimes at
home there was screaming and he hid from it instead of helping the
one screaming.

“I'm just a boy, Grandfather,” Littlewood whispered.
“At home I'm scared.”

“You were not scared today?”

“Yeah, I was.”

“But in the heat of battle there was no time to
think; only to act.”

Littlewood's head came back up.
“Yeah!”

“Then how will you make yourself think of home as a
battle to protect your fellow soldiers so there will be no time to
think; only to act?”

And with that question, Khan shut his eyes as if to
sleep, and Littlewood knew he was supposed to think on that
question but not reply. And so he did.

“I only add,” Khan whispered, “that the real test of
courage comes not in the heat of the battle when there is no time
to think. It comes when there is time to think and allow either
fear or courage to win over the other.”

—————

Promptly the next morning the camp began to move to
the east along the river and towards the castle Khan and Littlewood
had seen on their walkabout. Littlewood was fully healed and
running up and down the moving line of Narnians like the foal he
was, taking in the sight of so many new creatures – even making
friends with a yellow dog named Phoebes who knew all about the hill
where the castle stood and was telling anyone who would listen all
about it, he having a den on one of the slopes.

“How old are you?” a voice asked behind Littlewood.
He turned to find himself facing three centaur males that appeared
to be his own size and age. He thought fast – his human age was
only twelve, but he also knew that horses matured much faster and
so he knew he had no idea how fast a centaur matured and so he
didn't know what age he ought to admit to.

“Grandfather,” Littlewood asked, turning to his
mentor. “How old should I be?”

Khan had watched the three who had approached his
ward and nodded to them as they had bowed their heads to him as a
respect for his age. “When Aslan brought him to me He did not tell
me this foal's age,” began Khan. “And the young one has no memory
of before he was found by the Great Lion.”

Littlewood smiled – that short sentence set quite
the groundwork for a lot of background neither he nor Khan really
wanted to waste too much time making up – he simply had no memory
of his time 'before'.

“Let's go see the new Kings and Queens,” one of
three young centaurs suggested. Littlewood looked to Khan, who
nodded, and all four young ones galloped around the long train of
Narnians to get a peek at the four unicorns who led the procession,
each carrying one of the four humans. Littlewood guessed that the
two oldest – Peter and Susan - were his own age, while Edmund
couldn't have been more than ten and Lucy even
younger.

Lucy saw Littlewood and smiled as she waved. “You're
all healed!” she exclaimed.

“Yeah,” Littlewood replied, embarrassed at the
attention and still thinking he ought to be wearing a shirt in
front of the girl. He caught up with the girl and turned his back
so she could see that even the scar the arrow should have left was
gone.

“You know Queen Lucy?!” Buck, the tallest and
darkest-haired of the young centaurs asked.

“Yeah; I served them their meals in Aslan's
camp.”

“You were in Aslan's camp?!”

“Yeah. And, she healed me after the
battle.”

“You were in the
battle?!” A breathless hush fell
across all the young ones.

“I was just - ” Littlewood was going to say he was
'just an arrow bearer' but stopped. “Yeah, I was. Took an arrow in
the back.”

“Wow!” gasped the three other centaur foals and
many, many of the other young ones.

“That's how I met the Queen. She had some sort of
medicine she was giving everyone who was
wounded.”

The next several hours of marching towards Cair
Paravel was spent with Littlewood retelling the story of the battle
as he witnessed it – first to his three new friends and then to a
growing crowd of young ones of every sort – faun, satyr, and many
of the various Beasts. Even a half-grown white tiger padded
alongside to hear the stories. Littlewood soon realized his status
among his peers was greatly enhanced by having been in the battle,
and it didn't even matter that he didn't do any fighting – he was
at least 'in the battle'! He'd done something while all his new
friends were being told they were too young and were guarded by the
aged females of their species.

“You did not exaggerate too much of the story, did
you, Young One?” Khan asked later that night as the train of
Narnians stopped for the night.

“I started to,” Littlewood admitted. “But I realized
it was wrong – I'd have to remember so much that didn't really
happen. And it didn't even seem to make a difference when they
found out I was just an arrow bearer. They were just jealous that I
was in the battle.”

“That is because your new band of admirers
understands that yours was an honored and important role. And,
having been in that battle will be a mark of honor for many years
to come. That such an honor should be upon someone of your tender
age… ” Khan shrugged as he smiled a grandfather's smile. “I hope
you will in the future thank Queen Lucy for her gracious act of
healing you.”

Littlewood could tell that while Khan's voice was
casual and courteous, a command had just been given. “Yes,
Grandfather,” he replied.

Khan nodded and then closed his eyes for the
night.

By the evening of the second day of the march the
now-former army reached the castle and camped along the beach,
where the four humans waded bare-foot into the surf and played and
laughed and generally enjoyed themselves as if they knew that once
they were crowned the following day they would need to act a bit
more grown-up. Khan and Littlewood were both surprised that Queen
Lucy sent word for him to join them, and so he did, shyly at first;
still thinking about that shirt he ought to have on around the
girls. But their pleasant personalties and love for sport was
infectious, and soon Littlewood was playing with all four of them
as if he too were a human visiting from another world. And, as they
returned to camp, Littlewood found a chance to formally (for a
twelve-year-old) thank Queen Lucy for healing him. She smiled as
she stood on her tiptoes and pulled his head down to her so she
could give him a little-sister kiss – which he promptly wiped off,
grimacing, but only after she was gone.










Chapter 6
The Royal Stablemaster


  As the coronation ceremony ended, presided
over by Aslan, the high Kings and Queens stood to reward those whom
they thought had earned exceptional notice. Littlewood was
surprised to hear his name called out by King
Peter.

“But Majesty,” Littlewood exclaimed as he attempted
a bow, “I'm not a warrior; I'm just a kid who …
”

You can imagine the laughter and confusion as a
young centaur-looking being called himself a 'kid'. You see, in
America where Charlie was from everyone refers to their human
children as 'kids', and in Finchley (for those of you who haven't
looked it up on the internet, it's a northwest suburb of London; an
upper-middle class area) where the High Kings and Queens are from,
only baby goats are referred to as 'kids'. And, in Narnia only baby
fauns and satyrs are called by this title. Certainly not a
centaur!

This was the most humiliating thing that Littlewood
could ever remember happening. He blushed heavily and deeply and
found a quick way out a side door as laughter continued, Khan
calling after him in vain. And as he was galloping down the side of
the hill upon which the great castle stood, not at all thinking
there was really anywhere to hide, he suddenly felt a nip at this
rear legs and turned to see the yellow dog Phoebes running
alongside him.

“This way,” the dog said as he left the path and
headed towards a thicket of bushes, where Littlewood discovered
that Phoebes' den was large enough for both a dog and a centaur and
appeared to be the perfect place for a deeply embarrassed boy,
horse, or centaur to hide from the world. Littlewood was so busy
feeling humiliated that the dog said nothing, but licked the foal's
shoulder and then his cheek.

After some time the dog's ears perked up and he told
Littlewood he would return shortly. Phoebes had heard voices
calling Littlewood, but they were so far away the foal wouldn't
have heard them. When Phoebes did return, it was with Queen Lucy in
tow – he'd explained to the other searchers (which included Khan)
where Littlewood was and that he would watch over him through his
humiliation. They all agreed – except for Queen
Lucy.

Littlewood, who'd been on his belly, his hind legs
tucked under him and his forelegs in front of him, tried to turn
his back on her – a considerable feat! But Lucy, once again proving
to what levels of compassion to which she could ascend despite her
scant eight years, didn't try to face Littlewood; she stood behind
him and put a hand on his shoulders so that his face was still
hidden, thus keeping a semblance of self-respect. The foal tried
his best to pretend he was ignoring her, but his shoulder relaxed
and he was comforted by her simple kindness.

“Aslan told me you have a deep secret,” Lucy finally
whispered. “and that it would explain why you called yourself a
'kid' today.”

“Did he tell you the secret?”

“No. He said that He only tells someone their own
story.” She paused. “Master Phoebes, may we please talk
alone?”

The yellow dog bobbed his head and left the
cave.

“I only know of one place in all of existence where
children are called 'kids',” Queen Lucy said with with half a grin
on her face.

“Do you?” asked Littlewood weakly.

“Yes. Where we're from children are called a lot of
things, but never baby goats. And I'm willing to bet that here in
Narnia only fauns and satyrs… ”

“Wh-where are you from?”

“Finchley.” Littlewood shrugged his shoulders; he'd
never heard of such a place. “A part of London. In England.” The
foal nodded his head – he knew that name; he'd written a two-page
school report on London in his second grade year of school that
centered on the Plague, the Great Fire of 1666, and how badly
working horses were treated in the Victorian Era.

Lucy smiled. “Are there other centaurs in
America?”

“I thought he didn't tell you… ”

“He didn't; I'm a good guesser. And you don't have
to tell me 'yes' or 'no' if you don't want.”

Littlewood returned Lucy's smile but didn't say
'yes' or 'no'.

“Well, then, it'll remain my guess and your secret.
And as your reward for saving Mister Beaver and for your part in
the Battle of Beruna, I – I mean 'We' - appoint you Head
Stablemaster for Cair Paravel.”

Littlewood grinned shyly. “I could do that. But
Khan… ”

“Master Khan has been appointed Regent until we're
old enough to really know what we're doing. So you'll still be
seeing each other.”

Littlewood nodded.

“So, then, Master Littlewood of the Royal Mews *,
would you honor me by escorting me to the beach?” And the
eight-year-old curtsied and bowed her head just as if she were a
queen. Which, of course, she was.

—————

* 'Mews' is an old
word for stables that have the living quarters for the human
workers build as a second floor above the
sables.

—————

The young queen was able to talk the young centaur
out of the hiding place and they walked the beach, hand-in-hand and
looking almost like big brother and little sister. Littlewood
learned much about London that hadn't been in his two-page report,
for which, by the way, he'd gotten a very good grade. But then, it
had only been a two-page report.

——————

Very quickly Master Littlewood discovered he was
actually going to be running two stables. He would never dream of
having unicorns and talking horses and centaurs housed in the same
stable as dumb horses, so it was decided he'd build one stable at
the top of the hill next to the castle, and the other – the one for
he dumb animals – would be at the foot of the hill where the new
town was rising.

A week into being stablemaster, the new servants in
the castle, trying to discover all its rooms and hallways and
closets and secret places, came running to where Littlewood was
marking off the place he was going to have the upper stables
built.

“You must come see!” exclaimed Mister Tumnus, a faun
and Advisor to the Royal Court.

Littlewood allowed himself to be nearly dragged by
fauns and satyrs around the corner to the north side of the castle
and to a place where tall, thick brush was being removed from the
tall stone walls. A grand opening was revealed!

“We actually found it by exploring a passage inside
the castle,” Mister Tumnus explained. “Large double doors lead into
what looks like the grandest stable ever built; and then we
discovered these exterior doors… ”

The huge doors had been pushed open and they were
stepping through the entrance as Mister Tumnus was talking, and it
was indeed the grandest stable Littlewood could imagine. Think,
children, of pictures you've seen of those luxurious stables built
in the old French chateaus before the French Revolution and you'll
have a clue of how grand these were. Twenty-five stalls as
luxurious as any centaur, unicorn, or talking horse could want!
Thirty-foot vaulted ceilings and broad, plastered walls were all
graced with baroque-style murals of various equine beings, and from
the ceiling hung ornate wrought iron and crystal chandlers. Each
stall even had its own running water for
drinking.

Just as Littlewood's heart was calming from the
majestic sight he was taking in, he heard more feet and hooves, and
the High Kings and Queens and Regent Khan entered the stables
through the interior entrance.

“Well, Young One,” Khan said, smiling. “Do you still
want to build that new stable… ?”

“No; no. This is… ” What were the right words? He
looked at Khan and smiled. “I'm speechless.”

“Naturally you'll have first choice of
stalls.”

“Well, by the doors, of course.”

“Why is that?”

“So I can greet anyone arriving at any hour. So I
can protect my guests… ”

There were snickers at the thought of a
twelve-year-old human-sized foal protecting full-grown centaur and
unicorns, but when Littlewood turned to see who was laughing the
noise stopped and there was nothing but serious
faces.

“Stablemaster,” King Peter said, grinning while
executing a polite bow. “You honor your position with that
explanation. Choose your quarters, and then our Regent will choose
his.”

“We'll still need to build a stable at the foot of
the hill for the dumb horses,” Littlewood explained. “And we can
rotate four horses up here to be at hand for when Your Majesties
wish to go riding.”

And when the sables – the Cair Paravel Mews - at the
foot of the hill were completed and choice horses found and brought
in, the yellow dog Phoebus was appointed by Littlewood as assistant
stablemaster over the dumb horses, several young humans from
families who'd raised horses elsewhere before coming to Narnia
being employed as his assistants in turn, and he performed many
tasks very well, leaving Littlewood to deal mostly with the talking
guests, few of which were permanent – other than Littlewood and
Khan, the other stalls were needed only by visiting guests.
Littlewood soon found himself feeling like both an innkeeper and a
stablemaster.

It was a memorable day when a large, copper colored
pegasus stallion arrived to pay homage to the High Kings and
Queens…










Chapter 7
Let's Speed Through the First Year


  You children may have noticed that grown-ups
worry about things children don't. For instance, the Hundred-Year
Winter is now done and Narnia is green again. Well, this is a
wonderful thing, to be sure. Meanwhile, it's been Winter for
one-hundred years, and humans are beginning to move back to Narnia.
So, the grown-up reading this book to you is of course asking:
where's all the food?

The Hundred-Year Winter began before what would have
been a very bountiful harvest season, and the amazing thing is that
all the wheat and oats and corn and vegetable gardens that were
growing simply went to sleep under a thick layer of snow, waiting
for the winter to end. And waited and waited. And waited some more.
It didn't even rot or go moldy or mushy or anything. The orchards
just sighed and the trees held on to their fruit and waited the
winter out.

So, when the White Witch was killed, Aurora, Flora,
and Pomona - joined by the ever-masculine and virile Summer -
joined forces and not only drove Old man Winter away but also
melted the snow away, woke the food-bearing plants back up (kind of
like how Khan had slept through the winter only to be woke up when
Aslan called for him), and, lo and behold, in a few months Narnia
was ready and waiting for humans to come in and do what they do
when Harvest Season comes. This is all too simple for most
grown-ups to believe, but grown-ups
do have the hardest
time believing the simplest things!

And humans did come! Ships arrived from the islands
far out in the ocean and wagons and carts came over the mountains
from Archenland, full of people claiming that their
great-grandparents were refugees from Narnia at the onset of the
Hundred-Year Winter. Under the direction of the High Kings and
Queens, farms were reclaimed and town sites were cleared and
restored. And, a waiting harvest of grains and vegetable and fruits
that had woken up and finished ripening were harvested while
harvest hymns were sung and new community ties were established.
Communities came one by one to show respect and reverence to the
High Kings and Queens, who had by their Regent's advise rolled up
their own sleeves and worked the harvest as an example to their new
subjects. Now, these four were actually what some of us would call
“city folk”, and farming was new to them, but the immigrants were
patient with them and found things they could do while appreciating
the help of extra hands.

At the beginning of this first harvest season, the
King of Archenland presented himself personally to the High Kings
and Queens in a gesture of official friendliness. Treaties were
negotiated and signed, all accomplished under the watchful eye of
the Regent and Patriarch Khan. But when the Archenland King made to
leave after a mere week's visit, he met with the Narnian royalty
one last time, an aged but still strong and fierce general standing
beside him.

“Majesties,” the Archenland King began. “My most
valued and trusted general wishes to become your servant. He had
previously intended to retire to his own estates this winter, after
years of service to my person and to his
country.”

“But why come here?” Queen Susan
asked.

The Archenalnd king nodded for the General to speak
for himself.

“Majesties,” the man spoke up. “My
great-grandparents were of Narnian stock before the Great Winter.
There has been a tradition that when the Witch's curse was broken
we were to return to help the new king of Narnia. I simply wish to
fulfill a promise made in each generation of my family. If you have
not already appointed a General or a Chief of Guards…
”

“As Chief Guard of the castle,” Khan advised his
young wards, “you would benefit from his wisdom and experience.
And, he could oversee the creation of your new
army.”

“You would allow him to do this?” King Peter asked
the Archenland king.

“Allow? Sire, my subjects are not slaves. They're
free to remain in Archenaland or to move here if they
wish.”

“But a retired general,” King Edmund pointed out;
“He would know so many state secrets… ”

“Which I would never reveal,” the general butted in.
“No matter what.”

King Peter stood in respect, his brother and sisters
following his lead. “We accept this great service and respect the
privacy of your former employ. We name you Chief of Guards, and we
task you in the creation of our army… ” Blah, blah, blah – yes,
King Peter was learning quickly that his job sometimes required far
more words than were really needed to make himself sound as regal
as possible.

General Rusty – for his hair was still a bright
copper-red despite his age – had eyes as quick and sharp as an
eagle, and it wasn't long before he realized that the Royal
Stablemaster needed help in learning to defend himself. Thus even
Littlewood was included in thrice-weekly training for all members
of the royal household. Littlewood's weapon of choice? A large oak
staff, for he'd been introduced to stick fighting as part of a
history lesson back in a earth school (Mrs. Martin's history
lessons!), and it was something he thought he'd do well with.
Besides, it's what all young centaur learned,
anyway.

Immigration into Narnia slowed as the harvest season
ended and a brief winter came – it really was a brief winter, made
even briefer when one remembered that last winter had lasted for a
century. Mister and Missus Beaver had been invited to Cair Paravel
for the Christmas celebration, and they had accepted the
invitation. Because of their original association with the High
Kings and Queens, it was almost as if parents were coming to visit
and check up on their children, and in full parental style the
Beavers were free with the offering of compliments, advice, and
encouragement such as parents would offer.

Father Christmas made a dramatic entrance through
the great eastern, sea-facing doors to the throne room during the
Christmas Eve party and presented all gathered there with their
annual present. Last year's presents having been so utterly
practical (weapons with which to fight the White Witch, remember?),
this year the queens were given elegantly-carved jewelry boxes,
Missus Beaver received new and exciting attachments for her sewing
machine ('I can make beautiful blankets for the little Majesties!')
and the kings and Mister Beaver were presented elegant fishing
rods; Father Christmas' hint to take time out from their duties on
occasion, I'm sure.) Littlewood, who was trying to survive the
winter without blankets as he'd not seen any other centaur using
them, even on the coldest nights, was presented with a set of soft,
equine-sized wool blankets – Littlewood bowed and verbally promised
to use them so as to not insult the giver of the gift. Father
Christmas nodded as he accepted the promise, and Littlewood was
secretly relieved and henceforth enjoyed the extra warmth on the
cold January nights that followed the holiday.

——————

“I don't want to go; I have work to
do!”

Khan stood patiently, his arms folded across his
still-ample chest, determined to win. “Young One, you are of
position in the castle. Your presence is
required for
official state visits.”

You see, Spring had come, and in her wake
ambassadors and assorted representatives of other countries and the
islands beholding to Narnia were coming to visit and establish
consulates.

“Why? So their children can make fun of me? Treat me
like an animal? They jump on my back without so much as asking;
like I'm a horse or something.”

“It is up to you to set the proper boundaries; no
one is going to… ”

“And I'm gonna set the proper boundaries by not
going.”

“Are you going to spend the rest of your life hiding
in a stable?”

“No. Maybe.”

“Then we are going.”

“Are there gonna be children?”

“Undoubtedly.”

Then I'm not going.”

In the end, of course he went. It was his duty.
Plus, Susan and Lucy came and gave him the big-eyes pleading look,
which worked every time. And his prophecy came true yet again. As
soon as the Governor of the Seven Islands disembarked he was
introduced to all the dignitaries who had been awaiting his
arrival, including the Royal Stablemaster. The Governor then called
for his family to disembark, and with that call his youngest son
and daughter came down the gangplank.

With her first-ever sight of a centaur, the girl
came running up to Littlewood, talking eagerly about him and
begging someone to set her up on the 'boy-faced
horsey.'

The Governor's son, however, was much more forward.
Being about the same human years as Littlewood, he simply jumped up
on the centaur's back and started kicking while pulling on
Littlewood's now-long hair as if it were a mane (his curly,
sandy-colored locks hadn't been cut for the entire year he'd been
in Narnia and Lucy had had to teach him how to keep it all brushed
properly and bound in strips of leather which Littlewood thought
made him look like an Indian) and demanding the animal start
running.

Finally something snapped inside Littlewood. “Augh!”
the young centaur screamed as he reared up on his hind legs. And
just as quickly he reached around and grabbed the hand pulling on
his hair. Lucy and Susan both screamed his name as he pulled the
Governor's son from his back and dropped him on the the ground, and
Peter and Edmund put themselves in danger as they stepped in front
of him; arms waving so as to stop the assault, as he tried to bring
the weight of his front legs down on the terrified boy who lay
horrified behind them.

The Governor himself joined the two kings to protect
the boy. “I pray your forgiveness, Stablemaster! My youngest
children have never met a centaur and I didn't think they would
react this way! I
promise you I'll
take care of this! They won't do this ever again to any
centaur!”

Littlewood was
not going to be
appeased easily and was getting ready to rear up again - you know
how it is when you've held something in forever and it finally just
explodes out and you just have to stomp on something? That's what
was happening with Littlewood. But before he could rear up again,
an iron-tight hand clamped itself on his shoulder and held him
fast.

“Our Stablemaster will leave you to educate your
children, Lord Governor,” Khan's strong voice said calmly but with
mettle no one would challenge. Although his words were polite,
everyone knew what Khan was saying was 'I will take Littlewood away
and have a talk with him.'

“I am not an animal!” hissed out of Littlewood's
mouth.

“No, Stablemaster; you aren't,” the Governor agreed,
“and the fault is mine alone for not having taught my children!”
The Governor then courageously knelt before Littlewood's
hoofs.

Littlewood was still angry, and when you've held
something in for a very long time you can't dismiss it just because
someone has said they're sorry. Knowing this, Lucy stepped forward.
“Please, Stablemaster,” and Littlewood knew she'd never, ever
called him that. She took his fist, squeezed tight in anger, and
squeezed it gently until the hardness left if and it squeezed the
briefest of gentleness back. “Let's go prepare horses for our
guests. Then, you can show them the superiority of a centaur over a
mere horse.” Slowly, gently, she led Littlewood away as soon as he
and Khan had traded a momentary glance and had nodded that
mysterious male nod that took the place of at least three hours of
female discussion. (It was indeed one of the moments in which life
is much more efficient if one is a male.)

An hour later a wary Governor delivered his two
youngest children to the stable at the foot of the hill, where
Littlewood and Queen Lucy had three horses ready – one for the
queen and one each for the two visitors. Apologies quickly
rehearsed by the two children were delivered with honest sincerity,
and Littlewood was calm enough to accept them graciously and with
equal sincerity, and then he delivered an equally practiced and
sincere apology. Oh, and his hair had been freshly brushed by the
queen and tied with a brown ribbon for the afternoon outing; a
ribbon he only wore for the young queen. Littlewood easily beat the
three horses in a race to the beach, a lunch was eaten, and then
they played like children until a supper was brought for them to
eat before returning to the castle. And, because Littlewood had
stood up for himself and then forgiven as sincerely as his
forgiveness was asked for, friendships were cemented that would
last the rest of the time he was in this strange but wonderful
land. But it was still only Queen Lucy who ever rode on
Littlewood's back.

Khan was waiting for Littlewood as the young one
finally returned to the stable that night.

“I'm sorry, Grandfather,” the young one began, “But
he made me so mad… ”

But Khan held both hands in front of him as a sign
for silence, and Littlewood obeyed.

“Their Majesties as well as I are all proud of you.
You have set boundaries and stood up for yourself, all in the same
day.” Khan then turned towards his own room for the night. But
before he closed his door he turned to the young one with a final
look. “Next time you will be able to say 'no' and be obeyed. It
will be much easier than today.”

——————

As mentioned before, Master Littlewood was able to
hire humans to assist Master Phoebes in the stable for the dumb
animals - the “Mews”, but he reserved his position as Innkeeper in
the Grand Stable (as it was called) as his job alone. This wasn't
as hard as some of us would think – after all, centaur and unicorns
and talking horses are very intelligent beings, and like any other
intelligent being they would never dirty their domiciles the way an
ordinary dumb animal would, and you know what I mean if you've ever
had to clean a stable - Littlewood had cleaned his share of stable
stalls and knew very well that his job here at Cair Paravel was
pretty easy compared to back on the horse ranch in Colorado, and he
was sure he'd miss having such courteous and thoughtful equines to
care for once Aslan sent him home.

Littlewood also proved his eye for horses a good one
as he chose various breeding pairs that would increase the castle's
herd. Foreign ambassadors, who were regularly calling upon the
castle, were impressed with his eye for horses and the care he gave
them, some even trying to lure him away for their own country's
gain. Their Majesties took this to mean they had a very good
stablemaster.

Occasionally Littlewood was called upon to accompany
the two High Kings as they rode the land, chasing both sightings
and rumors of remnants of the White Witch's army. There were
werewolves and other rogue Beasts to flush out and eliminate and
evil hags to deal with, and Littlewood's long, oak staff earned its
first notches as he fought beside King Edmund as they cornered a
pair of wolves and - how is it said? - 'eliminated the threat.'
Within a week of that particular battle a gray wolf hide was
hanging in his stall as a proud trophy of his having saved the
young king's life; its twin hanging in King Edmund's quarters as a
trophy of his having protected the being who was quickly becoming a
friend.










Chapter 8 A
Year at the Witch's Castle


  The man we first saw as a statue behind a
curtain in the White Witch's castle gasped, having been turned into
flesh and bone and blood yet again. When he was able to move his
muscles, he tried to crawl away from the lion that lay there
watching him, sure it was yet another form of torture – he couldn't
remember too much more just yet, but he remembered being tortured
every time he was awake. But the lion got up and followed him. As
more and more control returned to his muscles he finally tried
standing until he realized his feet were missing – and not just his
feet; half of one leg was missing!

He realized his clothes were missing as well, and
with that came more memories of taunting and laughing and an entire
royal court watching as he was whipped and beat and then turned
into stone again. He remembered this happening over and over and
over …

Then he realized that this wasn't a normal lion
watching him, as you've probably already guessed. It could've
easily pounced him and dragged him back to its lair and eaten him
if it were a normal lion, but all this one did was keep pace with
him. He didn’t know where to crawl to get away from the lion, but
he kept trying until he knocked his head on a stone throne he
didn't see because he was trying to watch the lion behind him
instead of where he was going. He turned, putting his back against
the throne, shivering from shock and fear. And then he passed
out.

——————

“Good Morning,” a soft voice spoke as the man who'd
been a statue rolled over in front of the small fire in the large
fireplace in a hall smaller than the one he'd woke up in. The man,
who discovered he was wrapped snuggly in several blankets, slowly
turned his head, still confused, and saw the huge lion laying next
to him, sharing the warmth of the fire. Naturally, he
screamed.

“Eventually you are going to remember who you are
and who I am,” the Lion said slowly, “And I hope then you'll stop
screaming.”

“Who are you!?” the man finally
asked.

“Who are you?”

“Narl,” the man said hastily; “King of
Narnia.”

The Lion shook its long, shaggy mane. “You
are not
the king of Narnia. Not any more.”

Narl sat up, pulling one of the blankets around his
shoulders. “What to you mean? How dare you! Of course I'm the king
of Narnia.”

The Lion growled, and the human shut up. “Do you
still not know who I am?”

Narl was silent for several minutes. “I refuse to
believe it. There's no lion named Aslan or… ”

“It has been a hundred years since we met on the
Hill where once the Tree of Protection stood,” Aslan said calmly.
“The witch Jadis turned you into a stone statue once you'd served
her purpose… ”

“Jadis… ” Narl began … “Torture …
“

“Yes. You've been her plaything for quite some
time.”

“Where is she now?”

“She is dead a year, now. The Winter is over. And,
there are new Kings and Queens in Narnia.”

“But this is
my land…
”

Aslan roared and Narl pulled himself under the
blanket. “This is
my land, Child,”
Aslan shouted. “Not understanding this is why you are no longer
king!”

There was a long pause.

“If there are other kings and queens, as you say,”
Narl said slowly, “Why am I here? Why didn't you just leave me as a
statue… ”

“Because you are needed.”

“For what?”

“To train the new Kings and Queens. They are young;
mere children. And, they need a Chancellor. Someone who can steer
them around the snares and pitfalls… ”

“You would trust me?”

“I trust your potential.”

“Is there no one else?”

“There is a faun currently acting as their advisor.
He's quite the diplomat. Oh, and the Patriarch Khan is acting as
Regent… ”

“Khan?!”

The Lion smiled. He actually smiled. “Yes; Khan. He
will be overseeing you as Chancellor.”

Narl layed down, his face towards the ceiling. “Kill
me now!”

Aslan stood as if to leave. “You are the last of the
witch's statues to be resurrected. You were
not worthy of being
resurrected with those who received it first – they joined me and
fought against the witch. Now it is your turn. You will fight
against the witch by training these children so well that no other
witch will ever have power in this land.”

“Why not just plant another tree?”

“The Tree was for its time. Now it is time for
humans to learn how to protect the land through their own goodness
and obedience.” He paused as he walked towards the door. “You have
a year before I send someone for you. Meanwhile, there are two
white reindeer in this castle who will be your companions. The
pantry is very full; you won't starve.” He paused again. “One year,
and someone will come.”

