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NEW CONTEST FOR ARTISTS COMING SOON - LOOK
BELOW UNDER "STRANGE PICTURE" TO FIND OUT MORE!

Welcome to our monthly feature, The Misadventures of Don.  He is
our very own anti-hero, brainchild of Merry Johnson-Muhsman.  He
lives and travels through a magical world laced with fantasy and folklore
of all kinds.  You never know just where he'll turn up, but we can assure
you he'll be right in the middle of something he (or you) would never
expect.  Here, we provide our readers with grand adventures at each new
turn of the road in his world.  We are also gracing you with illustrations
of Don, done specifically for each story by Judith Huey.  Follow along
with us each month as we present an ongoing tale guaranteed to endear
our favorite guy to your hearts and funnybones.
DON, THE DRAGONSLAYER, PART 2- Don's in the dungeon, but the Princess
sympathizes with his cause. Can she save him from losing his head? What other awful secrets
are being hidden by her father, the King. How did her mother really die? Read on and find
out!

Peek into our Mother Goose Archives; you'll never know what you're
going to find. We're not sure exactly when the real Mother Goose lived
or if there was an actual person the character is based upon, but her
stories started being published between the 1700's and 1800's. Either
way, the stories that are accredited to her were radical for their times.  In
those days one could be severely punished or ostracized for ridiculing
the clergy, government or monarchy.  So, what better way to spread
gossip or speak your mind than to make up a story that's "fictional?" But,
how different are we really from those who lived in 'Mother Goose'
land? We have been receiving some 'Mother Goose' writings that have
never been seen before. You be the judge as to whether or not they are
authentic; and even if you decide they aren't, we think you'll get a kick
out of them. Remember, anyone can submit material for this feature.
This month we have several pieces from the Holidays in Mother Goose Land; everything from
articles to ads, and a letter to a short story.
1. Mother G's Home Journal by Diane Davis
   a. Melt Those Pounds Away!
   b. Holiday Porridge
   c. M. G. Bakers
2. Yule Thief Arrested Sues Victim! by H. Turnip Smith
3. Annual Event a Success by Larry Lawrence
4. Letter to Santa by Kathy Kehrli
5. An Egg of Note by Kevin Tisserand



We talked to some of our artists and decided "Why should the writers have all the
fun?!" We're not sure when, but coming soon is the Strange Art Contest where we will
give you a story or poem, and the Artists will be submitting their interpretations. The
rules and deadlines are the same except we will post the artwork for voting on the
webpage. Keep looking for the announcement!

CHECK OUT OUR STRANGE PICTURE CONTEST  from the webpage. Every
month we feature a different Strange Picture at www.Fantasytoday.com where you may
submit your interpretation of the picture in 500 words or less.  Be it a poem or short
short story (that's what it is called), your piece will be posted there on the page for all to
see. Please post your piece by the 15th (the sooner you post, the sooner you start getting
votes!) Then, you and our other loyal viewers can read and vote for their favorite.  At
5pm CST on the 25th, the elves will tabulate the votes and we will print the results here.
There will be a Viewer's Choice and an Editor's Choice, sometimes they match,
sometimes they don't! Congratulations to the winners, they are now published in an
international fantasy magazine!

OUR WINNERS THIS MONTH ARE: VIEWER'S CHOICE: "ILLUSION" by Kevin
Tisserand and the EDITOR'S CHOICE: "THE SHOP" by Marcia Borell
DON'T FORGET TO LOOK AT THE NEW PICTURE AND VOTE!! If you think you
have something we'd like for Mother Goose or the Strange Picture, send it to us! Check
our submission guidelines                                     FF&F.

http://www.fanatsytoday.com/


Editor's Note: This month you get
the ending to last month's exciting
adventure! Don is in the dungeon.
Do you think the Princess can get
him out?

"Don, the
Dragonslayer 2"
Original Artwork by

Judith Huey

DON, THE DRAGONSLAYER, part 2
by Merry Johnson-Muhsman

Not all dragons are monsters. Not all monsters are dragons.
     Don opened one eye at a time, hoping it was a dream, but the dank smell of the dungeon
brought him swiftly back to reality. He moved to stretch, forgetting the chains that bound him
to the wall, and felt the strong resistance snap him back to reality.
     His plan was as hollow as his stomach. He sighed deeply, knowing he had played his best
hand.
                                           ***

     "Sire, she's protecting her children. Your attempts to take her land are a threat against the
safety of her young. She's just doing what any mother would do if their children were in
danger," Don pleaded before King Gifre.
     "It doesn't matter, Don. She struck the first blow against me. I have no choice but to
retaliate against her. The time for talk has passed long ago."
     "But sire, if you could only see them together you . . ."
     "It doesn't matter, Don. My decision is final. I will make an example out of you to the rest
of the villagers. I do not tolerate failure. Tomorrow, you will lose your head. Take him away.



                                           ***
 
     Don rustled against the stone wall. He tried to get comfortable and struggling to ignore the
sharp pains that erupted across his body whenever he moved.
     A rap on the bars sounded, then two blood red eyes glared through the bars at him.
     "Hey, great one. So, you're going to die for a dragon. How sweet! Did she warm your
cowardly ass with her nose?" The guard broke into hysterical laughter, then took another swig
of his jug, gulping it loud enough for Don to hear.  "What's it like to love a dragon? I  bet she
keeps you warm at night. Probably don't even need your blankey. Some hero," he chuckled
again and took another swig.
     Like the stoke of harp strings, a sensual, yet forceful voice halted the guard's celebration.
The guard dropped the bottle to the floor and it rolled hollowly before coming to a stop
against the prison wall with a thud.
     "Guard, I want to see him at once. I do not care what the king said. I am the princess —
sole heir to his throne. I have a right to these affairs." The voice paused and Don heard the
guard stifle a belch. "Do it now," the feminine voice commanded.
     Don heard a chinking of keys then the door whined on it's hinges, shedding dusty light
where darkness had been.
     It was her.
     Steeping gingerly through the door, Mara wrapped her sparkling white cloak — sewn with
threads of gold and silver — around her willowy frame. The hood draped over her head. She
was his beautiful goddess ready to rescue him from this pit of hell. If Don were to die now, he
knew his life would be fulfilled. Well almost.
     She turned to the guard with a nod for his dismissal. Stepping forward, the light outlined
her briefly like a celestial being and Don caught his breath again. Too bad I won't be her
husband. The thought made his stomach turn and the hopelessness of his situation slammed
against his will to live .
     Mara continued to stand in the doorway. He could not see her face, but Don knew she was
staring at him. He must of looked terrible with the chains binding him to the wall and 
bracelets cutting into his arms and legs. 
     When she spoke again, he felt himself stir.
     "I . . . I  had to come. I had to hear it from you."
     "What, that I was a coward, that I couldn't kill a dragon?" he muttered.
     "No, no. Others say, they whisper, that the dragon has children." Mara came forward,
gingerly, then kneeled beside him. She smelled like lavender, heady, strong, soft, like a
princess.
     "Is it true? Is she merely guarding her young?"
     Don stared at her. It was if he was looking at her for the first time, except now, she was so
close. A rush of emotions washed over him; he had never felt this way before. 
     Everything should be so right, but everything is so wrong.
      It is hopeless. I'm going to die tomorrow.
     Suddenly something became apparent, something vile, something Hoven. She was part of
this entire charade. How can I trust her?
     "Yes, she has young. But why does it matter to you?" The words stung, as if he slapped her
in the face. I shouldn't have said that, but she was part of the trap to lure me to kill the
dragon. "I . . . "
     She raised a creamy white, perfect hand. "You're right," she snapped. "It doesn't matter
much to me, sheer curiosity, mind you. That's all. I care nothing for them, or you," she
concluded, flatly.
     Don felt his hopes drop to his numb feet. There was a shred of hope, ebbing somewhere
inside, beneath his anger and betrayal, that maybe she had come to see him because . . . no, it
was too impossible to even imagine.
     Now, he just wanted to be alone.
     "You have your answer. What's keeping you here?" Don returned, adjusting his seating.
His body resisted the movement, stiff from the chains and lack of movement.
     Mara opened her mouth to reply and clamped it shut. The words were frozen somewhere
in the chilled air of the dungeon. Don stifled a laugh.
     Regaining her composure, the princess spoke slowly."Do you know who I am?" she
hissed, towering over him. From below, she looked like an enormous white bird, squawking



and hissing. Don couldn't help but laugh hysterically; it felt good to laugh.
     "What are you laughing at?" she snarled, throwing her head back and causing her hood to
fall from her head. A tight braid of chestnut hair fell down her back, and Mara quickly tried to
tuck it back beneath her robe.
     The Hoven had certain traditions which Don had versed himself in before coming here. It
was an opportunity he couldn't pass up. Don pounced like a cat playing with a mouse.
     "Cover your hair quickly or we'll have to be wed within the hour. As you know, any man
viewing the bare head of an unwed Hoven virgin must marry her. I wouldn't want to crush
your . . . honor," he managed between giggles.
     Whirling from him, Mara disappeared into the shadows which made Don only laugh
more.  A rap on the bars and two red eyes glaring through the bars,  silenced his laughter, but
only momentarily.
     Suddenly, the Mara returned and silenced Don completely. Mara's chestnut hair was
unbound and cascaded across her shoulders and down her back. "Here, gaze upon me. Go
ahead, take it in. It will be the last thing you see before you die tomorrow. Go ahead," she said
mockingly.
     Don grinned at her."It would seem that by the time any man kills the dragon for your hand,
your hair will have turned pale and gray."
     "At least I will be comforted in knowing that my future husband will be a hero and not a
cowardly peddler." she replied matter-of-factly.
     Don's anger bubbled over like boiling water in a kettle.
     "Think of it, a peddler and a princess," she continued. "The lowest form of life on earth
with royal blood. I'm certain our children would have been hunch-backed, wart-covered,
idiotic pigs, wallowing in the filth their father brings home."
     That is enough. Damn Hovens! "I never asked to be your kingdom's hero and I never asked
to be a peddler. I had no choice in either matter." Mara's form shrunk away from him, slightly,
but Don didn't notice. The fuse was already lit.
      "Further more, I never asked you to come down here and give me your opinion on my
situation, my choice of living or our future children. Play your games, somewhere else,
princess. My fate is sealed, thanks to you, your father and the dragons."
     Don's breath was short and intense, his body heaving from his anger. He readjusted his
position, and looked away from her to the stone wall. The echoing of the chains filled the
silent room. "Go away, Mara," he spat.
     He stole a glance at her and noticed her skin was as white as her cloak. She didn't move;
she was so still Don swore she was more statue than human. Perhaps, no one had ever spoken
to her like that before. Perhaps, I was too harsh . . .
     "I didn't want to be a princess." Her voice was as soft as feathers; so soft he wasn't sure he
heard her correctly.
     "What?"
     "I didn't want to be a princess," she repeated forcefully. Mara looked at her feet, then gave
Don a daring gaze dared with her hooded eyes. Her eyes beckoned to him and stilled his
raging soul. He nodded to her to go on.
     "All my life, I've been told I should be a responsible princess. I had a responsibility to my
people. What responsibility do they have for me? They hate me; they hate my father." She
moved to sit next to him, slowly, tentatively, edging next to him as if he was a dangerous
animal.
     "I never asked for this, Don. I am a pawn in my father's game, just like you."
     She stopped, waiting for Don to say something. He didn't know what to say. What girl
didn't want to be a princess? But then, what boy wouldn't want to be a peddler and travel the
world?
     "Ever since my mother died; Father has been very aggressive in his attempts to take the
dragon's land. I am his most recent attempt." She paused and began rubbing at a spot of dirt
on her cloak. "Do you know your parents?"
     Don sighed deeply.  He hadn't thought about them lately. "I haven't seen them in almost
seven years." He searched her eyes, looking for some Hoven trick, but he saw nothing but a
hollow, lonely person.
     "I was kidnapped and taken to an island for sacrifice. I escaped and came home only to
find six years had passed. A plague had ravaged my village. Both my brothers died; my
parents left. My grandmother stayed long enough for me to return; then she became ill. She



made me promise to leave and go find my parents. My father was a peddler; it seemed the
natural thing for me to do; the best way to find them."
     "Have you heard anything of them," she asked, intrigued.
     "No, now I  . . ." Don couldn't find the words. His demise was quickly approaching and he
didn't want to think about it. "What happened to your mother?"
     Mara folded her hands in her lap and began tugging at a piece of her cloak. "It was strange.
She was going up to the tower to see Father. She fell down the stairs and broke her neck."
     She paused and tugged harder on her cloak. "Some say that Father was having an affair
with his advisor. Mother saw them and the shock caused her to fall." Tears streamed down her
face.
     "They've never been very close; not since the night I was born," she added, as her tears fell
to her lap. "My twin brother died that night; Mother always blamed Father." Mara looked up
at Don with intensity in her eyes. "But, they tried to make things better with their
relationship."
     Don raised a timid hand and wiped them away, tenderly, hoping not to scratch her soft skin
with his rough, dirty hands. "Thank you," she managed. "I don't believe Father had a mistress.
. . Toward the end, Mother began to drink heavily; I believe that's what caused her fall."
     "I'm sorry," he managed. Mara smiled warmly at him and leaned in closer, gazing at him
through tear-filled eyes. He leaned closer to her, moving from unconscious will; and closed
his eyes as he had done so often as a young boy kissing little girls in the village.
     "Don?" she whispered.
     "Yes," he murmured, his eyes still closed.
     "We're not alone," she answered.
     Don's eyes snapped open and he cocked his head back to see what Mara was so intently
staring at.
     A large snout blew warm air upon him, brushing his hair across his forehead. This wasn't
quite the kiss he had imagined.
     "Hi, Don. What's up?" Garthanne asked as she and her sister, Marklyn peered through the
barred window above him; their noses shoved between the bars so they could see him better.
     "What are you two doing here?" Don whispered, snapping out of his dreamy state.
     "Don, we've come to help you. It's not fair that you're here because of us." Garthanne said.
"Now, how are we going to get him out? I think we should melt his chains."
     Both dragons were laying on the ground, peering through the bars at the scene below.
Marklyn wrapped her clawed hands around the bars and began to shake them, testing their
strength. Blowing a cloud of smoke in frustration, she shook her head. "The bars are pretty
tough huh? The chains won't be a problem, but these bars will take some thought," Garthanne
said to her sister. Marklyn whispered into Garthanne's ear. Scratching her tuft of yellow hair
and pointed at Mara. "Who's that, Don? Is she your roommate?"
     "Not exactly, girls. This is the Princess Mara. Her father is King Gifre." Don turned back
to Mara, but the princess had become as white as her cloak. "You can say something," Don
prodded.
     Mara gazed at Don and shook her head nervously. "I wouldn't know what to say to a
dragon," she hissed.
     "Start by saying, 'hello.'"
     "Ok, um, hello, uh, what kind of title do they have?"
     "What's a title?" Garthanne asked.
     Don sighed. "Just say 'hello,' princess. It's not too hard."
     "It's alright, princess. I'm shy, too." Don whirled his body around to get a better look. Was
that Marklyn's voice? She hadn't spoken before. Even Garthanne looked at her sister in
surprise.
     Mara rose and stood next to Don and was eye-level with the dragons. "It's a pleasure to
meet you both." Tentatively, she stretched a cautious hand at the dragons and stroked their
noses. They didn't flinch nor act surprised, but reached a hand for her, stroking and feeling her
hair.
     "She's pretty, Don," Garthanne commented.
     "Yes, she is," Don said softly.
     Warmth filtered through the room, whether it was from the dragon's breath or the gap
between humans and dragons, finally being bridge by mutual respect, Don didn't care; for a
moment, there was peace.



     "Whaz going on in there?" the night guard peered through the door. "D . . . D . . . Dragons?
Dragons! Sound the alarm! Sound the alarm!"
     Despite his cramping muscles, Don leapt to his feet and pleaded with the dragons."Get out
of here!"
     "Not without you, Don. You can't die because of us! Don. . ."
     "Go! They'll kill you. please go. Please!" Don said struggling against his chains. If only I
could shove them out.
     Garthanne wiped away a tear before Marklyn grabbed her from the window. The dragons
waved good-bye then fled into the shadows. Mara stood on tiptoe and watched them run
away. "They're gone."
     He breathed a sigh of relief and slid down, his back against the wall. Mara sat beside him
and Don's heart quickened. "They were trying to save me. They risked their lives for me," he
whispered, shutting his eyes to her.
     "They genuinely care for you."
     "Perhaps. I wish they had succeeded in helping us out of this mess."
     The noise of the guards interrupted Don's thoughts. Outside the door and the walls, the
clamor of foot soldiers clapped against the stones. Horses whinnied, fighting against their
riders.
     Suddenly, the door flew open and the drunk guard, stumbled in, his eyes red and wild.
"Princess, for your safety. You must come with me, now." He lumbered over to Mara and
extended his hand to help her out.
     Mara looked to Don and he gazed back at her. Unspoken words passed between them,
before the guard pulled her away. She covered up her hair with her hood; the guard was too
drunk to even realize her head was uncovered.
     For a moment, she paused and gazed at him again; then touched her fingers to her lips and
disappeared.
     As the door closed behind them, Don sunk into the wall and shut his eyes; shut himself 
from the noise. If nothing else, I need to get some sleep.
 
                                          ***
     Don couldn't sleep.
     Mara's words, her actions, he kept reliving them again and again, trying to make sense of
the situation.
     He sighed at the thought of his princess. She needs someone to shelter her, protect her. I
could be that someone. She and I , we are so much alike. Both of us are victims of our
surroundings. Neither one having any choices, if only things were different.
     Why did she share her feelings with me?What a painful way to grow up. I was lucky that
both my parents loved each other. And her mother, something, I remember the knights, yes,
the knights. They were talking about the queen's death. They believed the king was at fault.
And, the brother-in-law is coming. I wonder if Mara knows.
     Something creaked; it groaned. Neglected; someone needing attention and complaining at
the action of being used. Don rustled, having finally drifted to sleep. He tried to shut out the
noise, but it was suddenly cold, and his head throbbed. It was a familiar feeling reminding
him of the forest and the tree with the apples. The woman that he saw. Am I dreaming?
     He opened his eyes and tried to focus on the darkness around him. Someone was there, in
the darkness, watching him. He scuffled back, feeling for something, a rock anything to
protect himself. It is still dark, the guard? Mara? Why won't anyone let me sleep?
     "I am none of them, and all of them," a demure voice answered, as soft as silk, but tainted,
like ancient magic. Sweet and sour in the same breath.
     "Riddles, do you think that someone around here could speak clearly? I'm got a lot on my
mind and I really have little room for solving puzzles." Don tried to sound confident and
angry, but the sound of his voice was strained and fearful.
     The figure in the shadows moved slowly, extending a limb to slice through the darkness
like a knife. A creamy leg, bared up past the mid-thigh arched and swayed, mesmerizing Don
with the vision.
     "Why did you come back?" the shadows hissed.
     The numbing ache in Don's head only increased. It was all he could think of; her words
were annoying flies he meant to swat away quickly, just so he could concentrate on his head.
     "Don't you know?" he said between clenched teeth. The throbbing intensified.



     "Yes, the dragon's children. You felt sorry for them and thought the king would pity them.
You're as much of a fool as the princess."
     "Who are you?" Don growled. "Stop . . .the . . .pain."
     "What were you going to do to the tree?" the shadows hissed again.
     "W-What?"
     The pain lessened, like a receding wave, trickling away slowly until there was nothing left
of its passing.
     "I'll ask again. What were you doing under the tree in the forest?"
     Don shook his head to try to clear it. "Why is it so important" he mumbled.
     "Answer the question."
     "I was admiring it for its beauty."
     "And?"
     There's an and? Think. "I was hungry?" he replied.
     "Never eat from that tree. Do you understand?"
     Don chuckled. He was certain the lack of sleep, hunger and hopelessness of his situation
had made him go mad. "In case you weren't aware, I'll be dead tomorrow. So, don't worry
about your precious apples."
     The shadows were silent and the leg disappeared. Something within the darkness stirred
and a figure appeared before him. He was right, it was a woman.
     She was thin, waif-like and barely covered by her cloak. She clutched it to her breast.
When she walked toward him, the cloak parted to reveal one dainty leg then the other. The
cloak had fallen down to rest on her mid-arm; her long hair fell below her waist in cascades of
velvet ebony. Her face was long and thin; her eyes as black as her hair. She was bewitching,
truly not human.
     Yet, something inside Don hammered as if his emotions were out of control. He felt warm,
then hot, then wanting only . . .
     "You could have lived, but you chose to return and die."
     "Wait a minute, sister, if I had stayed, the dragon would have killed me. I chose to return
and try to persuade the king of his madness."
     "Indeed, you failed. But, the dragon wouldn't have killed you."
     Don felt as if she had slammed him into the dungeon wall.
     "No, you had to return and ruin my entire plan. You are fortunate; I have seen your future."
She turned from him and backed away, swaying like a viper, her waist moving as if music
were playing. "The dragon would have spared you." She moved into the shadows, her leg the
last thing to disappear within. "She spared the others."   

                                            ***    
     "Tomorrow he will be executed?"
     "Yes."
     "Why should I help him?"
     "He pleaded your case. To the villagers, he is a martyr. I think you should help." . ."
     "Help a human?"
     "Not all humans are like the King. I think he may be the one you dreamed of."
     "Are you certain?"
     "He has the scar on his hand."
     "What about the princess?"
     "I believe she is telling the truth."
     "And the brother-in-law? When will he arrive?"
     "Tomorrow."
     "We shall be busy, my friend."
     "This nightmare could end soon."
     "Let us hope that there is an end."