—————

Narl had a very long year. If this book was being
written for grown-ups I'd make several chapters out of it and he'd
have every single grown-up's sympathy by the time the year was
over. You see, he was missing a foot on one leg and half the other
leg from when the White Witch and broken him while still a statue.
He had no one to assist him. He had no clothes and, after pulling
himself up several flights of stairs – not an easy thing to do in a
tall stone castle with many, many winding stone staircases! - he
found the only clothing in the whole castle was in the late witch's
dressing rooms. Having no knowledge of homemaking arts, he'd no
clue how to resew any of the clothing, but with a pair of scissors
he was able to cut up several dresses and wrap the pieces around
his waist like a kilt short enough that he could still crawl
wherever he went. Oh, he also wrapped cloth around his knees to
help cushion them while crawling.

Though all this, Narl also had a year to remember
the cruel abuse he'd received at the hand of the White Witch every
time she returned him to flesh and bone and blood and worked him
over. He remembered that most of it was done in the throne room and
before her court.

He also had a year to began to remember that the
abuse that was done when he was alone with her was even worse, the
memory of which was so utterly horrible that many of the great
writers might not even find courteous or tactful words for it, and
I am far from being a great writer, and I do believe in a certain
amount of tact and delicacy when writing for children. He was most
horribly shamed by these memories (as if he'd done something to
make her do these shameful things to him; like it was his fault
she'd done them.) He begged and pleaded with Whomever Might Be
Listening to make these memories to go away or to let him
die.

Narl had that year to also remember what a selfish,
self-centered king he'd been before the Hundred-Year Winter and the
reign of the White Witch. He remembered how he'd sent his own
mother to prison (the same prison his father had sent
his mother to) for
tying to talk sense into his head. He remembered that he'd sent
anyone to prison who'd upset him. He remembered that prison was his
answer for anyone who disagreed with him.

He had that year to also remember that all he'd done
with his life was for his own comfort and gratification. And look
where it had gotten him - an abandoned castle with rags of a
witch's dresses for clothing, his only association being two
snow-white reindeer who also had bad memories of their own to purge
after years of forced servitude to the witch and who stayed at the
castle with the human only because Aslan had commanded
it.

After months of this Hellish nightmare of solitude
with only the ghosts and ghouls of the past to haunt him day and
night, Narl finally allowed unmanly (to some) tears and emotions to
overwhelm him. Eventually (and I am speeding up time a whole lot as
this has to be boring for the children) he called out for Whomever
Might Be Listening. But there was only silence in return – because
He Who Was In Fact Listening was waiting to hear one single
word.

Somewhere towards the end of that long, dreadful
year, Narl cried out in pain I hope no one reading this book has
ever felt - “Aslan, if you can still see someone as low and
unworthy as me, show me Thy mercy.”

As Narl lifted his head there was a great light in
the kitchen that had become his living, sleeping, and eating room.
And in the light was the Great Lion who'd been patiently waiting to
hear His name in order to return to the poor, weary child in front
of him.

“It really is you?” Narl asked, and I'll not
describe the emotion involved as I'm sure the children wouldn't be
all that interested (although they should).

In reply, Alsan pulled the man against his soft,
golden mane and comforted him, transferring the horrors of his
memories and pains and griefs and sorrows to His own shoulders.
Narl's arms encircled that regal neck and held on as emotions
flooded their way out … and I shall now quietly and softly
close the door on the glorious tenderness of this scene as I know
if I were Narl I would wish for such privacy. But in days to come I
would certainly shout it from the housetops if it would help but
one other suffering child.










Chapter 9
Summer Pastures


  “One final matter of importance,” the Regent
Khan said as King Peter (now fifteen years old) was readying to
close a meeting called by their Advisor Master Tumnus and their
Regent Khan.

“Yes, Master Khan?”

“It is young Littlewood. He is honored to serve in
your stables as he has for the past two years, but it has been at a
great price.”

“What price?” Queen Susan (fourteen years old)
asked.

“He is not learning to be a
centaur.”

“I've noticed he seems somewhat different than
others,” King Peter commented. “Smaller, and if you will forgive
me, Master Khan, but he seems… well. He acts… ”

“'He acts far too human to be a proper centaur',”
Khan finished the king's sentence.

“Yes, that's what I would have
said.”

“And I thank your for your discretion, Majesty, but
it is what you have already said many times.” Khan turned his eyes
to Edmund. “Also, I believe it has been said that he is 'too human
to be a real centaur'?”

Edmund blushed.

“Or, 'so cute and cuddly; I hope he never
changes'?”

Susan began to speak but Khan waved a gentle hand as
he turned to Lucy.

“I haven't said anything like that!” Lucy (age ten,
and hasn't she grown?) protested before Khan could speak. “He's my
friend, and anything I've said has been to his
face.”

“And I thank you for that.”

“I hope our unguarded comments haven't reached his
ears,” Peter said humbly.

“As far as I know, Your Majesties have been discreet
enough that they have not. But it only serves to support what I
need to say. He needs a chance to roam the countryside and learn to
be a centaur.”

“What can we do?” King Edmund (age twelve)
asked.

“Your Majesties' herd of horses needs to begin
seeking summer pasturage. The herd is too big to feed strictly from
what is bought from the farmers. Summer pasturage relieves the
financial burden of maintaining them for half the year while giving
them that time out of the corral and where Nature can properly
nourish them.

“I know several places in Narnia ideal for the
season. Littlewood could accompany them, while I could ensure the
presence of centaur.”

“Above Beaversdam?” asked Lucy.

“Majesty,” began Master Tumnus, the royal Adviser,
“that pasturage is reserved for the talking horses and
unicorns.”

“Oh; yes.”

“I suggest north of Beaversdam. There is an
untouched meadow… ”

“Her valley?”
asked Tumnus, a darkness coming across his face.

“No longer, old friend.” Khan said reassuringly.
“She has been gone two years now. It is a wild and untouched field
ideal for summer pasturage. Being surrounded by cliffs, the horses
can roam free with only the valley entrance to
watch.”

“I'll miss Littlewood,” Lucy said, trying regally
not to frown. She and he were friends to be sure – he thought of
her as a little sister, and she secretly considered him her third
brother. “Who'll accompany me to the beach… ?”

“Should he be held back from what Nature intends for
him for the sake of your weekly sea bathing?” Khan asked
gently.

“I suppose not.”

“We will find you a new playmate,” began Tumnus, but
Lucy scowled.

“I don't need
playmates;
I am
ten years old.”

“Yes, Majesty. A – well, a Lady in Waiting,
then.”

—————

Within a week of the decision, Lucy and Littlewood
exchanged sibling-like goodbyes as Littlewood and several human
assistants were herding the royal horses (a whole thirty horses;
half of the herd) along the road that followed the Great River
first to Beruna and then to Beaversdam (where Missus Beaver treated
him to the best oat cakes in Narnia) and then north, where a trail
along a small river had been cleared through the brush and bramble
a few days before, leading to a pass in the hills and to a meadow
surrounded by tall mountains and presided over by the deserted
castle of which Mister and Missus Beaver had left his ears ringing
with their warnings of leaving that “evil building” alone at all
costs. Oh, and Missus Beaver promised to bring a basket of treats
once a week – and for the five months they were in the upper
pastures, Missus Beaver only missed visiting two
weeks.

The Witch's Vale, as Littlewood decided to call it
(although the Royal cartographer later elected to call it Granite
Vale), was a bright and sunny valley snuggled against tall granite
cliffs; the only opening being to the south between two tall peaks
that matched the many tall, needle-like, spired towers of the
deserted castle. There were pine and oaks trees lining the cliffs,
but the middle of the valley was several hundred acres of meadow
with a small river flowing through the middle of
it.

Littlewood's experience growing up on a horse ranch
told him the grass was a very good grass for the horses, and the
horses seemed to agree, so eagerly did they eat it after the long
diet of hay and oats they received in the royal
stables.

The castle itself was the very center of the vale,
the river flowing far to one side as if trying to avoid it. The
building didn't make much of a footprint as it was mostly vertical,
but the outer wall took in some ten acres of ground, the only
opening facing north towards the granite cliffs. Where the gate and
entrance towers had once stood, however, was now a large hole in
the wall where a giant of the Buffin Clan had hammered out an exit
for those Aslan had brought back to life during the Battle of
Baruna, as it was now called. Littlewood thought to himself that
the walls would be a good place to hold up the horses at night – if
the vale wasn't already so secure.

Hal, the oldest human on the expedition, was cook
and dishwasher. He'd spent his life as a soldier and then as a cook
for trading caravans, and he thought being cook and cleaner for
five boys and a young centaur as they tended horses just might be a
comfortably-quiet summer. His chuck wagon and supply wagon and
tables and chairs (covered by a canopy) made up the center of their
summer camp, each of the five human boys setting up their own
conical tents around it.

Hal was also the brownest-colored human Charlie had
met in Narnia. It was rumored he was actually a Calormene who had
left that country and served as a soldier in Archenland, but Hal
never answered questions about his past except for his time as a
cook for trading caravans, and all the boys liked him too much to
push the issue - they just knew he was a good cook and listened
well when a young boy needed to talk, and that was good enough for
them.

Littlewood continued a tradition the High Kings and
Queens had recently established – that of each worker having one
day of rest in the week. So, between Hal the cook, the five boys,
and Littlewood, there was at least one person on a rest day each
day. The five boys tended to be attracted to the castle and each of
them spent a certain amount of time exploring it on their rest
days … except on the days Missus Beaver was visiting – she'd
caught one of the boys coming out from between the ruined entry on
one of her visits and the first thing she did was grab one of Hal's
frying pans and chased the boy about the camp like she were his
mother trying to make bring home the point that the castle was
forbidden territory.

Hal, who knew the stories of the White Witch, had no
desire to see the castle. Littlewood, however, was very interested,
but after one attempt at climbing up and then back down the steep,
winding stairs, he gave it up - his four-legged body just wasn't
made for steep spiral stairs.

The five boys, ranging in age from fifteen to
nineteen, all came from families who'd worked horses in their own
lands before coming to Narnia, and Littlewood had very little
teaching or supervising to do. Each was assigned a permanent task
with someone to fill in on their rest day, and everyone simply did
it. But being boys, it was done with flair and
enthusiasm.

At nights they pulled out the old musical
instruments Hal kept in his supply wagon and they played music and
sang. Littlewood, not knowing any instruments, learned the basics
of the squeeze box from the old cook and slowly became a positive
contribution to the nightly concert.

A month into their summer camp the first of the
monthly supply wagons arrived from the palace.

“Why so many loincloths?” Brom, the oldest (at a
mere 19) of the five boys asked.

“I mentioned in a letter to Queen Susan that you
boys were enjoying your time here, dressed in just as little as
possible,” Old Hal replied casually.

“You write the Queen?”

“And the Carrier Pigeons fly in and out of here for
their health?” Old Hal asked with a grin. “She's who sends the
supply wagons; I have to let her know what we need. Anyway, I told
her that since this was a camp of five strapping young men that you
were making the most of it and living and working in just your
loincloths like a pack of wild Woodwose in the Western Wilds. She
gathered up cloth scraps from the old dresses she and Queen Lucy
have worn out and had the royal tailor make these up for you.” Hal
of course didn't know the source of the material, but he was as
much a trickster as anyone else.

“You mean,” began Brom, “we're supposed to wear the
Queens' old clothes?” Brom paused. “A little girl's thrown-away
dresses?”

Their current loincloths did in fact get pretty
dirty and foul before Hal finally confessed to the deception and
had a hearty laugh. The next day the boys were dressed in the
brightest, most outlandish-colored loincloths a man has ever worn.
And they didn't really care.

“You didn't tell the Queen we skinny-dip in the
river, did you?” one of the other boys asked.

“I
do want the Queen to
remain in good health,” was the only man's dry-humored reply; “Why
share that
picture?”

—————

In the two years Littlewood had worked as Master of
the Royal Stables, he'd not had a chance to just run and play and
enjoy himself except of course when he took Queen Lucy to the beach
once a week. To remedy this, he'd given himself the assignment of
exercising the horses throughout the summer. Although he was not a
horse, he was 'horse enough' that when he charged into the herd
they treated him like the alpha-male and followed. It wasn't an
unusual sight for the humans to eat breakfast with a view of their
leader leading the horses on a swift gallop about the valley. And
the centaur inside Littlewood enjoyed the run and enjoyed the feel
of being in command of the small herd. Some of his horse fantasies
he'd had as a child growing up were definitely being
fulfilled.

One morning, however, the same day the first monthly
supply wagon arrived, as Littlewood and the herd of thirty horses
thundered about the east end of the vale at stampede speeds, a new,
deeper thudding joined in their gallop – three centaur had joined
the rear of the group and were making their way up alongside the
herd.

Now, something that's always overlooked when one
reads Narnia novels or even watches the movies is the size of
Narnian centaur. To quote a previous Narnia chronicler, their horse
bodies are “like huge English farm horses,” which means they were
definitely bigger than the typical horse most of us know but not
nearly so big as, say, a Clydesdale, which many of us know from
parades and television commercials for a certain brand of beer.
This previous writer also noted that their human-looking portions
are in proportion to the large horse portions and are “like stern
but beautiful giants.” * Now, Littlewood's human-looking parts were
only the size of a fourteen-year-old human (which is what he'd be
if he were still at home in Colorado), and his horse-looking parts
were pretty much the size of a “regular-sized” horse in about the
same stage of maturity as the fourteen-year-old boy mounted on top,
so when three real centaurs came running up beside him they
literally made him look like a ten-year-old boy on a pony that had
come upon three full-sized cowboys riding full-grown horses.
Suddenly Littlewood felt, well, little.


———————————
* Both
descriptions are found in 'The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe',
chapter 12.

———————————

“Has working in the castle stunted your growth?” the
lead centaur shouted out as he came alongside Littlewood, and
Littlewood recognized him.

“Buck?!”

Buck laughed heartily. Two years ago when he'd first
met Buck on the march from Baruna to Cair Paravel to crown the
Kings and Queens, Buck and his two friends were still “ponies” and
were the same size as Littlewood, but now they were near
full-grown, including very hairy chests and a healthy beginning to
their beards.

Some weeks previous, Khan's instructions to Buck had
been two-fold: One, treat Littlewood like a centaur and teach him
how a centaur in Narnia acts and what they do and don't do. And
Two, to quote Khan, “upon pain of being sold to a Calormene slave
trader, do not let him know I sent you. You simply came upon
him.”

The previous Narnia chronicler who said that
centaurs were “like stern but beautiful giants” didn't spend too
much time with the younger ones; I think he spent all his time with
the older, more mature of the species. Young stallions who have yet
to establish their own herds can be as wild, physical, and at times
violently angry as the older ones are wise and thoughful. Buck and
his two companions were in the full flush of youth, and Littlewood
watched them wrestle each other to the ground, gallop through the
river while butting and kicking at each other, trying to knock each
other under the water, and all the other antics one might think a
wild horse would do if it had an adventurous human brain and
attitude and the power of an equine body with which to carry it out
– imagine a centaur rearing up on their hind legs, grabbing hold of
a strong oak branch above them, and then this friends counting out
how many pull-ups he can do, lifting his entire equine body off the
ground – no wonder they have well-muscled arms! Littlewood was
starting to regret telling Aslan that if he were a centaur no one
would be able to mess with him – he knew he was going to be
expected to join in with Buck and his companions and, quite
frankly, the idea scared him!

——————

“Do you think you'll have to play with them
eventually?”

Littlewood turned to face Old Hal. The old man was
leaning back in a chair against the side of his supply wagon,
enjoying the setting sun and the quiet of the evening as it was
coming upon the valley.

“Yeah; I do,” Littlewood replied.

Old Hal put down his long-stemmed pipe that he
smoked every evening. “Do you think you have to prove anything to
any of us humans?”

“No. Maybe. I don't know.”

“It doesn't take a trained eye to know you're not a
– don't take this offensively – a Narnian breed of centaur.”
Littlewood started to say something, but Old Hal had that
Grandfather presence about him that told a young one when to
listen, and right now Old Hal's face was saying 'Listen.' So he
did. “Not a one of your human friends here think you have to go out
there and prance about like a stallion trying to build up his herd.
Those three would smash you up in a minute.”

“Not if we were stick-fighting.”

“I've seen your stick fighting. Brom is better than
you and those are full-grown centaurs… ”

“You've seen what I wanted everyone here to
see.”

Old Hal looked closely into Littlewood's eyes; eyes
that sparkled with youthful mischief just long enough to say 'I
have a secret' and then attempt to hide the
secret.

“Is that so?” Old Hal asked as he picked his pipe
back up. “Who's been teaching you?”

“Capitan of the Guards.”

“Old Rusty-Head?”

Littlewood nodded.

“Knew him when he was so young he didn't know which
side of a stick was up or down.” Old Hal paused and Littlewood said
nothing. “Well, then, young'in. Don't take those three on until I
get me a chair to where I can watch.” He paused. “And if you knock
just one of them down – one of them – I'll bake you one of those
chocolate cakes you like so much.”

Never,
ever underestimate
the power of chocolate cake.

The next day Littlewood took time from his work to
gallop for a few hours around the valley with Buck and his
companions. They started teaching him archery as done by centaurs –
as it would take a very long battle line for them to stand back to
back and shoot to the side, centaurs had developed a way of
standing shoulder to shoulder and twisting their human torsos a
full ninety degrees to shoot. Littlewood's stomach muscles were
pretty sore after a few days of this, but he slowly got the hang of
it. And he certainly wasn't foolish enough to try to out-shoot
creatures twice his size and power.

A week later Buck and his companions wanted to test
Littlewood in stick fighting. Centaurs, with their strength, were
known for vicious and effective stick fighting and there wasn't a
human anywhere in Alslan's realm who would willingly take one
on.

As Littlewood went to leave the camp that morning
and face Buck, Brom and the other four humans working for him stood
in his way.

“You don't have to do this,” Brom said bluntly.
“You've got nothing to prove to us.”

“I've got something to prove to
me.”

“What? That you can get beat up by a centaur twice
your size?”

Littlewood said nothing.

“You may not have noticed,” Brom said bluntly, “but
you're a whole different breed of centaur than
Buck.”

“And that's why I have to prove… ”

“Prove, nothing. Your breed doesn't have to equal
his breed in strength or brutality to prove your worth to anyone.
Aslan made you for different things - for different purposes - than
He made them for. Find those differences and become what they
are.”

Littlewood layed a grateful hand on Brom's shoulder
– Brom had said what he had been trying to formulate since he'd
arrived in Narnia. “Thank you.” He paused. “But I'm still gonna go
out there and show him what my breed can do.”

Buck, being a strong and forward male, had one
characteristic all strong, forward males of any species seem to
have: too much confidence and an illogical, unwarranted belief in
their own invinciblity. And Littlewood had been taught to use an
opponent's weaknesses against them. Being
fourteen-going-on-fifteen, Littlewood didn't have nearly the same
copious amounts of hormones flooding his body, and he entered this
particular day's lessons far more cautiously than
Buck.

“Well, Little One,” Buck called out as he and
Littlewood both raised their staffs, “You sure you want to do this?
You're so little. And barely a centaur.”

Littlewood remembered what Rusty had taught him:
Never allow your opponent's taunting to distract
you.

“I mean,” Buck continued as they both took their
first swings at each other, “You're not really even a centaur…
”

Littlewood wasn't even listening; he was busy
blocking, and he was blocking well; even got in a swipe that made
contact with Buck's human stomach.

“Very good… ” Buck's narration continued as they
circled each other.

Littlewood swung again and almost made contact with
Buck's flanks.

Brom had gone to the food wagon and told Old Hal
what was going on. “You have to stop this! They'll kill
him!”

Hal, however, instructed Brom to bring his chair so
he could watch the match comfortably. And the match went for about
five minutes longer, Buck narrating, commentating, and of course
taunting as males of any species that have the power of speech will
do. Littlewood remained as silent as he had been taught,
concentrating on anticipating his opponent, blocking and lashing
out with any opening that seemed good. But truth be told he was
barely holding his own.

“… not even a real centaur,” Buck's droning
continued. “More like a human mounted on a horse… ” Hit; block;
hit; block. “I mean, look at you.” Buck laughed. “You're nothing
but a horse-boy.”

Something in Littlewood snapped. Sure, he'd been
called Horse Boy his whole life – and it had been a complement. But
to be called a horse-boy by Buck was
not a complement; it
was a severe, mortal insult. It was a degrading of this
centaur-ness.

Buck saw his words finally had an effect on his
opponent and thought it a weakness and paused. He paused just long
enough for Littlewood's oak staff to swing hard, knocking both of
Buck's front legs out from under him, sending him crashing to the
ground, thumping his head and knocking sense in – or out – through
most any opening in the head. Yeah, a fourteen-year-old horse boy
took down a full-grown Narnian centaur. And he felt pretty good
about it, as did Brom and the other humans, who all hollered and
whooped like full-grown boys and men and as if they themselves were
the one who'd delivered the final blow.

Littlewood was standing over Buck, smiling, when he
regained his senses. “I
am just a horse
boy,” he said confidently. “And when you say it, say it with
respect.”

Buck grinned, as willing to concede the win as he
would have claimed the victory. And, that night he and his two
companions left the valley, having decided Littlewood didn't need
training to be a Narnian centaur and they had more important things
to do. Whatever breed of centaur he was, he was doing just
fine.

There was chocolate cake for super that night, which
Littlewood shared with everyone.

——————

A new life opened up for Littlewood once Buck and
his companions left. It was as if he were human again. He no longer
had to be what all the other centaurs were (because he wasn't,
anyway) – he could be what he was – a boy mounted very skillfully
on a horse.

All the humans working with him had always treated
him as a friend, but now the final barrier between the humans and
Littlewood was gone and it was as if he were a human among humans.
He even splashed and played with them in the evening swim in the
river – something he'd never done before as he didn't think they
wanted a centaur invading their time there. In his pre-Narnia life
he'd never done anything with other boys as he was always hiding or
protecting himself, but now he was a boy among boys with the slight
inconvenience of a horse body. It was a whole new
world.

Littlewood sent a letter via Carrier Pigeon to
Khan:

“This I have discovered: I'm not a centaur; I'm
not a Beast. I'm a Son of Adam as surely as King Peter and King
Edmund. Every human has a portion of Beast in them they must
overcome to prove they are Adam's Son or Eve's Daughter, and that's
what I gotta do. I realize that it was my choice - my wish - that
Aslan honored when he took Charlie the boy and Charlie the horse
and made me what I am right now, I must work hard to prove that
Charlie the boy - the Son of Adam - is the one in
control.

“In this light, I've told Brom and the others
they can call me Horse Boy - from them it ain't the insult it was
when Buck called me it. Oh, and my name is Charlie, even if it
isn't a Narnia-sounding name. You meant well when you insisted I go
by my family name and I appreciate it. But my name is Charlie and
that's what I'm gonna answer to from now
on.”

Khan wrote back:

“Charlie:

“I have observed that one of the greatest steps
in a human's life is when they make the almost-visible decision
they are not a Beast but a Son of
Adam or a Daughter of Eve and will henceforth act
as such. I will of course expect that from now on. Despite your
current centaur-like appearance, you will conduct yourself in a way
that will make other men proud to be a fellow Son of Adam. If you
do not do this I will stand to correct you…
”

So, dear Reader, we are back to calling the main
character of this book by his personal name of
'Charlie.'










Chapter 10
Ghost of the Castle


  “I've seen him again,” Charlie (formerly
known as 'Littlewood') said at supper a few nights after Buck's
departure. “I tell you – someone's living in the
castle.”

“We've been all through that thing, Littlewood,”
Brom repeated himself.

“You mean 'Charlie',” Old Hal spoke
up.

“Whatever.”

“Charlie. His new name is
Charlie.”

“Okay; 'Charlie'. We've been up every tower. Been
all through the building except what's probably the kitchens; it's
locked solid with no way in or out.” He paused has he took a big
bite of supper; too big to be polite, but we're talking about a
camp of guys doing things the guy way. “We'd have seen him. Or her.
Or it.”

“Then there's a ghost in the castle because I've
seen someone watching us.” Charlie put another huge forkful of food
in his mouth. “Early morning and evening; when he thinks we can't
see through the windows. Always the same window.”

“I think Buck hit you harder in the head than any of
us thought.”

Three days later was Charlie's day of resting. After
breakfast he swam in the river, shook himself off, and decided to
explore the parts of the old witch's castle he could access.
He did
get better at climbing steep spiral stairs, but as they
led to nothing but empty rooms he quickly lost
interest.

—————

Two days before they were to return to Cair Paravel,
Charlie was determined to find a way into the last part of the
castle no one had been able to access – it was shut off by a
strong, thick door that Charlie couldn't even budge with a swift,
hard kick of his hind legs – its exterior door equally unyielding.
It was the only part of the castle he hadn't seen, and he was
determined.

Charlie stood before the always-locked door. But
before kicking it, as he'd already done numerous times, he decided
to try the latch first.

It was unlocked. For the first time, it was
unlocked.

Charlie lifted the latch and entered the room – a
huge, castle-sized kitchen with six fireplaces for cooking and
counters and stone sinks and a well in the middle of the room so
servants didn't have to brave the cold (or enemies' arrows) to
fetch water.

Sitting on a pile of rags next to the well was a man
with a white reindeer sitting on either side of him. He and Charlie
stared at each other for several minutes until the horse boy
spoke.

“You're the ghost I've been
seeing.”

“I am,” a tired voice replied. “And if Aslan sent
you then I'm ready to go.”

“Aslan?”

“Aslan promised to send someone for me in a year
from setting me free from the witch's curse. Today is one
year.”

Then the man told Charlie who he was and what he had
done and what Aslan wanted him to do.

——————

Just at sunset, when Hal was calling everyone to
supper, Charlie left the castle courtyard, the mysterious Ghost of
the Castle on his back and both reindeer following. The man had
told the reindeer they were released from service as they had
fulfilled Aslan's order to keep the man company for the year, but
they both agreed that they'd grown used to his company – and
besides, they too were refugees from the witch's abuse and had
developed a bond with the man as mutual victims.

“I found the ghost,” Charlie announced as he stepped
out of the gathering dark and into the firelight.

Hal went to get another plate and utensils for the
stranger while Charlie settled the crippled man at the fire. And
then the man repeated the story he'd told Charlie in the castle for
all to hear. And then he requested they keep the secret of who he
was so he could fulfill the call Aslan had given him, and they all
agreed.

“So Aslan's forgiven you?” Old Hal asked slowly when
the Ghost of the Castle was done.

“Yes,” the man nodded.

“Good enough for me.”

“I doubt it'll be good enough for Khan. Or others
who'll remember who I am.”

“Don't underestimate Khan,” Charlie spoke up. “He's
taught me a lot about Forgiveness.” He shoveled a huge bite of
apple pie into his mouth. “He couldn't have taught me the things he
has and harbor a grudge himself.”

The Ghost of the Castle smiled at the young one's
innocence.

——————

Old Hal made a cloak with a deep hood for
Chancellor, as the mysterious man from the castle called himself,
to wear as the herd returned to Cair Paravel; the hood deep enough
that the man's face was hidden completely in shadows as they made
their way down the narrow path through the brambles and to the
Great River. Charlie, having established himself as something of an
Alpha Male to the rest of the herd, led the procession with most of
the horses obediently following. Brom and the other boys rode
alongside and behind the herd to watch for stragglers, and Old Hal
and his wagons, one hitched to the other, brought up the
rear.

Try as they might, Mister and Missus Beaver couldn't
see the mystery face in the shadows of the hood, and believe me
they tried. Old Hal, always quick with a story, simply explained
that the man was the last of the evil queen's statues; the only one
Aslan hadn't resurrected when He did the others.

“Oh, you poor man!” Missus Beaver exclaimed
sympathetically, and she dished him an extra portion of dinner,
something that stabbed the Chancellor's conscience deeply. If she
only knew who she was serving, he thought. But he remained silent
as he ate.

Missus Beaver turned to the other humans. With a
somewhat chillier voice. “I suppose this means you've been in that
castle again – after I specifically told you… ”

“If they hadn't they wouldn't have rescued this poor
old man,” Old Hal noted.

Missus Beaver paused – she wasn't a stupid woman and
understood that the boys and Charlie had done a good
thing.

“Just this once, then,” she said slowly. “But next
summer, no trips into the castle!” She turned back to the
mysterious man in the deep, dark hood, squeezing his hand tenderly
but compassionately. “You just let these boys take care of you. In
a few days you'll be to the Kings and Queens. Regent Khan will know
what to do with you.”

“Of that, I have no doubt,” the man whispered
quietly – too quietly for most of them to hear, but Mister Beaver
heard it and spent the rest of the night trying to figure out why
he knew that voice.

——————

Khan resisted the urge to gallop down the road and
greet the returning herd and it's chief handler. He was eager to
see the Young One Aslan had committed to his care, but he also
needed to appear a bit more regal than he'd look galloping down the
road like an eager foal. He saw the dust cloud rising above the
trees first and then began to hear the sounds of the herd. Charlie
was almost home.

“We really don't mind if you go greet him,” King
Edmund said from his perch on the top of the corral fence. He and
Peter and Susan and Lucy had all come to greet Charlie, and they
all four were perched on the top of the fence.

“I will maintain my dignity,” Khan replied as he
smiled and waved as Charlie rounded a corner in the road and came
into view and shouted “Grandfather!”

“Orange?” Lucy exclaimed; “He's wearing orange?
That's just not his color.” The turned to Khan. “You're not angry
that he's wearing a vest, are you?”

“He's not a Narnian-breed centaur, Majesty. He's the
right to act as his breed acts. Even if it means wearing a coat and
mittens in the winter.” He took a deep breath. “All the centaur
have been told this and they agree not to judge him by our ways.”
He paused again. “If he wishes to wear a vest – even that awful
orange thing – ”

“I'll bet Missus Beaver made it for him,” Susan
commented. “We
certainly didn't send anything that horrible…
”

But Khan was gone to greet
Charlie.

“Young one!” Khan called out as he came up behind
Charlie, who turned, smiling. “I think you have grown this
summer.”

“You don't look as tall to me,” Charlie
ventured.

“Yes; I think you've been growing. So, was it a hard
summer?”

Charlie shook his head. “The Witch's Vale was just
like a huge corral; cliffs all around but for the entrance. All we
had to do was make sure the horses stayed healthy and not get out
the valley opening.”

Khan had winced at the name 'Witch's Vale'; those
who'd lived before the Hundred-Year Winter and had watched the fall
of their world just couldn't think of it with anything but bad
memories. The Beavers had been the same; they'd wince every time
the world 'witch' was used and only referred to the valley as 'that
place' or 'your summering place'. There hadn't been time for them
to let go of the past – after all, it had only been one-hundred
years.

“Your cook has someone riding with him,” Khan
observed.

“Yes; the man we found.”

“And he says Aslan sent him?”

“Yes; that's what he says. And we believe
him.”

“To be the Chancellor?”

“Mmmm,” Charlie mumbled, fearful for the first time
of how Khan just might respond.

“Do you realize what the role of a Chancellor
is?”

“He's he one who'll train the Kings and Queens in
their roles. But you still have final approval until they're of
age.”

“He must be a good man if Aslan sent
him.”

—————

Dear Reader: If you somehow skipped reading
'From Boy to Man and Back Again', it's absolutely necessary to stop
reading this book right now and read that book. Right now. Stop; go
and read. Then make sure you come back. Children - make sure the
grown-up reading this book to you does so or you just aren't going
to completely understand why Khan's going to do what he's about to
do. This is important… !

—————

“Grandfather,” Charlie began.

“Yes,” and Khan paused and smiled. “Yes, Horse
Boy?”

Charlie smiled a boyish smile.

“Is it alright if I call you
that?”

“Yeah; it sounds like a complement coming from you.”
Charlie paused. “Before you meet this man, you need to remember all
those things you taught me about Forgiveness.”

“Have you been able to forgive you father? Your
mother?”

“I'm still trying.”

“Trying is good.”

Charlie stopped as they were almost at the wagon
where Narnia's new Chancellor was waiting. “You need to remember
all those things you taught me, because I know you'll need to
forgive this man a whole lot of stuff.” He paused. “But I know you
will. I promised him you would.”

Khan's face came to complete attention; as if
readying for war. “Who is this man?”

“Like I told you in a letter, the last of the
witch's statues… ”

Khan's face seemed to turn to stone. “No; it could
not be… ” Then Khan saw the two white reindeer.

“He says Aslan told him he wasn't worthy to be
resurrected with the others; Aslan had to wait 'til the man was
ready to face his past and make amends. Aslan told him that being
Chancellor was how he would make amends.” Khan turned his head
towards the man whose face was still hidden. “He says Aslan told
him that if you didn't kill him first then he'd make a fine
Chancellor.”

The man sitting next to Hal slowly pulled his hood
back to reveal his face. He was older than Khan remembered; streaks
of gray in his hair and beard. His face no longer had a
self-centered sneer but looked tired and beaten. And, it looked
humbled. But it was Him nonetheless.

“My Lord Khan,” the man began as he bowed his
head.

With speed rivaling an angry rattlesnake, Khan's
powerful arm shot out and grabbed the man by his hair and dragged
him from the wagon. Shouting names and accusations that have
absolutely no place in a children's story, Khan swung the helpless
man around several times like a predator trying to stun its dinner
before unceremoniously dropping him in front of his hooves, looking
to all the kingdom as if he were about to stomp him to
death.

Brom and the other boys were just as fast. Before
Khan knew what was happening five human boys had mobbed him - to
include jumping on his back and grabbing at his arms and shoulders,
which as you can imagine just angered him all the more, for no one
mounts a centaur's back! Charlie wasn't idle, either - he'd jumped
between Khan and the man laying in pain on the ground, pushing as
hard as he could to make space between Khan and the dazed
man.

“KHAN!”

Khan's eyes darted at the sound - to see Old Hal,
the seemingly quiet, chocolate-colored old man who'd cooked for the
horse camp all summer, standing on his wagon seat, a longbow in
hand and an arrow strung tight and aimed at him, and Khan could see
the face of a seasoned, tempered Warrior in the old cook's
eyes.

“Are you the king of Narnia, Master Khan?” Old Hal
asked slowly and deliberately; “Or is Aslan?”

“Not this man! ” Khan hissed like a
viper.

“Last I heard you were merely the Regent; Alsan is
still our Rightful King. And He's chosen this man. As he chose
you.”

“To destroy these children? ” Khan had literally
shook Brom and the others off him and was pointing at the four
Kings and Queens, who were running in panic to see what had caused
their regent to explode in such anger, having to fight their way
through the quickly-gathering crowd. (Remember that this 'bottom of
the hill' stable and mews was right on the outskirts of the new
village, and Khan's loud, unprintable exclamations had attracted
quite a few villagers.) “Never! Never will I allow…
”

“But Aslan will!” Old Hal
retorted.

Khan and Old Hal - two old, battle-hardened warriors
- stared at each other for several minutes, neither flinching;
neither wavering.

Charlie, horrified at Khan's uncontrollable anger,
stood undaunted in protecting the man on the ground, even though
his young heart was feeing betrayed; the same sort of betrayal he
felt at night when his parents … but we don't need to
rehash that
situation; you know what I'm talking about - that's how
badly Khan's reaction hurt Charlie.

With a final snarl Khan reared up and galloped away
in the direction the herd had just returned from.










Chapter 11
Put to the Test


  As you can well imagine, Charlie was
heartbroken and inconsolable. Khan was the grandfather; the
father-figure; the wise old warrior training the budding young
hero. For this to happen was against all rules of sensibility. For
Charlie, Disbelief gave way to Anger; and then Anger gave way to
Silence. Not even Lucy could get through. It's a hard thing when a
young boy feels betrayed by his first true Hero.

After a month Old Hal wrote a letter and gave it to
a Carrier Pigeon with instructions to search all of Narnia for Khan
and deliver the letter. The Pigeon, being just as smart as any
beast of Narnia, flew south and west, zeroing in on Khan's secret
forest place - so secret that everyone in Narnia knew of it and
left it alone so the respected patriarch might continue to have
that one place to be alone with his thoughts.

But Khan wasn't in his secret forest place. And, he
wasn't in Lantern Wastes. He wasn't even anywhere near Glasswater -
the mermaids there hadn't seen him since before Alsan's return and
the end of the long winter.

With great courage the Pigeon flew to the one place
no respectable Narnian ever went, and that's where she found Khan.
You see, Khan had gone to the Witch's Vale with a very big,
centaur-size club and was taking his anger out on the great stone
walls of the castle. He'd destroyed the great throne and most of
that room, and next to the throne he found the broken-off leg and
foot that had once been part of the man named Narl, and he really
did a number with them! There wasn't hardly even dust left! Then he
moved on to the witch's private chambers and destroyed everything.
He'd destroyed the counters and sinks in the kitchen and was in the
midst of destroying the well when the Pigeon found
him.

The letter read:

“I'm not going to get all moral and
philosophical in this letter. You being the patriarch of the
Centaur, I'm sure I have no need. But you need to know a few
things.

“Charlie speaks to no one but me and the boys
who'd summer'ed with him. He doesn't even speak to Phoebes, the
yellow dog that was his faithful friend. He doesn't even speak to
Queen Lucy, and from what I've been told they were good friends -
being a boy he probably doesn't even know the little girl has a
crush on him and is totally in love with him. Her heartbreak nearly
equals Charlie's heartbreak of loosing a Grandfather and Hero
Figure.

“Wouldn't you agree it's a terrible thing to
grow old and wise. Once we do we're expected to be perfect and have
all the answers. And then we're expected to act as if those answers
are second nature; it's as if we're somehow perfect and aren't
allowed to make a mistake. When the wise Old One is training the
next generation, there's a certain amount of hero worship that's
natural and normal, and the worst day of all is when the young one
discovers his hero is imperfect.

“You and I both know you're one of the best. You
were chosen by Aslan to redeem a young one and change his life. You
did that - you taught him that there was an Old One worth loving
and worth trusting. Then, in an unguarded moment, you stomped that
trust and love into the dirt - just as you wanted to stomp the man
Narl.

“So, Patriarch Khan - it's time for the next
lesson by the wise Old One. It's time to teach him that even
someone as great and wise as you can ask for forgiveness - as he
forgives the way he'd been teaching that boy to forgive. If you
don't then he'll never learn to forgive, and his coming to Narnia
will be for nothing. Oh, I imagine Chancellor Narl could be put in
your place to teach the boy. Yes, imagine how sad it would be if
Narl had to be called in to finish a commission Aslan had given to
you.”

“Their Majesties are currently in the hands of
Narl alone. Is that what you want? More importantly, is that what
Aslan wants?

“Do you not think that Aslan has called both you
and Narl to teach these children a lesson that could only be taught
by the both of you? By the two of you demonstrating the twin,
symbiotic lessons of Repentance and
Forgiveness?”

The letter continued, but this is pretty much where
Khan stopped reading.

What was more important to him, Khan asked himself -
his hatred for Narl or the welfare of Their Majesties and
Charlie?

Khan heard a rustle among the rubble of the castle
kitchen and turned. It was Aslan. Unlike with children, however,
Aslan didn't speak. You see, when you get as old as Aslan and Khan
you already know everything that's going to be said - all the
questions and all the answers and all the wise, sage advise that
can possibly be said. And all of this was exchanged through their
eyes.

Finally Khan bowed his head.

“I will return immediately,
Majesty.”

“And you will forgive him? As I have forgiven
him?”

It was several minutes before Khan spoke. “I will do
as I have taught Charlie: I will leave a place where Forgiveness
can root and grow.” He paused again for several minutes. “That is
the best I can do at this time.”

“I only require your best. Because when you reach
your best, then you have another 'best' to reach out and obtain,
which I will continue to expect you to strive towards. Step by
step; line by line; grace by grace.”

And then Aslan was gone.

—————

When Khan returned to Cair Paravel, it was with
Mister and Missus Beaver riding on his back and wearing faces just
as solemn as the centaur they were riding. It wasn't lost on anyone
who saw them that the wisest and oldest of all centaur had two
riders on his back and that the three of them looked as if they
were riding into battle - Missus Beaver's face looked as if a brood
of children were threatened, and Missus Beaver could be a very
protective woman when it came to protecting the
Young.

Charlie saw Khan as he came through the village and
walked out to meet him, unsure of what would happen. It had been a
painful time, and he wasn't sure if he would forgive him, but he
walked out to meet him anyway.

“Beavers,” Charlie said aloud as he saw them, and
they waved back but said nothing.

“Young One,” Khan began before Charlie could say
anything. “I have wronged you more than anyone should have. I am
sorry. You had faith in me and I destroyed that faith. There is no
forgiveness… ”

“There's always forgiveness,” Charlie interrupted,
and Khan remained silent, waiting for Charlie to say more. “At
least,” and Charlie tried to smile, “At least, that's what you
taught me.” He paused again. “And I believe you.” Khan almost
smiled. “But, that don't mean it'll be easy.”

“No, Forgiveness is not always easy. And if you
continue to allow such wisdom to spew out of your mouth, Young
One,” Khan said slowly, “then all of Narnia will expect you to not
only be Wise but also Perfect.” He grinned as he layed a hand on
Charlie's shoulder. “And that sort of perfection is a heavy, heavy
burden.”

Then Charlie hugged the old centaur, who, surprised,
slowly returned the embrace. For Charlie, all was once again well
in the world.

—————

Word of Khan's return reached up the hill and
through the castle walls even before the Old One and the Young One
had completed their conversation, but at King Peter's urging the
inhabitants of the castle remained where they were so their Regent
would have to come to them. At Narl's request, they left him alone
in the great throne room, kneeling on a large cushion at the bottom
of the steps that led up the dais to the four thrones, there to
await the Regent. Peter ordered all other personnel to the upper
floors.

Khan entered the hall on the far end of the room and
had to walk the entire length of the great room to approach the man
waiting for him, Mister and Missus Beaver walking beside him.
Khan's hoofs echo'ed as he walked across the marble expanse, each
clop-clop of his hooves sounding louder and louder and more and
more like battle explosions with each step. But Narl held his head
up, fearful of the meeting but calm, knowing his burdens had been
placed on shoulders that continued to support
him.

“I hoped never to see or even think of you ever
again,” Khan said quietly after several minutes of staring down at
the former king of Narnia; the man whose sins had fueled the fall
of a once-great kingdom.

“When Aslan brought me back to life I prayed to
never have to face you,” Narl replied, equally quietly; “But
Aslan's ways are not our ways.”

“Do not speak His
name!”

“I
will speak His name.
I will speak it to His honor and glory.”

Khan waited.

“You know of a Great Lion who charges into battle
and saves the world. I know of a kind and tender Cat who walks in
quietly and encircles one with his compassion and forgiveness.”
Narl paused. “Pray, Master Khan, which is the more powerful view of
Narnia's True King?”

Khan still waited. It was distasteful for him to
think of much less speak to this man.

“Watch me, Regent,” Narl finally said. “Watch me
with the eyes of a Warrior. If as Chancellor I ever,
ever do anything to
endanger Narnia or the four children who sit on these thrones, then
do to me what you wanted to do when I lowered my hood and you saw
who I am. Because I promise you this: I will never endanger Narnia
again.”

After a moment Khan nodded. “I will watch you. And
if you do anything to endanger Narnia or Their Majesties, I will
hold you to the instructions you have just given me. This,
Chancellor, I can promise you.”

“Then, Regent, would you be so gracious as to allow
me to meet with the Beavers alone? They will be
safe.”

And yes, Khan grabbed me by the hair and pulled me
out of the throne room right alongside himself, so I'm unable to
report on the meeting, but I can tell you it got loud. It got loud
enough that Their Majesties came down from the floor above to put
their ears against the door along with mine. Missus Beaver has one
mighty temper! But, when the doors opened quite some time later
there were smiles and Missus Beaver was promising the Chancellor
that Mister Beaver would immediately build him a chair with wheels
(of all things!) that he'd be able to use to get around the
castle.










Chapter 12
Three Empty Heads


  Just to back up a bit: While Misses Beaver
was explaining her thoughts and emotions to Chancellor Narl as to
why she didn't think he ought to live, much less be anywhere near
respectable beings, Khan turned his attentions to Their
Majesties.

“I apologize for running away. It was not my place…
”

“Master Khan,” Edmund interrupted, “You were
forgiven about the time the Chancellor sat us down and explained in
confidence who he had been.”

“And that's just it,” Lucy agreed; “That's who
he
was. It's not who he
is
now.”

“Although we do understand it'll take a long time
for you to come around on all this. We understand. We hope you'll
be able to forgive him as Aslan has.”

Peter, who put an ear back to the door, smiled. “I'm
hoping Missus Beaver will forgive him, too. Otherwise there's going
to be another war!”

“Why, Majesties,” Khan asked as he looked from one
and then to another of the four children, “Why is Queen Lucy the
only one with her crown in place? Where are your
crowns?”

Three crownless children blushed and went ever so
quiet, which made hearing Missus Beaver's high-pitched tirade all
the more easy.

Finally Lucy spoke. “Their crowns are in the
Chancellor's room, actually. It's the Chancellor's first lesson to
us.”

“Oh?”

“Excuse me,” Peter, Susan, and Edmund all said at
once and then left.

“The Chancellor told us we can't speak of it, but
I'm sure it's alright to tell you,” Lucy began. “You see, just a
few days after he came to the castle … ”

—————

Three days after Narl had been brought to Cair
Paravel, he'd been looked at by a doctor, dressed by a tailor, and
filled by the cook. He'd been given rooms on the main floor for his
bedroom and private study so he wouldn't have to attempt the
stairs. Two men who served the castle had been assigned to assist
him in getting about until the promised wheeled chair arrived from
Beaversdam.

On the fourth day, the new Chancellor instructed
Their Majesties to come to his room, one by one, for their first
lesson in King and Queenship.

Peter sat facing Narl, who sat across the table from
the new Chancellor, tea and cake on the table between
them.

“Majesty,” Narl began; “What is your role? What is
your purpose as a King?”

Peter didn't hesitate: “To rule the people. To make
laws and ensure they are obeyed. To punish those who disobey. To
fight wars to make one's country safer and
stronger.”

Narl's gaze never wavered from the young king while
he spoke. And as the young king finished, Narl spoke: “Would Your
Majesty be so good as to leave your crown on the bookstand there by
the window? You must now discover the correct answer to my question
on your own - then you may have your crown back. And, you will not
speak of this conversation to anyone.”

Ashamed, Peter layed his crown on the first of four
pillows of deep purple that had been placed on the bookstand - Narl
hoping, however, that not all of the pillows would have to be
used.

Susan was next. After pouring her tea as he had for
her brother and offering cake, Narl asked the same
question.

“To be a leader. To have the power and strength to
make one's subjects follow you.”

“'Make them' follow you?”

“Well - yes. Isn't that what a monarch
does?”

Susan left the room as crownless as her older
brother and with the same instructions of not discussing with
anyone and having to find the answer on her own.

Then it was Edmund's turn. Tea was poured; cake was
offered. The single question was asked.

Edmund took a few minutes to reply, and Narl waited
patiently, enjoying the small piece of cake in front of him. You
see, the amount of thought he could see the children putting into
their answers was as important as the answer
itself.

“To be a good mediator,” Edmund finally
replied.

“How so?” the Chancellor asked.

“To settle disputes, based on the laws and commands
one has previously given. To mediate between other kingdoms and
one's subjects.” Edmund paused. “I guess that's why the king makes
the laws - so he can enforce them.”

Narl smiled. “You've answered better than your
bother and sister. However, you don't have it quite right just
yet.”

So Edmund also left the room
crownless.

Finally it was Lucy's turn. Tea was poured and
sipped. Cake was nibbled on to the point that Politeness and
Courtesy agreed they were satisfied. The question was finally
asked.

Lucy smiled and answered without hesitation: “To be
both an example and a source of strength to her
people.”

“How so?”

“Well, in the world we came from our country's at
war, and not really doing too well.”

“I'm sorry,” the Chancellor replied. “Would a
battalion of minotaur and centaur… ”

“No – I think it would scare our troops,
actually.”

Narl smiled.

“Our king wanted to send the Queen to another
country where she would be safe, and she
refused.”

“And their children?”

Lucy smiled. “Her Majesty said: 'My place is with my
husband, and my daughters' place is with me. We will stay.' Our
enemy is bombing our cities. Every night. That's why we were sent
out into the country to live on farms - to get away from the
bombing.”

“Protect the children; of course.”

“Well, Her Majesty refuses to leave the palace as an
example to the other mothers. The palace has been bombed twice and
still she and her daughters remain in residence.”

“But the children… ”

“Her Majesty realized that she has to show the
country that she can be as brave as the rest of them; that her
daughters aren't anymore precious than theirs. She's shown that
she'll stand up to the enemy, and that the royal family stands as
one.”

Narl leaned forward. “What else does this Queen in
your other world do?”

“Oh, she meets the hospital ships - the ships with
the wounded - and she helps unload the men and even tend their
wounds. And one of the princesses - she's Peter's age, I think -
she's learned to be an auto mechanic to help in the war
effort.”

“Does the King approve of … ”

“His Majesty speaks most affectionately of the
Queen.” She paused. “And one day, before we were sent out into the
country, we were walking with our father, and the Queen passed by
us in an automobile, and our father bowed and cried - he actually
cried! He told us what a good mother and wife and woman she was. He
didn't even mention her queenship.”

Narl was deeply impressed by the young girl's reply.
“Would your Queen go into battle?”

“In our old world the women don't fight in battle.
But they go to run offices and act as messengers and to tend the
wounded.”

“And become 'auto mechanics'?”

Lucy smiled. “Yes; the Princess. And in America the
women are virtually running all the factories and offices in the
place of the men… ”

“But would she fight?”

Lucy thought very hard. “She
is fighting; she's
fighting as hard as the men, but in a different way.” She paused
again. “But if she had to go into actual battle to save her country
and people - yes, I think she would. And every woman in the country
would follow her because of the example she's already
set.”

Narl paused a very long time before asking the next
question. “Would
you go into
battle?”

“Father Christmas gave me a gift when we arrived
here - a healing cordial to heal those who're wounded. I think
that's what Aslan wants me to do.” Then she leaned toward the
Chancellor and continued. “But if it came down to having to fight
to save my people and my country, then yes. There would be no other
choice.”

“But you're just a little girl.”

“I am a
Queen. And
I have
to act like it, even if I'm only ten years old. I
have no other
choice.”

Narl reached out and took Queen Lucy's hand in his
and kissed it. “Your Majesty.”

—————

Advised by Lucy, the Regent Khan remained silent as
one by one the three crownless ones came to him privately, fishing
for advise he knew he shouldn't give. Out of respect for the
Chancellor's teaching, he didn't allow himself to give so much as a
clue. He was proud, however, that it only took a few months for the
three to reclaim their crowns.

—————

Historical Note: Lucy's telling of what the
Queen in her country was doing during World War 2 is historically
accurate. Although I'm not British, I have a great respect for
these women and the example they set for their
country.










Chapter 13
Let's Zoom through Several Rather Boring Years


  That previous chronicler of Narnia whom I
respect very greatly quoted one Narnian monarch as describing
Narnian history as, in my own words, hundreds of years of nothing
especially noteworthy happening with occasional moments of
excitement. Let's zoom through several of those
years.

The Kings and Queens continued to be tutored in
their royal roles and duties by Chancellor Narl and guided in
making wise decisions by Regent Khan, whose sole approval had to be
given to everything until the first of the four came of age and no
longer needed an adult to approve of their actions. Khan continued
to watch Narl with an eagle's eye, and Narl never gave him a reason
to stomp him to death. After about two years Jack Frost no longer
entered the room when Khan found himself within eyesight of Narl.
They certainly didn't become friends, but a measurable chill in the
air was finally, ever so slowly, dispelling. Charlie silently
suspected that Khan's heart was holding a place for Forgiveness to
root, but he could also tell it hadn't quite tried to get through
the door just yet.

Standing beside Narl and Khan, the faun Tumnus
continued his role as Royal Advisor. As such, the faun often found
himself trapped between Narl and Khan until he made a conscious
decision not to be so trapped. He was able to see that, despite
Khan's hatred of Narl, both were making decisions solely based on
the welfare of the kingdom. Once he realized this, he excluded
himself from the emotions between the two and simply carried out
his duties, which included being sole advisor to the High Kings and
Queens when they traveled - Khan didn't wish to leave Narnia
(especially by boat!) and Narl didn't wish to be seen outside Cair
Paravel and its adjacent hilltop, so it was up to Tumnus to fulfill
these roles as Their Majesties made state visits to other kingdoms,
bringing any treaties or other agreements home for Regent Khan to
give the final nod or rejection.

One thing Khan, Narl, and Tumnus all agreed on was
that the castle needed a mother figure. Not Susan; a
real mother figure
(after all, Susan needed a mother-figure, too!) In the village was
a grandmother-age woman recently widowed, and she was hired to be
exactly that, even though the four young ones were told she was
being hired to be an etiquette instructor. Nana Miriam did in fact
teach etiquette, but she also very quickly endeared herself to the
four and became the grandmother figure the Regent, Chancellor, and
Advisor hoped she'd become. She gave the four an extra stability -
and, she gave them a female role model so badly needed in all four
of their lives. Funny thing is that in short order Mister Tumnus,
Chancellor Narl, and even Charlie could also be seen quietly
entering her office, where cookies, milk, and a warm fire were
always waiting for someone who needed a
Grandmother.

Narl, once he was sure the kingdom was stable and in
good hands, led King Edmund to the cave inhabited by Phoebes, the
yellow Lab dog (did I mention that Mister Beaver had made a small
cart for the Chancellor to ride in that was pulled by the two white
reindeer?), and showed him that the back wall was a well-disguised
door. Inside, once workman removed said wall, was a
well-constructed cavern holding the complete records of the kings
and queens of Narnia from before the Hundred Year War. Narl
explained they were hidden in this cave about a year before the old
capitol city and castle was destroyed. Khan was forced to admit to
himself that he actually respected Narl for bringing these records
to light - including records that showed his pre-Winter evil
actions. Narl was asked this by the High Kings and Queens, who had
kept the secret of who had had been, and he simply shrugged and
explained that history is history and for the kingdom to prosper
they needed to know what right things to do and what wrongs things
they should shun. “If my poor kingship can teach your four to act
otherwise,” he told them, Khan listening in, “then I have aided
Narnia.”

Preservation and even the duplicating of these
records soon became one of Edmund's priorities - along with
actually reading them and teaching his brother and sisters the
history of their kingdom. He sent for a group of Badger scholars to
do the work and to correlate the various records and generally
organize the ancient library into something usable and functional.
After all, everyone knows Badgers have very long memories, and such
talent was needed to organize and maintain this
treasure.

——————

Peter (going from age 16 to 20) became the gallant
warrior king. Growing tall, with a wide-shouldered, barrel-chested
body, he let his beard grow into a well-trimmed frame for his face.
He lead and commanded the Narnian army whenever it was needed to
protect hearth, home, and country, assisted ably by General Rusty,
who had a lifetime of experience with which to train the young man.
Peter's strength and leadership in battle garnered the respect of
the monarchs - and armies - of other countries.

Susan (blooming between that ages of 15 to 19),
being the practical-minded mother hen sort of girl, slowly took
over the day-to-day operations of running the castle, essentially
performing the duties of Chamberlain and Chief Steward. This was,
of course, an awful lot for a girl to learn, but she learned it
nonetheless and learned it well (to make sure, after all, that it
got done right.) Her brothers and sister appreciated the fact that
it gave her many other people besides themselves to organize and
order around, giving them much more freedom from her instruction
then they'd had before she took this role upon
herself.

Within this role of being the chief administrator of
the castle, Queen Susan rarely if ever went into battle, her role
being that of keeping the 'home base' secure and functioning so it
could send support to the army. But when she
did go to battle -
like when she led the resupply wagons and found the army in a
desperate situation - well, her prowess with bow and arrow was
legendary.

Just as legendary as her archery skills was her good
looks. Tall and stately and with raven black hair loose about her
shoulders, she took men's breath away as she descended the stairs
into a party. There was no question that all the eligible princes
and nobles were counting the days and hours until Regent Khan
thought she was ready to be courted.

Edmund (turning from a 13-year-old boy to the
respectable ago of 17) slowly became an experienced negotiator and
mediator. Through a combination of Khan's teaching of morality and
virtue in general, Tumnus' instruction in the use of language and
courtesy, and Narl's inherent diplomatic and manipulation skills,
Edmund became a master at diplomacy, not only negotiating on behalf
of his own country, but he was often called upon to mediate as a
third-party between other kingdoms. Although he was the one who was
more times than not able to find peaceful resolutions and solutions
to the satisfaction of all, he was still trained and experienced at
fighting in battle when that was what was needed to keep his
kingdom safe – his sword fighting was just as sharp as his
negotiating.

Lucy (changing from an 11-year-old child to a
15-year-old soon-to-bloom young woman) continued to be her
brothers' and sister's anchor of unshakable faith in Goodness. She
lived life fully, taking in all that was good and beautiful and
virtuous. She lived her life exactly as she'd described the role of
a queen to Narl, striving to be an example and role model to all
other women in Narnia. While Susan was the one with the stunningly
good looks, Lucy was not only thought of a 'very pretty girl; far
prettier than she thinks', but she was likewise respected and
honored for her actions - she was the one the queens of the
neighboring kingdoms hoped their sons would notice … while the
kings were wishing they were as young as their sons every time
Susan entered the room.

The healing cordial being the gift given to her so
many years ago, Lucy rode with the army so she could take charge of
the wounded, being followed by a nursing corp of women with healing
skills. As she would often find herself in the thick of battle
attempting to extract the wounded from the field, she had her own
helmet and chain mail crafted for protection; something that meant
the survival of far more soldiers than before. General Rusty took
one look at the little queen's dagger, given to her along with the
cordial, and he immediately assigned the toughest of the tough
soldiers to teach the girl how to use it - she became an expert,
able to hold her own whenever the situation called for it. Her
dagger became a symbol of the fierce devotion she showed in tending
the wounded.

Queen Lucy continued to have a secret crush on
Charlie that slowly blossomed into Love as it does in such innocent
young girls. Did she say anything? Of course not! She was just a
girl and he was practically grown-up. And besides, she was slowly
forgetting about Finchley and England and Kirke Manor and the
wardrobe - and that Charlie was from a place called Colorado;
therefore she was forgetting that before coming to Narnia he was
something other than a centaur …

… and speaking of Charlie … Charlie (15-19)
very quickly got tired of people asking him that since he wasn't a
Narnia-breed centaur, 'what sort are you?' Taking the situation in
hand, he proclaimed himself a 'Colorado-breed
centaur'.