                                            ***
     Blinded, Don stumbled into the morning air, his chains weighing down his legs, his back
stiff from the stone wall. A sea of faces greeted him. They were somber, their mouths fixed in
a permanent frown. He expected them to curse him, throw rotten food or throw a party for his
demise. Perhaps, he had been wrong about the Hoven clan.
     As they continued to march, some faces he recognized from the tavern. Was it only three



days ago? A lifetime had seemed to pass in the night just past.
     He hadn't slept and still couldn't grasp the finality of his situation. Until he forced himself
to look ahead at it.
     A mere block, a stump of a tree, that was where he was to die, not in a comfortable
bedroom with a beautiful woman by his side. He always thought he would die wealthy, but
unmarried. Now, neither may happen.
     Yet somehow, I feel changed. I have known love; or found someone whom I believe I could
love, given the chance. And wealth doesn't mean as much to me here. I'd give it all up for a
second chance. I would never have come here.
     Suddenly, they were facing the platform where Don could plainly see the object of their
grand entrance. The block was even more grotesque than he imagined. It was a mere wooden
stump, but the ax marks marred its once smooth image and blood stained it from brown to
burnt red. A sickening feeling rolled through his empty stomach, drawing the reality of the
situation to him like a red flag. Trying to ease his mind, Don faced the King who was standing
at the rear of the platform, two knights on each side of him stood as still as rocks. 
     This was unusual for him to be standing there, normally the King and his family would be
seated in one of the high rooms in the castle so when it was finished they could depart and
escape the messy clean-up. What was different—the King was executing the villager's chosen
hero.
     Where was Mara? He dared a glance at the high tower facing the platform. It was empty,
not even a shadow stirred. She was not going to watch. Perhaps, she couldn't stand the sight
of watching an innocent man die? For a moment, he wondered if she was more involved in his
demise than she admitted. Was she was a part of the charade and Mara's guilt kept her away?
     The villagers wailed, moaned and spoke in hushed whispers as Don stumbled up the plank
with the help of the royal knights. Don glared at the King. He had planned a speech. I want to
be known as the man who eloquently spoke of my bravery. I don't want to show any sign  of
being a coward before dying. Do I have the strength?
     Gifre waved a hand and the knights shoved Don toward the block.
     "Wait, don't I even get a few last words? Everybody deserves a chance to speak?" Don
asked desperately.
     "No," the King replied flatly.
     "Wait, the villagers have a right to know what you've been doing. They have a right to
know that the other knights, they didn't die. They were spared by . . ."
     A hard club to the head brought Don to his knees. Stars and spots blurred his vision and
the numbing pain was so intense he couldn't think.
     Don felt himself being drug, his knees knocking against a hard, rough object. He opened
his eyes to find he was beside the stump, being prepared for execution. The knight laid Don's
head down on the stump, careful to not break his neck before it was time. A firm grip
encircled Don's neck.
     With his head turned, Don looked again for Mara, but she was not there.
     Why isn't she here?
     Feeling as if his heart had been shattered, Don closed his eyes and waited for an end that
never came. Screams suddenly filled the air as the villagers began pointing in the air and
running away from the platform. The knight released his grip and Don jerked his head away
to look bewildered at the maddened crowd.
     A dark, familiar shadow loomed in the air before coming fully into view. Her name
escaped his lips as if he was a blubbering fool. "Chadarcy. . . she has come." A new sense of
panic struck deep within Don. Maybe the girls didn't make it.
     The dragon hovered in the air, her wings causing a great wind to raise the dust from the
ground. Whirlwinds sent painful rocks, sharp as daggers, into the crowd, at the knights and
across the platform.
     As the winds enveloped Don, he drew in a breath. Dark demonic shapes, awakened in the
wind's path, were clawing at the villagers. Surely it was an illusion, but the screams, so
horrifying, could scarcely be human.
     The knights scattered; the king stood cowering behind two members of his royal guard.
But his face was the calm and placid, giving Don a an eerie chill that ran down his spine.
     Gifre's hands clutched his crown to hold it down on his head, and a slight wicked smirk
darkened his face. Don followed the King's gaze He glanced upon the high castle wall
embracing the platform and open ground in a semicircle. Many shadows moved crouched low



in front of the windows; a few knights hid behind the thrones facing the platform.
     His skin crawling, Don hobbled away from the stump, only wanting to be somewhere else,
somewhere safe. Despite his fear, he dared to look at the dragon. His breath caught in his
chest at the site of another familiar figure, seated upon the dragon's back. Now he knew he
was hallucinating.
     Suddenly, the whirlwinds ceased their demonic craze and the dust slowly settled. An
enormous black shadow stood in the place the villagers had vacated. Don stared in awe at the
grounded dragon. She was enormous, not quite as large as a castle, but she seemed cramped
in the courtyard.
     Chadarcy's scales were blazing red, her breath quick. Her black body glistened from the
sun. Her eyes were fiery and angry, her body tense.
     Princess Mara was seated on her back. Her uncovered hair whipped violently behind her
head; her face was pink from the morning air. Don thought she had never looked so radiant
and so free.
     "Mara," the King said in shock; his face suddenly went white as if someone had stabbed
him in the back. "What are you doing? Get away from the dragon."
     "No, Father, this is something I should have done a long time ago," she answered, her
voice confident.
     "I am looking for Don," Chadarcy snarled, her nostrils blowing smoke, her breath a fiery
blaze.
     Don stood frozen, too afraid to move.
     "This is my k-k-kingdom and you have n-n-no right being here," the King stammered. He
cleared his throat, regained his composure and continued. "If you do not leave now, my
archers will shoot your body with more arrows than you have scales." The King straightened
his crown as he spoke and dusted off his royal clothes.
     The dragon laughed. "Your arrows can not penetrate my rough hide. Even your best
archers could not kill me. Now, I want Don," she roared, the flames growing brighter and
hotter, touching the ground briefly.
     "Don is our prisoner. He is about to be executed," the King said, matter-of-factly.
     "The man, in chains, what is your name?" she asked pointing a scaly finger at Don. Her
voice was gentler this time, like a warm summer wind, caressing Don's face.
     Don's eyes darted around to make sure he was the only one in chains. There was no
denying it. He saw Mara, still sitting on the dragon. "I'm Don."
     "Why didn't you speak up, man?"
     "Quite frankly your dragonness, if I so may call you that." The dragon didn't flinch, but
narrowed her eyes a bit. "You see, well, you frighten me." Don swallowed hard as she merely
continued to stare at him. Then suddenly, she laughed. Her body shook from the laughter;
Mara bobbed on top from the motion.
     "I mean you no harm. I can see why my daughters are so fond of you."
     "How did you know?"
     "I may be a dragon, but I'm still a mother. My children tried to keep your visit from me,
but I knew there was something wrong. Then, they disappeared last night."
     "I never hurt them," he said meekly.
     "I know, Don," she said, her voice like a soft and gentle breeze. From somewhere, a rock
skipped down the castle wall before falling to the ground. Suddenly, Chadarcy whipped her
neck in the direction of the upper castle wall.
     "Now," Gifre screamed, waving a frantic arm in the direction of the wall. Several knights
bolted from their position and through a large object over the side, in the direction of
Chadarcy. The dragon stretched its wings a moment to late as a tan, rope net settled upon her.
     "Now, men." Gifre's cry came again, igniting an army of knights who streamed into the
courtyard from the castle. Chadarcy thrashed within the net, causing herself to become more
trapped than before. Mara came crashing down off the dragon's back, screaming before she hit
the ground with a sickening thud. As Chadarcy's wings struggled to free her, the wind picked
up again, but only for a moment, as the net wrapped tighter around her body.
     The knights were a pack of wolves, swarming on the dragon and tacking the net to the
ground with iron stakes. The dragon's body was barely visible beneath the net. It  was difficult
to tell the dragon's shape; she was merely a mass of black and red beneath a patchwork of tan.
     "Free my daughter and bring her here." The knights cut away part of the net and drug
Mara's limp body toward the platform. One lifted  her and carried her up and laid her at the



King's feet. He knelt beside her and stroked her forehead. A look of deep concern crossed his
face and suddenly the King seemed to age several years.
     "I'm sorry," he whispered. "You weren't supposed to get in the way."
     Chadarcy began thrashing within the net again, tying to increase the gaping hole from
which they pulled Mara.
     "It's useless to fight, Chadarcy," the King snarled, the tremor and fright was gone from his
voice. "You may recognize this net, it was the one I used to capture your husband."
     An unnatural cry erupted from Chadarcy, a sound that drove a sharp pain through Don's
ears. Her howl echoed across the courtyard like a lone cry of a one who had seen too much,
known too much and suffered too much, crying watery tears, grieving from a loss
incomparable to human suffering. A lone tear trickled down Don's face as Chadarcy
continued to moan. She fell to the earth with a ground-quaking thud where she continued to
kick her legs stubbornly.
     "Well done, men." Gifre smiled, the evil overtaking his face, making him appear more
demonic than human. He raised himself from Mara and walked forward to the dragon. Don
saw his chance and crawled to Mara's side. She was still breathing.
     The villagers filtered back into the village like silent funeral guests, stunned into silence
and staring with gaping mouths at the dragon and then at the multitude of knights surrounding
her.
     As if on cue, a few knights returned to their stations on the platform. They pulled Don to
his feet, away from Mara and pinned his arms to his sides. He barely took notice as a
thousand burning questions erupted in his already clouded mind.
     Gifre laughed. "Finally, after all these years, Chadarcy has been brought before me.
Humbled before a human. Truly, this is a day we shall celebrate for centuries to come. The
end of your reign and the beginning of great things to come." He raised a fist in the direction
of the family's inner chamber. This time, someone was there. Don was sure it was the woman
who had visited him the night before. Mara was wrong; she was the king's mistress.
     "Long live the King!" Gifre shouted.
     "I have something to say about that," a voice roared across the courtyard. Despite the
knights still holding him, Don craned his neck to see who was challenging the king.
     The crowd parted for a new horde of men. They rode on magnificent horses, sinewy and
strong, their heads whipping beneath their rider's rein; their hooves were impatient and
thundering. The riders were more frightening than their steeds. The riders were grimy, dirty
and covered with blood. Their faces were covered with war paint, some blue, some green,
hideous. They arrived wearing no armor, but dark brown shawls and golden torcs around their
necks. Their legs were bare but for long boots.
     A large man rode in front of them. His blonde hair was long and unkept. His eyes were
intensely blue and his face was fierce with a long scar that traveled from his eye down to his
chin. His torc was ornamented with a man riding a stag. Riding into the courtyard, he struck
terror into all. The men rode around the dragon, the large one looking displeased. The other
men stopped in front of the platform, but the large one drove his horse up the steps. The
knights holding Don, scurried to get out of the way, letting go of Don. Don maneuvered his
way past the king toward Mara who still lay limp as the big man and his horse stopped in
front of Gifre.
     "Bryn, what brings you here," Gifre spoke first.
     Never taking his eyes off Gifre, Bryn slid from his steed and crossed his arms across his
chest. He was a least a foot taller than Gifre.
     Mara began to stir and mumbled. Don put a finger to her lips and helped her up. She
seemed shocked to see Bryn and Don felt his blood run cold.
     "You know why I'm here," Bryn growled. "Why wasn't I told of my Lainie's death?
      Gifre stiffened but kept his composure. "I sent several messengers to you. You were at
war, it is difficult and dangerous for men to travel during battles. I knew you would get the
message eventually. There was nothing you could do to bring her back anyway."
     "No," he snapped. "You were afraid to tell me because it was your affair that killed her. I
know that my sister saw you with that wench you call your advisor. That wench pushed her
down the steps. Lainie broke her neck and you did nothing to stop it. First, I want your
advisor's head on this stump and then I want yours," he hissed.
     Gifre's temper flared and the regal king suddenly turned into a snarling cat. "I don't know
where you got your information from, but I do not have a mistress. Lainie died from the fall,



but my advisor didn't push her." Gifre paused and stepped closer to Bryn. Lainie was drunk!
She died because she couldn't keep a bottle from her lips!"
     Bryn screamed and struck Gifre. The King fell to the ground; his crown falling from his
head and ringing across the platform. The villagers gasped. "Don't speak her name in my
presence. You don't have the right."
      "Father!" Mara cried and rushed to Gifre's side.
     "Back away, Mara. This doesn't concern you." Bryn yanked Mara by the arm and pulled
her towards his hulking body. He brought her closer to him and stared at her. "You look like
your mother, so much like her," he whispered. Then he shoved her toward Don. Don grabbed
her and held her to him. His heart pounded in his chest, but Mara didn't see him. Her eyes
were transfixed on the scene.
     "What is going on here?" he demanded  as he leaned over Gifre.
     "An execution," Gifre coughed as he remained on all fours on the ground. First, the dragon
and then that man." He pointed at Don.
     "Hmm," Bryn scratched his stubbly chin. "This is the dragon you've tried all those years to
destroy. You know, Lainie never did agree to your arrangements with the dragon. You never
could let it go, could you Gifre?"
     Byrn paused and looked at Mara, making sure she heard every word. He spoke carefully,
"Even the loss of your own child wasn't enough for you to end this obsession." Gifre's eyes
became wild like an animal in a trap. "Yes, I know about that, too. Did you think that Lainie
kept anything from me? I should free the dragon and let her destroy you for me."
     Gifre rose and didn't bother to grab his crown. "That's enough Bryn. Take your men and
leave. Don't force yourself into something you can't win." Gifre's eyes were slanted and dark,
but Bryn didn't back down.
     The hulking body shook with laughter and sent a chill down Don's spine. Even the
villagers backed away a little.
     Don dared a look at the dragon, wanting to see her reaction and noticed a small cloaked
figure standing next to the net. His movements were so slight, Don wasn't sure if he was
moving at all. A flash of a steel answered Don's question.
     "I didn't come here to talk, Gifre. I came to avenge my sister's honor. You are not longer fit
to rule. You have disgraced my family for the last time." Byrn spat at Gifre's feet and turned
to the sea of villagers. "These pathetic people need an iron fist to rule them. It's time they
discovered how a real king operates." 
     The crowd's voices suddenly stirred and  shouts of rage erupted through the courtyard.
Waves of hate and anger coursed through the crowd to an invader and king
     Bryn answered with an immortal battle cry of his own, a sinister cry so brutal it sounded
more like a ravaged animal than a human. His men answered in call, a sickening sound
echoing across the courtyard.
     The villagers anger was drown beneath the vicious sound.
     Don didn't see who struck the first blow, but one of Bryn's men was drug from his steed
and the melee began.
     A wave of raging villagers rushed forward, some carrying swords others carrying whatever
they could find. Bryn advanced on Gifre and the two traded blows. Gifre fell to the ground
and Bryn pounced upon him. Don pulled Mara away from the scene; she felt heavy in his
arms.
     The mob swarmed upon the platform as the knights fell in to action to protect their fallen
king. Don and Mara rounded the wave of maddened people and jumped down the platform.
They ran to where Chadarcy still lay trapped within the net. The calm cloaked figure was still
working at the rope, but the dragon was so tangled in the ropes, she still couldn't be freed.
     The figure looked at Don and familiarity washed over Don.
     "Ormethus?"
     Don tripped over something hard and fell to the ground. Shaking off his confusion, he
drew in a breath at the sight of the fallen knight, stripped of his ornate clothing and what
pieces of armor were gone too. His head was twisted awkwardly in death and a stream of
blood fell from his mouth. In his hand, he still gripped his sword.
     Gingerly, Don undid his grip and freed the sword. Gallantly, he rose and began hacking
away at the rope, feeling incredibly heroic and wondering if Mara noticed. A warning feeling
crossed his body as he could hear the chinking of armor; a group of knights were coming to
stop him. He hacked away faster and hoped he would not hurt the dragon with his wild,



swinging blade. Ormethus continued to saw at the ropes with his knife.
      Suddenly, Chadarcy thrashed around again as the cut ropes fell meekly away. She rolled
to her feet and sent a bolt of fire upon the approaching knights who were leveled to piles of
black ash and gooey liquid metal.
     The villagers continued to swarm around them as bodies dropped to the ground and
screams of agony littered the air. Chadarcy craned her neck to gaze at Don, Mara and the
cloaked figure. "Climb aboard, I'm taking you somewhere safe," she ordered.
     The mighty dragon knelt close to the ground as Don cupped his hands and helped Mara up.
As Don tried to scramble up, Ormethus placed a gnarled hand on his shoulder, drew a key
from inside his cloak and unlocked Don's chains. Their sheer weight pulled the chains to the
ground and Don stared dumbfounded at the figure who had chosen him to kill the dragon; the
same dragon that Ormethus now helped to free. "Thank you," Don managed.
     Ormethus bowed his head and nodded. Don waited a moment longer, then vaulted upon
Chadarcy, sitting behind Mara. Don looked down to help the dwarf, but he had disappeared
into the chaos.
     Chadarcy unfolded her wings and leapt into the open air. Mara kept her eyes steady on
their dragon steed, but Don dared a look at the sea of people below. The sunlight glinted off
metal as another wave of metal warriors rushed into the mob. 
     Don shuddered and wondered where they were going, but somehow it didn't matter. He
was alive and with Mara. He placed a hand on her shoulder; she covered it with her own hand
and squeezed. Mara turned suddenly, her hair whipping about her wildly and kissed him
lightly on the cheek.
     As they flew away from the scene, a thousand colors of browns, blues, oranges and greens
merged into a patchwork of magnificence below. Sheer exhilaration replaced the pain and the
fear that had numbed him for more than a day.
     It was peaceful and safe. And he was flying, on a dragon.  
     Maybe dragons aren't so bad.
     "We're not," Chadarcy answered.                                                         

Are you enjoying our adventures with Don? Do have an idea on 
where to send him next?! E-mail us and tell us. We'll pass it along to
Don's 'Mom' and see what happens. SUBSCRIBE NOW AND GET
ALL THE BACK ISSUES FREE - YOU WON'T WANT TO MISS
ANY MORE OF DON'S ADVENTURES EITHER. SHARE DON
WITH YOUR LOVED ONES AND BUY THEM A GIFT AT A
DISCOUNT RATE!!                                                                FF&F



Editor's Note: This month we 'goosed' a lot of people. The following pieces from the Mother Goose Archive are
grouped by author. There is a wide array of subject matter, from articles to letters, and ads to a story. Enjoy!

1. Mother G's Home Journal by Diane Davis
   a. Melt Those Pounds Away!
   b. Holiday Porridge
   c. M. G. Bakers
2. Yule Thief Arrested Sues Victim! by H. Turnip Smith
3. Annual Event a Success by Larry Lawrence
4. Letter to Santa by Kathy Kehrli
5. An Egg of Note by Kevin Tisserand

Mother G's Home Journal
by Diane Davis

Melt Those Pounds Away -
Jack Sprat shares secrets on getting Santa to fit down chimneys.



     You've been working hard, climbing steadily onto rooftops with a bag of
toys in tow, ready to go down the chimney and complete your career goals
when, Bam! You've gotten stuck in the chimney. According to Jack Sprat, diet
expert, nearly everyone wants to lose weight at some point in his life, and Santa
was no different.
     "Yes, I've seen this before," said Mother Goose, a registered dietitian and
spokesperson for the Holiday Foodlover's Association. "Those fat cells have
been there a long time, so they're going to be tough to lose." But Jack has the
answer. The following are his strategies to lose those few extra pounds before
the holidays, and fit into whatever seems a bit snug lately.
   1. Add Calories - When Santa worried that he was a bit too snug for chimney

climbing, he began to reduce the amount of food he ate. Wrong move. Eat more, not less.
Why let your body think it is starving? Get it used to the milk and cookies that will be waiting
for consumption all over the world. Jack's hint. Jack prefers the fat free kind. Give the sugar
coated ones to your spouse.
   2. Lift Pounds to Drop a Few - Muscles use more calories than fat, so pack on those
muscles. Jack had Santa lifting up to 100-pound bags of practice toys three times a day. But if
you can't lift heavy weights, Jack suggests using 5 lb. Platters(just don't lick them clean first),
one in each arm to balance the weights. Remember, for every pound of muscle you pack on,
you burn 40-50 more calories a day.
   3. Add Fat - A diet completely free of fat may make you hungrier. Although this sounds
counterproductive to all Jack stands for, he does agree that fat is a dietary necessity. He
admits that though "He eats no fat" as a rule, he has been known to pop a peanut now and
again-for health reasons of course.
   4. Eat Mini Meals - Eating at regular intervals helps to keep blood
sugar levels up. By eating many tiny meals each day, you will have
energy for the long term and not be tempted to eat everything at the
big Christmas dinner. Practicing eating mini meals before Christmas
gives Santa the ability to say "NO" to more than one cookie at each
household, as he goes about his rounds.

HOLIDAY PORRIDGE
Special Sale:

Twenty flavors of Holiday Porridge
Made fresh everyday from

M.G. Bakers
We make it just for you-

Hot, Cold, even Nine Days Old.
Have it your way at
M.G. Bakers today.



                                                                                 M.G. Bakers, Inc.
                                                                                 Main Street
                                                                                 Mother Goose Land

Knave of Hearts
King's Castle
Mother Goose Land

Dear Mr. Knave,

Thank you for your kind offer of help in these
difficult times. As you know, the winter holidays are
our busiest season, and the loss of one of our ovens at
this time nearly put us out of business. Your generous
offer to fill our orders of tarts will allow us to
concentrate on the gingerbread cookies that are so
popular this time of year.

We agree on your asking price of $6 per dozen tarts, and request that you begin with 15 dozen
tarts. We are sure that this will double before the end of the week, and triple as we get closer
to the Solstice Eve.

Again, thank you for assisting us. We look forward to working with you .

                                                                                 Pat. E. Cake
                                                                                 Head Baker
                                                                                 M.G. Bakers, Inc.

YULE THIEF ARRESTED SUES VICTIM
by H. Turnip Smith

     Taft "Taffy the Welshman" Jones, 39, of Huntingdon Mews was arrested today on
breaking and entering and burglary charges for his role in spoiling Christmas at the White
House.
      Jones is alleged to have stolen the Yule log as well as a side of freshly butchered cow
from the White House kitchen, not to mention a silver pin taken from the President's wife.
However, this routine case of theft blew wide open when Taffy Jones announced plans to sue
the President.
      According to Jones, the President or one of his security personnel entered Jones' flat and
using a poker about the head, beat him senseless. District of Columbia police are still
attempting to sort out the case, but it is now believed that Jones was not a mere low-level
opportunist, but was in the pay of a certain, unnamed mysterious Texas syndicate with
designs on the White House.
      Washington insider, Thick Morris, offered his opinion that Jones was in the pay of the



Congressional Black Caucus who wanted, not just the cow, but were in search of a fresh, new
beef to put before the public in light of the on-coming election campaign.
      Taffy Jones, however, denied Morris' accusation. All Jones would say was "they beat me
because it wasn't a real Yule Log at all."
      As a result pundits now speculate that the so-called Yule Log actually contained a list of
national secrets that it was thought too risky to commit to a paper shredder, including the plan
to go national with television advertising for a $999/ per night Bed and Breakfast with the
President at Camp David, a draft of the Al Gore proposal to combat global warming by
putting air conditioners on every corner, and snapshots of Bill and Monica appearing together
as spokespersons at the National Conference on Teenage Sexual Abstinence 2,000.
      And finally, when professional conspiracy theorists raised the possibility that Taffy Jones
was actually Paula Jones in disguise, Jones responded with a vehement no, saying that if there
were any such doubts he would gladly bare his bosom on national television if and when the
price were right. Meanwhile sources at the White House have denied everything.

Annual Event Another Success in Nursery Rhyme Land
by Larry Lawrence
     [AP] The annual holiday buffet and charity drive at Mother Hubbard's Cupboard restaurant
took place last Saturday. Everyone had a good time and most planned on attending again next
year. Mother Hubbard would like to extend special thanks to
those who supplied the following:
   Wee Willie Winkie for running around town, announcing the
event through all the door locks.
   Mary Mary for the flower arrangements.
   Polly for the tea.
   Jack and Jill for fetching water all night.
   Baa Baa for three bags of wool. Mother Hubbard plans on
using this to make winter coats for all the Old Woman's
children who live in the shoe.  The Queen of Hearts for some
tarts.
   Red Riding Hood for baskets of goodies.
   The Bear family for supplying the porridge.  Jack Horner for
the plum pies. Mother Hubbard would like to remind Little
Jack that next time, please donate pies without the thumbprints in the crust.
   Miss Muffet for the curds and whey.
   Mary Bo Peep for the lamb stew and mutton chops.
  The Big Bad Wolf and Tom, the piper's son,  for the ham and bacon.
   The Humpty Dumpty Estate for the soufflé and egg nog.
   Mother Hubbard's son, John, for the dumplings.  Georgie Porgie for pudding and pies.
Mother Hubbard would like to apologize to all the girls and promises it won't happen again. 
Peter Piper for the packs of pickled peppers.
   Winken, Blinken, and Nod for the fish.
   And finally, thanks to Jack Sprat and his wife for cleaning up. However, next year she
would appreciate it if the dishes were actually washed clean instead.