Charlie continued as the stablemaster and took the
herd to the Witch's Vale every Spring and returned with them every
Fall, Brom and the others who'd gone with that first summer still
employed in the stables and still attending every summer. He grew
the royal herd large enough that after a few years part of it lived
permanently in the Witch's Vale under the supervision of Brom and
Phoebes (who enjoyed the move out into the country, especially
since his familiar old home was now the vestibule to an ancient
history research library.) Brom built a home for his wife and
children within the lower levels of the old witch's castle; rooms
for the single men who assisted him were kept on the floors above.
(You can imagine what Missus Beaver thought of this arrangement
when she came to visit and to make friends with Brom's wife and
children!) They rotated horses between the Vale and Cair Paravel to
spend a certain amount of time in service of the castle. Buyers
came from all the known lands to buy the superior breed Charlie was
developing, something which grew the financial coffers of the
castle, meaning there was less need for the people to support the
monarchs. Several times Charlie went on journeys to deliver the
horses being bought (he made at least one trip a year over the
mountains into Archenland) - and he always brought a souvenir home
for his 'little sister' Lucy.

Charlie also went on various battle campaigns - both
to fight and to take charge of the horses, assisted by Old Hal, who
followed the army as chief cook and supply officer. Many times
Charlie and Queen Lucy, mounted on her palomino mare that nearly
matched Charlie's colors, rode side-by-side as they led the support
battalion of supply, cooking, and nursing wagons as they followed
the soldiers led by Kings Peter and Edmund.

Charlie, being very much a teenage boy (a
permanently-mounted-on-a-horse teenage boy), felt perfectly free to
smile at girls and get smiled back at. Teenage boys, like teenage
girls, do love the attention. He had a whole collection of subdued
to insanely-colorful vests he wore, which became the gossip of many
circles of young women, many of whom made new vests for him simply
for the smile he'd give them, his gray-blue eyes framed by his
ash-blond hair sending spasms of joy and giggles through the girls
who made them for him. Meanwhile, he was also wise enough to not
flirt too far as he was a centaur and they were girls and society
and parents just weren't into letting such a romance such as that
occur - many a father and mother would watch to make sure nothing
more than harmless flirting was going on; he'd even politely bow
his head towards said parents to let them know he knew they were
watching and that he was going to be just as respectful as they
expected.

Charlie was even known for giving girls a ride,
something a Narnian centaur just wouldn't have done. Remembering
all the virtuous things he'd been taught, though, he was a little
cautious over who he showed such favor towards. Girls who, for
instance, wrapped themselves around him like a tree fungus trying
to remove the bark from its host tree … girls whose first
thought was to get their hands inside his vest - well, their ride
didn't last too long. Girls who blushed slightly or even apologized
for not knowing where to put their hands to hold on for the ride
tended to have longer rides. Girls who put their arms around his
stomach like they'd rode behind their brothers many times tended to
have a more enjoyable (and longer) ride than those whose hands
immediately fanned out across his chest in search of things he had
to make sure they never found. And none of this was lost on Khan,
who, remembering that the horse boy was still a charge from Aslan,
still watched over him and even received occasional letters via
Carrier Pigeon as to how he was doing.

Oh, and since he'd established himself as a separate
breed of centaur, he had no need to feel he was shaming the centaur
of Narnia if he wore a coat, cap, and gloves in the winter and
wrapped himself in a very warm blanket at night. Life was much,
much better with this bold step.

Charlie had no clue Queen Lucy loved him in a way
other than brotherly love, but isn't that just how boys that age
are? Please go ahead and sympathize with Lucy as it is well-earned,
but certainly don't make a fool of yourself by condemning Charlie
for being the boy Nature made him to be - he wasn't 'evil' for
being oblivious; he was just a normal boy … okay; a normal
'Colorado centaur' boy.

Early in this time that we're zooming through, the
King of Archenland came with a gift - the most splendid sailing
ship the children had even seen. Named the
Splendour Hyaline,
she was a luxury galleon for royalty that could, in a moment's
notice, open gunpoints and look and act like a man-of-war, which it
did once when a slave ship came too close and appeared far too
interested. The forward portion of the ship was shaped like a huge
white swan, its neck extended forward and his wings swept back as
if blown by the wind. Over the next several years the High Kings
and Queens took to the sea to make state visits in this craft to
Galma, Terebinthia, and the Seven Isles. There was even a memorable
state dinner on deck, hosted by the two queens, for which an entire
orchestra was hanging up among the sails on ropes and swings so
that it sounded to the guests as if the music was floating down
from the heavens. And of course there was the time the two kings
secretly harbored at Glasswater while returning from Archenland so
they could spend a day swimming with the mermaids - the thing that
had Susan fuming over this was that they claimed they did this
without bathing shorts - at least, that's what they told her just
to get a reaction out of her. I assure you, dear readers, it was an
adventurous but proper day despite what Susan was led to
believe.

By the time Charlie was twenty years old, he made a
startling discovery: the High Kings and Queens had forgotten their
life before Narnia. Lucy no longer remembered what Finchley was or
that there was a country named England. Peter and Edmund could
remember nothing of their boarding schools, and Susan believed that
she had been born in the castle at Cair Paravel. When asked, they
all four agreed their parents died when they were too young to
remember them. All four of them couldn't remember anything before
the Battle for Baruna and the end of the Hundred-Year
Winter.

Charlie discussed this forgetting with Khan, who,
after long discussion, determined that here was a reason that Aslan
might have in allowing it, and as long as they continued to be good
monarchs Charlie shouldn't worry.










Chapter 14
Escape from Cauldron Pool


The summer Charlie turned twenty (and Lucy became a
sixteen-year-old), his ash-blond ponytail was down his back and
touching his horse spine. His beard had come in to the point that
Brom taught him how to shave. After cutting himself enough times,
however, he decided Colorado centaurs were meant to wear a short,
groomed beard, and Brom's wife and Missus Beaver both agreed - they
thought it framed his handsome face just as nicely as King Peter's
beard did him. And, by the time the summer was over and he was
presenting himself back at Cair Paravel, a faint beginning to what
would become a properly-hairy centaur chest was beginning to sprout
and show itself through his unbuttoned vest - just as the muscles
from the years of working hard with horses and maintaining the
stable were also beginning to make themselves very well known
through the same vests.

This particular year Charlie was to receive a lesson
on the strangeness of teenage-hood. Yes, he'd survived the teenage
years fairly unscathed, but that doesn't mean there still wasn't
lessons to learn. You see, Lucy was sixteen years old and in the
middle of that grand but utterly mysterious teenage process of
changing from girl to woman. And as with so many others going
through said process, there are mistakes and bumps in the road that
could be either good or bad, often depending on who's nearby to
assist - or to take advantage. Fortunately for Lucy, she was
surrounded by friends.

Charlie had returned to Cair Paravel after spending
most of the summer at the Witch's Vale, only to be talked into a
trip up the Great River to Cauldron Pool; the place where the river
fell down from the Western Mountains and began its long, winding
journey towards the sea. Charlie had been their many times, often
seeing the pegagus as they flew down from the mountains to bathe in
the pool. Lucy had never been and wanted to go, but her brothers
had been very busy with diplomatic missions that summer, and Susan
was far too busy with 'important things' to make the trip. So, when
Charlie returned from his summer lodgings she applied best pleading
face and he agreed.

Nana Miriam, Queen Lucy, and Charlie rode the royal
barge as far as Baruna before stopping and putting in a royal visit
at a dinner given in Her Majesty's honor. Continuing on the next
day, Nana Miriam sighed to herself as she could see plainly what
was going on: Lucy, soon to be a beautiful, budding flower of a
young woman, was trying to bloom too soon, and Charlie - handsome
Charlie who didn't even realize just how flirtatious he was with
the young women of Narnia - was the center of the young Queen's
premature budding. It was obvious to the older woman that the young
queen had designed this outing to be a time for her to have Charlie
all to herself and try to press him on to a feeling of something
other than brotherly and sisterly love. It was also obvious that
Charlie, who was just starting to catch on to the girl's advances,
would make the right choices after much stumbling and
embarrassment. With all this observed, Nana Miriam sat back on the
royal barge as it made its way toward Beaversdam and watched for
the inevitable dual broken, betrayed hearts that would surely
happen before the trip was done.

—————

The old woman stayed behind the next morning to
visit with Missus Beaver as Charlie and the young queen made the
half-day walk up the rest of the river to Cauldron Pool, meeting
various unicorns, talking horses, and even Buck and his herd as
they traveled along.

Now, children: Charlie was in fact a boy, but he was
not as stupid as society in general likes to think boys are – boys
just don't talk and discuss things like girls do, so naturally the
world thinks they don't experience them. How silly of the world to
assume so incorrectly!

Charlie could tell there was something different
about his 'little sister'; she was, in fact, not acting like the
little sister he'd loved since they'd met. No! She was acting like
a girl in love, and we're not talking about brotherly-sisterly
love, are we? We're talking about all the romance stuff that's
still silly and gross to most of you. The closer they got to
Cauldron Pool the more he realized there was going to be trouble.
He loved her like a sister … but she was in love like a girl
who loves a man and wants that man. And Charlie knew he didn't feel
that way. Besides, he was twenty years old and she was barely
sixteen … Oh, yes - Charlie was suddenly looking for any way
out of this situation he could find!

Khan, who was on a walkabout around Narnia to
observe the kingdom and report back to the castle how things were
in their realm (his way to get out of the castle for a week or two
and enjoy nature), came upon Beaversdam and hailed Missus Beaver
and Nana Miriam, who were sitting in the shade of a large oak tree
next to the Beaver's lake. Once Nana Miriam explained why she was
visiting the Beavers, Khan also realized there was trouble brewing.
Unable to take the calm attitude of the woman, he excused himself
to continue his walkabout and pointed himself in the direction of
the doomed couple.

“He'll be good for Charlie. And gentle with the
Queen,” Missus Beaver commented as Khan departed, and Nana Miriam
agreed.

Charlie felt like worms were eating him from the
inside out as Lucy layed a gentle hand on his back – again. Her
fingers stroked his horse back gently before squeezing where ever
they came to a stop. Yeah, Charlie wasn't happy about a 'little
sister' making advances on him.

They finally arrived at Cauldron Pool, where the
tall, narrow waterfall plunged down into Narnia from the almost
mist-shrouded heights of the Western Mountains, where myth and
legend says Aslan has a walled garden on a hill on an island in the
middle of an alpine lake, where the secret of Life resides in a
Tree with quite remarkable fruit. Charlie, wanting very badly to
get away from Lucy, whom he now could only think of as a young
woman, plunged right in to the water without so much as stripping
off his vest before he'd submerged his entire body and came back
up, dripping and cold for the chill of the water.

Lucy's attention was taken off Charlie for a moment
as three pegagus came out of the mist at the top of the waterfall
and gently landed near her, allowing themselves to be approached
and then stroked by the young Queen. However much Charlie wanted to
use the distraction to run for his life – for the sake of his
Virtue,* and hers! – he knew he'd been charged with the Queen's
safety on this outing, and so he was still there when Lucy's
attentions turned from the pegasus and back to himself. But he knew
that for her sake as much as his this meeting had to
end.

—————

* 'Virtue' means
'moral strength'.

—————

When Lucy decided it was time for her to also take a
swim, she locked eyes with the tall, handsome Horse Boy - really
more of a horse
man at this point in
his life - and started to undo the many ties that hold a woman's
clothes in place.

The Queen's security was suddenly not nearly as
important to Charlie as it was a few bare seconds before. He was
out of the water in a moment - on the opposite side of the great
pool. Motioning for the pegasus, who'd also decided to bathe, he
begged them to watch over Lucy until he could send someone for her,
and then he fled.

—————

Khan saw three pegasus fly overhead on their way
towards Beaversdam, a woman rider on one of them, about the time he
also saw the horse boy coming towards him at full gallop. Khan
allowed the befuddled Young One to stammer out an explanation, but
when he'd learned enough he held both hands up, and the Young One
went silent.

“Did you conduct yourself every bit a Gentleman?”
was Khan's only question.

“Huh?” Charlie stammered; “Yes. But she…
”

“Not another word.” And Khan smiled
gently.

“But Lucy. Queen Lucy. She's gone crazy! She's
acting like a… ”

“She's acting like a sixteen-year-old girl in the
first throes of womanly love,” Khan replied. “Primed and ready for
her first heartbreak. Lucky for her it was with a trusted friend
with whom she will manage to remain friends the rest of their
lives.” Charlie stared blankly; as if Khan was speaking a foreign
language, which, if you think about it, it
was a foreign
language to him. The Old One just smiled. “The same love that's
right now breaking the girl's heart will also heal it. So, you get
on your way to the Vale and see to Brom; he's broken a leg and
could use your help for the Winter. And be gentle if Lucy writes a
letter to apologize for today. Answered right, you'll cement a
friend's love that will last forever.”

Charlie stared for a moment deeply into Khan's
eyes.

“You had a human love you once,
Grandfather?”

Khan smiled a smile that made him look a faction of
his nearly two-hundred years. “She became the Queen of Narnia and I
her husband's counselor in communicating with the native Narnians,”
which meant all the non-human citizens. “She left with the rest of
the humans when the Hundred-Year Winter began.”

Other than the fact that Khan was once loved by a
human woman, all Charlie really got from the conversation was “Run
for your life”, and so he did - he went around Beaversdam as he'd
also seen the Pegasus returning Lucy to the patient, comforting
arms of Nana Miriam, and then he headed up the road along the river
that led up the gorge and through the now-thinned brambles and
between the small, twin peaks that marked he entrance to the
Witch's Vale. A week later the supply wagons arrived at the Vale
with their monthly delivery - and included in it was all of
Charlie's things to make the Winter livable.

—————

Just as snow began to fall, marking the beginning of
winter in the Witch's Vale, Charlie didn't return to the witch's
castle when the supper signal was sounded. Supper was over and he'd
still not returned. Brom, finally done with crutches and walking on
a cane, mounted a horse to ride out and find his friend. He knew
there were things weighing on Charlie but had no clue what they
might be.

Brom found Charlie at the edge of a clearing among
the oak tress that grew on the east side of the valley, quietly
watching a group of mares with their foals.

“No flirting with the livestock!” Brom called out
purely in humor, but Charlie blushed deeply as he turned to face
the man approaching on the horse. “Hey, I was just
joking.”

“I know,” and Charlie turned back to watching the
horses.

After a moment, Brom spoke again. “Sometimes a
person's silence is deafening. What's wrong?”

“I'm alone.”

“How alone?”

“I'm twenty years old and my only nighttime
companion is an old yellow dog who sleeps against me for warmth
when I come to the Vale.” He paused. “I've never even kissed a
girl.”

“And us guys can't make up for that loneliness no
matter what we do,” Brom observed gently, and Charlie smiled. Brom
nodded towards the mares and asked: “Is what I
think you're
thinking right now going to cure that
loneliness?”

After a moment Charlie shook his head. “No. It
wouldn't.” He looked at his friend. “After all, I'm not a
Beast.”

“You're not?” Brom asked, puzzled, as he and Charlie
turned back into the forest. After all, centaurs were in fact
considered Beasts, which was not an insult.

“Can I tell you a secret? One you gotta keep at all
costs?”

“Yeah. We're friends.”

So Charlie told Brom about Charlie the boy and
Charlie the horse and that they came from the same world the High
Kings and Queens had come from and what Aslan did when the came to
Narnia. He told him about the horse ranch at home in Colorado and
about two little sisters he missed very much and hoped they were
alright. And he told him about Gramps the preacher and how he and
Khan were so very much alike in attitude and
temperament.

“Wow,” was pretty much all Brom could find to say
when the story was done.

“So you see,” Charlie said again, “I'm pretty much
alone.”

Brom wasn't insulted because he knew that Charlie
was talking about being alone in the sort of companionship that an
entire battalion of guy friends couldn't make up for. Instead, he
advised: “No matter how alone you are, brother, what I think you
were thinking back there watching the mares would be something
you'd regret the rest of your life.”

Charlie blushed. “Yeah, it would.”

“What we need to do is find you a girl to
kiss.”

“Where?”

“Where?!” Brom exclaimed. “Did Aslan leave you with
horse brains when he brought you here? Charlie, you're the biggest
flirt Narnia has ever known! Do you think the women make vests for
you out of charity?!”

“What do you mean?”

Brom sighed. “Every village you walk through! Those
young woman aren't lined up to make sure you're dressed well. Every
one of them are hoping for a flirt; for a kiss!”

“To kiss
me?”

Brom reached over from his own mount to thump his
friend's head. “Aslan gave you eyes to see. Try using them! There
isn't a girl in this kingdom that wouldn't kiss you and giggle for
a month. And at
your age some
recreational kissing is
definitely in order.
Since Aslan in his wisdom saw fit to mount a gorgeous guy like you
on his favorite horse, making him in the eyes of the very women
he's kissing an unattainable goal, you could get away with
even more
kissing, as kissing is all they know they'll ever be
getting from you.”

“A Forbidden Fruit,” Charlie
whispered.

“If you want to call it that; yeah. The most
obtainable forbidden fruit in all of Narnia!”

Charlie thought hard on all of this, and as he did a
big smile came over his face.

“Brom?”

“Yeah?”

“Make your leg heal real fast. I feel like visiting
my vest-makers.”

Brom smiled and laughed a hearty
laugh.

“Oh… ”

“Mmm?”

“Can I ask you some questions. You know; guy
stuff?”

Brom determined he'd ride around the Vale for just
as long as it took for his friend to ask all the guy stuff
questions he wanted to ask, and that he'd answer them all. (And if
you think I'm going to report a single word of their conversation -
well, you'd be wrong.) They were both very cold when they finally
returned to the castle and enjoyed sitting by one of the huge
kitchen fireplaces to warm themselves back up. And before Charlie
could stand and leave for his own quarters, Brom stood and kissed
him on the forehead.

“What's that for?” a surprised Horse Boy
asked.

“Where I came from, that's what brothers do,” was
the simple reply. Brom then gave him a short, manly hug and was off
for his own quarters, to get further warmed by being very close to
the woman he loved.

Knowing he had a brother he could talk to and share
anything made Charlie's life a little less lonely. And a month
later when a letter arrived from Queen Lucy, he answered as gently
and Gentlemanly as Khan could hope for; he even apologized for
running off and leaving her to the pegasus. Through letters that
continued to be exchanged throughout the Winter, a lasting
friendship was cemented that would last for a very long time and
over many more bumps and pitfalls.










Chapter 15
Hand-Kissing


A few days before Charlie and the horses being sent
to Cair Paravel for the summer were to leave, Isabella, Brom's
wife, paused as she was readying to set a breakfast plate before
Charlie. (Old Hal, by the way, was Head Cook in the Witch's Vale,
but the women did the serving. He thought it a good retirement
job.) Such a pause always gets the man's
attention.

“Do you know what Colorado centaurs need to
do?”

“What?”

“Bring back the art of kissing a woman's hand.”
Charlie shot a look a 'did you tell her?' look at Brom, who was
nodding 'no, I didn't'. “A kissed hand does two things.” The plate
still hovered; not yet set down. “It makes an old woman feel loved,
and it acts as a weather vane with a younger
woman.”

“A weather vane?” Brom asked.

“Exactly,” his wife replied, the plate almost to the
table. “Once you've kissed her hand, a woman's eyes will say one of
four things.” She paused. “They might say 'no', or they might just
say 'thank you'. Or, they might say 'yes'.”

“You said four things,” Charlie asked, mental notes
being written as quickly as possible.

Isabella layed the plate down but didn't let go of
it as she smiled and looked Charlie right in the eyes. “They might
also say: “'Aim higher!'”

Only then did she let go of the plate, her teaching
moment for the day complete.

“How does the man kissing the hand say these four
things to the woman?” Charlie asked two mouthfuls
later.

“By the amount of eye contact he makes while kissing
the hand. By what his eyes are saying to her.”

——————

Three weeks later, after taking half the herd to
Cair Paravel and returning with the horses that had been there all
winter, Charlie was wearing a wide, happy smile as he approached
Isabella, who was hanging up the morning's laundry. He took her
hand, kissed with only a gentlemanly amount of eye contact, and
grinned even wider. Handing her a shinny red apple, Charlie added.
“An apple for the teacher.”

“A Colorado custom?” Isabella
asked.

“Along with hand kissing.”

Isabella smiled wide as she returned to her wash and
Charlie went to find Brom, undoubtedly to talk about guy things.
Naturally, Brom's questions were of a different
nature.

“Did you kiss Queen Susan's hand?”

“Yeah; she gave me a 'why are you acting stupid?'
look; your wife left that one out of her lesson.”

“And Queen Lucy?”

Charlie smiled gently. “She smiled a 'thank you' and
told me I'd always be her best friend.”

——————

Charlie didn't stay the Summer in the Witch's Vale.
Brom was actually more experienced in taking care of horses and had
as good an eye for breeding pairs as Charlie, so Charlie returned
to Cair Paravel to take on another role in the royal household -
that of Royal Messenger. Yes, the Carrier Pigeons were still used,
mostly for verbal messages, but for larger dispatches and even
royal packets, something stronger and larger was needed. For
Charlie this was a chance to see more of the world and kiss many
more hands. (My apologies to the young boys reading this; please
don't let the thought of Charlie enjoying actually touching and
kissing girls send you back to those books about dinosaurs and
wizardry schools - as you grow older you'll find it's not such a
bad activity in its proper time, of course.)

When Charlie the Royal Messenger wasn't delivering
dispatches and kissing every womanly hand he could between Cair
Paravel and wherever he was delivering, he was required train as a
soldier; as was considered a member of the Palace
Guards.

Through the Summer and the following Winter,
Charlie's and Lucy's friendship grew and strengthened. Weekly trips
to the beach became fewer and fewer as their royal duties
increased, but those same duties often found them sharing an
evening tea; often in the office of Nana Miriam, where both of the
young ones would share with the old woman, who served advice along
with tea and cakes.

The summer that Charlie was 22 years old and Lucy a
mature 18, the High Kings and Queens set sail to visit all their
island holdings - Galma, Terebintha, the Seven Isles, and, for the
first time together, the Lone Islands - until then the two kings
had sailed as far as the Lone Islands on separate missions, but it
was the Queens' first opportunity, and they weren't going to miss
it for anything.

As the four royal ones were now pretty much of adult
age, Khan's role in the castle was nearly completed, and he took
this opportunity to roam Narnia for the summer. Chancellor Narl was
finally talked out of the castle to help shepherd the royalty on
their voyage, and Advisor Tumnus also accompanied them. This left
General Rusty of the Royal Guards in charge of the castle, and with
it, temporarily in charge of the kingdom.

Charlie had been on one previous voyage and spent
the entire voyage seasick - therefore he convinced Their Majesties
that this summer would be a good time for him to join a few trading
expeditions and see more of Narnia and the surrounding kingdoms
than he had yet seen. As it ended up, this included a journey along
the coast to Archenland with a 2-day stop in Glasswater, where he
had a long swim with mermaids. They even kissed him so he could
breath underwater and then they pulled him along to show him old
shipwrecks and other items of interest he'd never have otherwise
seen.

—————

The evening before the High Kings and Queens sailed,
however, Chancellor Narl sent word to Regent Khan, asking for an
audience. Choosing a room neither of them normally used in the
castle as something as a neutral territory, Khan arrived to find
Narl sitting at a table spread with refreshment.

“Please forgiven me if I don't stand,” Narl said
honestly.

“That is, perhaps, the only thing I am willing to
forgive,” the centaur said plainly.

“I know you'll never forgive who I was,” Narl began.
Khan said nothing. “I only wish to know one
thing.”

“And that is… ?”

“Have I or have I not performed my stewardship
well?”

“You need my approval?”

“No, I need Aslan's approval. But I value your
opinion as I doubt anyone's watched me closer than
yourself.”

“I have not found any fault in your teaching of the
children,” Khan admitted, “however much I would like
to.”

“Is there anything I haven't done that you would
suggest - if asked, of course.”

“Are you asking?”

“I am.”

“Invite princes and princesses of comparable age to
spend a season at Cair Paravel so Their Majesties can watch them
and their manners and get some idea of how those born into the role
carry themselves.”

“Thank you; an excellent suggestion.” Narl paused,
changing the subject. “Master Khan - I know you'll never like me.
But I have some advice for you.”

“I have not asked for your advise.” Khan was
reasonably sure there was nothing he could learn from the man who'd
destroyed his kingdom.

“I'm not giving this advise for myself or you, but
for the sake of the five children - hence, for my
country.”

“Five
children?”

“I'm also thinking of Charlie.”

“You call him a child? As if he were
human?”

“Wouldn't you agree I have always been, if anything
else, very observant?” Khan nodded. “There's more to him than you
or he have ever told the rest of us. Don't think I've been fooled
by silence. But I've respected that privacy as I suspect it's for a
reason.”

“How good of you.”

Narl did his best to ignore Khan's attitude towards
him. “My advice is this: Hate me all you want. But publicly you
must at least appear to begin to forgive me. Your own
teaching of allowing a place for Forgiveness to take root and grow
- don't think for a moment Charlie isn't watching for that very
thing to happen. It's been seven years that you and I have been
Chancellor and Regent, and in those seven years your hatred hasn't
abated. Don't you think Their Majesties and Charlie are watching?”
Narl paused. “For the sake of these children, at least become a
better actor and appear to follow your own teachings.” He paused
again. “Otherwise you will be doing more damage to the Four Thrones
and to Charlie than I.”

Khan nodded and turned to leave.

“One more thing,” Narl asked.

“What?”

“Could you… ?” He paused, unsure if he should ask.
“I would greatly appreciate… ” Narl finally looked Khan in the
eyes. “I would be grateful if you could tell me something about my
grandmother, the Queen Mother.”

Khan's eyes narrowed.

“She was in prison before I was even born; I didn't
even know she was alive. After our first meeting I looked her up in
the records. But records only tell you what a person has done and
what was done to them.” He paused again. “Please - tell me about
the woman.”

“She was my best friend,” Khan said slowly. “Imagine
Queen Lucy as an adult and you will have some idea of the woman.
She had both a regal nature and a divine innocence about her that
made anyone who knew her love her. Innocent as a dove while at the
same time as wise as a serpent. She did everything a real queen of
Narnia should do.”

Narl waited silently, and Khan continued. He told
him about his grandfather as well and how he had served under him
for the good of Narnia, stopping the story short when it came to
the part where Queen Tabatha was imprisoned by her son (Narl's
father), who'd murdered his father for the
throne.

At the end of the story, Narl sat still, not even
his face wavering but for a single huge tear escaping manfully from
each eye.

“Thank you, Khan.”

Khan didn't move for several minutes as he watched
Narl's face struggle with emotion. He noted it was the first time
the man had simply called him by his name; not adding a title in
front of it. He spoke as if to a friend. If they'd been friends
he'd have gone and layed a hand on the man's shoulders, but this
Khan couldn't bring himself to do.

“Goodnight, Chancellor,” Khan said with a gentleness
he'd not used with the man before (and this wasn't lost on Narl,
either), and then he turned and left.

For the three months the Splendour Hyaline
was gone from port, Khan toured Narnia on a quiet walkabout, and he
thought long and hard on Narl's words - involuntarily, of course -
to be lectured and given advice by that man of all men! How dare he
throw his own words back at him! How dare he accuse him of not
following his own teachings … And the hardest thing to face
during that three months of walkabout was admitting Narl was
right.










Chapter 16
Suspicious Eyes


The Splendour Hyaline returned the High
Kings and Queens safely to Cair Paravel in the middle of the Autumn
harvest season, along with an extra passenger. Lord Peridan, son of
the Governor of the Lone Islands, had accompanied the High Kings
and Queens back to Narnia on something of a state visit,
representing his father. The same age as Queen Susan (22 years
old), the visiting Lord waited patiently as the Narnian royalty
disembarked the Splendour Hyaline by age, High King Peter
first and Queen Lucy bringing up the rear. Chancellor Narl and
Royal Advisor Tumnus motioned for Lord Peridan to go before them,
and even from the dock Charlie caught the glances Narl and Tumnus
gave the visiting Lord's back. But then Queen Lucy was standing on
front of him and they hugged a greeting and the rest of they day
was lunching with their Majesties and Lord Peridan and hearing all
the tales of the voyage.

That night, however, Narl and Tumnus came Charlie's
quarters to discuss the voyage and the visiting so-called
dignitary.

“I don't trust him,” Narl and Tumnus said nearly at
the same time.

“Khan once taught me to watch a person's eyes during
an unguarded moment,” Charlie replied. “And that man's eyes say one
thing.”

“Yes - Marriage,” retorted Tumnus.

“Queen Susan is naturally cautious,” Narl began;
“She's been polite but aloof… ”

“Like she is with everyone?” Charlie
laughed.

“Which, in
this instance, is a
good thing,” Narl concluded.

“Queen Lucy, however, is her normal, outgoing,
loving self,” Tumnus pointed out. “She's been the perfect hostess,
and he's been polite enough to not appear snobbish at least to her.
He's still trying to figure Queen Susan out; I believe he thinks
she'd be the better badge of honor. But my guess is that he'd be
willing to settle for the little sister.”

A week later, however, Queen Susan made her feelings
perfectly clear. Charlie was turning a corner near one of he many
stairways in the castle and was startled to hear something thudding
and bumping its way down the stairs - he reached the stairs only to
have Lord Peridan come rolling to a stop right at his front legs, a
bright red hand-shaped welt on one cheek. And at the top of the
stairs was Queen Susan, so angry her raven-black hair was almost
standing on end. It wasn't Charlie's place to ask questions, so he
continued on his way, making a stop to tell both Narl and Tumnus
that he thought Queen Susan was now relatively safe from marriage
to the visiting Lord.

Also a week after the return of the Kings and
Queens, Khan returned to the castle, four more guests in tow. “I
guess I simply took my own advice in having other royals of the
same age come to visit,” Khan explained to Chancellor Narl and
Advisor Tumnus; “I was in Archenland when I received word that the
Splendour Hyaline had returned.” the old centaur smiled.
“I simply told King Lune that his daughters had not visited Cair
Paravel since the High Kings had come of marriageable age, and he
had the two of them, accompanied by Lords Dar and Darrin, packed
and ready to accompany me the very next morning.”

“What? No Corin?” Narl asked with a
grin.

Khan caught himself from smiling at Narl. “Obviously
too young and headstrong for what we discussed. Why, he's half
Queen Lucy's age.” *


——————————

* “The Horse and His
Boy” doesn't say what Corin's age was; I'm speculating for the sake
of the story.


——————————

As Lord Peridan had never been to Narnia - had never
even been away from the Lone Islands! - it was immediately decided
that a royal tour of the kingdom was in order.

One thing that Lord Peridan just hadn't figured out
yet was that he wasn't the most important person on earth - next to
his father the Governor. It was a Narnian tradition that ships were
boarded and disembarked according to rank. Back in the Lone
Islands, he'd attempted to be the last to enter the ship, thus the
highest-ranking one to board. Even his father had to explain to him
that High King Peter was the Emperor of the Lone Islands, his
sister and brother just barely under his rank. His father shoo'ed
him aboard the ship even before Advisor Tumnus - and the young man
was horrified that an animal (really a 'Beast') appeared to outrank
him! And, as the party of young ones left Cair Paravel for their
'Tour de Narnia', Lord Peridan once again tried to place himself in
what he thought was a far better rank that he held - he tried to
work his horse right in between Queens Susan and Lucy! In the end
he found himself behind the High Kings and Queens, behind the
Archenland princesses, and even behind their Lordly chaperons. Yes,
he was in the rear with Royal Messenger Charlie, who was in charge
of the supply caravan following behind, laden with food, tents, and
clothing. Knowing he was being slighted by being forced to the rear
with the animals, he rode silently and sulking like a spoiled child
half and even a quarter his age. It didn't help that Charlie was
called to the front often to confer with the queens and even gave
the four young ladies an occasional ride - he was pleasantly
surprised by the princesses courteously asking where and how a
young lady such as themselves ought correctly hold on to him - such
courtesy garnered them much longer rides than he'd given many young
ladies.

Spending an evening at Beruna and being feasted and
housed for the night, they moved on to Beaversdam, where Mister
Beaver ran docks at the base of his dam to which the river barges
came to load and unload. It was a very small town that had been
built there, but Missus Beaver's brand new public house and inn was
well prepared to feed the royal party. After that, several days
were then spent in the Witch's Vale, hosted by Brom and Isabella,
where the young men held a pull-up contest, seeing who could do the
most pull-ups while hanging from a strong and sturdy oak tree's
branch. To everyone's surprise, Charlie reared up on his hind legs
and took hold of a very high and strong branch and pulled his
entire equine body off the ground - twice. All but Lord Peridan
agreed this made him the winner.

“Doesn't count; he's an animal.”

The four other human faces went dark - Lord Peridan
had been told enough times the difference between animals and
Beasts.

“Well, he is!”

Charlie chose to just smile and leave, making his
way back to the queens and princesses and some harmless flirting
time. And while Kings Peter and Edmund were trying to decide what
to say or do, Brom wasn't so hesitant. With his leather working
gloves still on, Brom back-handed Lord Peridan across the face.
Naturally, Lord Peridan struck back. Now, children: although I'm
not one to glorify violence, I'm perfectly willing to admit there's
a time and place for an occasional thrashing, and I also agree
there are times it's the only way someone such as Lord Peridan is
able to learn. Brom proved to be a highly-proficient instructor in
demonstrating to Lord Peridan why it was time to stop referring to
fauns, satyrs, and centaurs as animals. Not used to this form of
education except when he was doing the teaching, Lord Peridan found
that being on the student end of such a session was in fact far
rougher than when, for instance, his valet (who'd not come on this
trip) hadn't ironed something correctly or the cook's girl hadn't
poached his eggs correctly and he had 'taught them a
lesson'.

Queen Lucy, being the compassionate soul she was,
took Lord Peridan by the hand once he'd escaped the teaching
situation and had tried to hide among the wagons. She took him down
to the stream and washed his face and kindly promised him that the
bumps and bruises would in fact fade. Peridan then disappeared into
this tent, and Queen Lucy made sure some supper was taken to him
when the rest of them gathered to dine.

—————

“Lord Peridan?” a voice called from outside the
young man's tent late that night when most of the camp was
asleep.

“Go away!”

“I speak for Queen Lucy.”

“Very well; you may enter.” Charlie ducked as low as
he could as he opened the tent flap. “Get out of here!” Lord
Peridan roared when he was who it was.

“I speak for Queen Lucy.” Lord Peridan began to say
something, but Charlie added: “I'm the Royal Messenger of all four
of the Kings and Queens. When I speak it is with their voice and
authority.”

Lord Peridan executed the biggest sulk that Charlie
had yet seen. “Very well.”

“Her Majesty sends the message that in Narnia
friendship and respect it isn't earned by shoving your rank down
people's throats. It's earned by what you do and how you
act.”

“That doesn't sound like the
Queen.”

“She's permitted me to put it in my own words. She
suggests you carefully watch how the two Kings and the Lords Dar
and Darrin treat each other and the people they meet. If you can
honestly emulate them you'll be far better off than you are
now.”

“Is that it?” Charlie nodded. “Then tell Her
Majesty… ”

“She is my Queen and my friend, and you will speak
with respect.”

Lord Peridan took a breath.

Charlie almost smiled “I'll tell Her Majesty that
you thank her for her kindness.”

—————

Traveling farther west, the party camped in Lantern
Wastes, recorded in many histories as the place where Aslan had
stood as He created Narnia and all Narnians and where humans first
came to Narnia. It was one of the very oldest and ancient of
forests in the kingdom, branches and leaves and pine needles so
thick that the sun was nearly blotted out. They stared at the
mysterious Lamp Post and at the gold and sliver trees which never
seemed to bear fruit. One of their attendants came running to camp
one day to tell them a white stag had been spotted, and all the
royal party galloped off to chase it - legend says, after all, that
they who catch it may require a wish to be
fulfilled.

“Mister Tumnus' old home was very close to the Lamp
Post!” Queen Lucy remembered, so one morning they hiked in the
direction they remembered it being and there they
found…

—————

“Father?!”

Mister Tumnis' knees lost all their strength as the
faun discovered in Lantern Wastes obediently presented himself at
Cair Paravel.

“Master Stormwell?” Khan
exclaimed.

“I am no one's master; do not call me by useless
human titles,” Stormwell said in his ever-familiar matter-of-fact
voice.

“Where have you been?” Tumnis exclaimed; “I have
thought you dead all these years!”

“I was one of the witch's statues,” Stormwell
replied, still matter-of-fact, as was his nature. “When the Lion
resurrected us I decided I was
not going to fight
for humans to come in and rule us again. So I left. Visited many
places. Lived in the deepest woods. After you stopped visiting our
old home I returned there to live.”


——————————
Stormwell
was a major character in 'From Boy to Man and Back Again'; I hope
you've read it.

——————————

“Who sent you?” Khan asked; “Did Aslan…
?”

“A week ago a group of children found me. Four of
them claim to be the Kings and Queens Joseph the Messenger told us
about. Two princesses and three lords were with them; one of them a
spoiled brat trying to act courteous… ”

“That would be Lord Peridan from the Lone Islands,”
Tumnis interjected.

“There was a miniature centaur with
them.”

“Charlie,” Khan said; “The Royal Messenger. A
Colorado centaur.”

“The youngest queen told me there was someone
besides you two I was to meet. Someone I would want to
kill.”

“Father… ” Tumnnis began.

“I have no wish to kill anyone. I saw too much of
that before I was a statue. But being Kings and Queens I decided I
would have no peace unless I came to see you and to see who they
foolishly think I wish to kill.”

Tumnis looked up at Khan. “Regent Khan will
explain.” And he smiled at the Regent.

When Khan and Tumnis took Stormwell to see
Chancellor Narl, they closed the door before I could sneak in
behind them. Surprisingly, there was no screaming or throwing of
things. Ear to the thick oak door, I couldn't even hear anything. I
was told later that Stormwell, who actually showed emotion for a
second before catching himself, simply asked: “I have been told
Aslan has forgiven you; is this true?” and Narl answered simply and
with no elaboration. “And he called you to lead and teach the
children?” Narl again answered simply. Stormwell looked at his son
and at Khan. “Has he done right for Narnia?” Khan didn't answer but
Stormwell was a good judge of what even a centaur wouldn't allow
himself to say. Tumnis, however, looked his father in the eyes and
answered: “Yes, Father. He's done Narnia right this
time.”

“Very well. But I'm going home.” Looking at Tumnis
and Khan, he continued. “Come visit me when you
wish.”

“Come for Christmas, Father,” Tumnis
asked.

“I may.”

Tumnis stood next to Khan as the two of them waved
to Stormwell as he left. “He makes Forgiveness seem so easy, does
he not?”

“That he does,” Khan replied
quietly.

—————

The 'Tour de Narnia'
traveled south from Lantern Wastes
towards the Shuddering Woods and then turned east for the coast.
They stopped in every village, where Lord Peridan quickly saw that
Charlie's flirtatious manner earned him exactly the attention he
himself wanted from the young women - so, he learned how to smile
and kiss hands. It only took one village for him to discover that a
smile garnered far more attention than a sneer, and in this he was
a quick learner.

The young women in the traveling party weren't sure
about the sudden change, but the kings and lords were accepting of
the change and allowed him into their ranks. Queen Lucy of all the
women would return his smiles and allow her hand to be kissed,
which he did every morning before breakfast.

Lord Peridan also learned to at least smile and act
courteous when the party met various Narnians - as in, talking
beasts and dwarfs and fauns and satyrs and centaur and other beings
he'd never seen or met in the Lone Islands. He acted so courteous
that Queen Lucy complemented before the entire
party.

There was a snag in his education and reformation,
however. When they reached Glasswater all the young men wandered
off to go swimming with the mermaids - you know, get kissed so you
can breathe underwater and then swim with the sea maidens for an
hour or two. They were gone for hours, however, with Charlie
guarding their clothes. Long before the others returned, however,
two burly mer-men surfaced and tossed Lord Peridan up on to the
beach.

“I thought… ” he began, spiting sand out of his
mouth; “Well, they're mermaids; everyone knows they want…
”

“Obviously they don't,” Charlie replied
coolly.

“I didn't even know there were men mermaids; I
thought that normal men and… ”

“You thought wrong,” Charlie answered, a bit of icy
chill in his voice this time.

——————

While the Kings and Queens and their guests were
gone on their 'Tour de Narnia', Narl and Khan were left with time
to rest from their normal duties. Khan managed to go for days
without speaking to Narl until one evening, when Narl was waiting
for him at the entrance to the Equine chambers.

“Master Khan,” Narl asked as the centaur approached.
“Have you thought about the advice I offered before
sailing?”

“I have.” Narl waited. “I will act more civilly
towards you. For the children's sake.”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For doing it for the children's
sake.”

Khan looked down at the man. “And what if I wasn't
willing?”

“As Aslan would say: 'I don't hold on to
what-ifs'.”










Chapter 17
Lucy's Affection Wanders


Having thought about it, Stormwell returned to the
castle for Christmas. Honored as a visiting dignitary, he even
allowed himself to smile as Father Christmas arrived and presented
each guest with their Christmas present.

By Christmas, Queen Lucy's courteous attentions
towards Lord Peridan has gone from courtesy to friendship. In Lord
Peridan's eyes their association was headed towards romance, but
Queen Lucy's eyes showed she was lagging a little behind the young
man in such enthusiastic hopes.

Another young man, twenty-two years old to Lucy's
eighteen years, watched Lucy's face light up when Lord Peridan
would walk into a room and began to wonder what it would be like if
she smiled like that when he trotted into a room. He knew it would
never be, but at eighteen years old she was no longer the child he
was still thought her to be - no, when she smiled at that Lord from
the islands she wasn't a girl. The smile was deeper, more
self-assured; more mature than the silly girl she'd been when she'd
tried to tempt him two years ago at Cauldron Pool. The nervous,
sometimes confused teenager had become a calm and gentle
woman.

That Christmas night, Charlie stopped thinking of
Queen Lucy as a little sister and saw the woman she'd become while
he hadn't really been watching.

—————

Oh, stop gagging, all you boys! When you grow
up, chances are you'll grow to like girls,
too.

——————

Lord Peridan monopolized Lucy's entire night of
dancing at the Christmas festival - something to which she found no
objection. Charlie sighed; it wasn't like he could have danced with
her! And Lord Peridan was a very good dancer. He served Lucy small
plates of refreshments and goblets of drink like a practiced
courtier. In manner and courtesy he matched the Kings and the two
Archenland lords. It was as if he'd never been the self-centered
brat he was when the Splendour Hyaline had returned to its
home port.

But Charlie couldn't let go of Khan's admonition of
watching a person's eyes in an unguarded moment, and he didn't like
what he continued to see when Lord Peridan's mask would disappear
momentarily before raising again. The mask had certainly improved,
but it was the same face underneath.

Charlie hoped there'd be a reason for Lord Peridan
to go home. Real soon.

——————

Shortly after Christmas the two Archenland
princesses and their escorts took their leave of Cair Paravel and
returned home, promises of visits on their lips and on the lips of
the High Kings and Queens. This left Lord Peridan with free access
to Their Majesties, and he continued his campaign of friendship
towards the two kings while pursuing Queen Lucy as swiftly as she'd
allow. Only Queen Susan stood back from him - of course, she stood
back from most anyone who wasn't as practical-minded as
her.

After months of enduring the presence of Old Man
Winter, Spring in all her glory and beauty and warmth began to
travel Narnia, melting the snow and causing the plants and flowers
to lift their heads and bloom. As was their custom, the High Kings
and Queens dressed in their working clothes and assisted with many
labors of planting and pruning. Susan took charge of all spring
cleaning of the great castle, which pretty well ensured that her
brothers and sister would escape into the fields every day to set a
royal example.

Lord Peridan, horrified at the thought that he might
be required to actually perform manual labor, was relieved when he
saw his father's ship sail into the harbor one morning as he and
the High Kings were descending the hill and towards the fields - he
knew it would be time to return home and get away from all this
work and into a place where he was again the most important
person.

Unfortunately, the news that came with the ship was
not good. His father, the esteemed Governor, had died. Lord Peridan
packed immediately and boarded the ship almost before the Kings and
Queens could take leave of him, thinking he was in line to be the
next governor - you see, during the Hundred-Year Winter, when there
was no direction from Narnia, the position had become hereditary.
Unknown to him, King Peter was sending a letter on the same ship
that carried Lord Peridan away, naming the Vice-Governor as the new
head of the government in the Lone Islands, recommending to him
that Lord Peridan be given a post that would train him in the
running of islands as well as further train him in the social and
gracious arts. The new governor, wishing to fulfill King Peter's
instructions but also minimize the damage the boy could do,
appointed him mayor of the island's capitol of Narrowhaven while
also forming a town council of common citizens to whom he would
have to report.

——————

As Autumn was giving way to Old Man Winter, Charlie
and Lucy were taking a stroll along the beach. The water was too
cold for sea bathing, so they were content to walk the long, narrow
beach and talk. They talked of the harvest and how it had set a
record for being the best yet since the end of the Hundred-Year
Winter. They talked of the royal visitors, especially of a Calormen
prince who'd asked for an invitation to meet Queen Susan and to try
to woo her. They agreed she was unusually courteous in her reply to
the man.

“She was far more courteous than I'd have been,”
concluded Lucy, “And I'm the one everyone says is the kindest of
us.”

“Well,” began Charlie, wanting to discover Lucy's
feelings on another topic; “What about Lord
Peridan?”

“What do you mean?”

“Everyone's talking about you and him…
”

“Well, they can stop talking. We're not going to see
him again.”

“And you're okay with that?”

Lucy searched Charlie's face but didn't find any
clues. “He was nice,” she began, “but hardly anything I'd want to
be serious over.”

Charlie kept walking, even though Lucy had slowed
down, trying to make Charlie face her. “It looked pretty serious to
the rest of us,” Charlie continued without facing
her.

“'Us', being 'you'?”

Charlie faced her. “'Us' being the whole castle.
Even Nana Miriam.”

“Well,” Lucy said slowly, reading something in
Charlie's look she'd hoped to have read for several years. “Here's
something to report back to the castle: Lord Peridan is the first
man I've met who wasn't afraid of his feelings and expressing how
he felt about me.” She paused, giving Charlie a chance to talk, but
it appeared he'd lost this tongue. Lucy smiled a dangerous smile.
“He's even a good kisser. And he doesn't settle for all this stupid
hand-kissing. He knows where to kiss a woman!”

If you're a grown-up reading this book to little
boys, you may want to get those dinosaur and wizardry school books
out for them and just read the rest of this chapter to yourself,
because I'm compelled to report that after Lucy stomped off down
the beach on her way back to the castle, Charlie finally got enough
courage up that he literally galloped after her, knelt down far
enough that they were eye-to-eye, and kissed her with one of those
kisses that women all seem to dream about in those romance novels
they read when they're not reading books like this to their
children.

The next morning, when Kings Peter and Edmund came
looking for the missing pair, they discovered Charlie reclined on
this belly and asleep, his arms around a sleeping Lucy, who was
snuggled against his stomach and chest. It was obvious that love
was in the air as one could almost smell it over the scent of the
salt spray on the morning tide, but it was just as obvious that it
had been an innocent night. So the High Kings returned to the
castle and convened a meeting of their regent, chancellor, advisor,
and even Nana Miriam to discuss whether or not this was something
they should be worried about.










Chapter 18
Visiting Dignitaries


 In the year that followed the departure of
Lord Peridan and the kiss on the beach that you may or may not have
read to all the little boys, Charlie showed remarkable mental and
moral strength - otherwise known as 'Virtue' - in his relationship
with Queen Lucy. He knew that in his present centaur form nothing
more than their admission of love could truly happen. (It was of
great disappointment to the young women of Narnia that from this
time forward he only kissed their hands and had given up aiming for
anything else; it was as if aiming for anything else had suddenly
been reserved for someone other than themselves.) He knew they
would be like Khan and Tabatha - friends for life but separated by
their respective species. There were in fact more kisses in rare
quiet moments, but Charlie and Lucy both knew they had to rein in
feelings that would never be fulfilled. They continued their walks
(and rides!) on the beach but always managed to invite someone else
as they both felt the need to keep a proper appearance now that
mere friendship had become something so much more. Although nothing
was said or admitted publicly, the public was not as blind as the
two young ones thought and very quickly the entire castle and
village of Cair Paravel could see the secret every time the two
were within sight of each other. To their credit, the secret was
kept and you'd honestly had to have lived in the castle or village
to know the secret.

“What are you going to do about it?!” Susan would
demand of her brothers, but Peter and Edmund, who had quietly
spoken to Charlie friend-to-friend and trusted him, insisted they
would do nothing and even bravely suggested Susan find someone
willing to kiss her. “As long as it isn't that Calormene prince,”
they added; “Prince Rab-a-dash or Rub-a-dish or rabid-dash or
whatever it is.”

You see, the Crown Prince of Calormen had given up
writing directly to Queen Susan and was now writing letters of
State to the High Kings, requesting an invitation to present
himself to Queen Susan, of whom much good had been reported to him.
The oldest of eighteen sons of the current Tisroc (the title for
the Calormene king) by who knows how many wives, he was reported as
being tall, dark, and the handsomest man in all of Calormen. A
proven warrior, it was also reported by various sea captains who
were often the eyes and ears for the High Kings and Queens that the
man was wanting to increase his own harem by making a series of
'treaty marriages'. Hence, Queen Susan had absolutely no interest
in the man, but out of royal courtesy had sent short replies to
each letter he'd written, each more noncommittal than the one
before as to when he might receive an invitation to visit Cair
Paravel.

Speaking letters, Queen Lucy began receiving letters
from the new Lord Mayor of Narrowhaven - Lord Peridan. Courteously
at first, she returned the letters. But as the exchange continued,
she became quieter and quieter on days that a ship arrived with
mail from the islands and one was delivered to her. She would
disappear into her suite and emerge the next morning with a reply
to return on the same ship that had brought the letter to her, and
then disappear into her suite again for several days before
emerging as if nothing in particular had
happened.

It was of note to all that Queen Lucy wouldn't even
tell Charlie about the letters. “Just silly private things,” was
all she would say. Nana Miriam believed the girl was simply
confused over her feelings about Charlie and how they clashed with
attention from a human suitor. But Charlie believed there was
something else gong on - Lucy was simply too quiet after reading
the letters. Her smile wasn't a happy one but a cautious, wondering
smile.

——————

After a nearly a year of letters from the Lone
Islands from Peridan to Queen Lucy - and from the Calormen palace
to Queen Susan - two visits occurred at the same
time.

Two ships sailed into the harbor at Cair Paravel,
one after the other. A royal delegation, made up of Regent Khan,
Chancellor Narl, and Adviser Tumnus, waiting on the Royal Reception
dock, quickly identified the lead ship as the Calormene merchant
ship flying the Calormen royal flag and carrying Crown Prince
Rabadash; the other wasn't nearly as important.

While the Colormen ship docked in the honored
berthing it was being directed towards, the other ship docked much
closer to the harbor mouth and on a somewhat rougher and older part
of the docks and began unloading its wares - one of which was an
unkempt young man with only a duffel bag to his name. He was in
fact almost tossed from the ship while the captain shouted
something about not coming back.

Prince Rabadash waited to disembark until the
Calormene ambassador to Nanria had stepped forward from his place
behind the royal delegation and had recited the longest-winded
introduction of any individual anyone in Narnia had ever heard -
only then did he step forward, back ramrod straight and a very
practiced look of humility on his face. Khan was impressed that the
young man was able to contain his look of disgust at being met by
two half-human looking beasts and a cripple, none of whom would
have been allowed to live and breathe in his own country, and Khan
was suspicious the three of them had been sent very purposely by
the two High Kings just to judge the prince's
reaction.

Regent Khan stepped forward as the Prince reached
the dock. “Cair Paravel greets you, Prince
Rabadash.”

The Prince's face betrayed disgust at being
addressed by such a being, and the Calormene ambassador whispered
softly: “He is the Regent. He has the ear and the trust of the
Queen.”

He spoke softly, but centaurs have as good ears as
they do eyes, and Khan held his expression as the Prince whispered
back: “To be greeted by these devils… ”

“He owns the Queen's ear,” the ambassador
reiterated. “His approval would mean acceptance of your marriage
proposal.”

Prince Rabadash didn't extend a greeting, nod his
head, or even extend his hand. “Lead they way, Regent,” was all
he'd lower himself to say to a beast such as the one addressing
him.

Instead of allowing the prince to lead the
procession back to the castle, Khan, Tumnus, and Narl (in his cart
pulled by his two reindeer companions) did the leading, leaving
Prince Rabadash and the Calormen ambassador to follow, they in turn
being followed by the various servants the prince had brought with
him, they all carrying the bags and trunks it required to keep the
prince well-clothed for the month-long visit. And just for the
record, the Prince was in fact livid with fury over being forced to
follow such a disgusting group, but with further encouragement by
his ambassador (who reminded the prince that the three 'dogs', as
they called any one or any thing they thought unworthy of life) did
in fact have the ear of Queen Susan and would influence her as
greatly if not more so than her sister and two
brothers.

That evening, before Prince Rabadash even had a
chance to officially present himself to the High Kings and Queens,
a royal banquet was held to present the Prince to the leaders of
Narnia. The Lord Mayors of all the human towns had been invited,
and the patriarchs, matriarchs, and other leaders of each sort of
Narnian had also been invited. You see, King Peter had taken the
advice of the Bears: a feast should always be held before
the meeting. That way, the feast isn't ruined by the
meeting.

All beings in the Great Throne Room, which was also
the Great Dining Hall, stood as the High Kings entered, Prince
Rabadash between them, and the High Queens followed the High Kings
into the room. Sat next to Queen Lucy's place as her guest for the
evening, Charlie watched carefully as the visiting Calormene was
introduced to each of the various Narnian dignitaries. Having
already met Tumnus and Khan, the Prince managed himself well when
introduced to other fauns and centaurs. But an almost-controlled
flicker of fire came into his eyes as he was introduced to lions,
tigers, bears, foxes, squirrels, all of whom could speak as well as
he. Mister Beaver even extended his paw to shake, and Charlie was
pleasantly surprised that the Prince did so, his smile as fixed as
a stone carving.

As the meal was completed, the High Kings and Queens
ascended the dais that held the four thrones and sat themselves,
and the Calormene ambassador was invited to come forward to
formally introduce the Prince to the High Kings and Queens and, by
the fact that they were in attendance, to all of Narnia. This was
done by King Edmund's suggestion; hoping to demonstrate to the
visiting Prince the importance and sovereignty of each of the
classes and races of Narnia within their own kind. And if, Dear
Reader, you feel I'm cheating you by not including the lengthy,
long-winded introduction that poured out of the ambassador's mouth,
then please turn to Chapter 8 of 'The Horse and His Boy' to read
the sort of flowery language used. If you do, you'll thank me for
not attempting to report this speech word-for
word.

Introduction over, the Prince stood and presented
himself to the four thrones and then motioned for his servants to
enter, bearing twelve wood chests. He directed the first three to
be presented to Queen Susan, and then three more to each of the
other of the High Kings and Queens. And as they were opened the
jewels in each glittered in the candlelight of the great
chandeliers above the thrones.

“These, My Lady,” the Prince explained to Queen
Susan in far less words than the four thrones already knew a
Calormene normally spoke in, “These are but a trifle of what may be
yours.” He paused, carefully measuring the Queen's controlled
reaction. “Whether or not you accept my proposal, however, these
are a gift to you for the simple pleasure of allowing your humble
servant into your palace.”

To be sure, that night after the castle went to
sleep, there was an intense, girlish conference in Queen Susan's
quarters, attended by Queen Lucy and Nana Mariam. I am unable to
report on it as the giggling and whispering drove most of us men
back into the Men's Quarters of the castle.

——————

I'm sure you're wondering about the hints I gave of
someone thrown from the ship that came into the harbor at the same
time as the Prince's ship and told to not come back. Well, he
wandered the village for most of the day and found work in a inn
with a tavern washing glasses - only because the girl who had the
job before him had married the day before and moved upriver to
where her new husband had an apple orchard.

——————

“So,” said Susan as she had a private tea with her
sister and brothers the day after the Prince's arrival, “Do you
know what he asked me today?”

“I'll bet we're going to find out,” countered
Edmund.

“I took him to show him all the new apple trees we
planted the day before his arrival. I told him how Pomona herself
attended the planting. Do you know what he asked
me?!”

“What did he ask you?” Lucy asked.

Susan set her tea down. “He asked me how many slaves
were bled into each planting!” She paused. “Of course I told him
that none were bled. Then he asked how we can think that the gods
will bless the planting if we haven't offered
blood!”

“You didn't try to explain that, here in Narnia,
Aslan gave His blood in return for our obedience?” quired
Edmund.

“I don't think he'd have understood something so
remarkable,” confessed Susan. “Which brings me to another question:
What are we going to do with all these jewels?!” The twelve chests,
you see, were currently lining the walls of their meeting room and
were opened, jewels glittering in the morning sun. “I'm not about
to wear… ”

“And I certainly don't need them,” Lucy
replied.

“Neither do I!” both young kings exclaimed at the
same time.

“I
do know someone who
needs some of it,” Lucy continued. “Remember Captain
Gale?”

“His ship sunk in a storm last summer?” Peter
asked.

Lucy nodded. “And he's been working the docks since.
Some of this would get him a new ship.”

“There's a lot of people… ” Susan began, but Peter
cut her off.

“No; we can't just start doling out handouts. What
would we do when the handouts ran out? We'd have accustomed the
whole kingdom to handouts.” He paused. “We can't do
that.”

“Then we can make loans,” Lucy suggested.
“Interest-free loans.” She smiled. “There are no financial
institutions in Narnia; no way people like Captain Gale could ever
afford a new ship. We can loan it to him for him to pay back out of
his yearly income. He would keep his self-respect by paying it back
and not accepting a life on the dole.”

The four of them all stared at each other and
smiled.

“Meanwhile,” Edmund said slowly, “I think we need to
store it all in a safe place.”

“Like the storeroom off the throne room? It would
make a perfect treasure room.”

“Perfect,” Susan replied, and her mind was instantly
making plans for moving and storing the treasure to the very vault
she had in mind – after a suitable cleaning, of
course.

Lucy stood and went to one of the chests that had
been presented to her. “All except this piece,” and she picked out
a signet ring with a blood-red ruby.

“That's is
so not you,” Susan
began.

“True, but I know exactly where it needs to
go.”

A day later Charlie was spotted with a ruby signet
ring on his right index finger.

——————

The month-long visit of Prince Rabadash became a
burden to all but the visiting Prince. His courtesy was exact to
perfection; so perfect it was obvious it was an act. The private
quarters being used by himself and his servants were far enough
away from the rest of the castle's private quarters, however, that
it took a whole a week before the servants in the castle were
talking about the 'unseen' Rabadash - how he sounded and how he
talked when it was only his servants to hear. He naturally assumed
that Cair Paravel servants were thought of as being as cheap and
useless as his own and attempted to treat them as such - only a
confrontation between himself and the two High Kings caused him to
amend his ways and treat the castle's servants as if they were at
least human beings.