A Letter to Santa
by Kathy Kehrli

Dear Santa,

     As per your request, I have kept a list and checked it twice.  The following is the
Christmas wish list for the residents of Nursery Rhyme Land.
   1. Humpty Dumpty would like a new shell as his was cracked beyond repair when he
carelessly fell off the wall.
   2. Old Mother Hubbard requests a year's supply of Milk Bones.  Each time
she tries to feed her poor dog, she finds the cupboard is always bare.
   3. Jack Sprat and his wife would enjoy a juicy platter of beef since the one
they had has been licked entirely clean.
   4. Little Boy Blue is in dire need of an alarm clock.  On several occasions
the cows and sheep have gotten away while he is snoozing in the hay.  
   5. Little Miss Muffet could use a fear management seminar.  It
has gotten so bad that even spiders cause her to run in terror.
   6. Old MacDonald needs some consonants.  The vowels
EIEIO have become grossly overused syllables in his
vocabulary.
   7. The Three Blind Mice need new tails.  It seems the farmer's
wife cut them off with her knife.  I think she should be added to
your naughty list this year.
   8. Jack and Jill have been very obedient all year.  However, in the process of doing their
chores, they tumbled down the hill.  They would like nothing more than for you to heal their
bumps and bruises.  
   9. The Three Little Kittens would be overjoyed to receive
replacement mittens for the ones they've misplaced.  Their mother
might then allow them to eat dessert again.
   10. The Old Woman who lives in a Shoe urgently needs a nanny to
care for her abundance of children.  Otherwise, I fear she might lose
her sanity. 
   11. Jack Be Nimble would be grateful for a higher candlestick.  It seems he has outgrown
the one he has.
   12. Little Bo Peep yearns for a new fence.  This would prevent her further distraught over
the loss of any more sheep.
   13. The Three Little Bears want a Christmas supply of firewood.  In
addition to eating their porridge and sleeping in their beds, Goldilocks stole
their Yule log. 
   14. And finally, I, Mother Goose, would like a new mode of
transportation.  I'm thinking of changing my name to Mother Mercedes. 
Hint! Hint!

Sincerely,
Mother Goose

P.S.  The Queen of Hearts has baked you some tarts and the cow has returned from the moon,
just in time to leave you a glass of milk. We all hope you'll enjoy your treat and grant us our
holiday wishes.



An Egg of Note
by Kevin Tisserand
     "Sire," the herald announced, "Mr. Dumpty is here to see you, as you requested."     The assorted court
attendants turned their attention from their whispered conversations as King Cole looked up from the scrolls he
was reading. "Good, good.  Send him in."     The herald ushered in a short, thin man and left, closing the large
oaken doors behind him.  The man was dressed in patched clothing that showed the stains of dirty work, but
appeared to have been washed specially for this audience, probably for the first time ever.
     The king let him stand there, waiting, for a long moment as he filled and lit his pipe.  "Mr. Dumpty, I
presume.  May I call you Humphrey?  That is your given name, is it not?"     The man bowed deeply.  "Yes, Your
Majesty, it is.
    "You may call me anything you like, of course.  My friends call me Humpty."
     King Cole smiled at this.
    A lord's snicker was hurriedly silenced.
   "Humpty Dumpty - is that so?"  A smirk appeared very briefly at the corner of the royal mouth, then was
quickly hidden by a long draw on the pipe.  "Very well then, Humpty, I imagine you're wondering why I called
you here."
    "Yes, Your Majesty, I am.  I shouldn't think you'd have much need of a simple egg-farmer such as I."
     The king gazed at Humpty for a long moment, as though trying to gauge the depths of this 'simple' man.  "I've
been told you have a gift.  A gift with, ah, poultry."     Humpty fidgeted nervously.  "Um, I suppose you could
say that, Sire."  His eyes were focussed on the floor, a few inches in front of his shoes.
     "Tell me, Humpty, is it true that you can talk to birds?"
     He looked up.  "With all due respect, Your Majesty, anyone can talk to birds.  It's just that not many take the
time to try, or to listen when they talk back."
     The king took another long draw on his pipe and Humpty began to feel nervous.  He had often been ridiculed
for claiming to know what his chickens, ducks, and geese were saying.  Granted, some of his poultry were not
very bright, and a few did not really understand him.  Most did though, and were much more intelligent than
folks gave them credit for.
     At length, King Cole replied to Humpty's statement.  "I see.  And you can understand their squawking?"
     Humpty cringed inwardly at the crude description of their beautiful language, but simply replied, "Yes, Your
Majesty."
     "Well then Humpty, I'm hoping you can be of service to me.  You may have heard tales of my father, King

Jack, who, in his youth, retrieved a certain goose from a giant's castle in the clouds."
     "Yes, Your Majesty."  This was, of course, a well-known fact throughout the
kingdom.  The golden eggs laid by said goose were largely responsible for Jack having
assumed the throne in the first place.  No one talked openly about the fact that the
eventual glut of gold on the market had caused a severe devaluation of that particular
metal.
     "When my father died and I assumed the throne, I also naturally inherited the
goose.  All this I'm sure you knew.  What I'm sure you did not know is that once each
year, on the winter solstice, an egg is laid that actually only has a golden shell.  The egg
inside has a yolk and a white, just like any normal egg.  The taste though . . . the taste is
exquisite; completely indescribable."  A look of bliss spread across the king's face.
    Humpty stood there in shock.  He didn't notice that his mouth was hanging open.  He

thought he knew pretty much everything there was to know about eggs, but this was news indeed.
     "It has become a tradition," continued King Cole, "that I eat this egg in an omelette for breakfast on Christmas
morning.  However, the goose has escaped, and I'd like to get her back.  Her wings have been clipped, so she
cannot fly, but she has managed to climb to the highest parapet on the castle wall and laid the edible egg there! 
I've sent men up to retrieve both goose and egg, but whenever someone gets close, she gets very agitated.  I'm
afraid she'll fall off and plummet to her death."
     Humpty was beginning to see where this was going, and he started to smile.
     "My advisors told me of your ability with fowl.  I'd like you to climb up and bring them both down safely. 
You will of course be richly rewarded for performing this service."     Humpty quickly jumped in, "Yes, Your
Majesty, I'll gladly help you.  It has been my dream to meet your goose in person one day!"
     The king smiled broadly.  "Wonderful.  However, I must warn you of the ice."
    "Ice?"
    "Yes.  Given that we're in the middle of winter, the upper walls are coated with a thin layer of ice.  My men
have removed most of it to within ten feet or so of the goose, but they could not get any closer than that.  If she
lets you come closer, you'll have to watch your footing."



     Humpty wasn't about to let a little ice get in the way of this opportunity.  Here he had the chance to personally
meet the goose that lays golden eggs and earn the gratitude of his king at the same time.  He quickly agreed to
try, and they made their way outside.
     Within a few minutes they had crossed the castle courtyard, accompanied by the king's usual entourage of
guards, courtiers, and assorted lackeys.  The large group watched as Humpty peered upward to see the goose
perched on the high stone wall.
     He called out to it, "Hello goose.  Mind if I come up for a chat?
     Much to everyone's surprise, the goose stretched out her neck and honked back at Humpty.  Without another
word, Humpty strode off to climb the stairs leading up to the top of the crenelated curtain wall surrounding the
courtyard.  From there he walked over to the flying buttress that supported the front wall of the castle's main
hall.  This stonework met the curtain wall at the height of the parapet, allowing him to make a precarious ascent
to the sloped roof of the large building.
     About half way across the arched structure Humpty made the mistake of looking down.  He immediately
regretted doing so, as a wave of vertigo swept over him.  He closed his eyes and concentrated on the goose. 
When he opened them again, he forced himself to look upward, where he could see the goose waiting patiently
for him.  Moving forward slowly, he reached the roof.
     The structure of this building was such that a ridge of stone ran around the perimeter of the roof, essentially a
parapet, but without the usual crenellations.  It seemed to have been built more for looks than for defense - a fact
emphasized by the difficulty in getting up there.  Humpty carefully made his way up the slope of the roof,
holding onto the stone ridge for support.  As he neared the peak, he was careful of the ice underfoot that made an
already dangerous venture that much more deadly.  All the while the goose watched impassively from her perch
on the flattened peak of the parapet.
     Humpty stopped when he was within about four feet of the goose.  "Hello.  I suppose you know why I'm
here?"
     "Honk," said the goose, meaning, "You probably want to take my egg away."
     "Well, yes," replied Humpty, "and I'd like to help you get down from here safely, too."
     "Honk," the goose said, this time with a slightly different inflection, which meant, "But I want to keep my egg
and hatch it."
     Humpty often marveled that poultry could communicate so much with a single sound, and wondered why
human language was so inefficient.  At the moment, though, he was busy digesting the importance of the goose's
statement.  He now understood the reasons for her actions.  With most of her eggs being solid gold, and having
only one chance each year to bear young, this egg must surely be extremely precious to her.  And to think that all
these years the king had been eating them!
    "Perhaps the king will sympathize and let you keep this egg, once he understands."     "Honk."  This time the
sound translated as, "I dearly hope so.  I have lived a very long time - much longer than a normal goose, and even
longer than many humans.  But I am not immortal, and I fear I have only a few more years of life ahead of me.  I
very much want to have a gosling of my own before I go, to carry on my bloodline.  To continue laying golden
eggs when I am gone."
    Humpty turned and called out to those gathered below, relaying the goose's request.  When King Cole learned
that his prized goose might only live a few more years he instantly agreed to allow her to hatch her egg.
    Humpty then carefully moved forward and, when the goose stood up, retrieved the egg from where it lay on
the top of the wall.  He carefully tucked it inside his shirt, then began the dangerous descent.  The goose followed
right behind him, not wanting to be parted from her egg any longer than necessary.  Humpty moved very
carefully, wary of the treacherous ice.  When he reached the lower part of the roof where the ice had been
removed, he paused to turn around in preparation for traversing the flying buttress back to the curtain wall.
    The goose, however, did not pause.  When she realized that the human was no longer moving down it was too
late.  She tried to stop, but with the slope of the roof and the slickness of the ice she was unable to avoid colliding
with Humpty.  He looked up with a startled expression as he lost his balance and pitched headfirst over the edge. 
Humpty Dumpty fell straight down to the hard cobblestone courtyard below.
     The gathered crowd was barely able to step aside to avoid getting crushed as he landed.  There was a brief
moment of silence that seemed to last an eternity as Humpty lay there unmoving.  Then chaos erupted.  Everyone
began screaming and yelling until somebody fetched a bucket of water and doused Humpty with it.  That brought
him around, at least, and he blinked a few times as he peered up at the ring of faces.  But he could not move.
     King Cole managed to quiet the crowd, and one man suggested he send his best riders for medical help.  The
king had seen a paralyzed man before though, and realized that even if he sent all his horses and men it wouldn't
help Humpty.     As if to add insult to injury, the egg had cracked.  Though still largely intact due to its protected
location, the sudden impact had caused a crack to appear in its side.  The king noticed a wet spot forming on
Humpty's jacket and opened his clothing to reveal a small trickle of sticky clear liquid.
     "Honk!"  The goose had made its way down and had squeezed between legs to reach Humpty's side.  It looked



directly at King Cole and repeated, "Honk!"
     The king looked at the goose and, thinking she was upset about the egg, said, "He did his best, and it's your
fault after all."  Everyone, including the king himself, was surprised to hear him address the bird as though it
could understand.  Nobody dared question him though - he was the king after all.
     "Honk."
     Understanding seemed to sweep over the king.  "But..."
     "Honk!"
     "Yes, of course, you're right."  King Cole could scarcely believe it, but he had understood the goose's honk. 
"Somebody fetch me a bowl and spoon.  Now!"     A moment later he had them in his hands.  He took the egg,
and, with the goose looking on in apparent approval, broke it open into the bowl.  He then took the spoon and
whisked the egg into a froth.  Leaning over Humpty's prone form, he coaxed the injured farmer to swallow the
egg as he carefully poured it into his mouth.
     With a bit of coughing and spluttering, he managed to get most of it down.  Then a most remarkable thing
happened.  Humpty slowly rolled onto his knees, then pushed himself upright.  He was healed!  The crowd gave
a collective gasp of astonishment, then burst into cheers.
     King Cole realized that now that the curative properties of his goose's eggs were publicly known, she was
going to have to be guarded even more closely than before.  On the way back indoors, he gave orders to prepare a
room for her in his private quarters and double the guards protecting her.  He also invited Humpty to become his
Royal Goosekeeper, to which the farmer readily accepted.
     "But first we must celebrate," he stated.  "Summon my trio of violinists!"                            



Here are the results of our Strange Picture of the Month Contest!

This picture goes along
with our Who Hid the
Yule Log? theme. It
was posted on the
webpage at
www.Fantasytoday.co
m starting in November.
     Here are the rules:
Viewers have until the
15th of the month to
write a story or poem
about the picture in 500
words or less. Voting is
open until 5pm CST on
the 25th, at which time
they will be tallied.
     The winner will be
published in the next
issue. There are at most,
only 2 winners, unless
the viewers and the
editor agree - then
there'll be only one!
Printed below are the
winners!
     And don't forget to
check out our new
contest picture for
January on the
webpage right now!
And don't forget to
vote as many times as
you want - only your
last vote will be
counted.

STRANGE PICTURE FOR
November/December
Original Artwork by

Judith Huey

Thank you all who submitted stories and poems this month -
they were all very good. It made for a very difficult choice for
you voters. Be sure to check out January's Strange Picture - it's
up on the page awaiting your interpretations!

http://www.fantasytoday.com/
http://www.fantasytoday.com/
http://www.fantasytoday.com/


The Winner this month for VIEWER'S CHOICE is "Illusion" by Kevin Tisserand! The Winner
for EDITOR'S CHOICE is "The Shop" by Marcia Borell. Both are printed below for your reading
pleasure.

VIEWER'S CHOICE

Illusion
by Kevin Tisserand

     Dr. Pinkerton walked to the podium and waited for the applause to fade away.
     His familiar, a bat-like faeriset, fidgeted nervously on his shoulder under the bright lights.
     "Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming today.  Please sit back and relax, as I take you on
a journey of the incredible, the unbelievable; a journey through the realms of robot-tales usually
reserved for children; a voyage into the world of science.  My friends, as you watch, understand
that everything you see is actually possible.  In fact, I have seen it all with my own two eyes!"
     Dr. Pinkerton's face was lit up like a child in a cantrip (*this is a spell or charm of necromancy
or witchcraft) shop. His hands wove back and forth, the intricate motions bringing forth an illusion
of swirling stars. They spread out over the heads of his audience, and coalesced into galaxies of
brilliant splendour.  The image zoomed in on one galaxy, then a single star, with planets circling in
precise orbits.  Closing in on one planet, the viewers saw a burst of light on its surface, and a sleek
metallic object shot forth.  Soon another joined it in orbit, then several more.
     One such object grew larger, as though coming closer, and intricate mechanisms could be seen
on its surface.  Instrumentation beyond the understanding of anyone present protruded from it in an
odd, yet somehow pleasing way.  Soon this vehicle, for that is what it was, occupied the entire
space above the audience in the large chamber.  Then it sped off in a glorious blaze of
multi-coloured flame.
     The audience was hushed in awe for a long moment, then erupted with a roar of applause.
     In the viewing chamber behind the one-way glass, the two therapists discussed Dr. Pinkerton's
behaviour as he bowed to an imaginary crowd in his small padded cell.
     "It's a shame, really," said the younger one.
     "Yes, he was one of the brightest professors at the institute," replied the older.
     "How long has he been having these delusions?"
     "He's been acting out in public for about five years or so, but by his own admission they began
decades ago."
     "Is it true what they say about where he came from?"
     "Nobody knows for sure.  He just showed up at MIT one day, about thirty years ago.  He had
such great a great intellect that nobody questioned him very deeply.  Now he's over sixty and
suffering from severe delusions."
     "I suppose it wouldn't help to question him at this point."
     "You've read his depositions.  He's completely mad."
     "You don't suppose it's true, do you, that he came from a dimension where science really works
and magic is considered make believe?"
     "Don't be ridiculous," said his older colleague.  They turned to leave, and he spoke the brief
incantation to douse the light on his way out.
      In his little room, Dr. Pinkerton still considered himself to be one of the best minds at the
Massachusetts Institute of Transmogrification.

********************************************************************

EDITOR'S CHOICE



The Shop
by Marcia A. Borell

     The door creaked open on rusting hinges jingling the bells as the boy peered into the dimly lit
shop.  The old oak cases had blackened with time accentuating the warm glow of the beveled glass
that cast rainbows around the ceiling and walls.
     Fogging the glass he pressed his nose against the case containing the flying machines. 
Biplanes, spaceships, jets, incredible machines made with tiny working watch parts.  One had a
tiny engine that would spit flame as it turned the tiny prop emitting smoke until it sputtered,
gasped, coughed and became still.
     He jumped as the aproned man cleared his throat.
     "So young man, which one will it be today?"
     "Sir, could I try the orange and black, the one with two wings?"
     "Good choice my boy.  Here you'll need this scarf, hat and where did I put them, oh here they
are, these goggles."  The old man helped him fasten the leather hat and swing the scarf around so
that it hung down his back.  The old man blew on the goggles covering the boy with a shower of
sparkling dust.
     "Contact! OK young man, you hold on tight and have a good flight.
     Now mind the stick on this one, it needs some gentle coaxing.  Pull back firmly but gently, no
jerking it around."
     The boy could feel the wind tear at his face as the prop turned and the engine engaged, the
whine now a loud roar.  He was off sailing over the city and up through the clouds.  He banked the
plane hard right completing two 45 degree turns before he did the 90 and then back to a last 45
degree turn.  He prepared to land as the old man's voice filled the sky.
     "So, young man should I wrap this one up for you."
      "Oh yes please.  It's for my Dad," shouted the boy as he pushed the handful of sweaty bills
across the counter followed by the handful of equally  sweaty coins.
     "Be careful son, watch the ice and be good."  He watched the boy until he was out of sight.
     The old man chuckled as he latched the door.  He rubbed the bristles on  his chin.  Leaning his
back against the door he pulled on his shiny black boots.  His coat on, he pulled his fur edged hat
down to his ears.  Opening the side door he shouted, "All right men the Misses is almost done with
the wrapping, make sure you put a fine polish on the sleigh and mind those runners.  I had a
terrible time with them last year.  Oh, and remember the fragile dolls and toys go on the top of the
bag not the bottom.  He rubbed his chin again the whiskers were growing at record speed, and he
was ready. Yes, that young man was going to be at the top of his 'nice list' this year.
      What a fine lad.                                                                                             FF&F

DON'T FORGET TO READ THE NEW CONTEST ENTRIES AND
VOTE FOR YOUR FAVORITE!



We have important things to say here, so don't skip over this section!

Letter from the Publisher –
Happy Holidays
Merry Christmas
Happy Hanukkah
Merry Meet at Solstice

     There are many many ways to express the holiday season. We all have our customs and
beliefs this time of year. Many of us mix traditions from our mixed heritage. What fun we all
have. When I was younger, and I will not say how younger, I loved to shop this time of year.
There was an excitement in the air and downtown had energy all of it's own, an electric energy
one could not escape. I do not enjoy shopping as much these days. I think there is something
amiss when we enclose the experience within bricks and mortar and then commercialize this
special time of the year. Through the years I have made many gifts and received many
handmade gifts and I always enjoy these more then the store bought ones: gifts from the heart,
made with love. Today I feel we all have lost sight of the true meaning of this time of year.
Well, it should be the same meaning all year round. I am talking about love.
     To me, the holidays are a celebration of love: love of your family, love of the earth, love of
mankind in general. Christmas is the time of year we reach in our pockets and drop pennies in
the bell ringer's cans to help the poor. This is all well and good and I am all for it. However, I
believe we must celebrate the meaning of love all year round and never forget the true
meaning of the word. Living in harmony with others is a celebration which we carry all the
year.Yeah, all right, Christmas should be celebrated everyday through love.
     I celebrate my love of writing and reading every month with FF&F. It is an act of love to
publish FF&F. Oh, all right, at times it is labor intensive, but labor intense does not diminish
the love I have for FF&F. The stories in this issue are a labor of love. All who contribute to
the magazine do so out of love. A love of writing. A love of art. A love of reading.
     Fantasy Today is full of love. It reminds me of the song with the line 'Love is in the air'.
Love is in the air at the Manor. Love surrounds Fantasy Today. We at Fantasy Today and
FF&F have a lot of love to celebrate this season and into the New Year. The Gnomes may
grumble, and the Elves may titter totter (OK, Kat downright growls) but underneath all their
bravado they have fun. Presently, the Gnomes and Elves are working on bringing the best
Electronic Books to Fantasy Today by scouring the countryside for the best writers who want
to ride into the future with us. We are working with a few great ones and are on the lookout
for others. What are we looking for? Well, we are looking for fantasy: light, dark, high, low,
romance and whatever else fantasy writers throw into their pots when they create their very
own word stew. So, if you have a great manuscript send it our way. More on the Electronic
Publishing will be forthcoming very soon. Here at FF&F and Fantasy Today we have a love
affair with writing. Especially FANTASY in all it's colors and hues.
     In this month's issue you can catch up with Don and the Dragon, find out what Mother
Goose people want for Christmas, read about the Yulegate fiasco, and much more. You will
laugh and you will cry at the wonderful beautiful heartwarming stories herein.  Be sure to read
the E-Publishing review of Escape The Past by K.G. McAbee. A must read for all fantasy
lovers. The poetry and art is breathtaking. Be sure to find out who won the Strange Picture
Story Contest this month and then enter the new contest. It is fun and thrilling. We will be
putting up a contest for artists very soon so watch for it. 
     Be sure to take advantage of our Christmas offer for those on your list who have
everything but our magazine. FF&F is great for teachers and kids too. Do not miss this
special gift offer. In the meantime be sure to write us. Is there something you especially



like in the magazine? Something you would like to see but we do not have it as yet? An
idea for something? Let us know. Email is easy, fast, and less expensive then the post
office. We like hearing form our readers.
     Have a wonderful holiday season no matter how you celebrate this time of the year.
May December's waxing light bring you joy.  May the willow breeze bring you love, light,
and laughter.
Lea    

Letter from the Editor –
     I was a curious child, and still am!  I was lucky to have two grandmothers of strong ethnic
background to answer my many questions. I also made the rounds of my neighborhood elders.
They were kind enough to fill my tummy with cookies and my head with all the wonderful
stories of their own Holiday traditions. Despite all the good upbringing I had, I still tend to be
somewhat of a 'Scrooge' at Christmastime. I think it stems from all thse years I worked retail. I
still wear my "Bah-HumSH - - !" button on my coat to protest all the commercialism and
shopping stupidity that goes on, but I do enjoy the family and friends and 47 kinds of cookies
my mom bakes every year!!! The following is an article I wrote a few years ago and it is a true
story. It is folklore in the highest sense because the information was passed from those who
carried these stories from the old countries. They are correct as far as I know and I have run
across tales of these traditions many times over the years and they agree, so, just think, you'll
never have to ask where those traditions came from again!