And clothing! While even the High Kings and Queens
dressed fairly simply in cottons and wools and in the colors of
nature according to the season (blue and green and brown and
yellow), Prince Rabadash dressed in silks and satins and in the
most outlandish colors and color combinations imaginable. “It's as
if a color factory exploded all over him,” King Edmund whispered to
Queen Susan one morning as the brightness and gaudiness of the
visitor's colors almost hurt their eyes as he joined them for
breakfast. Feathers and jewels hung all over him, a reminder to the
Cair Paravel royalty as to why they chose to dress far more
plainly.

“And those beards!” exclaimed Queen Lucy. “Dyed red
and oiled. I could never get my face near enough to get romantic
without laughing… !”

Fortunately, the final week of the visit coincided
with the annual week-long Aslan's Day Fest and Tournament, and, due
to Charlie's influence, a rodeo. After explaining the festival week
to the visiting Prince, they invited him - nay; they practically
begged him! - to agree to staging a demonstration of Calormene
fighting techniques as a special exhibition during the tournament,
explaining what an honor it would be for him to do so. Vainly,
Prince Rabadash was so eager to display his battle prowess before
Queen Susan that he spent a full week practicing with Tarkaan
Anradin (a Tarkaan, as many of us remember, is the Calormen
equivalent of a Narnian 'Lord'), a Calormene general who had
accompanied the Prince as a bodyguard and man of honor, that he
didn't even give a thought that he might be giving the Narnians too
much information on Calormene fighting techniques. General Rusty
and his advisors spent the week watching the practice (not dressed
in uniform so the visiting Prince wouldn't be too suspicious) in
the castle courtyard and analyzing it for future reference, they
clapping and complementing the Prince, thus urging him on to
further showmanship. They so flattered him that he even allowed
them to learn the basics of fighting with a curved scimitar as well
his lance and pike - and he even allowed them to admire and try on
his mail shirts and pointed helmets that protruded out from the top
of his turban. Within the week General Rusty knew more about
Calormene weaponry and fighting than he'd learned all the years he
served in the Archenland army.

Meanwhile, Queen Lucy was receiving letters from the
village - from that new dishwasher at the inn that I mentioned
earlier. She was even slipping out of the castle a few evenings a
week, not telling anyone where she was going. Suspicious, Charlie
quietly followed her one night and reported back to her brothers
about who she was seeing -

“Peridan. Peridan is washing dishes at the inn at
the end of High Street. That's where Queen Lucy's going in the
evening. Going around to the back door where they can't be
seen.”

“Probably a better dishwasher than a mayor,”
retorted Peter.

“I don't like it,” Khan and Narl said at the same
time.

“What can we do about it?” Susan asked - it appeared
everyone was at this meeting but Lucy; “We can chase him off; send
him on the next boat… ”

“A dangerous precedent to wield that sort of
control,” Advisor Tumnus countered.

“It is wiser to move your enemy to where you can
watch him closer,” Khan replied without allowing his eyes to roam
towards Chancellor Narl.

“You need a Standard Bearer,” Chancellor Narl added.
“Whenever a royal party moves about, it ought to have a a Standard
Bearer to carry the royal colors before them.” He paused. “It would
give a certain young man the thrill of being first in line for
every possible royal event along with the highest visibility
possible. And, it would keep him in within royal eyesight. Being an
immediate servant of Your Majesties, he could regain the title of
Lord, which would suit his ego perfectly.”

And so Peridan once again was Lord Peridan and
became the Royal Standard Bearer - which meant he now had to train
for warfare as he would be the one carrying the Colors into battle
as well as into public ceremony. This part about carrying the
Colors into battle was of course not mentioned until he'd accepted
the position and had been commissioned, at which time he could not
back out. General Rusty, not much of a fan of the young man, made
sure he trained hard and long; he didn't have time to think about
Queen Lucy at the end of a typical day; he ate his dinner and fell
into bed in the attic room the High Kings assigned to
him.










Chapter 19
Aslan's Day


It was a solemn procession that wound its way up the
hill called Aslan's How before the morning sun rose. The High Kings
and Queens, led by their too-proud Standard Bearer in his first
public act, led the procession that gained the top of the hill and
then encircled the broken stone table. Prince Rabadash, accompanied
by Tarkaan (Lord) Anradin, thought the entire thing silly and far
too simple a way to show one's respect to a deity - they were
unashamedly shocked to find out there wasn't even any slaves to be
sacrificed to this god of theirs! But they held their opinions to
themselves as the sun rose and the two Queens' eyes moistened as
they remembered the day thirteen years previous when the sun rose
and Aslan, who had been viciously slain by the White Witch, roared
and Life returned.

Humans and Narnians of all sorts and types stood
silently and solemnly as the sun's rays touched the broken and
shattered monument. The silence was broken only when Advisor
Tumnus' father Stormwell, as previously planned, stepped forward to
recite what was known as 'Aslan's Foundation'; a document he had
personally helped write before the Hundred-Year Winter - no one
alive had heard it in the voice of he who had first penned it; thus
this year's Aslan's Day commemoration was to be remembered for many
years:


“Hold Aslan as your only
king;

Bow not to any other thing.

Use not the Lion’s name in vain;

Nor dare His sacred day profane.

Give parents all the honor due;

Heed well this word: no murder do.

Sire true to Dame, and Dame to Sire;

By theft nothing shall you acquire.

A willful lie make not, love not;

What is thy neighbor’s, want it
not.”



After an appropriate pause, Stormwell then recited Aslan's 'Way of
Peace', another document that had come through his pen:


“True Peace belongs to humble
hearts

who ever seek His ways:

They find in Him a quiet place

to dwell in all their days.



“True Peace belongs to those who morn;

whose hearts are torn in two:

For He will come and heal them

and make their heart anew.



“True Peace belongs to tender hearts

who serve with gentle hands:

The riches of this land are theirs;

such riches to command!



“True Peace belongs to those who seek

for every worthy word:

As water from a forest stream,

His voice – it shall be heard.



“True Peace belongs to those whose acts

are merciful and kind:

To them Aslan returns the gift -

great mercy will they find.



“True Peace belongs to those whose hearts

are pure in thought and deed:

For them this promise ever stands –

to Aslan’s Land He’ll lead.



“True Peace to those who have endured

the torment of the crowd:

He’ll wrap them in his royal arms

and keep them from all harm.



“True Peace and joy belongs to those

hated for Aslan’s name:

For them He has reward so great –

’Tis there for them to claim!”*


—————————————

* See the Appendix in
'From Boy to Man and Back Again' for the source of both these
poems.


—————————————

At the end of the recital of Aslan's teachings, it
was King Edmund's duty to lay the first bouquet of flowers on the
Stone Table - and he always chose Forget-Me-Not's. King Edmund
never forgot that while Father Christmas gave Peter a sword and
shield, Susan her bow and quiver, and Lucy the dagger and healing
cordial, it was what happened here on this very Stone Table that
had been Aslan's gift to Edmund - and to all others who stood in
need of rescue from the hands of Evil. Thus, it was for Edmund to
set the first flowers down. And no one thought to say a word about
the moistness of his cheeks as he did so.

“This is why we will defeat them,” Prince Rabadash
whispered to Tarkaan Anradin; “They worship Peace. Is there a
weaker god than a god of Peace?”

An old woman standing near the pair smiled as she
tugged on Prince Rabadash's sleeve, having heard the comments
between the two, and the man recoiled as if touched by filth.
“Remember, Majesty,” the old woman warned him, “It takes a
stronger, more powerful warrior to enforce Peace than to start the
war. And an army protecting their homes are inherently more vicious
fighters than simple invaders.”

“Is that a threat, old woman?” Obviously the Prince
didn't look too hard at the servants in the castle, because had he
done so he would have recognized the old woman as Nana
Miriam.

“Nay, child – it's a Truth.”

After an appropriate pause for reflection, the
Standard Bearer led the procession back down the hill to the vast
Dancing Lawn, everyone in the procession having a chance to first
walk past the Broken Table and lay a Remembrance on the stones
before following back down the hill to where feasting and dancing
would consume the rest of the day – and tents and booths and stalls
were set up for the three-day festival and fighting arenas were
being fenced and set up for the jousting and other competition the
following day.

The first day of the festival was the hardest for
the four Royals - you see, it was tradition that the High Kings and
Queens were available to dance with whomever asked on the first day
- the stipulation being that they were occasionally allowed to rest
and a person could only ask one of the four - and could only ask
for a single dance. Young ladies flocked to the High Kings as soon
as they signaled they were done eating, as did young men flock
about the the High Queens. Lord Peridan was quick enough to claim a
first dance with Queen Lucy, and Prince Rabadsh was equally quick
to present himself before Queen Susan, and Susan was fine with this
because it meant she could go the rest of the day without giving
the man much more attention.

To their credit, the four Royals were courteous
enough to dance not just with those of their own age but with
grandparents, matrons and older gentlemen, and even with children.
Ancient hands were kissed by the kings at the end of certain dances
just as grandfatherly lips were allowed to kiss the queens' hands.
King Edmund even made a six-year-girl squeal and vow she'd never
wash her cheek again as he planted a brotherly kiss on said
cheek.

The one thing missing from this particular year's
festival was the several herds of Centaur - the only centaur in
sight was the Royal Messenger Charlie. But, most everyone except
the visiting Calormene already knew why. As the Centaur warriors
were some of the greatest in Narnia, the High Kings and Regent Khan
had met with them and asked them to miss this year's festivities so
that any reports of their prowess in the tournament wouldn't be
observed and reported back to the Calormen king. Understandingly,
they agreed and held their own tournament in the Witch's
Vale.

That night, as most people were finding their way
back to their sleeping tents, Charlie happened to glance between
several tents and saw Lucy looking uncomfortable as Peridan was
trying to hold her by her shoulders.

“You're the one
who's been flirting with
me,” Peridan seemed
to be protesting with what sounded like a very practiced
protest.

“I have?” Lucy asked weakly.

“I'm just responding to
you.”

Charlie didn't like what he saw in Peridan's eyes.
He cleared his throat. “Your Majesty,” he said to
Lucy.

“Go away, animal,” Peridan hissed.

Charlie's fists tightened and he was instantly ready
to fight, but Lucy waved to stop him. “It's alright,” she said;
“We're just talking.”

Charlie's thought was that the Queen was just
talking; Peridan had more than talking in mind. But he obeyed the
Queen and left - bumping right into Peter and
Edmund.

“Have you seen Lucy?” Peter asked.

“She and Peridan are down there,” and he pointed
between the tents.
“She
thinks they're 'just talking'.”

Lucy's two brothers understood without further
explanation and resolutely headed down the dark way Charlie had
pointed out, and Charlie left quickly so Lucy wouldn't think he'd
sent them.

——————

The great, annual Tournament began the morning of
the second day of the Festival. It's true there was all the usual
displays of feminine craft and talent going on - baking and canning
contests, quilts and tapestries to judge and present awards - and
it is also true that there was talent competitions for both men and
women - singing, music, storytelling, painting, and
sculpture … but it was the Tournament to which most people
gathered to on Day Two.

Now, children: I'm sure you've seen pictures of
Medieval tournaments. Grandstands with a jousting field … yes,
that was going on, along with swordsmanship competitions (King
Edmund did very well) and archery and knife-throwing (Queen Lucy
usually placed very well), and even staff fighting (they called him
'Champion Charlie') but you see, this festival tradition was begun
with the High Kings and Queens, and with Charlie beside them from
the beginning, events from American rodeos also found their way
into Narnia's Spring Tournament: horse racing with and without
armor, barrel racing, and trick-riding (Brom continued his reign as
champion) were as full of entrants and spectators as were the other
events.

Of course, this particular year the event that drew
the biggest crowd was the exhibition promised by the visiting
Calormene. With pride glowing enough to make Lord Peridan look
humble, Prince Rabadsh and Tarkaan Anradin entered the jousting
field to wild, unprecedented cheering, their servants following
with each mans' collection of weapons. Beginning with scimitars,
they demonstrated the basics of their own swordsmanship, starting
slow and working into a frenzy that almost looked like a wild
dance. The crowd cheered and the men bowed and soaked in the
adulation. Pikes were demonstrated next, and then knifemanship.
Then horses were brought in and all these events were repeated from
horseback.

The only one not appearing to enjoy the
demonstration was the Calormene Ambassador, who later that night
explained hesitantly to the Prince that every commander of every
Narnian village miltia was in attendance and examining every move
made. He explained that just after the day's demonstration was over
he'd discovered that the old red-haired man and his group that had
watched them practice day by day was none other than the Commander
of the entire Narnia army. Calormen's fighting techniques had, for
the past week, been displayed for the commanders and trainers of
the entire Narnian army. There would be no surprise if and when
Calormen invaded Narnia.

In anger for the ambassador not warning him sooner,
the Prince slew him, chopped him into pieces, and had the pieces
packed into a lined case that was then carried down to their ship
that waited quietly in the harbor. The day after the festival, the
Prince and his party took leave of Cair Paravel and sailed for
home. A new ambassador arrived to Narnia a week later, carrying not
only a letter of introduction from the Tisroc (the Calormen king)
but also a royal invitation for the High Kings and Queens to visit
Calormen.










Chapter 20
Secrets From Friends


Six months after the visit of Prince Rabadash and
the return of Lord Peridan, Charlie was called to a meeting of the
castle's “Old Ones” - Regent Khan, Advisor Tumnus, Chancellor Narl,
and Nana Miriam. He'd been sulking for two days while at the same
time Lord Peridan was looking as if he'd won a grand prize at a
livestock exhibition, and Queen Lucy was quieter and more withdrawn
than before while not talking to or even looking at
Charlie.

Charlie refused to answer their questions about
himself and the Queen; claiming it wasn't any of their
business.

“It most certainly is our business!” Nana Miriam
exclaimed as she pushed the plate of oatmeal and chocolate cookies
Charlie was reaching for so hard and fast that it nearly ended up
on Tumnus' lap. “Anything that affects Their Majesties and Narnia
is most certainly
our business!”

“Well, I don't know anything because she's not
talking to me anymore!” Charlie almost shouted. “You want to know
about Queen Lucy then you have to talk to
Peridan.”

“Lord Peridan,
actually,” Tumnus said softly.

“How can you call him 'Lord' when you can very well
see what he's doing to Lucy?!”

“Which is what this meeting wishes you to explain,”
Khan said firmly yet gently. “We have no experience…
”

“I do, actually,” admitted Narl as softly as Tumnus
had spoken. “I was an abuser in another time and life; we all know
that. And then I was the abused throughout the Hundred-Year
Winter.” Narl turned his face to Charlie. “But according to Regent
Khan this counsel needs to hear from
you; we
need your
perspective. You're closer to her than any of
us.”

This knocked some of the wind out of Charlie's
sails, and he paused, trying to think of what he could say. And
while trying to think he slowly lowered himself to the floor,
folding his legs under him, so he was on the same eye level as the
rest of the those in the room, Khan also being in a reclined
position.

“She thinks she's helping him,” Charlie spoke
slowly. “Like he's a lost little boy who simply needs someone who
understands him and loves him. Lucy - I mean
Queen Lucy; she's
about as innocent * as a woman can be, and that's good
because … well, that's half her beauty! Narnia loves her for
this.”

—————

* In a moral sense,
'Innocent' means 'blameless' or 'sinless'.

—————

“Narnia or someone specifically?” Tumnus asked with
the tiniest, faint smile.

“But,” Charlie continued, ignoring Tumnus' question,
“it also makes her prey to those who'd use her innocence to
do … well to do things,” and he paused with that word; “Things
a more-suspicious woman wouldn't let them do.”

“Like when Queen Susan slapped Peridan down the
stairs?” Tumnus countered. “And you know for a fact she is 'simply
trying to help him'?”

“Yeah; she told me so. Three nights ago.” Every one
of the Old Ones could do math lightening fast and knew Charlie's
sulking and Peridan's extra smugness had to be a result of
something that happened three nights ago.

“Tell us what happened three nights ago,” Nana
Miriam asked as she pushed the plate of oatmeal and chocolate
cookies against Charlie's hands.

“It's none of you busi-,” But Charlie stopped short.
“Yeah; it is
your business.
He would say it
isn't your business; I can't agree with him. It's as much your
business as Wendy was mine… ”

“Who's Wendy?” Chancellor Narl
asked.

“Someone from another life, perhaps?” Khan
suggested, and Charlie caught the Grandfather's eyes. Khan didn't
think Charlie should tell the story of his life, and his look to
Charlie reminded him of this.

“Someone from another life,” Charlie repeated Khan's
words and fooled no one. “Someone I should have
protected.”

“You were awful young when we first met you,” Tumnus
commented; “You were too young to have… ”

“No; I wasn't. But I was too scared. Too
stupid.”

“Too young,” Nana Miriam concluded. “A child - a
foal - cannot
be expected… ”

“About three nights ago?” Narl cut
in.

“Do any of you even know that during the year he was
gone, he and Queen Lucy were exchanging letters?” Charlie
asked.

“A letter a month,” Tumnus nodded. “I'm glad now
there weren't any more ships than that between here and the Lone
Islands.”

“You remember how she was quiet for several days
after each of his letters?” They all nodded. “I asked her why; she
just said they were 'silly' letters. I asked her what kind of
'silly', because 'silly' doesn't make someone like Lucy -
sorry; Queen
Lucy - withdraw.”

“She didn't withdraw at first,” Nana Miriam
interjected. “I do
remember her giggling at several of the
letters.”

“It was when the giggling stopped,” began Charlie.
“She'd just go quiet. Withdraw. Not even leave her room for a
day.”

“Could we obtain those letters?” Narl asked no one
in particular.

“A serious breach of privacy!?” Nana Mirian was
shocked.

“Yes; well,” Charlie retorted; “What sort
of 'serious
breech' does Lord Peridan have
planned, have you wondered that?” All four of the Old Ones were
visually horrified as the young one's words. “I didn't think
so.”

“You forget your place with your attitude, Young
One,” Khan began.

“Attitude lost me my place three nights ago. What do
I have to worry about from the four of you?” With that, Charlie
made as if to leave.

“You still haven't told us about three nights ago,”
Nana Miriam prompted as he lay a soft hand on Horse Boy's
hand.

Gentle hands being better for an aching heart than
cookies, Charlie took a deep breath and sat silent as the rest of
the room watched him.

Nana Miriam handed him a cookie.

Charlie took another deep breath and began: “We were
taking our walk on the beach. We've always walked on the beach;
since they were made Kings and Queens.” Everyone nodded; this was
no secret. “It had taken me a long time to get the courage up to
talk about Peridan to her. She got defensive just as soon as I
mentioned his name… ”

—————

“You're all just trying to punish me for being nice
to him,” Lucy insisted; “for trying to help him. Aren't we supposed
to help each other; isn't that what Aslan
teaches?”

“Yeah, well, the problem is that he's trying to help
himself to
you!”

Lucy's anger blossomed as she blushed at the most
forward, discourteous thing Charlie or anyone had ever said to her,
and she turned to slap him for the very-forward remark, but Charlie
instinctively caught her arm and stopped her.

“Let go of me!” Lucy hissed.

“When someone's doing more damage to you than you're
doing them good, then you
have to let go,
knowing you did your best,” Charlie said softly.

“Let go of me!” Lucy hissed again and pulled her arm
free. “I can't let go of this! I've made
promises.”

“What kind of promises?”

“Certainly not marriage, if that's what you're
worried about,” the Queen retorted but volunteered nothing
further.

“What kind of promises?”

“That's between him and me. He made me promise not
to talk about it. Even to Susan.”

“What kind of things?”

“Things I have no intention of doing; alright?!”
Lucy shouted; “I've only promised so I could help him. He won't
actually hold me to them.”

“He's telling you that you're the one flirting with
him and daring him on, right?” Lucy refused to answer. “I'm not
stupid, Lucy.”

“Queen Lucy,” she
replied shortly.

“But you're not; you're
not flirting with
him. He's lying to you to get you to let your guard down and let
him in to places he should never go!”

“He's not hurting me; I'm helping
him!”

“Like I said - he's the one helping - helping
himself to you!”

Queen Lucy swung to slap Charlie again and just as
quickly he grabbed her wrist to stop her. “Where has the calm,
gracious girl gone?”

“She's grown up!”

Charlie shook his head. “She's not grown up! Grown
scared; grown quiet. Grown scared to trust family and friends.
These so-called promises include separating you from your family?
'Cause that's what it's done.”

Lucy turned to leave. “I'm not listening to any more
of this!”

Charlie paused and then shouted after her: “She's
growing into another White Witch!”

Lucy turned on him, her eyes angry storms. “You're
just angry you didn't do anything at Cauldron Pool!” Lucy retorted,
not meaning it; she was angry, and like any angry person would do
she said things she didn't mean.

Charlie was stunned and could only shake his
head.

“That's right; you're just angry that you weren't
man enough to show how you really felt when I offered…
”

“Silence your foolishness, Child,” a new voice
spoke. It was an old, grey unicorn - Virtus, the most aged unicorn
in Narnia; a true Old One. “You may lie to yourself in your anger,
but do not smear the name of the most honest being you have ever
met.”

“Were did you come from?” Charlie asked, more than
surprised.

“I was reclining here among the sea grass, enjoying
the evening breeze, long before you two came along and started
arguing.”

“Master Virtus,” Lucy acknowledged the Old One with
a courtesy and approached him as if to sit by
him.

“Do not touch me, Child,” and the old gray unicorn
pointed his single, bone-white horn at the young woman as she
approached him.

“What… ?”

“Only the Virtuous may do so; you know
that.”

“But… ”

“Sit by me, Child.” Queen Lucy knelt in front of the
unicorn. “Every human child is born with three great gifts:
Innocence, Trust, and a Conscience. As you grow and learn, it is
expected that you will add Wisdom to this collection of treasures,
thus taking upon yourself the Power of Choice.”

“But even a baby can choose… ”

“But not choose wisely,” Virtus interrupted.
“Parents and mentors teach the child what is right and what is
wrong, strengthening the Conscience and protecting Innocence and
Trust. Only then can a child truly make a Choice; consciously
making decisions that will empower them - or enslave
them.”

Queen Lucy nodded as if listening.

“Unfortunately, there are those a child should be
able to trust that don't always teach Right from Wrong and will
even use a child for their own gratification and teach the child
that they are doing good.” Virtus snorted angrily. “I believe Aslan
has especially horrid places of confinement for such
beings.

“But you, Child - you have been raised with Right
and Wrong firmly in place. You know when you are doing right and
when you are doing wrong. You know right here,” and the aged
unicorn pointed the tip of his horn right at Lucy's heart, stopping
an inch from actually touching her. “You know, and I know it.
Therefore, you have not only the
Power of Choice but
the responsibility
to choose Right over Wrong. Your life is now as if it's
a flag before the battle - a standard - raised for all of Narnia to
see what Morals and Virtues give you life and
breath.”

Queen Lucy was in fact listening.

“What standards are you flying and displaying
tonight, Majesty? What standards have you lowered to allow Peridan
in? What standards are you raising to keep him at
bay?”

Queen Lucy lowered her head,
quiet.

“Now, Child: until now you were innocent; you didn't
truly understand what was going on. But two who love you… ” (What
do you mean, which two? He speaks of himself and Charlie!) have now
explained it to you and and are willing to help you out of the
situation. You are no longer an innocent child because now you have
the Power of Choice. What choice are you going to make? Are you
going to choose Virtue or Peridan?

Lucy's face took on a desperate, panicky sort of
stubbornness Charlie couldn't interpret, and she refused to answer
the Old One.

—————

To translate: Lucy was scared to death,
desperate to find a way out of a situation while afraid to say
anything … and at the same time uncontrollably angry over
Charlie and Virtus trying to 'control' her by telling her what she
should be doing. You are correct – it makes no
sense.

—————

“You lie to yourself and force your lie upon someone
who loves you,” Virtus continued, and Charlie blushed deeply. “You
lower your standards and morals - your 'Virtue' - to one who wishes
to desecrate your standards and morals – and
you.”

The Old One shook his head. “Until you turn yourself
around, Majesty, do not approach me.”

“But I've not lowered anything… !”

“Do not lie to me of all creatures! He is sneaky and
makes you think you are not doing so, but you are doing so
nonetheless. If you were a child your ignorance and innocence would
excuse you, but you're a woman who ought to listen to what Horse
Boy is saying to you!

“This other one lies to you and makes you take a vow
of silence. Where do you think this will end? Certainly not with
Virtue or Honor! There is time to stop his plan, but you must act.
Raise your standards back into the light, where you know they
should be, and do not let him approach them any more. Then you may
approach me again!”

“He's not doing any of what you two are talking
about!” Lucy protested halfheartedly; even Charlie could tell it
was a lie.

“Do not lie to me as you did to he who loves you.”
Charlie blushed deeply again. “Or to yourself!”

“But Master Virtus,” Lucy raised a hand toward the
unicorn again, causing the Old One to raise to his feet and lower
his horn into her face. “You will regret it if you touch me, Child!
At this point you are still the Innocent and he the Evil One. But
you have been warned. And it is now time for
Choice!”

With this, Queen Lucy's face bunched into something
inhuman, and she screamed and ran off into the dark towards the
castle.

——————

When Charlie was done speaking, the room was dead
silent. For a long time it was as silent as a tomb. He was doing
everything he could to control his emotions while Nana Miriam was
handing him another cookie to take out his emotions on, which he
did, shoving the whole thing in his mouth.

“She ran right to her room that night,” Nana Miriam
whispered loudly. “She bumped into me in the hallway and didn't
even notice me. She locked her door and then cried and cried. I
waited, knowing there was something terribly wrong. Then I thought
I heard another voice and she screamed at someone to go
away.”

“The unicorn wouldn't even let her touch him!”
Charlie repeated as if to himself, and to the Old Ones he sounded
as if he were talking about someone who'd died.

“You thought you heard another voice?” Khan asked
Nana Miriam.

“I'm sure I did, but the door was locked; there
couldn't have been anyone else.”

“Lord Messenger,” Narl began, but Charlie
interrupted him:

“'Lord' Messenger?” Charlie asked.

“Your commission is to be messenger for Cair
Paravel. You've performed it flawlessly all these years. Those of
importance in the castle are called by this title, and we've
overlooked you far too long in this regard.”

“You're rewarding me for snitching on the woman I
- ?” but Charlie stopped short of saying 'the woman I
love'.

Tumnus cleared his throat. “You are being rewarded
for putting your personal feelings aside for the sake of Narnia.”
The faun stood and bowed respectfully, the others in the room
joining him.

“Now, Lord Messenger,” continued Narl after a short
pause, “Could you please wake Queen Susan and her brothers and
request they join us?”

“I couldn't repeat all this… ”

“You'll be free to go; this has been hard enough for
you.”

——————

At the end of breakfast the next morning, High King
Peter stood to announce that a grand tour and surprise inspection
of the islands was to begin as soon as they could pack and sail.
King Edmund then stood and, turning to Lord Peridan, congratulated
him.

“What for, Majesty?” Peridan asked after he stood
and his chest puffed considerably just for being congratulated for
some yet-unknown achievement.

“You've been elected to train for officership in the
Royal Army! Training begins tomorrow, to take place in training
sites all about the kingdom.”

“But the grand tour … Standard Bearer … ”
Lord Peridan was flustered.

“Officership is far more important than Standard
Bearer,” suggested Queen Susan. “As a young lieutenant you'll have
command over other warriors.” She leaned over her breakfast plate
to gaze a little harder at Peridan. “You'll be eligible for a
better class of marriage with all those decorations on your
shoulders and your chest.” She smiled innocently as she leaned back
into her chair. “Perhaps even for royalty.” She paused again. “The
Archenland princesses are very beautiful.”

The complete excitement on Lord Peridan's face was
observed by all, and everyone but Lucy appeared equally happy as
they were able to see in Susan's face what was actually going on.
Lucy, however, excused herself for morning duties that couldn't
wait another minute and fled the room.

As the rest of the room emptied, King Peter
requested General Rusty to wait to speak with
him.

“Drag him through the mud,” King Peter instructed.
“Make it the most awful, strenuous training you've ever
done.”

“Already planned, Your Majesty,” was the older man's
reply - he'd not been part of the meeting that went into the late
hours the night before, but he wasn't stupid and could see exactly
what the young royals were doing. “One question,
though.”

“Yes?”

“Should training him in the art of staff fighting be
somehow lacking?”

“Why so?” Peter's brow wrinkled,
puzzled.

“Because,” Susan
retorted as she nudged her brother with her elbow, “it's Charlie's
best weapon.”

Peter grinned wickedly. “General Rusty - you have
our royal command to keep Lord Peridan as far away from staff
fighting as he can be kept.”

“And I'll make sure he trains the other weapons with
the worst possible instructors.” General Rusty
added.

Charlie was then called to King Peter's study, where
he and Queen Susan both met him.

“Majesty?” Charlie asked as he nodded
respectfully.

Susan stood and placed her chair in front of Charlie
and then, climbing up on to the chair, kissed and hugged
him.

“Majesty?” Charlie asked confused. But Susan had
fled the room.

“My friend,” Peter said as he too stood and firmly
clasped Charlie's arm. “For the duration of our inspection voyage I
have a request of you.”

“Your friend?”

“How could you be anything else?”

“Your request, Sire?”

“Leave as soon as you're able and spend our voyage
time in the Witch's Vale. Leave Peridan completely alone.” Charlie
started to say something but Peter raised his hands. “We have plans
for him.”