CHRISTMAS CUSTOMS: FROM WHENCE THEY CAME
     I recently attended a small, private gathering of friends.  A man who had come as a guest
was boasting of his devout Christianity and how he hated "those New Age types." 
Considering he said 'Christian' and 'hate' in the same context, I was confused.  With the
Christian high holy day and the season of love upon us, I couldn't help but strike up a
conversation in hopes of educating this boisterous person.  I made my way across to him and
struck up a conversation: "Christmas is coming soon.  Are you getting into the spirit?"
     He spun with a smile, "Why, yes.  I still have some shopping to do, the tree's decorated,
Mom baked her once-a-year cookies; I hung the holly and mistletoe, got out the candles and
Nativity set.  The kids have a Christmas Pageant at school.  It'll soon be time to fire up the
Yule log and wait for Santa and his reindeer."
     I asked, innocently enough, "But, why do we do all these things?  Where did these customs
originate?  What do they have to do with the birthdate of Jesus?"
     He paused, "I don't really know.  It's just something we do year after year.  It's tradition."
     He bought it, the whole Santa's sack.  "Well, they didn't originally have anything to do
with Christmas, which was adapted from Christes Masse of medieval England.  Long before
the birth of Christ, these customs were practiced by people all over the world for a different
reason.  In fact, all Christian holidays fall on old pagan festival days."
     "That's not true, is it?" he said, looking around for support.
     By this time, several other people had joined in listening, and one asked, "So what are we
actually celebrating on December 25th?"
     The door was wide open.  "This date is near the winter solstice, December 21st, the
shortest day of the year.  From ancient times it has been an important agricultural and solar
feasting period.  Peoples' lives were based on the ability to grow food for survival.  The
Romans celebrated Saturnalia, a traditional pagan festival honoring the harvest, during
December 17 and 21st, sometimes longer.  In 273 AD, Emperor Aurelianus invented a new
pagan religion called Sol Invictus or invincible sun, the same as the Iranian god Mithra, and
his birthday was December 25th.
     "Christian priests saw this as an opportunity to win followers by using the old customary
and popular feasting date, but changing the rough pagan ways into a more civilized
commemoration.  This way, people could hold onto their ancient customs and beliefs and still
be Christians.  In 354 AD, Bishop Liberius of Rome ordered Jesus' birthday to be celebrated
on December 25th.  Around the same time, Emperor Constantine declared Christianity as the
official religion of the Roman Empire.  The birthday of the 'Sun' became the birthday of the
'Son.'  Eventually all Christian churches adopted this day."
     He was awake.  "OK, but you haven't told me what's non-Christian about Christmas."



     I continued. "In the ancient world, winter was a time of darkness and cold when the sun
(their bringer of life and light) slept or died.  They performed elaborate rituals to bring the sun
back from the underworld, so they could plant food once again.  Your Christmas lights were
their Yule fires and candles, lit to guide the sun on his journey.  Yuletide in Scandinavia
really means 'the turning of the sun.'  In Sweden from December 13 to January 13, the eldest
daughter wears a wreath of candles and evergreens on her head as a beacon to their god."    
"OK, so we don't light Christmas trees on fire, we decorate them.  Other than the cedars of
Lebanon, Jesus didn't have any evergreens, did He?"
     "No, the ancient Celtic people held a sect of priests, called Druids, in high regard.  They
worshipped the trees, mainly oaks, but in winter they worshipped evergreens because they
retained their leaves and even bore fruit in the cold.  They hung apples, berries, candles, nuts
and sweet cakes (or cookies) from the branches to remind all the trees to bear fruit again. 
These became the first ornaments.  Holly was also sacred.  It was believed that if prickly holly
was hung in the home, the husband would rule in the coming year; if smooth, the wife would
rule.
     "The Romans believed holly was sacred to Saturn, the god of agriculture.  In the Roman
Empire, Christians were punished (remember the lions?!) so they hung holly on their
doorposts to avoid notice.  In 575 AD, Bishop Martin of Bracas, Germany, forbade decoration
with evergreens, as it was pagan.  But by the 16th Century, it was back in the churches. 
William Shakespeare, who incorporated elements of paganism into all his plays, praised
holly.
     "The primitive tribes of Europe hung wreaths on their doors as an invitation to woodland
sprites (or elves) to come in from the cold.  These elves, called nisse or tomte, brought fortune
and good health.  In Sweden, they set out milk and cookies.  The happy elves would bless
their new household with gifts during the night."
     "What about mistletoe?  How come we only kiss under it instead of other evergreens?"
someone asked.
     "In Norse mythology, Frigga, the crone or goddess of the winter, made the trees promise
not to harm her son, the sun god, Balder.  But, she overlooked the mistletoe because it
attaches itself to other trees instead of growing on its own.  Loki, the god of mischief, made
an arrow of mistletoe and shot Balder, killing him.  For 3 days he lay dead, until Frigga's tears
turned to berries on the mistletoe.  He came back to life.  In joy, she kissed everyone who
passed beneath a tree in which it grew.  She decreed that never again could mistletoe do harm
and whoever stood under it should receive a token of love, a kiss."
     "Hey, I know where the idea of presents comes from; the Magi giving gifts to the Christ
child, right?"
     "That's one theory, but why are we the ones to receive the gifts?  Long before the
wisemen, gifts were given to children during Saturnalia.  It was also a time of year in which
the all-knowing gods bestowed gifts on those who had been good.  These gods had many
different forms that eventually became Santa Claus.
     "In England, he was a kind man dressed in a red robe who filled stockings, hung by the fire
to dry, with goodies.  In Holland and Belgium, children filled their shoes (left outside) with
oats and hay for the white horse that brought Sinterklaas.  In Norway, the horned god, Odin,
rode an 8-legged white horse - this corresponds to reindeer with antlers or horns, and the eight
reindeer.  In Denmark, he did ride in a sleigh with reindeer.  In Czechoslovakia, St. Nicholas
(or Mikulas, their sun god) slid down a rope accompanied by an angel and a devil.  In Russia,
it was an old woman, the Babouseka, who rode through the skies on a broom and dropped
gifts down the chimney.  In France, Pere Noel knew all; and in Japan, the god Hoteiosho, a
kind, old man with a pack slung over his shoulder, had eyes in the back of his head."
     "Well, the manger and Nativity sets are Christian.  They couldn't possibly have been
around before."
     "Oh yes, they were.  In France, Italy and Poland, people had clay, straw, wax or wood
figurines they brought out every year at this time.  Many times these were passed down
through the family.  Each figure represented family members and the types of workers that
brought about the harvest.  After all, they were celebrating the end of work for the year.  In
France, they're called santons; each had a name and a special prayer, just like the Christian
saints.
     "As for Christmas pageants, in Poland, they gave puppet shows and dressed in masks,
dancing and singing (carols) from door to door.  Also in England, France and Germany, they



celebrated their harvest feasts with the ancient custom of mummery, or dressing in costume,
parading and merrymaking.  Ever hear of Mummer's parading?"
     My hostess asked, "There are foods and drinks we only make this time of year, like the
cider we're drinking.  Is there some significance in this, too?"
     "In Scandinavian countries, they scrubbed the house top to bottom, then bathed before the
feast.  I know that's where my Danish mother got her cleaning thing!  No one could be turned
away that day.  Many went door to door, visiting, singing and drinking Wassail, liquor made
of apples, spices and tree bark.  They poured some on the apple trees as an offering to ensure
a good harvest in the next year.  In Poland and Portugal, an extra place was set at the table for
the return of dead relatives able to cross over during the long periods of dark; and in Italy, for
La Befana, the grandmother, thanking her for a good harvest.
     "An English tradition, plum pudding, incorporates a little of everything pagan: fruit, nuts,
holly, brandy (a wine made from fruit) and fire.  Eggnog was poured on the ground, (I'm sure
some made it into stomachs!) as a reminder to the earth to be fertile."
     The cider was flowing freely, and we were all having a marvelous time.  The friend who
brought the previously boastful guest replied, "Wow! You mean we've all been holding on to
our heritage in the guise of Christianity?  Really, things haven't changed that much, have
they?  Christmas is still a time to give and show love, especially to our children."
     "Christmas has always signified the gratitude and love man has felt for a good harvest
providing food and clothing for the coming year; a time of feasting and celebrating with those
we love.  So, however or whatever you celebrate this time of year, let it be.  Happy Holidays
and Blessings to All!"
     Smiling, I thanked the hostess and hugged my friends and took my leave of a delightful
evening.  I shook the man's hand.  He was smiling too.  He was also spilling cider on the
wood floor, no doubt to ensure we'd have a good harvest next year!

Blessed Holiday Season to you All!! Give Peace & Happiness to All who cross your path!
- Kat                                                                              FF&F



SUPRISE ANNOUNCEMENT! Our Feature Section of the Mother Goose Archives is
now open for your submissions! Get busy and 'Goose' us!!

Dearest Readers & Writers:

Chaosmanor Enterprises and their website at www.Fantasytoday.com announce the premiere
international e-zine for fantasy readers and writers - FANTASY FOLKLORE &
FAIRYTALES.  We are now accepting submissions (manuscripts and artwork) and
advertising.  FF&F is a monthly e-zine, and published the 1st issue on September 1, 1999. 
Charter member subscriptions are free for 3 months (Sept/Oct/Nov 99).  See the above
webpage for subscription information.

We feature articles and reviews, short stories, poetry and artwork dealing with
pre-selected topics. Additionally, we feature a Strange Picture Contest monthly, which will
be interactive with the Fantasytoday.com website, where all electronic submissions are
available for review by the public.  Each monthwe invite readers to vote for their top 2
favorites. The winners will be published in the next issue along with the Editor's Choice.

February's theme is "How do I love thee, Oh Dragon, let me count the ways..." with a
December 20th deadline.
March's theme is "The Sea Couldn't Hold Them" with a January 20, 2000 close.
April's theme is "The Price of Magic" and closes on February 20th, 2000.
May is "The Muse" and closes March 20th, 2000.

Subjects will be posted 3 (three) months in advance in the magazine.  We will accept
submissions up to 3 (three) months in advance.  Please be sure to specify which theme is
used.

What we are looking for:

FF&F is interested in publishing quality fiction, non-fiction and art with a fantasy, folklore
and/or fairytale background.  We feel the subjects of fantasy, folklore and fairytales
intermingle, but can also stand separately.  Fantasy deals with things that can't quite be. 
Folklore is based on myth and legend.  Fairytales span the reaches of time, creating parodies
of life.  First and foremost we want to be entertained.

http://www.fantasytoday.com/


Submission guidelines are as follows:

Please include your full name, address and a short bio with all submissions. All manuscripts
should be double-spaced and in a readable font such as Courier or Times New Roman, size 10
to 14.  For poetry, see specific guidelines below.  Your name and address (including e-mail if
you have it), monthly theme, title of piece and word count should be on the cover page along
with a short bio.  Please number your pages and put your last name on each page.  Include a
SASE for reply. Do not send us originals.  If you want your manuscript returned, you must
send a SASE with sufficient postage. E-mail submissions should follow basically the same
guidelines so when they are printed off they will be easily readable.  Please paste the
manuscript into the body of the e-mail; no attachments at this time.  Also, please send only
one poem or manuscript per e-mail.  E-mail submissions will be replied through e-mail.  If
you want further help with your work, contact us through the webpage for classes and editing
services.

All work will be subject to editorial approval; no explicit sex or extreme violence. FF&F will
retain rights for the month in which your work is published.  After that, rights will revert back
to you.  The author/artist will be required to sign a release of the rights for the month the
work is published by us.  Hard copy will be mailed, and those with e-mail will be sent e-mail,
both to be returned in hard copy or by fax.

Articles and Reviews must deal with art, books, games, history, movies, or other
publications that fall under our subject headings.  These do not necessarily have to match the
monthly themes, but are better if they do.  They should not be in excess of 1,500 words. 
Articles and reviews pay $5 per accepted manuscript upon publication.

Artwork must be yours.  Please send a publishable photocopy and keep your original, as they
will not be returned.  Photographs of your drawings, paintings, sculpture or other art forms
are acceptable.  Again photos will not be returned - do not send originals.  If you are
interested in illustrating stories and can work quickly under a short deadline, send us samples
of your work (remember, copies!) with a background.  We will need several people 'on call'
for monthly illustrations or covers.  Cover art pays $20 on publication.  Other art will pay
$5-$15 upon publication.

Poetry should be laid out on paper exactly as you want it published including line breaks,
capitalization and punctuation.  There is no limit as to lines, but be reasonable: no epic poetry
here.  It must agree with the subject matter for the month submitted.  Please send no more
than 3 poems per month.  Remember to only send 1 (one) poem per e-mail.  If using regular
mail, up to 3 may be sent together.  Poetry pays $3 for each poem chosen upon publication.

Short Stories (including the Mother Goose Archives) must follow the theme per issue. 
Word count acceptable is 500 to 7,500.  Shorter pieces may be published.  If the story is an
excerpt from a novel, please note this in your cover letter.  But, the story must be able to
"stand alone."   If you have illustration, that's wonderful.  If not, we may contract illustration
for the piece.  After all, we do print art, too.  Contracted illustration will be chosen by the
staff of FF&F, and is not subject to approval by the author.  Short stories will pay $5-$15
upon publication.

A different Strange Picture Contest will be posted every month on the webpage at
www.Fantasytoday.com   You can access the submission form through the webpage.  In 500
words or less, write a story or poem about the picture, and remember it must fall under
fantasy, folklore and/or fairytales.  The monthly theme does not apply to this section, but if
you can work it in, then kudos! Remember that all submissions will be posted on the
website for you to vote on until the 25th of the month. The Viewer's Favorite and the
Editor's Choice will be published in the next month's issue.  It will be interesting to see if they
agree!!

Please send e-mail submissions to submissions@Fantasytoday.com
Regular mail submissions should be sent to: FF&F submissions % Chaosmanor Enterprises,

http://www.fantasytoday.com/
mailto:submissions@Fantasytoday.com


P. O. Box 753, Sioux City, IA 51102.  Letters to the Editor can be e-mailed or mailed to
either above address.
To FAX us dial 712-258-3635.

Subscription and advertising information can be accessed through the website at
www.Fantasytoday.com or by contacting the publisher at publisher@Fantasytoday.com  We
offer yearly subscriptions as well as single copy rates.

Thank you for your interest in this exciting new venture!  We look forward to seeing
your work with anxious anticipation and gratitude.

Sincerely,
Kathleen A. Hill, Editor  E-mail: Editor@Fantasytoday.com
Lea Docken, Publisher  Email: Publisher@Fantasytoday.com

Fantasy, Folklore & Fairytales E-Zine
Phone: 712-258-2655
A Division of Chaosmanor Enterprises, Ltd.
Fax: 712-258-3635                                                                             FF&F
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January 2000 - the start of the end of a new century and millenium -
and we present "Millenium, The Real Story." Maybe this is
confusing. Maybe we're all a little confused! You must realize that there
are different timelines other than the Christian calendar. For example, in
the Jewish calendar it is the year 5760. And there are different planes of
reality - the spiritual plane, the mental plane - and what about beings
who only exist in television, books, art or fantasy, folklore and
fairytales? They never grow older. Time portals seem to deal more with
science fiction, or do they? We'll bring you stories of altered reality.
Some figures exist only in our minds, or do they? What about fictional
characters - do they have any say as to where they end up or what they
get to do in their stories? We have a story about them. Are you one of
those people who make New Year's Resolutions?  Where do your hopes
and dreams go when you don't carry through with them? I hope we can
answer a few of these questions. If we can't, then at least you will be
entertained in the highest degree possible on this timeline!

February is a month of love and our theme is "How do I love thee,
Oh Dragon, let me count the ways..." Come on, everybody loves
dragons. We have writing about good ones and bad ones, typical and
not so typical. Of course, we have a story about a dragon and a maiden
with a 'Greenpeace' kind of twist. Does anyone remember that there was
a dragon who loved Medea, too? And our artwork will carry you away
on their wings. Subscribe now so you don't miss them!

March is "The Sea Couldn't Hold Them" and is all about creatures
from the world of water! We have naiads, mermaids, water dragons, and
even the Creature from the Black Lagoon. They say space is a hidden
frontier - I think they don't have a clue as to what really exists under the
ocean waves.

We are exploring the "Price of Magic" in April, whatever the cost. In
May we will tell you about what inspires us, or should I say 'who' since
it is called "The Muse." We're steering Mother Goose into uncharted
territory.  And Don will continue his escapades so you can travel along
as he encounters various creatures, goddess warriors and even an angel
that's not one you'd be anxious to meet. It's not who you think! We may
even bring you a whole issue just on the Fair Folk or faeries, as you've
never known them. Who knows what magical things the winds and
muses will bring our way, but you'll want to be onboard our ship as we
unfurl our sails to take you on wonderful journeys each and every
month! Subscribers will have access to the archive of back issues, so



you won't have to miss a thing! Of course, single copy rates are still
available to those unadventurous few.                                      FF&F



Welcome to our Story Section.  For your reading pleasure we
waded through piles of submissions from all over the world.  It has been
very difficult indeed to choose only a few to present in our issue.  The
subjects vary widely but we are sure you will enjoy each one for it's
unique quality.This month was difficult because not everyone celebrates
Christmas. We are an international magazine and we cross many cultural
barriers. We have stories that are about Christmas and Christian beliefs
and Channukuh, but we also have stories with Pagan roots because
that's where the folklore comes from. This month we will make you
laugh, cry and remember just what the season of holidays is all about -
love, peace and good will to all people. We made sure the stories are
just the right length, not too long or short. So get your Hot Toddy or Irish
Coffee and curl up in your favorite chair and enjoy! And don't forget the
family gathering - these stories are just perfect for reading out loud to
the whole family! Start a new tradition at your house and buy them all a
subscription - there are special Holiday gift rates this month!
SANTA THROUGH THE EYES OF AN ANGEL - by Sherry Hopkins - Get your box of
tissues because you are going to need them for this one! It's amazing how children can affect
us through their views of things we take forgranted. SANTA'S CASTLE - Artwork by Greg
Hoose Get out the tissues for this one!!

NORTH POLE ENTERPRISES, INC. by Hank Quense - With all the big corporate
takeovers, do you think Santa is exempt? What if he sells out? Who would take over and what
kind of job would they do? SANTA - Artwork by Marge Simon

JOSEPH'S CHOICE by Paul Schilling - If you know the Christmas story from the Bible,
you're familiar with how Mary became pregnant when she was betrothed to Joseph. What if
there was another explanation? What happens when the course of history is changed? This
story is folklore but also fantasy.

BRYTHE - by Kevin Tisserand - Christmas is laced with many traditions that are confusing
to most, let alone a child. Children don't know that fairies aren't supposed to be part of it. But,
what does a child do when they have a problem? Who do they turn to? Most children don't
care who answers their prayers, just as long as they are answered. BLACKWING - Artwork
by Marcia Borell

THE LITTLE RED HAT - by James Voller - Most of my holiday memories are of family
dinners and spending time with loved ones. This story is about an elderly couple and a special
memory being made.

THE BROWN WOODSMAN'S VISIT  - by H. Turnip Smith - Many of us travel during
the holidays. This man wasn't planning on it, but ended up going on a grand adventure. Little
did he know, it was all in the name of love. EAST WIND - Artwork by Ross
Sullivan-Wiley



GRONK'S CHRISTMAS CONCERT - by Ed Reynolds - You've heard of Rock 'n Roll, but
have you heard of Rock 'n Troll? Well, there is such a thing, and our favorite troll is here to
serenade you with a couple Christmas songs, Gronk-style. You've never heard "White
Christmas" and "Rudolph" quite like this! GRONK - Artwork by Forrest Bass

BOOG-A-BOO'S TEARS - by Maria Robson - You may ask how this story ties into the
Yule Log theme. Well, she does have a log on the fire and that's where the story starts. This
cranky old woman does some traveling, too. Without giving the story away, I can say she does
find what she is really looking for. LADY - Artwork by Marge Simon

BORIS, BILL & SANTA CLAUS - by Janice Terry - Our government has many secrets that
are hidden from the general public. This is an interesting phone conversation and could be
even more incriminating than Nixon's tapes!

SWANNES IN PERYL - by Abby Chandler - Even though this is a chapter of a novel, it
stands alone quite well. If you haven't read the original fairytale about the Seven Swan
Brothers, it doesn't matter because you can pick up what is going on anyway. You know I have
to have at least one evil sorcerer/ess in every issue - and here it is! VIVACE - Artwork by
Michael S. Christopher

FROZEN DREAMS - Story and Artwork by Marcia Borell - 'Tis the season for love and
unselfish giving. This family discovers it's roots go very deep in a strange direction and learn
that love does conquer all.

THE GREEN MAN - by Gary Thomas - Shakespeare was famous for telling a story within
a story and this is one. I was taught as a child to always be gracious when given a gift. But,
what if the gift causes such horrible memories that you can't possibly have it near you? This
woman receives a gift like that and tells why she can't accept it.

Are you a budding author or a seasoned professional? We don't care
as long as we like your work! Check out our submission guidelines
and send us your stuff!                                         FF&F           



Editor's Note: The first time I read this story I fell in love with it. It has remained one of my favorites. When I
sent it to Greg for artwork he replied that he was glad he didn't work with paper or he'd have a soppy mess,
and hoped his keyboard had survived. Get your box of tissues before you start reading. It proves that children
will always affect us in the most profound ways.

SANTA'S CASTLE
Original Artwork by

Greg Hoose

SANTA - THROUGH THE EYES OF AN ANGEL
by Sherry Hopkins

     One of the most fulfilling aspects of being in the medical profession is the opportunity to
give of yourself to an infinite degree.  What you get back is worth a King's ransom, especially
when you work with children.
     I didn't always believe this, however.  Pediatrics was the last branch of medicine I ever
considered.  I wanted to specialize in Sports Injuries or Physical Therapy.  With a professional
soccer team, I could travel and make a pile of money catering to the medical needs of one small
group of athletes.  The only problem was that during the time I was in Pre-Med, all of the
graduate students had the same idea I did.  By the time I needed to start thinking about graduate
school, the field of Sports Therapy was flooded.  I had to switch gears and fast!  What to do? 
Geriatrics?  No way!  Veterinarian?  I think not, not after spending four long, grueling years
studying to be a "Doctor of the Human Anatomy."  I wanted to deal with people.
     It was quite by accident that I learned my lesson regarding my chosen field.  After months
and months of cracking books, writing papers, doing lab work, and taking tests, a four year old
girl in a cancer center changed my entire outlook on Pediatrics.
     It was Christmas Eve and the local hospital needed some volunteers to help out so the
regular staff could have a few hours with their families.  Since I had no plans to go anywhere
for Christmas break, I decided this was a good a time as any to get my feet wet, so I
volunteered.
     My job was going to be pretty easy.  All I had to do was read stories, play simple games,
possibly help with some physical therapy once in a while.  Just be there to comfort the ones
who needed it.
     It's never easy to watch anyone waste away from disease, but it's especially difficult when



it's a child.  In this hospital, there were so many children and so little hope to offer them. 
"Always be positive and honest" was going to be my motto.  I decided to go a step beyond that. 
I was going to find the best of every minute and give it to every child I worked with.  That
night, I only worked with one child.  That was all that was necessary.
     Her name was Angela.  She was four years old and dying from cancer, but I never knew it to
look at her.  Her parents had been with her day and night for weeks.  They took turns,
alternating shifts so one could be at home with Angela's younger brother.  But tonight, they
were both going to be gone. After all, it was Christmas and he was very excited about it.
     It was hard for her mom and dad to leave her.  It was difficult to leave her anytime.  This
particular night, it was most difficult.  They knew that any night could be her last and they
wanted to be there for her, but her little brother needed them.  The last instructions they gave
me before they left were that if anything happened, they were to be called immediately and to
be sure to contact the hospital Chaplain.  I assured them that both would be done.
     I sat down in he rocker next to Angel's bed.  She had been sleeping and was totally oblivious
to what had been going on until just now.
     "Are you my new nurse?" she asked, groggy from sleeping.
     "Yes," I answered.  "Now that you're awake, is there anything you'd like?"
     "A story," she said.
     "And just what kind of story would you like to hear?" I asked.
     "Oh, I don't want to hear a story.  I want to tell you one," she answered, quite pleased with
herself.
     "Alright," I agreed.  "Are you sure you're not too tired?"
     "I'm never too tired for this story," she assured me.  "It's Christmas, you know," she began. 
"Santa came to my room and asked me what I wanted for Christmas and you know what I told
him?" she asked.
     I shook my head.
     "I told him that all I wanted was to sleep in my own bed, in my own house on Christmas Eve
so he'd know where to find me.  He told me that he would find me wherever I was, but I told
him that I had to be in my very own bed in order to follow him back to the North Pole.  I know
where it is, you know."  She was quite confident about this.
     "You know where the North Pole is?" I asked, trying to sound amazed.  "Please tell me so I'll
know, too."
     "Well, you're kind of old, but I guess Santa doesn't care how old you are.  I'll tell you if you
promise not to tell anyone else," she said.
     I promised.
     "Could I sit on your lap?" she asked.  "I'm getting kind of tired of talking and I want to make
sure you can hear me."
     Her speech was getting slower and her breathing seemed a bit labored.  I tried to get her to
just lie back and rest a bit, but she'd have none of that.  She wanted to tell her story.
     "First thing is, everybody thinks the North Pole is in Alaska.  Well, it isn't.  It's way past
that.  You have to go past the clouds, and the stars, and the moon and past a rainbow.  Then you
see a big bunch of snowflakes.  Now, you're almost there."
     She was growing weaker and weaker the longer she talked, but there was no stopping her.
     "Once you get to the snowflakes, you have to jump, and on the other side of the snowflakes
is a big fence made of peppermint sticks and a gate that's covered with sugar sprinkles, the kind
Mama puts on cookies.  And this gate is guarded by seven angels."
     "Angels?" I stopped her.  "I thought God was the only one who had angels."
     "God and Santa kind of work together," she went on.  "He lets Santa borrow some angels
because he's so good to children no matter if they're poor or rich or sick or well or anything."
     Her breathing changed.  It got very shallow.  At that moment I hit the button to call for the
doctor, nurse, anybody.
     "Do you think I could go there now, even if I'm not in my very own bed?" she asked.  Her
voice was barely audible.
     "Sure you can, Sweet Pea, just close your eyes and count to ten."  I don't know how, but
those words made it past the lump in my throat.
     "Good," she sighed, and with that, her eyes closed and her body went limp.  Her breathing
stopped and immediately a peace came over her.
     As the doctor entered the doorway, he could see that the end had finally come for Angela. 
The Chaplain followed him into the room.  I couldn't take my eyes off her.