Later that day, Regent Khan sent a message to the
centaur Buck to meet him and Charlie in the Witch's Vale for
several months of intensive staff and archery training while the
High Kings and Queens were gone.










Chapter 21
Battles Fought and Won


In the months the High Kings and Queens made their
surprise inspection of the islands of Galma and Terebinthia as well
as the Seven Islands and the Lone Islands, and then sailed to
Archenland (after exchanging letters and receiving an official
invitation), Lord Peridan managed to break an arm, a leg, and get
bumped, bruised, and tossed about on a daily basis. He had stab
scars all over his body from sword and practice. Serving as a
servant to the cook by cleaning and peeling vegetables while his
leg was broken and then cleaning out latrines with one arm while
the other was broken seemed to have suddenly become part of this
particular officer candidate's training. But, remembering Queen
Susan's illusion to marriage into a royal family, he continued to
see it as a way to get what he wanted and he persevered on. When he
heard that the High Kings and Queens had returned he immediately
expected to be called to the castle, but no call ever came and he
was forced to continue on with this insane training he'd let the
High Kings send him off for.

Almost as soon as the High Kings and Queens arrival
back in Cari Paravel, the Calomene Ambassador met with them and
explained the urgency of making a state visit to Calormen and
formally accepting or - as if it would be possible in his eyes -
formally rejecting Prince Rabadash's marriage proposal. Knowing
they had to eventually act, King Edmund (the calmer and wiser of
the two kings) and Queen Susan sailed on the Splendour
Hyaline, accompanied by a small group of Narnians to assist
and advise them. Advisor Tumnus was honored to be asked, as was a
dwarf warrior named Thornbut and his manservant and fellow warrior.
(Thornbut was chosen so the Calormene wouldn't think his small size
a threat when in reality he was a very fierce and very
experienced warrior.) Sallowpad, a raven who as a young
bird had flown throughout Calormen and would be of great help, also
joined them. Oh, and Office Candidate Peridan was assigned to join
the group - after all, any processions in the Calormene capital
would require the Royal Standard Bearer bearing the colors before
them! “And besides,” added Queen Susan sarcastically, “maybe we
could sell him for a good price before the owner realizes what he's
bought.”

Khan had shook his head. “The boy knows too much
about the inner-workings of the kingdom to sell
him.”

Then there was Prince Corin, who'd sailed to Cair
Paravel with the High Kings and Queens as they left Archenland. Son
of King Lune of Archenland, Susan had developed a tender spot for
the boy after his own mother had died, and he quite frankly was the
only human for which she showed this tenderness. You see, while
Susan was quite frankly the most beautiful woman in all of Narnia,
she was - well, she was too practical-minded in everything she did.
While every eligible man who knew of her would love to make her
their bride, on the other hand her practicality was so deep that
she would attempt to order and organize the lives of anyone who
came too close, and no future king wanted a wife who was constantly
telling him what to do even before they were
engaged.

King Edmund referred to Prince Corin as “Goosecap”
because he was in Edmund's mind as noisy and troublesome as a
goose. Prince Corin was only twelve years old and missed having a
mother and didn't mind all of Queen Susan's instructions. He was as
full of mischief as any young boy could be, and Queen Susan did in
fact have her hands full. With King Lune's approval, Prince Corin
was the final member of the royal party, and at Chancellor Narl's
suggestion Officer Candidate Peridan was put in charge of the boy
when he wasn't busy carrying the Royal Standard.


—————————

The observant Narnia
reader will realize that events from 'The Horse and His Boy' are
about to take place.


—————————

King Peter and Queen Lucy stayed behind very
purposely. Not knowing all of what the Calormene royalty had
planned, and having been warned by Nana Miriam as to what she
overheard the year previous, Khan had advised that Narnia needed to
be on guard in case Calormen made a move against Cair Paravel
during the royal visit, thinking it unguarded. To go along with
this plan, King Peter let slip a lie in the presence of the
Calormene ambassador that he was shortly going to war against a
giant clan and would be away from the castle, knowing this would be
reported to his masters as quickly as he could launch a Carrier
Pigeon. (Word of King Peter and Queen Lucy departing north to
battle the giants spread quickly, and most of Narnia believed it.)
But instead of a military campaign, King Peter and Queen Lucy
(still not talking to Charlie) joined Charlie in the Witch's Vale
for a two-week holiday from the rigors of royal life, where they
dressed like stablehands and herded horses and rested in the
sunshine and swam in the river. This vacation was a working
vacation, of course; a way to remove Peter and Lucy from the sight
of the Calormene ambassador and make him think Cair Paravel was
vulnerable. He continued to receive and send daily reports to and
from General Rusty in the castle as well as Regent Khan and a group
of spies stationed along Narnia's southern borders, who were
watching for any hints of movement towards
Narnia.

A month to the day from the departure of the
Splendour Hyaline, this same ship returned to Cair Paravel
harbor. It arrived late at night, and Peter and Lucy, in disguise
so no one would know they weren't still battling giants, stood on
the dock alongside Charlie and dignitaries from the castle, waiting
for its arrival.

“Please tell me you refused him,” King Peter
whispered as he hugged and kissed Queen Susan.

“Of course I did,” she replied, a bit annoyed but
smiling.

“Well, not exactly,” King Edmund
added.

“Not exactly?” asked Queen Lucy.

Susan's smiled faded a bit. “We actually had to
escape before I could formally refuse him and then be arrested and
thrown in prison or sent to work the mines - or worse, be
forced to marry him.”

At that moment a flock of birds of a dozen sorts
flew into the dock area, all chattering and tweetering as loud as
possible to get the attention of the royal party. Behind them came
a young stag obviously worn out from a very long
run.

“A warning from the south, Majesty,” panted the stag
as he spoke to King Edmund; he didn't realize that King Peter was
also facing him. “Prince Rabadash and an army of two-hundred are at
any moment attacking the castle of King Lune.” The Stag lost his
footing from fatigue, and the royal party caught him and helped him
to the ground. “Their plan is to overrun Archenland and then turn
on Narnia and,” And the stag lowered his head, “And take Queen
Susan and Cair Paravel by force.”

King Peter squeezed Charlie's arm. “See to the stag;
we've a war conference to attend.”

Carrier Pigeons flew through the night to gather
those who would fight, and by morning King Edmund and Queen Lucy
were marching south with a small contingent of human soldiers.
Officer Candidate Peridan was reinstalled into his position as
Royal Standard Bearer and congratulated that while still a
candidate he was leading the entire army into battle. (He wasn't
completely fooled, knowing the Standard Bearer of all the army was
the most vulnerable and prone to instant injury.) And as they
traveled south they were joined by Narnians of every sort who'd
received word by the Carrier Pigeons - dwarfs, large cats and dogs
in all their variety, bears, predator birds, centaurs, six giants
of the Buffin clan, and even talking horses who volunteered to
carry the human soldiers so the army could move at an even faster
pace. And, as the loyal Narnian reader knows, there was a battle
and Narnia saved Archenland and Prince Corin found his lost twin
and no longer had to become king. But you've read 'The Horse and
His Boy' so you know all of this already.

Meanwhile, King Peter had secretly moved back into
the castle and was readying the Narnian army for a possible attack
by sea. Queen Susan was literally confined to the upper floors of
the castle and no amount of logic or pleading would sway King
Peter's decision on that matter. He'd assigned Royal Messenger
Charlie to command a guard of twenty soldiers to secure the single
staircase that connected the Women's Quarters with the rest of the
castle, and Royal Messenger Charlie had just enough of a dislike
for Queen Susan that she had no power or authority in his eyes to
countermand any order that came from the High King. Queen Susan
was, in effect, a prisoner for her own safety. But once she saw the
logic in it, she stopped her protestations and did what she could
from her confinement.

It was a victorious Edmund and Lucy who returned a
week later with news that Archenland was safe, Corin's twin brother
had appeared from nowhere, and Prince Rabadash had proven himself
to literally be the Ass (as in 'donkey') most of Narnia already
thought him to be. But you've read 'The Horse and His Boy' so you
know all of this already.

To hear Lord Peridan tell the story that night at
Supper, one would have thought he'd fought the battle
single-handed, and yet upon reflection none of the Narnian army
could remember seeing him in battle or even hearing his voice until
Aslan had asked what they should do with the defeated
Rabadash.

Queen Lucy, who'd been separated from Lord Peridan
had started to come out of the mysterious shell she'd been hiding
in, was once again sullen and withdrawn as the party returned from
Archenalnd and Lord Peridan made his presence known again in her
life.

—————

Narnia immediately settled back into its usual quiet
life. Crops were tended, marshwiggles plied the river with cargo
and passenger barges, and Peace in general again took hold. Fall
came and crops were harvested and farms were readied for
winter.

Advisor Tumnus announced that he was retiring to
private life. “It is time for me to get to know my father,” he
explained simply. After a farewell feast, the castle marched with
him to the harbor, where a marshwiggle barge was waiting to carry
him upriver to Beaversdam. From there it would only be a few hour's
walk to his old home in Lantern Wastes.

Meanwhile, the remaining Old Ones continued to
monitor the situation of Queen Lucy and Lord Peridan. “He's been
taking her to the beach nearly every night,” Chancellor Narl
announced at the beginning of Autumn in a weekly meeting of the
castle's Old Ones.

“How do you know this?” Nana Miriam
asked.

“I know how to arrange spy networks,” Narl replied.
“The squirrels, as talkative as they normally are, have been made
to understand the importance of only speaking to me on this
matter.” Khan nodded, impressed that a human could control the
tongues of so many squirrels. He saw the look in Narl's eyes and
didn't doubt it would
not go well for a
talkative spy. “He's dressing only in his seabathing trunks, and
he's making her touch him.”

“Where?” Khan's battle eyes focused at this
news.

“Chest; stomach.” Narl paused, his voice taking on
some delicacy. “Not much farther than that. He's making her
touch … and grope … his chest and stomach the way I'm
reasonably sure he'd like … ”

“We understand,” Nana Miriam announced
politely.

“My apologies.”

“None needed. We of all people must speak of these
things.”

“This has never been done,” Khan murmured; “Not in
all my knowledge of humans; except by married ones.” He paused.
“And to force one… ”

“Is there kissing involved?” Nana
asked.

“According to the squirrels there's so-called
innocent kissing involved. He's trying to kiss other places and
she's resisting; he's trying to move her mouth… ”

“Again, we understand,” and this time Nana was
blushing and even missed a stitch of her
knitting.

“The squirrels tell me that he forces her along by
reminding her that he's only responding to her flirting; to her
urging.”

“And yet he's forcing her!” Khan was not
pleased.

“He's also saying something about her having
promised things. Promised not to tell things they've done – he's
done; actually; promised to eventually do
things.”

“What can we do?” Nana Miriam
asked.

“Sell him to a Calormen slaver,” Khan
suggested.

The other two paused. “Regrettably, that would be
against everything Nanria stands for,” Narl finally said slowly.
“In another lifetime, perhaps,” and Khan knew he meant 'back when I
was a wicked king'; “Yes, in another lifetime perhaps that solution
would have had merit. But no; we cannot; not even him. Not even if
she was my daughter. Which,” Narl continued, “I do feel as if she's
my daughter. Besides, as Khan has pointed out, he knows too much
about the High Kings and Queens to let him be in Calormene hands.
He's our problem.”

——————

Cold weather came and trips to the beach ceased, and
the Old Ones thought a good portion of the problem was resolved.
But even though the squirrel network no longer espied them
together, Lucy continued to appear as miserable and withdrawn as
always.

Narl formed a ring of spies among the talking mice
who lived on Cair Paravel Hill. But even they couldn't catch the
two young ones in question alone. He would go to his quarters at
night and she would go to hers. They were only seen together at
official events. And yet Lucy's attitude and bearing continued to
worsen.

——————

One winter evening Charlie was summoned to the
castle. Now children, I hope you aren't still picturing him as a
boy because by this time in the story he's twenty-six years old,
very broad shouldered, and had twin braided ponytails that reached
the full length of his human back. We won't even discuss his chest
muscles! His beard was trimmed short as always, and he wore a black
leather breastplate and back plate. And the women of Narnia all
agreed - he was devastatingly handsome except for the look of
rejection he wore since Queen Lucy had broke off all communications
with him. He'd even stopped kissing hands, much to the dismay of
many young ladies in the kingdom.

Having arrived at the castle, a servant directed him
toward the conference room used by the Old Ones, which lay at the
foot of the staircase leading to the Women's Quarters, and as he
passed the stairway, a scream echoed down the
staircase.

It was Lucy's voice, to be sure. But in that scream
Charlie heard his sister Wendy's scream. He heard years of
screaming and crying that he'd been too afraid to respond
to.

There was a second scream that was cut off
mid-scream. It wasn't Wendy's voice - it was
Lucy's.

With no further thought Charlie had galloped halfway
up the broad, stone staircase before the door to the conference
room opened and Kahn and Kings Peter and Edmund emerged at full
speed. There was no further scream to guide the galloping Charlie,
but the number of women who'd joined Nana Miriam at pounding on a
set of double doors that were obviously barred and locked told him
where he needed to go.

“STAND BACK!” Charlie shouted, and the women
scattered as he reared up and smashed the oak doors open with his
front legs.

Lucy, completely and properly covered in her night
clothes, was trapped on the top of her bed, Lord Peridan shirtless
and kneeling over her, a hand clamped firmly over her mouth. And, a
piece of the wall was open to a secret corridor! Who knew the
castle had secret passages?

“… waited long enough!” Lord Peridan was exclaiming
as Charlie charged into the room.

Children, have you ever seen a dog or cat - or shark
or alligator - grab hold of its prey and then shake it senseless?
Well, Charlie didn't exactly bite Lord Peridan, but with a scream
he landed his front feet on the foot of the bed, breaking it, and
grabbed Lord Peridan by the shoulders and shook him side to side
several times before the man slipped out of his grasped and
literally crashed against the stone walls of Queen Lucy's
apartment. Unfortunately Lord Peridan wasn't as dazed as we'd like
him to have been - he rolled over quickly and pulled his sword from
its scabbard (it was beside Lucy's bed, along with his uniform
tunic) and lept towards Charlie while Lucy escaped from the bed and
into Nana Miriam's arms; she having followed Charlie into the
room.

Charlie had no weapons on him, but with the traction
of four legs was able to stay out of Peridan's reach until someone
tossed a staff into his view and he caught it and 'swung into
action', and out of the corner of his eye he absently noted it was
Queen Susan who had tossed the weapon to him before joining Nana
Miriam in hugging and comforting Lucy. He'd asked her why there was
a staff in the Women's Quarters if he survived the
fight.

It was a swift-moving, violent battle. Charlie was
able to block most of Lord Peridan's sword thrusts, but once or
twice his arm or stomach felt the sword's tip. Charlie was amazed
at how well Lord Peridan's head and shoulders were absorbing his
staff''s blows, and just as he was ready to start fighting blindly
he heard General Rusty's voice:

“Clear your mind.”

Charlie cleared his mind and felt peace fall over
him. General Rusty was right: never fight with emotion; it clouds
how you fight.

Lord Peridan, however, was getting angrier and
angrier. His plan of marriage to Queen Lucy was thwarted for good.
Every important person in the castle was standing behind Charlie as
Charlie edged him further and further into a corner. And that was
where he'd lived his life - in a corner. His father had never
trusted him with anything important; neither had the High Kings.
Standard Bearer - please! Any fool could do that! All he wanted was
to live in the light, and Queen Lucy had been his only path for
it.

In Peridan's was of thinking, if he survived this
battle Cair Paravel would probably put him to death for his
intended crime against the Queen. Or at least seal him away in a
dungeon cell or sell him to a Calormene slaver. None of these
prospects were good; none of them were worth living
for.

With full intention of dying, Lord Peridan jumped
onto the window seat of the large bedroom window and threw down his
sword. Already swinging and unable to stop in time, Charlie's staff
pushed him through the sixth-floor window and without a scream he
fell into the darkness of the night.

Charlie dropped his staff and collapsed to the
floor, his mind only now allowing him to feel the wounds he'd
received. Queens Susan and Lucy were upon him instantly, as was
Nana Miriam. Guards ran down the stairs and out into the night and
returned, silently shaking their heads as if to say that Lord
Peridan was done; he wouldn't harm anyone any more. Both the doctor
and the stablemaster were called - one to work on the human-looking
parts of Charlie's body; the other the horse-looking
parts.

But before the doctor or the stable master could
arrive, Charlie pushed himself back up so he was at least sitting
on his horse belly, his human torso being held tall and proud, and
with one hand motioned toward Lucy.

——————

If you're a young boy and still get queasy when
serious kissing is involved, you need to plug your ears for the
next few paragraphs. The grown-up reading this to you will signal
when it's safe to start listening again.

—————

Queen Lucy, twenty-two years old and in the full
blush of radiant, youthful beauty, was in Charlie's arms in an
instant, her arms around his shoulders as she wept and he gasped to
catch his breath from the fight. Charlie brought both of his arms
up, one bleeding all over Lucy's night dress, but she didn't seem
to notice. He cupped her head in his arms and brought her face to
his.

“I'm so sorry… ” Lucy began to say, but she was cut
off as Charlie brought her lips to his and they kissed. And they
did in fact kiss. In fact, it would have taken a calendar to time
the kiss. There were tears streaming from both sets of closed eyes,
mingling as cheeks pressed upon each other as the kiss continued on
and on. The doctor and the stablemaster both came running in but
were held back by the High Kings, who were both determined that
this kiss go just as long as needed. The Stablemaster could see
blood oozing out from under Charlie, and the doctor was visually
diagnosing Charlie's right arm - they both looked to Khan to appeal
this delay, but the look he flashed them arrested their desire to
move until given permission.

Finally lips parted and Charlie groaned and
whispered “I think I'm hurt.”

That was all the signal the doctor and the
stablemaster needed to move in and take over their
patient.

—————

If you're reading this book to a young boy who
has his ears plugged, you may now signal him that it's safe to
start listening again.










Chapter 22
After the Battle


All the men in the room helped roll Charlie back
onto his side - on to his left side as that arm was unhurt. Queen
Lucy tried to get to where his head would be layed in her lap but
Nana Miriam was there first and explained that this was, for now, a
grandmother's duty. Queen Susan led her sister to the far side of
the room, where every maiden who worked in the castle gathered
around her in a huddle and whispered giggling began in
earnest.

Pillows were brought from other rooms to pad
Charlie's human torso as he layed on his side. The doctor had the
wounds on his right arm cleaned and bandaged and then layed it
gently in front of Horse Boy so he could address other injuries.
Meanwhile the stablemaster was warning Charlie something was going
to hurt - and it did in fact hurt as a needle went in and out,
sewing up a foot-long cut.

King Edmund, assured his sister was in good hands
and that Charlie was going to be fine, turned his attention to the
opening in the wall. “Hidden passages,” He said to General Rusty.
“Aslan could have told us about them.”

“That's how he was getting in to my chambers,” Lucy
explained weakly. “He must have found an entrance in his attic
quarters and explored… ” All the men were nodding with the
assumption.

“So I
did hear a voice
that night… ” Nana Miraim mumbled, and the other Old Ones
nodded.

“I'll take some men and begin exploring.” General
Rusty motioned at several guards and off they went while King
Edmund pulled a chair into the opening so it couldn't close and
seal itself.

“Obviously we can't move him tonight,” the
stablemaster was explaining to King Peter.

“We can't leave him here in Lucy's room…
”

“Yes, you can.” Everyone turned to see that two
servants had finally carried Chancellor Narl up the stairs and into
the room. “Nana Miriam and I will chaperone.” Nana Miraim nodded
from where she still sat, holding Charlie's good hand with one of
hers and putting the other hand on his cheek to give him strength
every time the stable master's needle made a stitch. Servants were
sent down the hill to retrieve large, horse-sized blankets from
Charlie's apartment in the Mews, while others were sent to bring
mattresses and blankets for the Chancellor and for Nana
Miriam.

After Charlie's belly was sewn up and splints
fastened to a leg that may or may not have been broken (“If he puts
any weight on it, it'll break for sure,” the stablemaster
exclaimed), and after most everyone but the Pevensie children and
Nana and Narl were in the room - okay, Khan was also there with all
the appearance of a very proud father - Queen Susan knelt in front
of Charlie and brought herself all the way to his face and kissed
both his cheeks before saying, quite plainly, “Thank you” and then
running off, a trace of sobbing following her down the
hallway.

Charlie looked up at Khan from where he lay, his
head still in Nana Miriam's lap. “I killed him. I killed him. After
he dropped his sword, I still killed him.”

Khan slowly lowered his body to the floor beside the
horse boy, and got his face as close to the young one's face as he
could.

“I will say this only one time, Young One,” Khan
said slowly and deliberately as he layed his hand on top of Nana
Miriam's hand that was still on Charlie's cheek. “It - was - not -
your - fault.”

After a moment Charlie nodded as if
understanding.

“He used you by making you think you were killing
him - he timed throwing down his weapon at a point that you could
not have stopped. He wanted you to think it is your fault, but it
is not.” Khan paused. “I have spoken.” And Charlie knew that 'I
have spoken' was like Gramps the preacher pausing and pronouncing
an 'Amen!'”

“I will not let him use me or ruin me,” was
Charlie's simple reply.

Khan raised himself back on to his feet and smiled.
“I leave you then, to a Mother's care.” He nodded to Nana Miriam,
who smiled back as the Old One left the room.

Charlie closed his eyes as if to sleep, but he felt
another soft hand on his cheek and looked up. It was Lucy, having
brought the crystal goblet from her bedside table for him to
drink.

“You're the centaur that's been serving us,” Lucy
whispered, remembering that day more than a decade ago, at the end
of the Battle of Baruna, when she'd come to him with the healing
cordial.

“Yes,” Charlie whispered back.

“What reward can we give you for this? You've
already been the Royal Stablemaster… ”

“Your smile is reward enough.”

“That you shall always have, Master
Charlie.”

Lucy returned the goblet to the table and then
ripped the sheets and blankets off her bed and, folding them into
something of a bedroll, layed them in front of Charlie. Rolling
herself up in the blankets, she snuggled into him, her back to his
chest; her hair against his neck and chest. And with a contented
sigh, both of the young ones visibly relaxed and, exhausted, fell
asleep as if dead.

“Best thing to do is to sleep when shock comes on,”
commented Nana Miriam.

“She couldn't be more modestly protected than with
all those blankets,” replied Chancellor Narl.

“No, she couldn't,” agreed Nana
Miriam.

—————

King Peter thought Charlie's best friend Brom would
want to know what had happened, so he sent a Carrier Pigeon just
after he left his sister's chambers. Worried, Brom rode non-stop
and arrived early the next day, where he found Charlie and Lucy
still ever so modestly laying on the floor,
asleep.

“Are you in pain?” Brom whispered as he knelt and
saw Charlie's eyes open ever so slightly; he didn't want to wake
the Queen. Charlie nodded 'yes', and Brom began checking over the
stablemaster's work. It was all in order, so he began checking the
doctor's work. It also was all in order.

“Where do you hurt?” Brom whispered
again.

“Been laying on my good arm all night,” Charlie
whispered back. “And, I really gotta pee.”

I will leave the reader to imagine what the castle
went through with
that particular plea
for help.










Chapter 23
What have You Learned?


The day after the battle in Queen Lucy's quarters, a
huge, centaur-sized carrier was rigged so Charlie could be safely
transported down the many floors of the castle and down the hill to
his own comfortable apartments in the Mews. Queen Lucy had a low
fire burning in the fireplace as the party arrived as well as
cushions and blankets on the floor. Brom had a venison and garlic
broth simmering - he'd brought a ten-pound bag of garlic with him
from the Witch's Vale as every one knows garlic is the best
infection fighter Aslan ever invented.

The wounded Horse Boy did not lack for company in
the next few weeks. Brom stayed a week to make sure he'd recover
and that he was consuming enough garlic. The High Kings and Queens
took turns sitting with him (Queen Susan bringing a cleaning crew
with her), as did Nana Miriam and Chancellor Narl. And, Khan
quietly presided over the apartment like a
patriarch.

The morning that brought the most cheer to Charlie,
however, was the morning that he woke and found Queen Lucy snuggled
against the the side of the reclining unicorn Virtus. This in
itself said volumes - she'd truly learned the balance of being as
harmless as a dove but as wise as a serpent; as wise as a serpent
and yet without sin.

“Tell me, Young One,” Khan asked on the day the
stablemaster pronounced Charlie's leg fit to stand on (“But only a
few minutes at a time. Master Khan, I'm charging you to make sure…
” But Khan's nod cut the man off and he left, satisfied Khan would
ensure the young one would treat the leg tenderly); “Tell me, what
have you learned here in Narnia? Do you remember when you first
arrived… ?”

“I remember you told me that Strength had to
overcome Fear. That I had to stand up for myself instead of being a
victim. That I had to stand up for others that needed
help.”

“Yes; all that we discussed. One more thing was also
discussed.”

Charlie thought hard. “To trust.”

Have you learned to trust?”

“I've learned to trust,” Charlie replied; “I've also
learned to discover who I can trust.”

“Who is the most important one to learn to
trust?”

“Well, one of the people I have to learn to trust
the most is - well, myself. To trust that I can show strength in
the face of fear; that I can stand up for myself'; that I can
protect others.”

“And who should you trust more than
yourself?”

“Well,” Charlie said slowly, “Here in Narnia He's
called Aslan. But in my world I suspect He's know by another name.
He's the source of all Strength and all Faith and is always
watching over… ”

“If you have learned this then you are ready to go
home,” a soft, growly voice whispered from the doorway to Charlie's
apartment.

“Aslan!” Charlie tried to stand, but Khan put a hand
on his shoulder. “Your leg,” he whispered.

The huge tawny-gold Lion entered the room and layed
himself next to Charlie. “There is one more thing you and Master
Khan discussed in those early years,” Aslan began. Charlie looked
puzzled. “Forgiveness,” the great Lion prompted
him.

“Oh; Yeah. I don't know if I've forgiven my parents
or not. But I've let go of hate. I know I'm going continue to try
to forgive. How did you teach it?” Horse Boy asked as he looked to
Khan. “Yeah - to leave a place in your heart so Forgiveness can
creep in and plant itself.” He looked back to Aslan. “That's what
I've done. Also,” Charlie continued, “I'm not so much worried about
my parents asking for my forgiveness as I was back then. I almost
don't care about it anymore.”

“What are you worried about, then?” Aslan
asked.

“I'm worried about whether my sister will forgive me
for not standing up for her; for not protecting
her.”

“Then it is time for you to do something about it.
You cannot do it here in Narnia.”

They were all silent for several
minutes.

“Master Khan,” Aslan began as he looked up at the
wise old centaur, “Has Forgiveness taken root in
your heart
yet?”

“Yes, Aslan; it's taken root. Almost against my
will, I confess. But as I taught the young one, I feel better for
it. The day will come that it takes over.”

Aslan nodded approvingly.

“This is Goodbye, then, isn't it?” Charlie
whispered. “Lucy… ”

“The High Kings and Queens left this morning for
Lantern Wastes,” Aslan explained. “Mister Tumnus sent word that a
white stag had been spotted. By the end of the week they will have
returned to their uncle's estate in your world. They too have
learned what they came here to learn.”

“Will I ever see her again?”

“That, Child, is the part of the story
you must
write.”

Charlie thought hard. “Do you think my sister Wendy
could come and visit … ”

Aslan shook his head. “Wendy does not need to
disappear into an imaginary world just now. She needs to know she
is safe in her real world.” Charlie nodded. “It will be a terrible
fight to help her know this, and your weapons will be Tenderness
and Kindness and Love. And, Patience; much patience. Can you do
this?”

“I can.”

“Then she does not need Narnia. Not just yet. She
needs her new herd more than she needs Narnia.”

There was a long pause in their
conversation.

“One thing before you send me home,” Charlie asked
tentatively.

“What's that?”

Charlie stood and walked tenderly on his sore leg to
the only thing hanging on the walls of his apartment - a large
mirror. He removed his vest and raised his arms. He watched as he
flexed his arms, his shoulders, his chest, and even his stomach. He
pulled the leather ties from his hair and let it drape across his
shoulders and back.

“I'm just never going to look like this again, am
I?” And he wasn't even looking at his horse-looking
parts.

The Horse Boy turned to face the other two when
there was no reply and saw both of them grinning at him as if they
were both teenagers.










Chapter 24
Four Happy Endings


Okay - we've got serveral stories going on here. Choose which
happy ending you'd like to read.










Charlie's Happy Ending


Charlie was startled awake when the stable door
was kicked in by several strong pairs of hooves. His sisters,
sleeping in the next stall over from him, began to scream as the
barn filled with centaurs, satyrs, and fauns - the aged but still
mighty Khan leading them. Talking beasts poured in behind them, a
pair of gentle-looking leopards crouching and crawling their way to
the sisters, making it obvious they were there to help and not
hurt. Charlie was on his feet immediately, shaking his horse torso
to make the straw drop off. He hurried to his sisters’ stalls, and
his two sisters rose to their feet and shook the straw from their
equine torsos as well (when had they become centaurs?) and they
trotted behind all the adult centaurs as Khan single-handedly
dragged Mama and Papa, screaming and still drunk from the night
before, out of the barn and into the forest. (When had Mama and
Papa become centaurs?)

“What are they doing to Mama and Papa?” Wendy
asked.

“I don’t know,” Charlie replied as he and Wendy
held their little sister's hands between them as they galloped to
keep up with the mob.

The Narnians came to a stop in Charlie’s secret
meadow, and there on the higher of the two rocks stood the great
Lion Aslan, His tail twitching in the way a cat’s tail twitches
only when it is very, very angry. Remembering what Khan had taught
him, Charlie looked into Aslan’s eyes, and all he could see was
anger.