     "She's with God now," whispered the Chaplain.
     "No," I said.  "Right now she's with Santa."                                                FF&F



Editor's Note: We've probably all wondered where
the phrase 'Christmas Spirits' came from, haven't
we? Well, if Santa is real, then I think he has a
good snort once in a while, even it's just to warm
his bones.

SANTA
Original Artwork by

Marge Simon

Editor's Note: In these days of corporate
cut-backs, early retirements and laying off of the
elderly, don't you think Santa's job might be in
jeopardy? What would happen if he sold the
business and retired? Who would take over and
how could they possibly be qualified?!

NORTH POLE
ENTERPRISES, INC.
by Hank Quense

    Santa Clause trudged across the snow towards the toy factory. One more day in his ten-year
jail sentence, his punishment for gross stupidity.  The corporation, naturally, insisted on
calling it a personal services contract, but he was doing hard time and he couldn't take too
much more of it.  He was cracking under the pressure.  Already his nerves were shot and
yesterday, he had snarled at his wife.
     Santa squared his shoulders and opened the door to the factory. Time was, a visit to watch
the elves assemble toys had been the most enjoyable part of his day.  Now, he dreaded the
large room filled with worktables.  At each one, a foul-tempered troll tried to fabricate toys
from delicate parts, a frustrating chore given their stubby and clumsy fingers.  Two steps into
the room, he heard a grunt.  A partially assembled caboose whizzed past his head to smash
into a wall.
     Santa continued to the center of the floor where he found a troll struggling with doll
components.  "No, no."  He pointed to the doll in the creature's hands.  "The arms go on the
top and the legs on the bottom."  Santa knew his inflection betrayed his growing frustration
with the factory personnel brought in to replace the striking elves.
     The troll disregarded the instructions.  "Don't matter," he growled.  "Brats break 'em
anyways."
     Santa gave up and walked away, getting more depressed as he passed each table.  Unlike
the elves, the trolls simply didn't have enough patience and artistry to build toys.  The piles of
broken components littering the floor proved that point.
     "Mr. Clause," the intercom squawked,  "please come to the conference room."



      The voice belonged to his personal demon: Mark Shyster, a corporate lawyer.  Santa
walked back the way he came and ignored -- as much as he could -- the muttering trolls and
the toy parts that flew through the air.  His feet crunched on doll legs, truck wheels, miniature
furniture and other debris.
     Outside the factory, the barely visible sun turned the world of the North Pole into a bleak,
uniform grayness.  Elves and reindeer walked a picket line on the far side of the recently
installed chain link fence.  He couldn't read their signs in the semi-darkness but he knew one
of them said, "STRIKE-BREAKERS GO HOME," and another, "SANTA IS A MEANIE."  
The elves chanted, "Trolls are scabs.  Trolls are scabs," while Rudolph blinked his red nose in
an SOS pattern.
     Santa heard an overhead shriek, looked up and saw his sled and a team of gargoyles careen
wildly through the air on a much-needed training flight.  The heavy sled, now battered and
mangled by sloppy landings, required twenty of the ugly, small-winged creatures to pull it. 
Undisciplined and unaccustomed to working in teams, the gargoyles frequently had mid-air
fistfights.  During one such fracas, the vehicle had destroyed the satellite dish on the roof of
the factory.  Santa recalled the month of isolation, cut off from headquarters, and smiled.
     He crunched across the snow to the chalet that served as both home and office and entered
the conference room where Mark sat at the table reading a report.  His three-piece business
suit seemed out of place among the festive Christmas decorations that adorned the walls.  The
cloying smell of the man's overused after-shave lotion filled the room.
     "Ah," Mark said, looking up, "Santa.  I want to discuss the latest ord . . . er . . .
recommendation from headquarters.  I think you'll find it exciting.  And of course, we need
your input as stated in your contract."
     Mark's personality and lack of physical presence enabled him to melt into any background
and become almost invisible.  His thin brown hair didn't cover the large bald spot on the top
of his skull and horn-rimmed glasses along with a perpetual frazzled expression made him
look much older than his thirty-five years.  Santa knew if he checked into his records from a
quarter-century ago, he'd find a sneaky kid who got beat up in the school yard at least once a
week.
     Seeing Mark reminded Santa of the black day he had hired a management consultant to
increase factory output to match the population growth.  The consultant -- may he rot in Hell
-- convinced him to incorporate and initiate an IPO.  In no time at all, a worldwide
conglomerate snapped up his small corporation.
     "We want to run an up-grade program on the toys you deliver," Mark said.
     "What's that mean?"  From experience, he knew he wouldn't like the answer.
      "Let's take Johnny Smith as an example.  He's had a middling year and can expect to
receive a present or two.  This action toy, for example."  Mark held up an over-muscled,
semi-human figure with severe anatomical problems.  "Costs us $2.39 to manufacture and
deliver.  Now, suppose we show him this vehicle in TV ads."
     Mark pointed to a combination tank/armored car/racing auto with one tire stuffed into the
driver's seat.  "We tell Johnny he can have the car included in his Christmas stocking for only
$9.95.  Since you're already making a delivery to his house, we won't incur a separate charge
and we'll register a tidy profit on the pair of toys.
     "What do you think?"
     "How is the kid suppose to pay?  Johnny is only nine if I remember correctly."
     "Visa or MasterCard."
     "Eight-year-olds don't have credit cards."  Santa felt relieved. This corporate idiocy was
doomed.  Still, a wave of depression washed over him.
     "True.  But every kid with any kind of spunk knows his parents' credit card number and the
expiration date because the parents read the numbers over the phone and the kid memorizes
them.  We'll publish a toll-free number for them to call.  Or they can use our web site."
     "This is reprehensible. We're teaching children to use someone else's credit card.  It's
stealing."
      "Our legal department reviewed the plan and believes we'll incur no liabilities since we're
not telling the kids to use the credit cards.  We're simply telling them about our offer."
     Santa stroked his beard.  The depression deepened.  When did all the fun go out of being
Santa Claus?  He knew the answer; right after the management consultant said the business
was almost bankrupt.  Santa forgot to tell the man that making kids happy wasn't a business
and by the time he remembered that fact, it was too late.



     "We believe this upgrade program will have a huge response and if it does, we'll use the
profits to expand into other holiday seasons."
     "What!"  Santa glared at the lawyer.  "What are you talking about?"
     "The Easter Bunny, of course.  We'll acquire the Bunny's operation and merge it with
yours."
     "Why would the Bunny sell?"  Santa's voice quavered with emotion.
     "Cash and stock options.  We'll make such a lucrative offer the rabbit'll grab the money
and hop off to the Bahamas.  We'll never see him again, I guarantee."
     Santa cradled his head in his arms on the table.  His brain couldn't accommodate or
comprehend the corporate mind.
    "That will gives us an event in the Winter and the Spring.  Once we absorb the Bunny's
business, we'll meet with the greeting card industry and have them develop two new
gift-giving holidays.  We want one right after school closes and the second just before the
kids go back."
     "Why?"  Santa felt a dull throbbing behind his temples.
     "If the production lines run all year long, our unit costs will drop even further and profits
will soar."
     "Why do you want to increase profits?  Doesn't your corporation make enough money?"
     "It's a neat way to keep score.  The more profit you make, the higher your score. 
Understand?"
     Santa shook his head.  He stood up and walked to the window.
     "What about the strikers?"  He pointed to the picket line.  "What are we going to do about
them?"  Only Rudolph's flashing nose showed in the darkness.
     "Those trouble makers?  Nothing.  We had to make changes, you know that.  For the good
of the corporation.  The elves took too long to produce a toy and unit costs were outrageous. 
As for the reindeer, they work one night and eat free all year long?  I don't think so."
     Mark bounced a pencil on the tabletop.  "We explained our corporate policy which states
that all strikes have to be scheduled and approved.  When they walked out on a wildcat strike,
they violated that policy.  Consequently, we have no responsibility to help them.  Our duty is
to the trolls and gargoyles who came up here to help us out."
     Santa continued to look out the window.   He had a decision to make.  The upgrade plan
and the idea of expansion were the last straws; he had to do something.  But what?  One
option was to fight back against the corporation, but he couldn't stand to watch the trolls
coloring Easter eggs or the gargoyles carrying Easter baskets.  The idea made him gag.
     After several more minutes in thought, he chose his future.  He hoped the elves had
listened to his advice about saving for a raining day.  With his back to Mark, he said, "Some
time ago, you mentioned a voluntary retirement package.  Where does that stand?"
     Santa turned to see a grinning Mark.  "I thought you'd never ask."          FF&F



Editor's Note: The story of Jesus' birth is the best known in the Christian world - it is what Christmas is all
about. But there are still skeptics out there, as in those days, who still can't quite believe what the Bible said
happened. What is the real story? Even today a virgin birth is a little far-fetched. Of course, it's all up to you
and your beliefs, but this story makes sense. Actually, it takes most of the fantasy right out, except for the
angels. But they're not fantasy, are they?!

JOSEPH'S CHOICE
by Paul Schilling

     Joseph sat back in his chair and looked around his one room home so he wouldn't be
looking at Mary; her beauty only made her
betrayal more painful.  Each mud brick in the
walls was of his own placing, each piece of the
sparse furniture built with his own two hands.
     "I'm sorry, Joseph."  Her voice trembled.  He
stood and walked away from her towards the
window and looked out at the clear night sky. 
Running his hand through his thick black hair,
he gripped it.  He wanted to yank Mary's out.
     "Who was he?"
     "A merchant. He was passing through."
     "Why?" Why did you do this to us?  Why to
me?  Why at all?  We were to be married in the
summer.  I held to the law.  I didn't betray you,
even in ways men are expected to.
     "He was very handsome."  I am not.  "He
was charming."
     "He was rich, and you hoped to do better
than me."  The voice was a whisper; he didn't
know which of them he was condemning.
     "Oh, Joseph.  Don't you know me better than
that by now?"
     "I thought I did.  Then you did this."
     Mary stood up and kicked the table, yelling
through her tears.  "I wanted to do it! That's why
I did it!  I wanted one thing that was my choice! 
Our parents choose us for each other!  You're a
wonderful man, Joseph.  You will be a great
husband and father, but I didn't choose you."
     His jaw clenched, but Joseph forced it to
work.  "Then why are you here?"
     "You deserved to hear this from me."  She put her hand on her still flat belly. 
     Joseph looked her in the eyes.  "Why aren't you with him?"
     Mary held his gaze a moment, then looked down at the floor.  Contemplating her smooth
skin under the grime of their daily lives, the strength of her hands and the grace he knew them
capable of when sewing.  He imagined them touching himself someday, and shook his head.
     He didn't want you.  You were both fools.  You for thinking a rich man would marry you,
and he for not marrying you.  "I need to go for a walk.  Don't go anywhere."
     As he passed her in the candlelight he saw a growing redness under her eye, and realized
she might not have anywhere to go.  Her father was not a forgiving man, and Mary was
always breaking rules.  Was this one rule too many?
     Leaving the small town, he wandered among the dry, grassy hills until he tired of hiking. 



He rested on an out-cropping of rock.  Joseph was a healthy man, and on a good day could
have walked forever.
     It was neither good nor day.
     Then it was not just night either.  Another light enhanced his vision. He still saw the stars,
but everything was sharper, clearer.  This light let him see even while he remained in the dark.
     A man in white, clean robes sat next to him, light flowing around him like translucent
wings in a breeze.  There was no sign of physical passage.  Joseph started to get off the rock
to prostrate at his feet, but the angel put a hand on his leg.  "The time for that will soon be
past."
     "I do not understand."
     "It will soon be time for a new way."
     "The Messiah is coming?  The Romans will be vanquished?"
     "The Romans will fall of the weight of their own sins, but yes, the Messiah is coming. You
have a role in this, Joseph."
     "Anything Oh Angel of the Lord Most High . . ."
     "Michael."
     Joseph nodded.  "What do you wish of me?"
     "To stay with Mary.  The Holy Spirit will descend upon her child, who will be the
Messiah."
     "But . . . but the Messiah is supposed to be a Prince who will drive out the Romans."
     "That is not role the Prince of Peace will play.  It is time for a new way."
     "What is that?"
     "A way of peace, instead of war. Of love, instead of law.  Of spirit instead of gold."
     "But why Mary's son? The people of the village can count the weeks, and will suspect. 
Why would they think a bastard the Messiah?"
     "That he is a bastard is why he is chosen to be the Messiah.  His life must reflect his
message."
     "What message is that?"
     "That love transcends the law.  That laws should be broken if love demands it.  Mary
broke the law when she betrayed you, but the law should not have bound her to you without
her choice."
     "Did she love him?"
     "She loved what she thought of him.  She recognizes her error now."
     "Why do you need me?"
     "Do you love Mary?"
     For the first time Joseph looked away from the Angel; he didn't want him to see the tears
in his eyes.  "Yes."
     "The son of Mary will also need your love, Joseph.  He will know he is not of your seed,
the gossips of the village will see to that, but he will also know you are his true father.  He
will see that your love of Mary transcended the law, and that your love of him does, too.  He
needs to see in action the way of love, so that he may preach it from his heart."
     "Do you know that I will love him?"
     "You love his mother who wronged you under the law.  The child will be innocent, except
under the law."
     Joseph nodded.  "Then why are you speaking to me, if you know me so well?"
     "So you will understand that the suffering you and Mary are going through, and will go
through, has a purpose.  That knowledge will give you comfort in the dark days ahead."
     "And Mary?"
     "Gabriel is talking to her.  She has a love to match yours, Joseph."
     "I know.  I think we love each other, despite all this."
     "This is one reason why you two have been chosen.  Out of human errors, divine miracles
will be born."
     The sadness in Michael's voice surprised Joseph, but the light was gone.  Joseph looked
back to the town; it was too far away to see.  He pictured Mary waiting alone in his house. Is
she crying?  Is she afraid? 
     He stood up alone, and made the long walk back home.                              FF&F



Editor's Note: Maybe she doesn't look like a
Christmas fairy, but may be she isn't. Fairies still
grant wishes, even at Christmas.

BLACKWING
Original Artwork by

Marcia Borell

Editor's Note: We were all children once upon a
time long ago, and we all know that some children
are just mean. How do you deal with someone
who can't seem to stop making your life
miserable? Who really answers a desparate
child's prayers? Winter is a magical time, even if
we don't have exactly the right ingredients for the
spell . . .

BRYTHE
by Kevin Tisserand

    Nancy was a mistake.  She learned that cruel truth in the second grade just before the
Christmas break, when mean old Karen Blatherwick taunted her, saying her mother was a
'tramp' and a 'hooker' and some other words Nancy couldn't remember.  She didn't know what
any of them meant anyway, but they didn't sound very nice.  Karen was three years older and
should have known better, but she had a mean streak, and Nancy often bore the brunt of her
abuse.
     She went home that day and asked her mother what Karen meant about being a mistake. 
She didn't know how someone could be a mistake.  To her surprise, her mother actually pulled
her close, hugged her tightly, and started crying!  That was the most confusing moment in
Nancy's young life.
     When she regained control, Nancy's mother explained to her what had happened eight
years earlier.  She had been out of work, out of money, and near the end of her rope.  Not
knowing what else to do, she had jumped at the chance when a man she knew offered to let
her live with him.  He had seemed nice enough at first, but his short temper and thirst for
alcohol had soon become apparent.  After two months of abuse, Nancy's mother had left him,
finding refuge in a home for battered women.  Nancy was born eight months later.
     Her mother explained to her that even though she hadn't planned on having a baby just
then, Nancy's arrival was a wonderful surprise, not a mistake.
     But Nancy could see through her mother's lies.  Oh, she knew her mother loved her.  But
she could also tell that her mother really hadn't wanted her; at least, not back then.
     That was okay, Nancy decided.  As long as her mother loved her now, that was the
important thing.  Karen Blatherwick was another thing.  She shouldn't be allowed to go
around saying such hateful things (even if they were partly true).  As usual after Karen picked
on her, Nancy sat in her room, thinking of ways to get back at her, knowing all the while that
she'd never really be able to do anything about it.  Still, in her imagination, she thought of all
sorts of ways to get her revenge.  Most of all, she wished Karen would just disappear.



     "Do it."
     What was that?!  Nancy looked around her, at the sparse furnishings, the few tattered dolls,
and the homemade pictures that were all she had to decorate her room.  She was sure she had
heard something, but there was nothing there, and precious few places someone could hide.
     "You can do it!"
     There it was again!  A voice - but there was no one else there.
     "Wh-who's there?" she stammered.
     "A friend."
     "Who are you?"
     "You can call me Brythe, Nancy."
     "Where are you?  How do you know my name?"  Nancy looked around her, her eyes wide
in fear.  Yet something inside her was trying to tell her that it was all right, that she had
nothing to be afraid of.
     "I'm here, Nancy, by the window.  You can see me if you look hard enough."
     Nancy looked, but could only see the sun's rays coming in through the window, visible as
they shone on the tiny specks of dust floating in the air.
     "I've been watching you, Nancy," said Brythe.  "I've seen what you've been going through. 
I know what Karen's been up to."  Nancy thought she could see a distinct pattern in the dust
motes drifting near the window.
     "Who are you?" Nancy breathed.
     "I'm a friend," Brythe repeated.  "You can trust me."  Nancy was beginning to make out a
face in the swirling dust.  Yes, there were the eyes, and the mouth moved when she spoke. 
Somehow Nancy knew Brythe was female.  She could see long hair, shining golden in the
sunlight, waving gently back and forth as though under water.
     "What do you want?"  Nancy asked.
     "To help you.  I'm here to help you.  We're going to teach Karen a lesson."
     "Really?  What can we do?"
     "Plenty, Nancy.  But first we need a Yule Log.  Do you know what that is?"
     "I think so."
     "Good.  We need a small one.  And three candles, two white and one gold.  Do you know
how to light candles?"
     "I'm not supposed to play with matches."
     "You're very smart, Nancy.  But don't worry, I'll be here to make sure nothing bad
happens.  We also need some holly and some salt.  Can you get those things?"
     "I think so, but maybe not today."
     "That's fine Nancy.  You'll need them in three days, on December 20.  That's called the
solstice.  It's the longest night of the year, and magical things can happen, if you know what to
do.  I have to go now, but I'll be back then.  Good-bye, Nancy."
     "Good-bye, Brythe."
     The dust motes resumed a natural random motion as Brythe's face lost focus.  Then they
disappeared altogether as a cloud blocked the sunlight entering the window.  Nancy sat there
for several minutes, wondering what this could all mean, but never questioning that Brythe
was real and could help her.

     Three days later Nancy was ready.  The things she needed were carefully hidden under her
bed.  She had been sitting there all afternoon, and hoped that Brythe would come soon.  The
sun would be going down before long, and then it would be too late.  Nancy worried that her
mother would notice the Yule Log missing, and then find it hidden under her bed.  She didn't
know how she was going to explain that one.  As she sat there, she began to wonder if she had
actually imagined the whole thing.  Maybe Brythe didn't exist after all.
     "Hello Nancy."
     There she was, at last!  "Hi Brythe."
     "Do you have everything I asked you to get?"
     "Yes, it's right here."  Nancy bent down and reached under her bed, pulling the items out
and laying them neatly on her bed.
     "That Yule Log seems a bit unusual, Nancy.  What is it made of?"
     "Chocolate Cake," Nancy announced proudly.  "I helped Mom make it.  I told her I wanted
a Yule Log, and she knew just how to make one.  It's really almost like a jellyroll, but frosted
like a cake and decorated like a log. I hope that's okay." There was a long pause.  "Brythe ... is



that okay?"
     "Yes Nancy, that will be fine.  It's not quite what I had in mind, but it will do."
     "Should I put the candles in it?"
     "Yes Nancy.  Put the gold one in the middle, and a white one near each end."
     "Um - is yellow okay?  I couldn't find any that were actually gold.  And I had to scrape the
colour off some pink ones to get white."  Nancy held up three birthday candles for Brythe's
inspection.
     There was another pause, but this time Nancy remained silent, hoping that she hadn't
ruined everything.
     "Yes Nancy, those should work just fine."
     Nancy put them in as she was instructed.
     "And the holly, Nancy.  Did you get the holly?"
     "Yes," she replied, and proudly held up three perfectly formed holly leaves.
     "Nancy ... are those plastic?"
     "Yes!  I took them from the wreath we hang on the door every year.  You won't tell my
mom will you?"
     "No, Nancy, I won't."  Brythe sounded a little bit sad, or maybe disappointed.
     "Is something wrong?"
     "No, Nancy, with the log and candles you've got, it probably doesn't matter whether the
leaves are real or not."  Brythe sounded a little hesitant when she continued.  "Did you
remember the salt?"
     "Oh yes," said Nancy, "it's right here."  She held up several small white paper packets.  "I
saved them from the burger place."
     "At least it's real salt," said Brythe.  "Now, here's what you need to do.  Can you draw a
star?  One with five points?"
     "Yes, easily."
     "Good.  Use the salt to make a star shape with the Yule Log in the middle of it.  We call
that a pentagram."
     Nancy did as she was told, opening several packets and spilling the salt on her bed covers
as Brythe had instructed.  It was a little uneven, and the top point looked like it was bent over
because of a wrinkle in the blanket, but she figured it was pretty good.  She was a little
worried about what her mother would say if she walked in before Nancy had a chance to
clean up this mess.
     "Okay, done."
     "Now place the holly along the front edge of the log.  Good.  Now light the candles.  Do
the gold, er, yellow one first, then the two white ones."
     Nancy was a bit nervous with the matches.  She knew she could get into a lot of trouble if
her mother caught her.  She did know how to use them though, and managed to get the three
candles lit without burning herself.
     "Very well done, Nancy.  Now, repeat after me.  Toren dura lochen Yule, fenter lissam
boroch dat."
     "Tore a door and lock in you, faint or listen boring dad."
     "Beren fergen rolloch ren, sentra Karen turin git."
     "Bare and forget roll off ran, centre Karen during get."
     "I guess I should have expected that."
     "I guess I should have expected that."
     "No, we're done Nancy.  You don't need to keep repeating what I say."
     "Oh."  Nancy didn't have a clue what all those strange words were supposed to mean, but
she had done her best.  "Did it work?"
     "We'll just have to wait and see."
     Nancy thought she detected a hint of disappointment again.  "Should I say the words
again?"
     "No, I don't think so, and there's not much time anyway.  The sun is setting, and I'll be
gone soon."
     Nancy hadn't noticed, but when she looked outside now she saw that the sun was indeed
touching the horizon.  She watched as the light dimmed, and Brythe faded from view once
again.  "Good-bye, Brythe."
     There was no response.
     Nancy turned back toward the chocolate Yule Log and saw that the candles had burned



down almost to the icing.  She decided she had better blow them out when she noticed the
light breeze.  That was odd, her window was closed.
     The breeze swiftly grew stronger, until Nancy could see what looked like a small tornado
hovering just above the cake.  It drew the candle smoke up and whirled it around, forming a
hazy grey donut shape.
     Suddenly the candles winked out, the window banged open, and the small, swirling cloud
of smoke dashed outside, as though in a terrible hurry to reach some unknown destination.
     Unsure what to do, Nancy sat there for a moment, staring out her open window.  Then,
deciding it must have worked (whatever 'it' was), she whispered a soft thank you to Brythe,
closed the window and turned to clean up the mess.
     She picked out the candles, doing her best to smooth the icing back into place, and brushed
the salt into her wastebasket as best she could.  Then she tiptoed out of her room to return the
cake and the holly leaves before they could be missed.
     Her mother never noticed anything unusual, or if she did, decided not to say anything.  In
fact, for several days there was no indication that anything strange had happened, and Nancy
was beginning to wish Brythe would come back.  She did not.
     Then Christmas vacation was over and it was time to return to school.  Nancy was nervous
about running into Karen again, but was surprised when she didn't show up for school.  In
fact, she didn't show up at all that first week.
     It wasn't until the second week that Nancy learned about Karen's family having moved
away.  Her father's company had apparently transferred him to some distant city Nancy had
never heard of, and they had been forced to pack up and move right away.  From what
rumours she could gather, it had been quite sudden - around December 20 or
so.                                                                                                              FF&F



Editor's Note: I always thought the Holidays were a little spooky. This story is, but at the same time it is very
heartwarming. Christmas is a season of loved ones and precious memories. Read on and discover the memory
that is being made.

THE LITTLE RED HAT
by James Voller

     Marjorie Darrowley watched as the bus picked up speed and, tantalisingly twinkling its
lights as it turned into Church Fields Road, left her
panting at the busstop. 
     Oh, dear Lord, I've missed it! The unspoken words
flooded her mind.  
     She slumped against the cold steel of the bus
shelter and tried to regain her breath.
     She felt in her handbag for the bottle of pills the
doctor had prescribed for her heart condition and
placed one under her tongue. Why couldn't the
damned thing have waited just a moment or two
more? She thought.
      The rain that had been intermittent all day now
began to settle into a steady, penetrating drizzle as the
last evening light disappeared.
     Through the rain she could see the flickering shop
illuminations along the High Street but there were
few people left to admire them now; just one or two
stragglers, late workers like herself, scurrying home
to warmth and comfort.
     Marjorie suddenly felt very cold and although the
ache in her chest had gradually eased, her painful
breathlessness continued. 
     Why for pity's sake did Mr. Jason have to keep her
so late tonight? It wasn't as if he really needed the
accounts as urgently as all that. The auditors weren't
due until next week.
     She was surprised that she was thinking about her
employer in an unusually critical way. He was
normally so considerate, especially towards her, After all, she had worked for him since she
had left college.
     He'd been so kind during her illness and generous, too. If only he had given her a little
more time today. It had been just too much for her. A little less panic would have made all the
difference.
     She felt her clothing becoming more and more sodden and huddled into a corner of the
shelter. She'd almost be home by now, she thought, with Arthur. He'd be getting on edge.
     He always fussed over her ever since she'd been taken so ill. Oh, where's the next, flaming
bus?  Surely it can't be long now.
     She stamped her neat, little feet on the damp concrete and looked, miserably along the
High Street.
     Quite suddenly she saw it coming towards her through the gloom.
     At last - about, time, too. 



     She scrambled on the vehicle as it hissed to a halt and took her usual place just inside the
door. Only another ten minutes and I'll be home with Arthur. The very thought acted like a
balm.
     Arthur; dear old Arthur - she loved him so much. He had been such a support to her during
the dark days when she had been confined to a hospital bed and throughout the weeks at home
afterwards. No one could have asked for a better nurse.
     Marjorie fell easily into the familiar and happy nostalgia that thoughts of Arthur always
conjured up and it came as a surprise to her to find that her breathlessness had completely
gone.
     She felt her clothes and discovered to her amazement that they were quite dry. 
     The gentle rocking of the bus was very pleasant and she looked around at the other
passengers with a growing interest. 
     For some reason she couldn't fathom they all seemed to be indistinct as if there was a mist
between her and them. And yet they were familiar in a strange kind of way. 
     She looked at the bus seats and the interior of the vehicle itself. My word - where did they
find this old museum piece? She thought. 
     She remembered travelling on a bus like this one, years before. She smiled to herself.
Surely they've all been replaced by now?
     It was on a bus just like this that she first met Arthur. Good Lord, nearly thirty years had
passed since then. The company must be getting hard up.
     The old man opposite her made a slight movement that caught her attention. He grinned in
a toothless way and nodded. 
     Marjorie smiled back. His face jogged her memory. Then she realised that she knew him. 
     It's old Mr. Sutherland, surely? But he must be an enormous age by now. She was sure he'd
passed away ages ago, not so long after she had lost her mother. How could she have been so
mistaken? 
     An unwelcome feeling of discomfort crept over her.
     Marjorie turned her attention to the young girl sitting with her companion in the first of the
double seats facing away from her. She wore a very unusual green coat and a rather pretty,
little red hat. A bit unfashionable today, Marjorie thought, but I like it. 
     The girl had her back to Marjorie and the glimpses that could be seen of her features were
very blurred but there was something about the set of her shoulders and the way her hair
poked out from under the hat that tugged at a chord in Marjorie's memory. 
     You didn't see many girls wearing hats at all today, she thought. I had one just like that.
And the coat...
     The noise of the wheels on the wet road seemed to grow much louder and she experienced
an unwelcome new coldness deep in her body. 
     She peered closely at the girl's companion and almost as if receiving a signal from her, the
young man slowly turned towards her and smiled in a familiar, slow, tender way.
     Marjorie stared at him in disbelief. Oh dear God, it can't be...

     Arthur Darrowley faced the young policeman across the cozy lounge of his little house.
Deep down he knew without asking that Marjorie wouldn't be coming home.
     'You'd better give it to me straight, officer,' he said. He hunched down in his chair and felt
the tears running down his cheeks. 'How'd it happen?  Was it on the bus?'
     Officer Simon Parsons sank down on the stool opposite Arthur Darrowley and noticed the
tears. This was the part of the job he disliked most of all – to be the bringer of bad news. No
matter how many times he did it, it never became easier. 
     He struggled to find the right message of comfort but it wouldn't come. To cover his
embarrassment he looked at his notebook until, at last, choosing his words with care, he was
able to continue.
     'As a matter of fact, it was, Mr. Darrowley. The other passengers tried to revive her but she
didn't respond.' He cleared his throat. 'The strange thing is she looked so happy right at the
end and seemed to be trying to reach out to a young man sitting close to her.' 
     He paused and then added. 
     'May I ask how you guessed that she died on the bus, Sir?'
     Arthur shook his head and rubbed his eyes before answering and when he did he spoke
very softly.
     'Are you married, young man or in love with someone?' The policeman shook his head.



     'No, not yet. I haven't been able to find a girl who'd have me.'
     For a fleeting moment a smile crossed Arthur Darrowley's face.
     'You will, boy, you will and when you do I hope you'll meet someone like my Marjorie.
You'll have to be very lucky, mind.'
     He rose to his feet.
     'I suppose we'd better go now, hadn't we?  There'll be things to do, I guess.'
     As they climbed into the police car, Arthur touched the young officer on the arm.
     'You asked me how I knew she'd died on the bus, didn't you, son. Well, I knew because I
was with her in a funny kind of way. You see I was laying the table for supper when I thought
I heard her call out. I looked round and there she was, in a sort of a haze, smiling at me. Do
you know, for just a moment I seemed to be on a bus with her.' 
     He spoke softly. 
     'The stupid thing is - she had that silly, little, red hat on, the one I used to like so much, and
her smart, green coat.' 
     There were no tears now only a sad face that had suddenly aged. Arthur breathed deeply
before speaking again and, when he did, it was as if to himself.
     'She loved me, you know, and she wouldn't have dreamt of going anywhere without letting
me know.' 
     P.C. Parsons turned off the engine of the car and looked across at Arthur before reaching
into the glove compartment.
      'Sir, did you say she was wearing a little, red hat - when you thought you saw her this
evening?' He felt ill at ease and hesitated before going on. 
     'Well, the thing is, we found this one on the bus close to your wife.' He gave it to his
companion. 'The odd thing is, Mr. Darrowley, no-one else claimed it, so we assumed it had to
be hers.'                                                                                             FF&F



Editor's Note: This picture doesn't look very
wintery, but if you lived in Iowa, you'd know the
East Wind can be very cold, as can the hearts of
magician's daughters. Here is a good
old-fashioned sword & sorcery tale.

EAST WIND
Original Artwork by
Ross Sullivan-Wiley

THE BROWN WOODSMAN'S VISIT
by H. Turnip Smith

     Sir Bedivere and his wife Gwyneth, the magician's daughter, lay snug under a comforter, the
Yule Log blazing in the fireplace. In the morning they would collect the ashes so important in
protecting the castle from lightning and the depredations of the devil. However, just after
midnight, they were awakened by a thunderous beating at the door. Bedivere sprang from the
bed just as the oaken door splintered inward and a huge brown woodsman over 8 feet tall and
at least 500 pounds stood in the doorway.
     "At last I've caught up with you," the giant said. "They say you're quite a man, but I don't
believe it. I challenge you to strike me with one blow of a broad-axe, and in return exactly a
year later you'll do the same at my cottage."
     "I'd gladly strike off the head of any man who dares violate the sanctity of my home on
Christmas eve," Bedivere said, as Gwyneth cowered behind him.
     "Then strike," the woodsman said, handing Bedivere a huge axe and bending his head to his
knees for better aim.
     Without further ado, Bedivere seized the axe and struck a mighty blow that severed the
brown woodsman's head at the neck. Calmly, however, the headless brown woodsman stepped
to the fireplace, seized the blazing Yule Log in his arms, setting himself on fire, and strode off
into the frigid darkness with a mighty laugh.
     When the woodsman was gone, Gwyneth said to Bedivere, "I'm frightened, dear. Such a
sight I've never seen before."
     "Well fear not, wife," Bedivere said. "No man can withstand the bite of fire and sword.
Trust in God the woodsman will die before he's ventured far from our castle."
     The ensuing year passed rapidly enough. The six daughters that had cost Gwyneth her
maidenly beauty and caused her to mistrust her husband's affections grew apace, and soon
enough December arrived once more.
     On the 22nd of December, a thick snow crusted the ground outside the castle. On that
morning Bedivere arose, pulled on his chain mail, and said to his wife, "Prepare a goose for my
return, for now I must go and fulfill my bargain with the Brown Woodsman."
     Gwyneth and the six daughters pulled at Bedivere's sleeve and begged him not to go, but he
insisted a vow was a vow. And so he wandered off in the snow in search of the woodsman's
cottage.
     Marching all day with fingers nearly frozen in their gauntlets, Bedivere at last came to a



foreboding castle at the edge of a dark forest. Striding to the door, he announced himself and
his quest. He was taken at once to the owner of the castle, a jolly fellow with a thick, red beard
and arms the size of watermelons.
     "Can you direct me to the home of the Brown Woodsman, for I have a date with him in the
near future?" Bedivere said.
     "Aye that I can," quoth Redbeard, "but tarry with me these three nights and you shall
experience my hospitality, and then on the fourth day I shall show you how to get to the
woodsman's."
     Nearly frozen and exhausted with his long day's search, Bedivere saw no better way and so
he agreed.
     That night after much jolly feasting, Bedivere was led to his chamber and a delicate purple
canopied bed. He had no sooner doffed his armor and gotten into the bed when a lustrous
woman with waist-length auburn hair and goodly figure strode to his bedside.
     "You, I believe are Sir Bedivere whose reputation for goodness precedes him. And I am
Madame du Freyne hungry for solace, for my husband is long dead. Can you find it in your
heart to cheer a lonely woman with a simple kiss?"
     So saying she seated herself on the bed beside the knight. Nearly intoxicated by the lilac
scent of the woman and the seductive quality of her voice, it was all that Bedivere could do to
say, " I dare not kiss thee, Madame, for I am a married man."
     "Fie," said Madame du Frayne, "a man of your strength would surely not be tempted to
infidelity by granting a lonely widow a kiss."
     And at that she flung herself towards Bedivere and kissed him passionately upon the lips
before withdrawing herself speedily into the darkness.
     The following day Bedivere staggered about the grounds of Redbeard's castle with a
confused heart, for the vision of the seductress haunted him at the expense of the memory of
his good wife.
     At twilight the second evening, again Redbeard presented a mighty feast followed by
flagons of good wine and spirited dancing. Bedivere joined with the others in dancing until the
sweat streamed down his body. In all the high spirits he managed to forget about both the
seductress and the encounter with the Brown Woodsman.
     At last, however, it was time for bed. Exhausted, Bedivere returned to his chamber. He had
hardly pulled the covers over him, when the door opened and by the flickering light of a torch
he saw the seductress coming towards him again. She sat at the edge of his bed.
     "I am disappointed with you," she said.
     "And why is that?" Bedivere asked with a blend of foreboding and anticipation.
     "Because you're reputation suggests that you are a man of courtesy, returning gifts with gifts
in kind, but yet on the preceding evening I have given you a kiss, but you have given me
nothing in return."
     Before Bedivere could find a suitable answer, the seductress had flung back the covers and
snuggled beside him. The nearness of the woman's body, inching closer and closer to his, threw
the knight into wild excitation as he felt the warmth of a generous, heaving bosom pressed next
to his chest. This time the seductress threw her arms about Bedivere and twisted her fingers in
his hair.
     However, an act of reluctant will flung Bedivere back from the woman and out of the bed.
     "I mean not to be impolite," he said, "but I am a married man and the father of six
daughters, and those liberties which you appear to be offering me, while extremely tempting,
are not sanctioned by God."
     At that, with a shriek of laughter, the temptress leaped out of bed and disappeared into the
darkness.
     Bedivere found it impossible to sleep the rest of that night. In the morning he awoke a sorry
sight with bloodshot eyes.
     Upon encountering him, Redbeard roared with laughter. "Aye, the delights of Redbeard's
castle prove too much for the young knight, eh?"
     "You have spoken the truth," Bedivere said, "but now you must tell me how to get to the
woodsman's cottage for I have an obligation to complete."
     "Oh, you forget yourself, my friend," Redbeard replied. "For it is only after three nights that
I shall instruct you on how to get to the Brown Woodsman's cottage."
     Bedivere hung his head in dismal confusion. "Yes, yes, I'd forgotten."
     That night was Christmas eve and while Redbeard and his retinue feasted and laughed



before the Yule Log, Bedivere moped about, missing Gwyneth and his six daughters and
thinking how lonely must be their Christmas eve.
     Taking leave of the feasting soon after dark, Bedivere returned to his chamber once more.
Having said his prayers kneeling by the side of the bed, the knight soon crawled under the
covers. Perhaps, he slept briefly for he was exhausted, but when he awakened, two torches
blazed in the chamber and Madame du Frayne was standing next to him.
     "You are such a naughty boy," she said. "I offer you a prize richer than the delights of the
Orient, but you are as cold as the Atlantic. How is it a man of your reputation should have such
a freezing heart?"
     "The woman only sees the surface of things," Bedivere stammered.
     "Well tonight the woman desires to go beneath the surface, good knight."
     And so saying, she began to slowly undulate, removing one piece of her silken garments at
a time. Bedivere tried to close his eyes to temptation, but it was beyond his powers of
resistance. At last Madame du Frayne stood before the knight veiled by the sheerest gauze that
revealed all of her womanly charms to their best advantage.
     Sir Bedivere's body filled with fire, and his breath came ragged. However, as the woman
advanced voluptuously towards him with longing in her burning eyes, Bedivere began to pray
aloud. As his prayers crackled in the chill of the room, suddenly the seductress disappeared like
a wisp of smoke. With a huge gulp of relief, Bedivere sank back into his pillow and almost
instantly fell asleep.
     Redbeard was all business the next morning as the sun arose, giving exact instructions to the
cabin of the Brown Woodsman, and then before dismissing Bedivere, he said, "But let me warn
you this, my friend, none return alive from dealing with the Brown Woodsman."
     With a sinking heart, once more clad in chain mail, Bedivere undertook the short journey
through the knee-deep snow to the woodsman's cottage. Before long, the knight began to
encounter poles sunk in the ground with grinning skulls atop each.
     Heart sunken to his poulaines, Bedivere marched on until he spied the cottage, a
marshmallowy, shimmering thing high atop a hillock. Slowly the knight trudged up the hill and
just neared the peak when the door of the cottage flew open, and there in the doorway, eating
what appeared to be the flesh of a human arm, stood the Brown Woodsman.
     "Ah, so I see the cowardly Bedivere has summoned his courage and come for his
execution," the woodsman, cried, his voice thundering through the forest. "Let me just get my
sword and we'll make a quick end to this since I haven't anything to eat for lunch."
     "Do so at once," Bedivere said hopelessly, for the sooner the ordeal ended the better.
     In an instant the Brown Knight returned, bearing a sword the length of a wagon tongue, its
hilt all jeweled with emeralds.
     "If you will be so good as to step forward now and lay your cowardly head upon this
chopping block I will proceed."
     For the first time in his life overwhelmed by fear, Bedivere had to force his legs forward to
the appointed execution spot. Then slowly removing his helmet, he kneeled and placed his
neck on the wood.
     "There's nothing I enjoy so much as an execution," the woodsman said. "And tell me have
you been faithful to your wife and children."
     "To the best of my capability," Bedivere replied.
     At that the woodsman laughed and swung the sword with a horrible hiss. Bedivere felt a
momentary surge of pain as he felt his head separated from his body, but then the woodsman
stepped forward with another laugh, lifting the bloody head and placing it neatly back on
Bedivere's shoulders.
     Then suddenly before Bedivere's amazed eyes, the woodsman molted, shrinking first into
the form of the seductress Madame du Frayne and then more slowly into the familiar beautiful
form of Gwyneth as she had looked before the six pregnancies.
     Tears streamed from Bedivere's eyes. "Oh how is this possible?" he cried out.
     "With love all is possible," Gwyneth replied, standing beside the shrunken sword, smiling.
"Long I have doubted your faith my good husband, but now the magician's daughter realizes
what a fool she has been. You have survived the greatest tests any man can endure. Therefore,
now ye shall have me young and beautiful as before we wed, and to reward your goodness -- at
last I will bear you a son."
     At that Bedivere sank to the ground, convulsed in tears; then as Gwyneth helped him to his
feet, clutching him tightly to her breast, his lips found hers and he murmured, " Praise be to



God, for the strange mysteries that abide with our lives, and may his glory endure
forever."                                                                                              FF&F



Editor's Note: I thought trolls were supposed to be big and
ugly. Then I realized this is a Rock 'N Troll. Who ever heard
of an ugly rock star?!

GRONK
Original Artwork by

Forrest Bass

Editor's Note: OK, this one doesn't even mention a Yule Log.
Nor have we told you who hid it. My best bet is on this guy.
After all, trolls aren't very smart and if he did take it, don't
count on him remembering where he put it!!

GRONK'S CHRISTMAS
CONCERT
by Ed Reynolds

     A large stage squats in the center of the castle courtyard.  Several large gray trolls lounge
about.  The roadie trolls wear muscle t-shirts stretched to their limits that proclaim "Trolls
Rock" on the front and "'Specially Rock Trolls" on the back.
     The lights dim and the audience quiets as the band takes the stage.  The star of the show,
Gronk the huge green forest troll, stomps onto the stage accompanied by a magnificent black
and white striped beast.
     The beast stood nearly six feet tall at the shoulder, coming just above Gronk's waist. 
Gronk stepped up to the microphone and addressed the audience.
     "Hullo der.  Me Gronk.  Me Troll."  The troll rested a large hand on the head of the beast
beside him.
     "Dis Gronk's fren an pet Tygon.  Gronk find da puddy tat on da beach so Gronk name him
Sandy Claws."
     The troll grins and waggles his eye ridges at the moans from the audience.
     "Dat really a joke.  Gronk not name da liddle Tygon Sandy Claws.  See all da purdy black
an white stripes?  Dis a bootiful Tygon.  Gronk name him Spot."
     Gronk patted Spot on the head.  "Sit Spot."  The Tygon obeyed and sat beside his master.
     "Gronk wan sing sum special songs fer yew tanight.  Songs bout Chris mas.  Gronk hope
yew like dem.
     The troll turned to his band and counted out for them.
     "One, too, one too tree for."
     Gronk spun around and started singing, his deep bass voice rumbled over the crowd. (Use
the melody for "I'm Dreaming of a White Christmas!)

~~ Gronk screamin atta White Dragon!
~~ Each time him bisit Gronk's abode.
~~ It not real pleasin, when him start freezin
~~ An make tings look like it hab snow'd

~~ Gronk screamin atta White Dragon!
~~ An if him bisit yew sum night,
~~ May his breath be hotter den ice
~~ An may all yewr furniture, be white.



     As the last chords melted away, the crowd roared its approval.  Gronk bowed and then
started another song.

~~ Randolf da red haired troll der
~~ Wuzn't berry smart an him smell.
~~ An ebberones who saw him
~~ Tot him wuz a big dum bell.

~~ All ob da weeman trolls der
~~ Nebber let him hab eni fun.
~~ Dey nebber eben let him
~~ Hold der hands but den dey run.

~~ Den one foggy Chris mas ebe
~~ Sandy came ta say
~~ Randolf wid yer hair so bright
~~ Woan yew light my fire ta night?

~~ Den how da trolls der lubbed him
~~ As dey shouted out wid glee!
~~ Randolf da red haired troll der
~~ We so glad it yew not me!

     Gronk grins and bows to the roaring crowd and holds up his hands for silence.
     "Tank yew, tank yew.  Gronk hope yew enjoy da songs." The troll strides off the stage
followed closely by Spot, the Tygon.                                                 FF&F



Editor's Note: So what does this story have to do with a Yule Log? Well, it was probably in her heart all the
time, it just took a special journey to light it. Remember, this is the season of giving love and gifts.Here is a
story within a story told by a grandmother. You may want to share this one with your children.