Mama and Papa were thrown to the ground in front
of Aslan’s rock, looking far more sober than when the mob had
broken into the stable and dragged them out.

“How dare you!” Aslan roared at the two human
grown-ups, and the entire meadow and half the forest shook from the
power of his roar. “They are children! They are Sacred!” Aslan
nodded towards the downhill side of the meadow and a dozen dwarfs
came running, bearing two strong chains with iron manacles on the
end of each of them. Before Charlie knew what was going on, the
dwarfs manacled the chains to Mama and Papa’s legs and Aslan roared
again. A giant - a Buffin by the look of his hair - swung his club
and smacked a huge millstone near its base so that it began to roll
down the mountain and towards the cliff over the river, the chains
holding Mama and Papa threaded through the hole in the middle of
the millstone, and they both screamed as they were pulled swiftly
though the meadow and down the mountain toward the cliff and the
deep, swift-running river …

——————

“No!” Charlie screamed as he sat straight up in his
bed, sweating and wide awake. It was his bed in his home on the
horse ranch in Colorado, and there were no Narnians anywhere to be
seen. He realized he must have been dreaming. Slowly he remembered
Aslan and Khan leading him back to Khan's old forest retreat and
suddenly finding himself alone in his 'secret meadow' - his horse
was there also, Charlie the human boy and Charlie the
palomino-colored horse once again separate beings; the horse
shaking himself as if from a very bad dream or maybe having just
escaped a very tight spot. He remembered the ride home and getting
in bed and hearing his parents come home and praying they would
leave everyone alone and just go to sleep…

Charlie realized he was twelve-years-old again. He
could hear Wendy crying in her own room, trying her best to stifle
her sobs but not succeeding and it would be worse for everyone if
she woke Mama and Papa up! He thought of Khan and what he’d been
taught, and he knew what he had to do: ‘A true warrior knows when
to fight and when to walk away … A warrior does what it takes to
protect what is his.’

He slowly slid out of bed and got dressed. Gathering
up nine-year-old Wendy and baby Glenna, they tiptoed to the barn,
where he saddled Charlie and helped Wendy up on to the horse while
zipping the baby up in his oversized coat and climbing up into the
saddle himself.

The three children were about five miles from the
ranch when a car approached and then pulled up beside them. It was
Sheriff Kimball in the bright new Buick the town had bought for the
sheriff’s office.

“Awful early to be out riding, Charlie,” Sheriff
Kimball said as he rolled his window down.

“Yes, Sir,” Charlie replied, fear coming back up and
afraid to say more.

“Morning Miss Wendy,” the officer said as he tipped
his hat to the girl holding tightly to her brother. Wendy only
nodded.

“Morning, children.” Charlie bent over so he could
see who the other voice was – it was Gramps; or as most of the town
knew him, Bishop Littlewood, minister and
grandfather.

“Morning, Gramps,” Charlie and Wendy both
replied.

“Is that your baby sister in your coat?” Gramps
asked.

“Yes, Sir.”

Gramps smiled and nodded. “You’ll be wanting to stop
and talk with Aunt Sarah, then.” Gramps, you see, was a widower,
which means Grandma had passed away, and Aunt Sarah was a daughter
who lived with him and helped run his house. “She has a fresh
chocolate cake waiting for you. And Miss Wendy,” and Wendy nodded,
“Aunt Sarah would like to talk to you. Your brother can be there,
but if you would like she’d like to see any bruises you need to
tell her about. Charlie can hold your hand and close his eyes.”
Wendy nodded silently – Aunt Sarah also worked for the police
department and sometimes talked to women and girls about things the
men didn’t talk about. “And Charlie – you three can stay at my home
as long as you want. You don’t have to go back. Aunt Sarah's fixing
up a couple bedrooms for you right now.”

Charlie thought for a moment. “You mean we can be
part of your
herd, now?”

Sheriff Kimball held up an official-looking paper
and Gramps smiled. “Yes, Charlie; you're part of my herd now. I
talked to Uncle Rich about a hour ago - he's going to give up his
job in Denver and come to help you run the ranch while your parents
are gone.”

“Where are you two going?” Charlie
asked.

“We were going to check on you three,” replied
Gramps, and Charlie saw a fierce, warrior-like look come across the
aged man’s eyes. It was like looking into Khan's eyes before a
battle. “Then we were going to have a ‘discussion’ with your
father. He was bragging in a pretty ugly way Saturday night at the
bar…”

Only then did Charlie see the baseball bat between
his grandfather’s legs.

Charlie shook his head. “That would just make you
like him!”

“What do you mean?”

“Using that on him would make you just like him. I’m
gonna forgive Mama and Papa someday. I’m really going to try. And I
hope my sisters can, too. Take them to jail, because that’s what
they deserve. But if you beat Papa then you’ll be just like him.
Then I’d have to learn to forgive you, too. And trust you. And
you’d have a heck of a time repenting of something like that while
bein’ our minister and all.”

The boy paused. “Right now, Gramps, you look like a
kind old centaur. But do this and you’d just be another of the
Witch’s wolves.”

The two men in the car looked at each other for at
least a minute. They had no idea what the boy was talking about,
but they were smart enough to understand the meaning of it all.
They finally nodded at each other and turned back to the boy.
“You’re right, Charlie. Here,” and they passed the baseball bat out
the car window to the boy. “We want you to trust us. In fact, we
need you to.” Charlie nodded as he took the bat and threw it out
into the field bordering the road.

“Thank you, Charlie,” Gramps said as he smiled. And
in that smile Charlie watched the fierce warrior melt back into a
kind and gentle Grandfather – just like when Khan’s anger was
turned to gentleness over a wounded companion. He looked into the
old man’s eyes the way Khan had taught him, and he smiled back.
They would be safe in Gramps' and Aunt Sarah's
herd.

“Fresh chocolate cake,” reiterated Gramps. “Tell her
we’ll be home sooner than we expected.”

Charlie nodded and kicked Charlie’s sides gently and
the horse started off towards Aunt Sarah’s chocolate
cake.

“No wonder they call him Horse Boy,” commented
Officer Kimball.

“True,” countered Gramps, “But you understood
everything he said, didn’t you?”

“That’s the scary part – I did!” And both men
smiled. “Well, Bishop Littlewood,” Officer Kimball said dryly,
“How’s it feel to be a kind old centaur?”

“It feels a lot like being a Grandfather. They were
known for their wisdom, you know.”

“Centaur or grandfathers?” Both men smiled. “Is Rich
really coming home?”

Gramps nodded. “We don't want the grandchildren to
loose their home. Rich is going to come and run the place…
”

“Like Charlie couldn't?”

Gramps smiled. “Charlie and the girls will have the
herd they need.”

The very next day Charlie got suspended from school
for a week for standing up to and beating up every single bully in
the school. He wore his cuts, bruises, and swollen eyes like war
trophies while being heartily congratulated by each and every
teacher.










Narl's Happy Ending


After the disappearance of the High Kings and
Queens, Chancellor Narl quietly continued to run the castle as he
waited for the mayors of Narnia's human population to choose a new
king. And when they chose a king, Narl refused the throne despite
their protestations that he was wise and humble enough to be
everything a Narnian king should be. Narl refused the throne for
two more years – even though the Archenland king and queen even
came and begged him to accept the call of 'his people'. Through all
of this time the Patriarch Khan was quiet, but he watched with such
an intensity that all knew he was taking everything
in.

Finally one morning Khan let himself in to Narl's
quarters and waited for the man to wake.

“I never thought I would hear these words from my
own mouth,” Khan said slowly, almost painfully. “Not while I had a
shred of sanity left in my ancient, old head. But my heart tells me
it is time for you to reclaim your throne.”

With this, Narl was certainly
awake!

“I believe that this time around you will be able to
answer the questions of the Covenant correctly and abide by
them.”

Narl was still very speechless – he understood the
implications of Khan of all beings asking him to take the throne –
forgiveness had happened, and this was how Khan announced
it.

“I believe Khan's heart speaks the truth,” a soft
voice whispered as a great tawny-gold Lion let himself in through
the chamber's doors.

“Majesty!” Narl called out as he let himself down
from his bed and knelt before Aslan.

“Where should we go for the questions to be asked
and the Covenant to be made?”

Carrier Pigeons were flying as fast as they could to
spread the news that Narnia was to have a king, and humans and
Narnians gathered to the hill where once the Tree of Protection had
stood; where once Narl had refused the Covenant and through this
wrong had brought about the Hundred-Year Winter. There was a great
whispering throughout the audience when Khan entered the great
meadow, carrying a humble and trembling Narl on his back – the
greatest show of respect a centaur could bestow upon another
creature. (It should be noted that this was the source of the
future tradition that a King or Queen of Narnia could not ascend to
the throne unless they had been so righteous that a centaur offered
to carry them to the Hill of Protection to answer Aslan's
questions.)

Aslan waited at the top of the hill – at the very
spot where the tree had once stood. Khan stopped before the Great
Lion and saluted Him as Narl climbed down and knelt before
Aslan.

“Shall we do it correctly this time?” the Great Lion
asked.

Narl nodded.

“On the day of Creation,” Aslan began, “I sang and
the world was created. I sang again and the animals and the trees
and all of nature came to be. Then I took a pair of each of the
intelligent animals and gathered them together and said to them…
”

“'Narnia',” shouted the Beasts, “'Awake. Love.
Think. Speak. Be walking trees. Be talking beasts. Be divine
waters.'” *


———————————
* The
history of Narnia's creation is being gleaned from 'The Magician's
Nephew'.

———————————

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

“'Hail Aslan',” shouted the Beasts and other
non-humans in the congregation, “'We hear and obey. We are awake.
We love. We think. We speak. We know.'”

“And I said to Narnia: 'I give to you forever this
land. I give you the woods, the fruits, the river. I give you the
stars and I give you myself.'” (And many in the congregation
remembered that he had in fact given Himself on the Great Stone
Table!) “'The Dumb Beasts whom I have not chosen are yours - treat
them gently and cherish them but do not go back to their ways lest
you cease to be Talking Beasts. For out of them you were taken and
into them you can return.' And Narnia answered… ”

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

“Who among the Beasts will renew that stewardship
today?” asked the Great Lion; He with whom the Narnian's ancestors
had first covenanted.

Chiefs and patriarchs and matriarchs among the
Narnians came forward and renewed their clan's
stewardship.

“On that day of Creation, another being came into
Narnia. It was called… ”

“It was called 'Man',” a humble voice said. It was
Narl, who had raised his head to look at Aslan. “And to the man and
to the woman it was given to rule Narnia.”

Aslan nodded. “And in that day the first King and
Queen covenanted with me. I gave it to them to
rule and name all these creatures and do justice among
them, and to protect them from their enemies when enemies arise.
And I warned them that enemies would arise.'”

Narl bowed his head, knowing that as a king who had
once refused to honor the Covenant he had been the greatest enemy
Narnia had known and had opened the way for the White Witch and the
Hundred-Year Winter.

“Narl,” Aslan asked,
“Will you use a spade and a
plow and raise food from the earth?”

Narl raised his head to look Aslan in the eye. “I
will.”

“Will you rule all Narnians kindly and fairly,
remembering they are not slaves but free
subjects?”

Narl nodded. “I will.”

“Will you bring up your children and grandchildren
to do the same?”

“I will.”

“Will you have no favorites among your own children
or among the rest of Narnia?”

“I will as you say.”

“In war will you be the first in the charge and the
last to leave the field?”

Narl pulled a leg up to show the lack of a foot. “I
am willing to do all that I'm asked, but… ” and at that moment
there was a neighing from a family of unicorns, who made it plain
that they would bear him into any battle for which he needed to
lead Narnia. Narl's eyes were damp – more than damp! - as he nodded
his gratefulness to the unicorn matriarch and then turned back to
Aslan. “I will!” he exclaimed in a voice that carried across the
meadow and the hill.

Aslan lifted his head to face the many who were
still watching and waiting. “The Matriarch of the Unicorns is
willing to bear this man as he fulfills the Covenant he has made
today.” He paused as the implication of this soaked into the
congregations' thoughts – surely he had to be a man of great Virtue
for the Matriarch to make such a pronouncement! “Is there anyone
who disputes what we do here today?”

It seemed to Khan that Aslan looked at him of all
Narnians for a reply.

“I accept Narl as my king with all my Heart, Love,
and Loyalty,” Khan said solemnly as he held his head proudly and
then turned to King Narl and bowed.

“Then I present to Narnia their new king – King Narl
the Second.”

“The Second?” whispered Narl as Khan and a faun
helped him stand and face the multitude. The unicorn matriarch came
forward and Narl was lifted to her back, and he bowed to his
people.

“You are a different man now than you were then,”
Aslan explained; “You will be a different, better king. So, let the
history books differentiate between who you were and who you
became.”










Lucy's Happy Ending


There was a knock at the door in the quiet,
upper-middle class neighborhood of Finchley, northeast of London
proper. It was late, and the thought of someone coming around on
such a dark and stormy night made the entire family wonder who or
what it could be. Deciding it must be an emergency, Mister Pevensie
set down his pipe and made his way down the hall to the
door.

The sight that met the man was a young man; perhaps
nineteen or twenty. He had a mop of short, sandy-brown hair, a
well-trimmed beard, and a youthful smile that was infectious. He
was wearing a bluejean coat with matching blue gloves, scarf, and
cap, looking very much like a modern-day cowboy except that Mister
Pevensie hadn't seen many pictures of cowboys wearing knit
caps.

“I apologize for knocking on your door so late,
Sir,” the boy said in a decidedly American accent as he pulled his
cap off in respect. “Is this the Penvesie
residence?”

“Yes.”

“I know it's late, but is Miss Lucy at home?” Mister
Pevensie began to ask a question, but the American boy interrupted.
“I knew her quite a few years ago, and I'm only in London overnight
and just wanted to say hello again.”

Mister Pevensie silently wondered how and when this
boy could have known Lucy as he would have been far too young to
have been a soldier during the war, but he called up the stairs
anyway:

“Lucy! A young man. An American.” He turned back to
the boy, expecting a name.

“Charlie Littlewood, Sir,” and the boy handed the
father a business card:






Charlie Littlewood

Colorado Centaur Horse Ranch

and Hot Springs Hotel






The father turned back to the stairs, holding the
business card in front of him as he read. “A
Charles
Littlewood.”

“CHARLIE!?” four voices sounded at once from the
upper floor. There was a thunderous stampede down the stairs, Peter
(age 21) and Edmund (age 19) leading the charge, only to part,
grinning, as Lucy and then Susan (age 20) came down the stairs
behind them with a more queenly attitude.

“Charlie?” a suddenly shy, sixteen-year-old Lucy
asked, her heart trembling.

“Hello, Miss Lucy,” a twenty-year-old Charlie
whispered, hoping he looked younger than his age in the eyes of a
very observant father. “Just helped my uncle ship horses to a buyer
– a Professor Kirke, who's trying to rebuild his estate. He said he
knew your family and gave me your address,” and he held up a piece
of paper as he smiled a smile that brought back many good memories
in Lucy's mind. “I'm going to be attending school in
Oxford.”

“It really is you!” Lucy's heart was racing hard
enough to win at Ascot by several lengths.

“You look as beautiful as I
remember.”

Lucy smiled. “I almost didn't recognize you without
a horse under you,” was the only thing she could think of to
say.

“Excuse me, but… ” Mister Pevensie began, but Peter
pulled him into a sitting room and tried to make up a plausible
story as to why an Oxford student would be calling on his
sixteen-year-old daughter – and so late at night!

“I'm majoring in psychology and religion,” Charlie
was explaining, but Lucy was only listening with her eyes and her
smile. “At first I thought I wanted to be a chaplain and then I
decided on being a therapist.” He took a breath. “And I know that
right now we're totally the wrong ages for us to pick up where we
were – I mean, you're sixteen again and I'm twenty…
”

Peter thought he was doing rather well in explaining
Charlie's appearance and how he and Lucy knew each other without
using the word “Narnia” until Susan and Edmund both stepped into
the room wearing grins that would have made the Cheshire Cat look
unpleasantly depressed. Needing no further urging, Mister Pevensie
stepped back into the hall just as Missus Pevinsie reached the
bottom of the stairs and was exclaiming “Oh, my!”, a hand on her
chest as if calming her heart.

Lucy and Charlie had their arms around each other,
she having pulled his head down to hers, and they were kissing
another of those calender-timed kisses that makes girls giggle,
mothers smile, and little boys gag.










Khan's Happy Ending


Somewhere, deep in the Narnian forests, there is an
ancient stand of trees where only the oldest and wisest go for
solitude. The centaur patriarch Khan had once gone there to die,
but Aslan had called him back.

Khan was once again in the ancient forest, thinking
of settling down a final time in his favorite spot – he couldn't
think of a single reason Aslan would still need him here in
Narnia.

“Old One,” a soft, growly voice
whispered.

“Majesty,” Khan said, looking around him but seeing
nothing.

“The last time we spoke here, it was not a good day
to die.”

“And today?”

“Today is a good day to truly start living.” the
voice paused. “Look down.”

Khan looked down and saw his body, laying on its
belly and leaning lifelessly against a very old tree, the silvani
Zeora, as old as the forest itself and as multicolored as the
lichen he was the spirit of, caressing the tired old face with
tears streaming down his cheeks.

“Come, Old One; come to my
kingdom.”

And when Khan reached that place he discovered he
was clothed in the strong, healthy body of a Young One, ready to
truly starting living.

Waiting for Khan was a human; his face and shoulders
and arms and even his bearing in general almost a mirror of the
human-appearing portions of the centaur he stood
before.

“I'm Charlie's grandfather,” the man who appeared to
be Khan's human twin announced.

“I am honored… ” began Khan.

“It is I who is honored,” the human countered.
“Thank you for being the Grandfather I should have
been.”

“Did he do well after he returned
home?”

The Grandfather smiled. “He became everything an
honorable centaur should become.” The man paused. “And I think – I
think I did, too.”










Chapter 25
Appendix


Just a few notes …










Why Didn't Lucy Heal Charlie with the
Magic Cordial at the End of the Book?


Because Charlie had to learn Consequences. The real
world he would be returning to has no magic potions to instantly
cure and set things right. He needed to understand that one could
get hurt even when doing right so that the next time he charged
into danger it was a more-complete Choice, knowing he could be hurt
and have to heal.










Is an Abuse Victim Innocent?


Just in case anything in this book leaves someone
thinking that I believe the victim of an abuse crime is
automatically at fault, let me state that I do not believe so - the
abuser is the guilty party.

That said, there are things the victim or intended
victim can do to keep from being a victim; to keep from 'tempting'
the event to occur. The Holy Bible speaks of being as innocent as a
dove while also being as wise as a serpent (Matthew 10:16, King
James Version). Let's think upon some of that serpent wisdom that
will keep the innocent dove from being a victim.

Set standards and boundaries, and do not go beyond
them yourself, even to help someone. The abuser only has to make
you think you are are crossing your boundaries voluntarily, and
they have you.

One of the many reasons abuse against children is so
terrible is that they aren't old enough to have set standards and
boundaries or even know what they should be. They trust the person
leading them down the path of abuse. Trust is a terrible,
frightening thing to destroy; it scars a person for life. One of
the true crimes involved with abuse is the loss of Innocence and
Trust. The victim will never trust another person again; will not
even allow a future spouse any authority or voice in the marriage
as a way of protecting themselves against future abuse. Don't even
try to give them instructions … Thus they become their
spouse's abuser.

Teach your children what proper standards are and
how to live them - and to refuse to go past them while reporting to
the proper authorities those who try to go past those standards
with them. Teach them that as long as an 'in-charge' adult isn't
crossing boundaries or standards, it's proper to obey – but not
when those boundaries and standards are threatened. Teach them that
'respecting' an adult and 'obeying' an adult are two different
things.

In another book I hold to as scripture, it says:
“Therefore, be ye as wise as serpents and yet without sin; and I
will order all things for your good, as fast as ye are able to
receive them. Amen.” (Doctrine & Covenants 111:11) In view of
protecting yourself from abuse, being as wise as a serpent wouldn't
just mean being able to watch out and avoid persons who would
abuse, but it would also mean being wise enough to not do things
that would have the appearance of inviting abuse – not to 'send
signals' that could be misinterpreted. This applies to apply to men
and women both. A few example might include the
following:

— Don't be talked into going past your moral
standards. Give an inch today and they will expect a foot tomorrow;
giving an inch today proves you'll go past your standards with the
right enticement.

— Don't flirt with danger, to include passionate or
romantic flirting, further than you are willing to go. Understand
that you making yourself available for 'anything' is in fact an
advertisement of just that fact – Advertise your boundaries as you
would your willingness. Respect yourself and the person you are
flirting with by stopping at a point where both can comfortably
stop.

— Don't send conflicting messages between how you
act, talk, and dress and what you publicly claim are your standards
and boundaries. The way you act, talk, and even how you dress
broadcasts what your standards are; they are literally
advertisements of your standards. Make sure there is “truth in
advertising” by talking, acting, and dressing appropriate to your
standards. A person who dresses in a way that shows private
portions of their body - or shows too much detail (as in wearing
tight clothing) - for example, will never convince others those
parts of the body are private, are to be respected, and are not to
be looked at. Dressing in a way that draws the eyes to certain
parts of the body advertises the fact that you want them looked
at.

— Willingly watching and listening and participating
in entertainment that is outside your moral boundaries advertises
to those around you that you don't believe in the standards you
claim are yours.

— Think to yourself: “How will others react to (and
fill in the blank). An example: a large-bosumed woman in the
building I work in always wore shirts with lengthy writing on them.
We men would read the writing and she would accuse us of staring at
her inappropriately. I told her I didn't care about her bosums; I
was reading the writing. Once she understood that the shirts with
writing were inviting men to read her shirts and appear to be
staring at her, she changed shirts and thus dropped the invitation
to look where she didn't want us looking.

Another example: a man I know who puts filthy,
degrading words into nearly every sentence cannot understand why
everyone thinks he's 'trash'. He's highly-educated and
well-qualified, but his words do not advertise that
fact.

These are but a few very simple suggestions;
discover in your own life what you can do.

Friends who are trying to talk you into joining them
in unvirtuous actions are, in essence, your abusers. Stop enabling
their abuse of you, your Standards, and your Morals.
In his April 5, 2008, General Conference address titled
“Examples of Righteousness”, Latter-day Saint President Thomas S.
Monson said: "My young friends, be strong. The philosophies of men
surround us. The face of sin today often wears the mask of
tolerance. Do not be deceived; behind that facade is heartache,
unhappiness, and pain. You know what is right and what is wrong,
and no disguise, however appealing, can change that. The character
of transgression remains the same. If your so-called friends urge
you to do anything you know to be wrong, you be the one to make a
stand for right, even if you stand alone. Have the moral courage to
be a light for others to follow. There is no friendship more
valuable than your own clear conscience, your own moral cleanliness
- and what a glorious feeling it is to know that you stand in your
appointed place clean and with the confidence that you are worthy
to do so."










Why So Many Mythological Characters in
this Book?


The mythological 'gods' in Narnia literature are but
'nature spirits'; manifestations of Aslan's will and words and must
answer to Him in all things. C.S. Lewis, Narnia's creator, wrote
that “it is only in God's name that the spirits of nature can rule
their domains with 'beauty and security.' Without God, they would
disappear or 'become demons.'" (Paul Ford, COMPANION TO NARNIA (San
Francisco: Harper San Francisco, 2005) pg
228-229)










Who Would I Choose to Play the Movie
Roles?


Khan / Grandpa Littlewood … If you're picturing
the late Ricardo Montalban as the centaur Khan then you'd be
picturing him right. I've never written a character in a book as if
a specific person were playing the role, but this was just too
perfect a fit and the sight of it would not leave me. He would also
play Charlie's grandfather as at one time I considered making them
the same person, the grandfather having been called to Narnia to be
prepared to teach the grandson - and to learn that he must do
something about his son's crimes against the children, but to do
that I'd have to rewrite 'From Boy to Man and Back Again', and
that's not happening!

Old Hal … while I was writing, Morgan Freeman's
face came in and plastered itself on this character. It felt
comfortable enough that I didn't try to make it
leave.

Narl … definitely Rufus Sewell; his face was
also there from the start.

Tumnus … After James McAvoy played such a good
Tumnus, who could ask for anyone else? I've heard he wasn't
satisfied with the role, but I think his performance was the best
in the movie.










People, Places, and Things


Anradin, Tarkaan — a Calormen general who
accompanies Prince Rabadash to Narnia

Archenland — a friendly country just south of
Narnia

Aurora — Roman goddess of Spring

Boggles — a variant of the word bogles; takes in a
genre of evil beings to include phantoms, goblins, and
bogeys.

Brom — human friend to Charlie; works in royal
stable and then runs the herd in the Witch's Vale

Buck — centaur looking the same age as Littlewood at
the beginning of the book / black very curly hair

Centaur — head and torso of a human; torso and legs
of a horse; representative of strength, vitality, brutality, and,
in their older age, the wisdom of nature; scholars agree that Mr.
Lewis, an avid horseman, used them to represent the harmony of
nature and the spirit.

Calormen — a country south of Archenland. Scholars
believe C. S. Lewis modeled the Calormene people after the various
North African and Arab kingdoms; being a professor of Medieval
European History, it would have been a natural thing for him to
have done; it wouldn't have been a mark of being a racist – they
were, after all, enemies to Europe during the time period for which
he was an historian, scholar, and lecturer. It was simply an
extension of his career and knowledge to have done
so.

Calormene — a person from Calormen

Corin — young crown prince of
Archenland

Cruels — not specified what they are but I'll bet
their name says a lot

Dar & Darrin — Archenland lords,
siblings

Efreets — a variant of the word 'afreet'; an evil
demon in Islamic mythology

Ettins — a variant of the word 'eten', which means
both 'giant' and 'obsolete'

Fauns / Satyrs — 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.

Flora (F) & Fauna (M) — respective Roman goddess
and god of uncultivated plants and wild animals

Galma — an island off the coast of Narnia; part of
the Narnian kingdom

Ghouls — of Arabic origin; evil spirits associated
with graves and corpses

Hags — especially evil witches; so evil that they
become profoundly ugly and animal-looking in
appearance

Hal — old human cook and former
warrior

Horrors — not specified what they are but I'll bet
their name says a lot

Incubus — evil male spirits that appear at night and
use male or female mortal victims for their 'you know'
pleasures

Isabella — Brom's wife

Khan — aged patriarch to the centaurs; regent to the
Kings and Queens

Lantern Wastes — the place where Aslan stood and
created Narnia; location of the mysterious Lantern Post and Mr.
Tumnus' home. 'Waste' means it's an uncultivated, non-industrial
area; a 'waste' as it isn't being used for anything humanly
productive.

Lone Islands — a group of islands out to sea; part
of the Narnian kingdom; the farthest anyone had sailed until the
'Voyage of the Dawn Treader'.

Mews — a row of apartments for servants who work the
stables or otherwise with horses; the main floor is the stables
themselves while the upper floor is apartments for the workers and
their families.

Minotaurs — well-built, well-chested men with the
head of a bull; normally represented as bad or
evil.

Miriam, Nana — widowed woman hired to be a companion
and role model (a Grandmother) to the High Kings and
Queens

Narl — becomes Chancellor

Ogres — man-eating monsters often portrayed as large
as giants; is the French word for 'Orcas', the Latin name of the
god of the infernal regions

Orknies — monsters mentioned in ancient literature
such as 'Beowulf'.

Pegasus — winged horses

Peridan, Lord — son of the Governor of the Lone
Islands; courtier after Lucy

People of the Toadstools — evil spirits responsible
for the poisonous nature of the toadstool

Phoebes — yellow Lab dog living on Cair Paravel
Hill; moved to the Witch's Vale when that herd is
established

Pomona — Roman goddess of cultivated and
fruit-bearing trees

Rabadash — Calormen prince

Satyrs — see 'Fauns'.

Seven Islands — a group of islands far out to sea;
part of the Narnian kingdom

Spectres — evil ghosts

Sprites — yet another name for nymphs and
fairies

Stormwell — faun who lived before and after the
Hundred-Year Winter; father of Tumnus

Tarkaan — a Calormene noble

Terebinthia — an island off the coast of Narnia;
part of the Narnian kingdom; not to be confused with the book 'The
Bridge to Terebithia', which any Narnia fan ought to read and
appreciate (have a tissue handy) as it teaches the value and
purpose of a child's imaginary world. I highly recommend both the
book and the Walden Media movie.

Tisroc — a Calormene king

Tumnus — faun; advisor to the Kings and
Queens

Unicorn — horse-like creature with a single horn
growing out of its forehead; can only be touched by the
Virtuous.

Virtue — 'strength'; 'valor'; 'courage'.
Religiously-speaking, the strength, power, and courage to remain
true to moral ideals.

Virtus — a unicorn Old One who teaches Lucy a few
life lessons. His name is the Latin word for
'Virtue'.

Wooses — in some legends they are untamed forest
spirits; in others they are humans who live in the forests and on
the fringes of civilization, refusing to be part of
society.

Wraiths — a Scottish word for Spectres (evil
ghosts)

Zeora — chief spirit of lichen; it don't know from
which mythology
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	Grandpa
Bruce's Poetry and Hymns, Volume One (2010)
A collection of poems and hymn texts; many written for children;
just as many written on everyday topics and events. It is best
viewed on an e-reader. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss
at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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



	


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

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

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



	


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



	


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



	


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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