BOOG-A-BOO'S TEARS
by Maria Robson

Lady
Original Artwork by

Marge Simon

     When I was a child, growing up in Montreal, I would spend summers with my grandmother
in the Laurentians. On hot summer nights
we'd go down to the lake for midnight
swims, star-gazing and stories by the fire.
They were special times for me, filled with
the magic of a family closeness I did not
know in the city. One night she told me the
story of Boog-A-Boo. Even at the age of
eight, I sensed she was saying something
about herself, about me, about the longing in
us all...

     Deep in the forest lived an ugly hag.
When she was born, her mother called her
Bogania, which means child of the woods;
but the townsfolk, afraid of her strange
ways, called her Boog-A-Boo. No one went
near her shabby hut. People whispered that
she stirred a steaming, boiling kettle of
toads, cat tongues, and vile entrails.
     One Yule, many years ago, Boog-A-Boo
fell asleep in her dark, decrepit hut. The log
in the hearth burned out and the ashes
cooled. When she awoke, she stirred the
ashes with her crooked stick. Instead of
embers, she found seven beautiful stones - a
ruby, a pearl, an amethyst, an opal, a garnet,
golden amber and turquoise.
     Chuckling with glee, she gathered them
up and rushed outside to see their light dance in the sun. A passing goatherd heard her squeals
and saw the jewels. Raising his hat he said, "Good Day". Boog-A-Boo quickly hid her treasure
and eyed him with fear and suspicion. The goatherd, named Petros, had a kind and honest
heart. He understood the poor woman must be lonely. He smiled and said the jewels were made
by her tears falling on the hot coals.
     Darting back inside, Boog-A-Boo bolted the door to her wretched hut. No one had guessed
her secrets before or looked on her with kindness. A tear of gratitude formed in the corner of
her eye. She wanted to speak to the goatherd.
     "Don't be a fool!" screeched the scrawny black cat on the sill. "You're losing your witchy
grip. He'll blab about the jewels to the whole village or come back and steal them himself. Go
and catch him before it's too late. Let's have goatherd stew for supper."
     "Quiet, you Bag O'Bones", Boog-A-Boo hissed back. But she feared the cat was right; so
gathering up the precious stones and hiding them in her cloak of rags, she hobbled out to find



the young man.
     No one in the town had seen Petros, or even heard of him. The townsfolk thought she was
mad. They pushed her away unkindly or turned their backs to avoid her crazy questions. Some
even threw stones to run her out of town.
     Boog-A-Boo kept searching from town to town, up hills, down steep mountainsides, but the
goatherd had simply disappeared.
     On and on she trudged - through deserts, ice fields, great cities, dense forests and open
plains. She must find the simple goatherd, not to turn him into stew, but to see again the
kindness in his eyes.
     One night, hungry and worn out, she stopped beside a stream to rest. Exhausted, she slept
for seven days and nights, still clutching the jewels in a grimy leather pouch. On the seventh
night, she had a dream.
     Petros comes to Boog-A-Boo and opens her sac of precious stones. Kneeling beside her, he
threads each one on a golden chain to make a necklace of great beauty. Finally, he takes a tear
that has fallen from his own eyes and adds a splendid diamond. Then he places the necklace
around her neck and leaves.
     When Boog-A-Boo woke up, she dipped her hands into the stream to drink and saw her own
reflection. A beautiful woman, clear of eye and skin, smiled back at her. Around her neck she
wore a necklace of great worth. The hag recognized her own beauty for the first time. Now she
could go home.
     She had traveled all around the world and was surprised to find the stream was in the forest
she had left. This was where she lived. She got up, straight and sure-footed, to cross the stream
and find her hut.
     Nearing the cabin, she saw smoke rising from the chimney. The sweet smell of baking bread
reached her. The roof was mended and the wood stacked, ready for the winter snows.
     Standing in the doorway, holding a purring Bag o'Bones, Petros was waiting. He smiled and
waved in welcome. Bogania, no longer Boog-A-Boo, ran to him and gave back his smile of
love. They embraced and she knew the seasons would find them together. They had many
children, and each one carried the name of a precious stone.

FF&F



Editor's Note: Our government has many secrets, some of which you would never dream of. The following
phone conversation could very well be real. If we can't categorize this as fantasy, then it is folklore!

BORIS, BILL & SANTA CLAUS
by Janice Terry

     >RING!<  Hello? Hello! This is Bill.
     Hello. Byill? Tovarish? This is Boris.
     Hey, guys-- come on-- this is a joke, right? Is that really
Boris Yeltsin on the phone? It's sort of late in the year for
April Fool's stuff!
     Nyet! Nyet-- Byill! It is I-- Boris! I nyeed your help to
resolve all the problems caused by the Moscow Mafia-- it is
out of control.
     Okay, Boris-- do you need some FBI agents? Our crime
lab and sophisticated electronics?
     Nyet, Byill-- our KGB has more than you know about that
stuff... BYUT-- since you are-- how do you say?-- a crippled
dog, since you can't be elected again. . .
     That's LAME DUCK, Boris. . .
     Da. Whatyevyer. We need your help. We must ask for the
help of the person you call Syanta Close.
     SANTA CLAUS! HeHeHoHo! Boris-- what makes you think you need Santa?
     Byill, this man is effective-- he could train our agents in new methods. I have read about
and studied the material on this man, and it is, how do your young pipple say, 'awesome.' I
have the words to a song about him: 'He knows when you've been slipping, he knows when
you're awake, he knows when you've been gyood or byad, so be gyood for gyoodness' sake.' I
continue-- Syanta Close is comink to town...
     Byill-- we need this man. He is effective. His explyoits are even greater than the KGB's
finest work. If you would send him as a consultant for a few months, we could tackle the
problems of reforms.
     BORIS! BORIS!! Santa is just a MYTH! He's just a fictional character, like your
Grandfather Winter. He's not REAL!
     DA! Byill, my advyisors told me you would deny this man-- and yet his picture is all over
your country-- in Decembyer he is most prevalent!
     Santa is a fictional character, Boris! I promise you-- he is just a depiction on the spirit of
Christmas! He doesn't exist in the physical sense, and SURELY didn't help any intelligence or
crime-fighting effort.
     Byill-- I understand your desire to shield this man-- but I've seen pictures of him-- he
dresses flamboyantly in red! KRASNY! He wears a great white beard! His byelt is very wide!
And you try to tell me this man does not exist? We need you to send this man and technical
support-- don't tell me this man does not exist.
     Boris, I'll send Madeline Allbright to explain it to you-- she'll share with you the essay,
"Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus."
     AHA! There it is! Virginia! No doubt Langley, the home of your vaunted CIA! You
cannot be honest with me.
     Boris, you just don't understand. Just wait till Madeline explains it. I don't know what else
to say, Boris, except have a merry Chris-or-holiday, or maybe New Year (oh yeah-- the Y2K
problem)  Goodbye, Boris.
     Gyoodbye, Byill.
              ************************** *************************



     Mr. President, we've got the latest briefs and intelligence info from  Santa and his
organization-- who's been bad or good-- excluding government, of course.
     Thank you, Roger.                                                                                   FF&F



Editor's Note: This piece of artwork is actually a woodcut in its original
form. I was browsing the artist's work and tagged it to save because I
thought I could find a home for it somewhere! Then, I received another
chapter of Abby's novel and it just clicked. Maybe we'll have Michael
illustrate Abby's book . . .

VIVACE
Original Artwork by

Michael S. Christopher

Editor's Note: As I mentioned above, this is the second chapter I've
seen. It stands alone nicely, but it is only part of a whole. If you've read
your fairytales, you'd remember the Swan Brothers story by The
Brothers Grimm. The novel is a rewrite told in first person from the
sister's POV.

SWANNES IN PERYL - an excerpt from a novel in progress
by Abby Chandler

     Clouds buried the sky all day. The rooms in the castle were dark, with only a thin green light to
move by from the few windows. The light bothered me. It belonged more to the storms of spring
and early summer than midwinter. The Yule log burned on the hearth in the great hall and most of
the castle gathered about it, trying to draw some warmth into their cold bones and flesh. Above
their heads, the garlands and wreaths of ivy were a brave, dark green.
     At dusk we gathered in the council room, away from the clamor and activity of the great hall.
The chamber was empty, chairs and benches strewn about. Tapestries covered the walls, filled with
stories of the kingdom. There was a light in the room, though none of the torches were lit. Seven
shirts, each with a gold sheen, lay on the table. Was it the contrast of the light and dark and
half-light? I could not take my eyes off them. None of us could. I read the note beside them: For the
princes on their safe arrival.
     There were so many women who could have made them. Surely one of them planned this for
years, waiting until the princes had come safely home again. Gifts were often exchanged at the
midwinter festivals. My brothers were loved by everyone in the castle. I lifted one to drop over
Gareth's head and it slid from my hands, so fine was the silk. He screamed as if glass was shattering
against his skin instead of silk. I stared at him, confused. He tried to open his mouth to say my
name but his nose was growing long and hard and sharp above it. His eyes, blue like mine,
darkened to black. I reached to rip the shirt off him and it fell apart in my fingers. Frantically, I
turned to my other brothers to tell them not to put the shirts on. 
     The cry died in my throat as Madoc's head disappeared through the neck hole. Feathers burst out
of Gareth's skin. His clothes fell in rags at his feet. The floor was covered with cloth. I heard a
slight metallic sound and knew the gold circlet Owain wore as the oldest prince had fallen. They all
began to rise in the room, wings beating against the ceiling, searching for more room. I backed
against the wall, flung by the movement of air. And then, as if a magnet was pulling them, they
were sucked towards the window and out, flying towards the river. I saw them disappear into a
cloud, wings distinct, then blurred until finally they were all gone.
     After an hour or so I heard shouts and footsteps running through the castle, hunting for us. There
was the sound of someone running along the corridor outside the council room. I backed against the
wall, pulled the curtains around me. The clothing had disappeared from the floor, all but Owain's
crown. A page entered. He saw the crown and picked it up. "Your majesty!" He turned and ran. I



came back out, standing by the windowsill for hours, hoping the swans would return.
     Grey light brushed like a giant's paintbrush against the eastern sky. The last bare crescent of the
moon died. The kitchens began to stir. I needed to leave, to find somewhere safe away from the
castle. Whoever sewed those shirts meant to destroy my brothers. I did not want to find out what
was planned for me.
     I walked into my room and stood there for a moment: stone walls and floor, scrubbed almost
white, chair by the window I watched sunsets from, trunk bound in gold to hold my dolls and my
bed, barely covered by a tapestry of vines as wondrous as the endpapers in my book and the cradle
quilt too old for anyone to remember its maker. I touched my hand lightly to a vine and felt it grow
warm. My cat, Aster, appeared from around a pillow. Had she been under it? The vines shook, as if
in a breeze and stilled.
     I turned away and began pulling out the things I would need. Flint. Tinder. Needle case. Thread.
My drop spindle rested by the windowsill. I fastened a plain leather belt around my waist, hung the
spindle from the belt. Sea shell. Knife. Whetstone. I looked down at my dress. The green
broadcloth swept the floor. The sleeves fit tightly to my arms, tied at my shoulders with gold
ribbon. More gold ribbons laced up my back. I thought I could undo them on my own but I would
never be able to get into it alone. I glanced towards the wardrobe filled with other, similar, dresses.
Something had to be done about my clothes. I walked into the chamber, opened a carved wooden
box, pulled out a plain gold ring I rarely wore. I strung a piece of ribbon through it and hung it
around my neck.
     I stood again in the doorway where the stone was worn down. Bending down I picked up the
edge of my skirt and tucked it into my belt, leaving my legs free and my petticoat ruffle hanging.
Then I wrapped my cloak around my shoulders.
     Aster now sat peacefully on the broad ledged windowsill, paws tucked under just so, ignoring
my movement beside her. I had never brought her down the wisteria vine before. I did not know
what she would think of it. I picked her up and tucked her under my chin to reassure her as best I
could. Then I slid her in the open end of my skirt. I felt her claws scrape against the cloth, trying to
hang on. She slid out backwards. I sighed and picked her up again.
     This time I put her in face first and bundled the skirt about her, trying to contain her. She
wriggled frantically, trying to get out. I pushed my hand down on her head and heard the feline
equivalent of exceedingly foul language. For a cat as refined as she claims to be, she could put any
of the castle guards to shame.
     I took the other things from my bed and filled them in around her. She protested again. I worked
my way backward over the windowsill. The cold outside nearly took my breath. I shivered. The
knifepoint rubbed against my leg. I shifted my balance and began groping for stone. We slid
another few feet. Aster tried again to get her head out of the cloth.  I pressed down on her body. She
clawed me. I held onto the vines as best I could, trying to reassure her.
     "I know, Aster. No decent cat should be given such treatment. But this is the only way we can
leave with nobody seeing us." The last words caught in my throat. I wondered how long it would be
until I saw my room again. Delicately, she pulled her claws back in. Finally my feet caught the
withered vines and I was able to continue.
     My feet touched the earth. I untucked my skirt and spilled her out along with everything else.
She glared at me. I crouched down on her level and gently stroked her head and ears. Her eyes
informed me that was all the liberty I would be allowed.  I gathered up the rest of the supplies and
we walked to the palace kitchens.
     I left her outside as guard, bathing her paws, and walked into the kitchens. My feet were loud on
the flagstones. I stopped at the hearth to warm my hands by the banked fire. The maids slept in a
small room off the kitchen. I pushed the curtain that divided the rooms aside, hoping desperately
they would not wake.
     I groped along the wall with my hand until I felt woolen cloth. A dress. I started to lift it off the
peg. One of them stirred. I froze, my hand twisted in the cloth. She settled back into her straw tick.
I wondered what would happen when they woke up and found the dress missing. It fell off into my
hand and I hung the ribbon with the ring around the peg, hoping she would not mind. The ring was
worth more than the dress but how would they ever explain it. There was going to be enough of an
uproar tomorrow in the castle with my brothers and I gone.  Maybe my father would be able to
guess that at least one of us was safe. I wish I could explain to him what had happened but I could
think of no safe way of doing it.
     I came back into the hearth room, found a basket, and put the knife and other things in it. Bread.
Oats. Apples. The basket's handle felt solid in my hand, more so than my mind. Potatoes. Onions.



An apron hung over the chair. I took it as well and hung the dress over my arm. Aster followed me.
     As I left the castle headed east, I watched the dull pink sun rise. Aster followed behind me, her
paws silent on the hard earth. After an hour I looked back. Fog blurred the towers of the castle. The
tree branches around me were coated with ice, every branch separate and distinct.
     I had not returned to my brother's hut since that day I was eleven but I knew the path they had
made. I saw their footsteps, frozen into the soil. They must have stayed there before coming to the
castle. I bit my lip. Would they ever walk on feet with toes again? Why did I not think those shirts
were cursed?  They looked so strange in the dusk light. Surely they came from her. I should have
realized she was planning something. But none of us ever thought her ire would go so far.
     I came into the clearing. The log framework was filled in with wattle and daub, the roof heavy
with thatch. One window was pale and glassy, like milk spilled in a pool of water. A chimney rose
up one side. Behind it I saw a stretch of clear ground. A garden. I opened the door and stepped in.
The hearthstones were uneven below my feet. I looked up the chimney. A swan's feather fell down
on my upturned face. I rushed out of the house but they were nowhere in sight.
     I walked slowly back into the house and looked around. The light coming in the open door and
window was thin and clear.  Rough bunks stretched along one wall, a table and stool sat by the
window. I ran my fingers over the wooden chest, remembering Madoc carving it, his chisel
working the intricate knots into the wood. I loved watching his hands, feeling out what patterns lay
waiting. Now I slid the latch and opened it.
     Though they never spoke to me of it again, I remembered Gareth and Huw and Luc talking
when they thought I was not listening. After Davydd and the others left, they finished the house,
bringing treasures from the castle: candles, flint and tinder, a cast iron kettle, bowls, an axe, a hoe
and spade. Though they never stayed here, I think the romance of having the hut was enough. They
dreamed of being castaways hunting for shelter, adventurers in need of a moment's island.
     Now, I wondered how often the boys stayed here since growing up. Carefully I tucked my
supplies into the chest, laying my sewing tools on the mantel with a seashell. Then I looked at the
dress I carried. It must be Alys's. I remembered seeing her wear it, a plain green brown wool that
laced up the front. First I had to get out of my dress. I felt my shoulder, trying to find a loose
ribbon. I found one and worked at it. One by one I backed the ribbon out of the holes and slid my
sleeve off my arm. Then I did the other one. Now came the harder part. I reached behind me and
groped for another loose end. The bow had tightened into a knot. Frustrated, I reached for the knife.
As carefully as I could I reached over my shoulder and slit the knot open, unlacing the bodice as I
went. It fell loose from my body.
     I untied my skirt and slid it slowly away from me. The pieces of my dress rested on the log
floor, looking strangely out of place. I took off three of my petticoats and began groping again to
unlace my stays. I would never be able to get in and out of them alone either. My shift was one my
grandmother made me with a square neck and embroidery on the sleeves and hem. I put on Alys's
dress, laced it up with one of my ribbons, tied the apron on. The dress hung loosely about my body
with so few petticoats and no stays. It felt strange. I had grown accustomed to them in the last five
years. I folded up my dress and put it in the trunk.
     Then I looked around again. There was a broom made of twigs. It was rough but it would work.
I swept the dust out but left the cobwebs. I always liked them. Spiders reminded me of my
grandmother, the spinner.
     I reached up among the pine branches, hunting for ones about to fall. The frost was cold against
my fingers and the needles sharp against my hands. I wiped them against my apron and continued. I
dragged the branches behind me to the cabin.
     That evening I put the sheet I found in the chest over the pine branches. I untied my apron but
left my dress on for warmth. I lay down as close to the wall as I could and pulled half the sheet over
me, settling the cloak on top. The pine branches bunched under me. I got out of bed and rearranged
them. This time I had mostly needles below me. They stuck through the sheet and I tried to ignore
them. I pulled my cloak around me. Aster settled herself comfortably at my feet. My candle burned
slowly, casting the air with the smell of beeswax. I blew it out and watched the last flame in the
wick die, taking the scent of honey with it. I closed my eyes and slept.
     I think I must have been dreaming but it did not feel the way dreams do. I stood in the doorway,
my feet bare. Shadows flickered around me in the moon-riddled dark. The mist took on depth,
forming walls that stretched ahead of me. I stepped off the doorstep.
     The castle corridors were winding, growing narrower and narrower. I followed around them,
tracing the woodwork with my hands as I went to keep my path. The carvings made Madoc's work
look as if it was scratched into wood like a child's drawing. Like my grandmother's tapestries,



whole pictures filled the walls. My hands went over faces of my family, reaching back into the
generations. I saw the faces of my father, my brothers, myself. But now the pictures changed. I did
not recognize the faces anymore and there was a stillness, an iciness in them that did not belong to
wood. I closed my eyes and opened them to find skulls, separated from their racks of bones,
twisting in the panels. I stopped still, my hands falling away to hang limp at my sides. Then I put
them back. I had to find my way and the wall would take me.
     Finally the corridor ended in a round tower room, lined by windows. A loom sat in the middle of
the room and my stepmother before it. I saw her dress. The plain one she had chosen yesterday
morning when the boys returned. Her hair was dressed the same way as well. The pale silky twists
writhed about her head. The shears at her feet were mirrors of all that deepened in that room. I
moved farther into the shadows and realized my shape could not be seen in those awful blades. A
book sat next to her. I edged farther, trying to see what it was. I saw the words, so black and thick
they seemed to weigh into the page. There were drawings around them of strange plants and
animals I had never seen. She ran her finger along one section and the words shattered beneath her
touch, letters flying into the air. I could hear a singing noise, like a fire with wet wood, as they
hovered over her head.
     Her hands threw the shuttle back and forth, weaving gold into the woof. Now the letters about
her began to land, dissolving into the warp. The white silk grew and grew, the shuttle flying almost
of its own power.
     She took a measuring cord from a basket and began to make the knots, marking off sleeve
lengths and neck holes and widths. And then she took her scissors and slid them through the cloth
into shirts only they were not shirts but swan's wings and there were seven of them.
     I backed farther into my corner, covering my mouth to keep from crying out. The shirts had
come from her. I guessed before but was not sure. The room was dark and crowded with voices.
My hands were clenched into fists. I reached for the edge of the bed, Aster, anything, and slowly,
painfully undid my hands. I stumbled outside and out of the dream.
     The night sky was still, lit by the crescent moon and a scattering of stars. The air was cool on
my face. I sat down on the doorstep and breathed.
     After a time I lifted my head again to the stars. I remembered my brothers teaching me the
different constellations. Andreas had drawn them out on a piece of parchment for me so I would
know what to look for.
     I saw his hand, pointing up. "Now, follow that tree line, Elen. Keep going up until you see the
first bright star. Do you have it?"
     "Yes."
     "Now look to the left, and find the other four around it."
     "I see them." The night was a summer one. All round us the crickets were singing paeans to the
warm starlight or so it seemed to me.
     "Good girl. Llyr Don, the home of Don. Do you remember Nain's stories, Elen?"
     "Yes. Are they really all up in the sky?" He laughed.
     "Some of them at any rate. Now find a group of stars in the shape of a cup or dipper, the handle
arching down again to the trees. All the stars around it are Arthur's Wain, the bear of Arthur. And
over there is his harp, Telyn Arthur."
     "I can find the bear but I cannot find the harp."
     "Look for three bright stars, spread apart in a triangle."
     "I have them."
     "The harp surrounds one of them. And that great streak of light all through the heavens..."
     "Yes, what is that?"
     "Caer Gwydion." His voice was respectful.
     "Gwydion? The king in Nain's story?"
     "Yes." I concentrated on Andreas' voice in my mind and the stars steadied me. Slowly, I counted
them off, one by one. We seemed to have entered a story now too. I wondered if our shapes would
ever stretch across the sky. He had shown me a swan that night, part of the same triangle as
Arthur's harp. Maybe we were already there.
     I stood up and looked again into that star strewn sky. Then I went back inside, burrowed myself
in my cloak, and shut my eyes. I did not sleep until dawn.                       FF&F



Editor's Note: What happens when fairies pass
over to our world? Some say they lose their
magical powers. Some say they never age or
they turn ugly and mean. Come on, this is a
Holiday issue - you don't think I'd give you a
story of death and destruction, do you? Not
this one . . .

FROZEN DREAMS
Story & Artwork
by Marcia Borell

     "Please don't do this! Leave them alone! They have done nothing to you!  Punish me, only me!"
     "You chose him.  Now you will watch him suffer.  He will suffer. Everyone will suffer. You
will see the pain in their eyes, the doubt, the fear, the questions.  Storms, illness, draught, and
pestilence will change their world forever.  You! You, I have cursed with untouchable beauty and
health.  They will despise you."    "I'll stay.  I'll do whatever you want.  I am sorry.  I will stay."
    "You no longer matter.  I want revenge. Go tend to your fools."

                                           ***

"Circle close around the tree
Hand in hand we measure thee
Cut the oak and trim it down
Help us carry it to town
Light the new log from the old
Bring us luck, silver and gold."

     Annie sang the old song over and over again as she ran from the smoky fire to the frost etched
windows.  Scratching the design off with her sleeve and a few moist breaths she started bouncing
up and down screaming, "Lisia, Lisia he's coming!  Andrew's coming." 
     The cold whistled in around Annie's skirt as she threw open the door.  Shivering she turned as
Andrew slammed his back against it while he kicked off his frozen boots.
     "Hurry, hurry they are coming, clear the way, clear the way!" he shouted his eyes glowing with
anticipation.  Leaving his coat, mittens, hat, and frozen scarf in an icy heap on the floor, he and
Annie dove for the rug, rolling it and heaving it aside.  Chairs were marched in stiff soldier fashion
along the old floor; arranged in facing rows standing at attention. The children suddenly froze in
their tracks, tilting their heads listening to the voices at the edge of their clearing.
     "Are they coming?  Open the door!" Lisia called from her spot at the table, as she wiped white
flour dusted hands on her apron.  "Move children, move quickly, they will be nearly frozen.  Grab
the blankets and the cups."
     Annie's thick slippers kept the cold at bay as she once again swung the door wide.  Blasts of
cold and slivery bits of ice stung her face as the first men cleared the top step and hauled the log
across the porch.  Annie was happy to see the hope brightening the eyes of the men, even though



their beards and mustaches had grown long with dangling icicles.
     Each man wore his family colors knitted into caps and gloves.  Wool socks padded around the
room as each man picked his seat by the meager fire. The men leaned back surveying the huge log
that filled the front hall. 
     Sipping his hot cider, Tom was the first one to speak.  "Will it last its full time this year?" 
     "I hope so Tom, we need our luck this year more than any other.  This has been the worst year
we have ever had, spring floods, then the fields so dry that the earth cracked wide open, now this
freezing cold for months.  I don't think we can make it through another year." Pat said shaking his
down turned head.
     "It looks mighty grim.  I've had to break the ice out of the trough for the last two months.  My
animals hardly move just shift their feet and huddle closer together.  What brought this on?  What
gods did we offend?" Carl said looking down at his socks, his right toe wiggling through the rough
hole. 
     A thoughtful silence descended on the room.  The children hugged their knees as they waited for
the conversation to continue.  The children had not been allowed outside to play for the last month. 
It had been too cold to leave noses or cheeks exposed to the harsh wind.
     Annie pinched Andrew as she noticed the way their father shifted his body on his chair, she
knew he was about to speak.  Their father cleared his throat and leaned the chair back until it gently
swayed on two legs. 
     "Lisia, bring me the box." Dale spoke quietly.
     Lisia stood in front of the cupboard and pressed her fingers into the grooves, curling them in just
the right way to hit the hidden spring popping open the small door.  It wouldn't open so Lisia had to
stand on her tiptoes to get a better grip.  Reaching inside she brought out the box.  Carved from
ancient oak the lid and sides were decorated with oak leaves and acorns.  The box was well
polished and shone with a warm golden glow.  Carefully she carried it to their father, placing it in
her husband's hands.  He turned the small acorn and squeezed the two top leaves on the sides,
causing a small crack to appear at the edge.  A hush fell upon the room as all waited for the sight
and smell of the partially charred old wood.  It was the unburned section of last years Yule log.  It
would bring them luck when they used it to light this year's log.  There was no sound when he
opened the box until Lisia screamed.
     "Gone!" she screamed. "It is gone!"
     Annie and Andrew crept away to their blankets, huddling together as they listened to the rise
and fall of the voices like icy waves beating against the shore.  Thieves, strangers, curses,
deception, suspicion, angry questions, then silence as a deep dark sadness settled upon the room. 
The air itself seemed to blacken as if a dusky demon crouched over the fire.
     Annie peeked out from under her blanket and saw her Mother's face grow pale in the firelight as
tears sparkled like diamonds in her eyes and on her cheeks.   She seemed to be folding up inside,
disappearing within herself.  She was not of this valley and had remained an outsider.   Their father
had brought her home when their Mother died.  She had quickly filled their hearts and minds with
strange beautiful songs and their empty bellies with earthy food.  She loved to dance and weave
beautiful crowns of flowers that she would place on the children's heads making them the king and
queen of their own magical land.  Annie loved to have Lisia brush her hair with the jeweled silver
brush.  It was one of the few things that Lisia had brought with her. 
     Annie had seen her Father brush Lisia's long silvery hair, revealing the distinctive shape of her
ears.  He would brush it until sparks flew in the darkness reminding Annie of pink, red, yellow,
white and blue fireworks in the night sky.
     The men dressed quietly and left quickly leaving the final decision to their father.  Lisia,
thinking they were alone, spoke with a voice they had never heard before. A voice filled with
sadness and pain. 
     " I must go, you all suffer because of me."
     "No, Lisia, no.  We will find the missing oak.  You will see we will find it and all will be well. 
We will break this curse.   Don't leave us!  Please don't go."
     "I must do something. This must stop.  We must consider the children."

                                           ***

     The night was cold and clear.  Lisia wrapped only in her cloak carried the heavy bag into the
clearing.  She rolled out the rug and sat staring at the sky watching the wisps of color grow and
fade only to grow again.  This was a good sign.  She opened her bag and took out a few of her



ornaments.   She held each up to the stars and uttered words in her own tongue.  She closed her
eyes and waited.  Her body blended with the rhythm of the fire in the sky and she swayed back and
forth to music only she could hear.   There was a chance.  It was not much of a chance, but she
could do it.  She gathered her belongings and began to make a mental list of all the things she
would need. 
      She would not get any sleep this night.  Lisia filled her sled with baskets, pails, a hammer, a
long spike, a very sharp knife and a small hand ax and returned to the woods.  She gathered
mistletoe, holly, candleberries, pinecones, and acorns.  She danced around a maple tree so fast that
she warmed the ground allowing the tree to give up its sap.  Her sled was full and heavily laden as
she made her way home.  She would not give in.  She had more than magic. She had the will to
live. The will to fight for her own. These people were her people.  She was angry.  She'd had
enough.  She would find the answer.  She would break the curse. Lisia sat looking at the baskets.  It
was time to begin.  She hung the syrup filled kettle over the coals as she blew them into a hearty
fire. Scraps of fabric and paper were inscribed with the names of everyone in the village with the
wish for luck and long life.  Lisia folded them into the shapes of stars, birds and other animals. 
Then she opened her small trunk and took out her wedding dress. Fingering the fine material she
began to pull it apart thread by thread. Silver needle in hand she pulled the golden threads through
the bright paper ornaments. String after delicate string was carefully tied together and gently piled
into an empty basket. 
     Lisia opened the drawer that contained all the stubs of candles from the last year.   She took out
the old pot and set the wax to melting adding the candleberries.  Braiding more of the long golden
strands together she looped the wick between her fingers dipping over and over again into the
molten wax.  She sang to herself as each candle grew in length and breadth.  They decorated every
doorknob and clothes peg as they cooled and hardened.

                                              ***

     Annie and Andrew could not believe the smells that touched their noses and their very empty
bellies. They hopped out of bed and ran for the kitchen clutching their blankets around them.   They
stood and stared.  A small firtree stood in the corner covered with bright paper decorations.  Plates
of brown sugary candy sat on the table next to a huge bowl of punch.  Mistletoe and holly wound
its way up the stair railing and decorated the front door. 
     Pine boughs were hung over the windows while candles stood at the center of each sill.  Small
packages were everywhere.  There was enough for them and for everyone in the village. 
     "Come children don't dawdled, eat we have things to do."
     So began a day of joy.  Annie, Andrew, their father and Lisia dressed in their warmest clothes,
pulling the fur as close around their faces as possible.  The children looked like elves in their red
and green pointed hoods. Small packages of hope were left at each home in the village.  They sang
songs as they walked to keep their spirits up.  No one would know who had been there.  The wind
swept away their tracks as soon as they left and the huge furred hoods masked their identity.  The
last package delivered they returned home and stood for a moment staring at the windows filled
with golden light.  Home would never be as beautiful, as full of good cheer and warmth as it was
that morning.
     The only place that remained dark and drear was the table where the empty carved box rested. 
Lisia stood and stared at the box for a long time.  She had a most unusual look on her face. 
Emotions came and went in rapid succession.  She took a hard look at Andrew.
     "How well did you clean the fireplace last spring Andrew?" Lisia asked.
     "Oh, very, very, well."  Andrew replied.
     "Even the deep crack at the right side?" Lisia asked as she tilted her head and gave him the look
that only a mother could give.
     Andrew began to shuffle his feet and look a little uncomfortable.  "Well, I didn't get right down
into it and dig it all out if that is what you mean."
     "That is exactly what I mean!  I am so glad that you left it full of ash."
     She looked at her husband.  "You cleaned it right before we burned the Yule log last year,
including the deep crack?"
     "Well, yes Lisia, of course I did.  It needed to be clean.  I only didn't do much this year because
of the cold and the need for a constant fire.  I will only put it out today so that I can give it a quick
brush out," he said. 
     Lisia began to laugh and laugh.  They looked at her with their mouths open as she told them



what they had to do with great care. 
     The day had passed quickly, food and drink was ready, children were scrubbed and dressed for
the celebration. Company would arrive for the lighting of the log.  Lisia stood over the empty box
and looked at her husband.  He nodded, slowly and carefully she murmured to herself sprinkling it
with ash from the old Yule log.  A shape began to stand out from the bottom of the box.  It now had
the shape and the weight of the missing old Yule log. 
     "All right blow on it very carefully.  We can't have too much ash just enough to give it form. 
Annie!  Open the door our first guest are arriving!" 
     Carefully Dale carried the box around the room showing all the guests the unburned fragment
from last year's log.  It seemed a bit darker, sootier than usual but it had returned to its rightful
place.  Carefully he laid it on crumpled paper, straw and twigs.  Flint met steel.  Sparks hit their
mark and smoke began to rise in delicate tendrils.  The old Yule log began to burn with a lively
crackle.  The new log joined the old.  Songs were sung greetings and wishes were given for the
next year.  Peace and joy filled the room. 
     As the guests began to leave each one commented on the beauty of the home, the cheer that
surrounded them and were happily startled by the quiet drip of the icicles as the warmth of the
house permeated the air.  Hope came on the warm breeze that washed away the fear, the anger, and
the envy.

                                           ***

     The tree burned for twelve nights.  The last piece of unburned wood was placed gently into the
carved box and tucked once again into the cupboard.  There was an amazing thaw that began that
first night and lasted throughout January.   Children once again played outside while the village
grew and prospered.   Stories and songs have been written about the hard year. 
     Candles are lit every night to welcome lost travelers.  There is always an extra mug of punch. 
Peace has returned to this little world.  There is also a look of deep satisfaction and peace in the
green eyes of the silver haired lady as she dances and gathers plants in her
woods.                                                                                                                FF&F



Editor's Note: Holidays are times when families get together. Many gather in the evening and relate family
history or tell stories that pass from one generation to the next. What happens when you are the last of your
line? Who do you tell your stories to? The following is done in a favorite style of the old masters - a story
within a story. Listen carefully, the Lady tells an interesting tale.

THE GREEN MAN
by Gary Thomas

A scream tears through the manor.
     "I'm sorry, David.  The cape is lovely, really.  Only, it's green -- green velvet and of a
particular shade I can't bear!"
     The young suitor nods acceptance of the lady's explanation.  The lines of hurt still linger
on his face.
     "I see I've hurt you, dear-thing.  Perhaps if I explain fully?  Such a morbid business for this
Christmas Eve!  I can see you will not be satisfied until I do.  But first, you must promise to
tell no one of what I speak.  Promise me, for I will tell you of the death of my husband, and
the Laird of this manor -- a mystery these last three years.  Yes, David-dear, three years ago,
today!  Promise now."
     The suitor agrees.
     "Very well then ..."

                                           *********************
     My husband, Laird Athelstane, was a peculiar man.  Rather, he possessed a peculiar vice. 
This you must understand or none of what I am about to tell you will make any sense.
     Unlike his father before him -- the elder, a staid hunter and rider -- my Laird was a lover of
stories.  At his table sat the best tale-spinners: French Troubadours, Irish Bards, his circle of
influence reaching the sea-men of the whaling vessels of the North Sea to the soldiery of His
Majesty's Army, even the commonest of folk, any blessed peasant with the ability to weave
words into gossamer and gold.
     But of these assorted yarn-spinners, of all the yarns spun -- be they tales of the sea or
storm, battles lost or won, of commoners or kings -- the best-favored and best rewarded was
always the story of the midnight hour, the tales of terror.  I blanch to recall the grisly
anecdotes recanted over fine wine and excellent meat.  The tale of John of the Blakeneys



father's shade, which won him a small holiday on the Isle of Skye, or the creature that
attacked one sailor's ship on a becalmed sea, and many, many others ...  These stories were
my husband's notorious vice.
     The origin of this love of grave and ghost, I never could divine.  Whether in youth, Lady
Athelstane (my mother-in-law), employed a nursemaid who frightened her young ward with
accounts of goblins and the dead that walk like men, I don't know.  Perhaps the cook?  The
coachman?  No matter.  The young Laird grew up in a home without a stern-handed father --
the previous Laird having died with his spurs on at Naseby, when the lad was but four.
Spoiled by his mother, indulged by the servants who loved him all, his taste was irrevocably
set.
     Even after reaching his maturity, my husband, now Laird, the tradition of ghost-telling
continued, if anything, at a fiercer pace.  Empowered to command, he sent his freeman far and
wide in search of parables, fables, yarns and their tellers.  And it is this search that brings my
own humble self into the story.
     Having heard of this strange Laird, and being an ambitious lass, though plain Miss Janice
McGillicuddy and not yet Lady Athelstane, I had been known to tell a tale now and again,
whether to a younger sibling or a giggling companion, and I thought to offer my own meek
services for whatever pay it might gainfully procure me.
     It was in this way that I came to the manor on the loch, in a large coach, so stunning to my
poor eyes as to wake my doubts of entertaining so rich and distinguished a gentleman.  Only a
scant hope, deep within my cunning heart, dared me to go on.
     I was struck dumb by the lush vehicle, enough so that I did not even mind that I shared it
with two others.  A churn-maid from our local dairy, a nice enough girl but horse-faced and
equipped with an appropriate whinny, she chewed her braid noisily.  The other was a
dandified officer in the King's Army, who spoke through his nose and always sounded as if he
suffered from the ague.  None of us said much, each being in competition for the Laird's
highest praise, each frightened to let slip some advantage in our contest.  The time passed
slowly as the carriage drew up to the manor house with its oak and ash copses and its delicate
fishponds.
     I won't bore you with all the quaint details of my days at the manor, which seemed a palace
to my poor farm-girl eyes.  I wore the softest dresses, ate the choicest tid-bit, and looked upon
the most beauteous artworks.  All this is true but incidental.  What mattered was the story I
had chosen to tell that first night at the Laird's high table.  The tale was an old one in mine
own parts, and I feared my patron might have heard it, as we often tell it in the dead of winter,
on nights when the wind blows a little too loudly through the leafless sedges.
     "Come, storyteller!" The Laird commanded me with a clap of his hands.  "We have eaten
from the table, fair one; now, a tale to help our digestion -- or better still -- one to trouble our
sleep."
     I stood, nervous and small.  "A tale, M'Laird, that is short, but terrible."  I confessed.  "'Tis
called 'The Green Man' in the parts from which I come."
     "Pray, spin on.  I would hear this tale."
     I bowed to the awesome figure before me, for remember, then I was but a simple farm lass,
not yet mistress and wife.  The tale went something like this .

                                           ****************
                          THE STORY OF THE GREEN MAN

     In the days before the King Richard returned from the Crusades, there was a Lady named
Celandine, for her hair was as yellow as a buttercup.  This Lady lived alone within the walls
of her castle.  Her Laird was away at war, fighting the Heathens in the Holy Lands, and no
maid, courtier or serf remained to comfort her, all having fled a bout of pestilence.  The Lady
spent her days in solitude with none to talk to her except the gay-colored birds which her
husband brought from hot, distant lands.
    Each day, Celandine walked for long hours in the meadows and woods of her Laird's
lands.  One time, crossing a stream, she heard a voice speak.  The unusual sound of another's
speech startled her more than a little.
     "A sprite!  A sprite!  Ever so bright!" whispered the ancient voice.
     "Who speaks there?" the Lady demanded.  "Come where I might see the curve of your face
and the bent of your intentions."



     "A name!  A name, -- it remains the same!" the weirdly timbered throat replied.
     "I shall not remain if you insist in this deceit.  Come forward."  At this stern directive, a
misshapen mass parted from its leafy hearth.  Celandine gasped in repulsion at the hideous
creature she had conjured up from under a bush.  The thing's green-tinted skin was hoary and
grime-smeared, snails and lizards dwelt in the whisk-broom of its beard, while two goatish
horns crowned its ignoble brow.
     Celandine did not recognize the beast at first glance  -- where should she meet such a
thing? -- but with a second's pondering she remembered the Hall of Griffins in her Laird's
castle, where many strange and wondrous creatures adorned the surface of the walls and
ceiling.  The Green Man was there, amidst a cluster of oak leaves.  She passed its image many
times, yet until that moment had given it no real consideration.
     "A gift!  A gift -- from this hand no shrift."  The gnarled, warty hands offered up a bundle
of the most lustrous green velvet.  The present was of such beauty that the lonely Lady lost
her repulsion for the troll and took up the cloth.  Unfolding it, she saw it to be a cloak of the
softest crushed gabardine.
     "'Tis lovely, beast.  Thank you, with all my lonely, lonely heart."
     "A treble, a triple, a price -- farewell!"  These odd and ominous words spoken, the
loathsome creature was gone, disturbing not so much as a twig.
     The lady ran back to the castle gate.  At every turn in her course, she felt inhuman eyes
watching from all sides.  She vowed then never to return to the forest, it no longer being her
friend.  The green garment went with her from the woods, tightly grasped to her bosom until
Celandine sat safely between good, solid walls.
     Now that she was home, Celandine made tea and ate it with the remnants of her cold
breakfast.  All the while, the beautiful garment sat neglected on the side board.  "I dare not
touch it again." the Lady tried to convince herself.  "'Tis a fey gift."  But resistance was futile. 
She stared at it for a time, then stroked the fabric.  Before she knew it, the fine gabardine
hugged her shoulders in a velvety embrace.
     Days passed.  The cloak never left the Lady's arms except when she bathed.  Even then,
she kept the wrap hung close by on a peg, in case she wanted to stroke its feathery surface. 
These were happy days for Celandine.  She never left the castle now, but whiled away the
hours primping her hair, dancing with the long folds of her cloak, the green fabric swishing
from side to side.  These activities caused her to spend much time wondering after her
husband, the Laird of the castle.
     One night, the Lady found herself in the Hall of Griffins, after wandering the great
corridors of her empty castle.  Her eyes fell upon a certain frieze carved into the wall of the
vast chamber, as thoughts of her mate plagued her mind.  She came to rest upon knightly
figures engraved in stone, soldiers and their mounts crossing a bleak mountainscape.  The
longer Celandine stared the more she became certain that she had never seen this artwork
before, the more real the riders appeared, until she knew that some faery magic was scrying
events many leagues away.
     The knights of stone trouped in an endless column.  Eventually, Celandine picked out her
Laird from the infinite line of weary figures.  So, she thought sadly, the War goes not well. 
She took heart in the fact that Laird still lived and was far from surrender.
     With a blink, the scene was gone.  Celandine wept with loneliness for her husband and the
company of others.  She remembered the feasts in the Great Hall and the dancing and
merriment of clowns, the loud, bawdy songs that she was not supposed to hear, though she
listened secretly from the parlor, all followed by a night's passion in her Laird's bedchambers,
rough and fiery.  How she wished just to speak to him once more.
     No sooner had she thought this than the wall crawled with the images of knights, now
engaged in a last, hopeless battle.  The Lady Celandine saw her Laird wielding lance and ax
against the Saracen hordes, his blade cutting down the uncountable pagans like wheat. 
Behind him was a Moorish archer with arrow notched and aimed!  In seconds, her lover and
master would fall with the shaft in his neck!
     "Beware, my love.  Behind you!  Behind you!" she called into the void to him.  There the
scene ended as her words were spoken.  The fate of her Laird was a mystery to his desperate
love.
     "No!  I must see!  I must!" Celandine wailed to the unyielding stones, but no pictures
came.
     "I must see if my husband has fallen!" she screamed though she knew not to whom.  But



when the strange Green Man appeared at her window, she did not have to guess.  His
unearthly words repeated themselves: "A treble, a triple, a price!"
     "You have granted me my boon twice, wicked spirit.  A third -- you must!"
    "Speak now, speak now -- as thy vow!"
     "Take me to my husband, now! before he is slain.  Do what you must!"  With this final
pleading, the green velvet cloak wrapped around Celandine's shoulders, stretching between
her arms, becoming a set of leathery wings.
     "Fly as the wind, as the wind -- Daughter of Celaeno!"
     Quickly, the Lady rose from the Earth, her newly formed wings lifting her with
supernatural speed, leagues passing with each silent stroke.  In a half-dozen heart beats, she
was soaring over the deserts of the Holy Lands.
     Below Celandine's out-spread wings, two armies fought with bitter finality.  The Saracen
masses were ants in the sand beneath her awful shadow.  Seeing the enemies of her Laird, she
dove like a falcon at the hunt, tearing into armored soldiers with cruel talons, ripping out
throats with her savage beak.
     The Laird spied his unbeknownst bride, looking up from his gore-smattered ax to see the
eagle-shaped demoness swooping down over the field of battle.  "Hark!  Saracen devils! 
Retreat men, retreat!"  The knights drew in their line and turned back to their camp in the
hills.  In the flood of escape, the Mohammedans poured one last volley of arrows and javelins
into their enemies' ranks.
     The battle was done.  The heathens fled now, too.  The Lady Celandine harried them
mercilessly before following the line of her husband's retreating army.  Her eagle-sharp eyes
picked through the ragged echelon of wounded and weary men.  Her quest ended at a wagon
on which she recognized the recumbent rider.  Her husband's armor had been pierced by the
last volley of javelins; he was on his deathbed.
     Forgetting her hideous form, Celandine descended toward the wagon and dying rider, only
to be repelled by knights bearing pikes and lances.  A flight of arrows caused her to ascend
rapidly, while curses were hurled up to her vanishing form.  The words that hurt her most
were those of her husband's lieutenant.  He cried, "Fly away, cursed harpy!  You have killed
our Laird.  Is it not enough?"
     Tears in her eyes, the Lady Celandine fled the hills of the Holy Lands, sped back
homeward like a lightning bolt.  Once there, she closed herself up in her chambers, weeping
for her dead husband.  She fell asleep, and upon waking thought the entire adventure a
dream.  But one look in her bronze mirror told her otherwise.  A cruel harpy, with wings of
velvety green, looked back from the polished surface.  No dream, but a living nightmare!
    Celandine tried in vain to pull the green cloak from her shoulders, but could not.  The green
fabric that formed her wings would no more come off than your scalp or my own ears.
     Weeping bitterly, she cried not for her husband, lying dead in Palestine, nor for her own
hideous shape, but outward to the Green Man whom she had met in the forest, a creature she
now knew to be an evil and wicked imp.  As before, the trollish form appeared at her window,
speaking in its demented fashion.  "You called, you called -- as a baby bawled!"
     "Evil One!" Celandine accused.  "Change me back to my beauteous self, so that I might
mourn in peace, so that my husband's lieutenants should see me whole upon their return from
the Holy Lands."
      A treble, a triple, a price -- no more!"  The imp's voice was angry and threatening. 
Celandine was not afraid.  She leapt at the Green Man with her talons catching only thin air. 
The wicked troll disappeared, never to be seen again.

                                           **********************
     "Well told, young mistress!" cheered my Laird.  You must remember David-dear, that this
was his favorite kind of tale.  I see you want to know what happened next.  So did my
husband.  He asked, "What happened to the Lady Celandine?" and "Did she ever get her form
back?"  To these queries I answered, "I do not know.  The ruins of her castle stand to this day.
And the folk who live closest-by claim on certain nights you can sometimes hear the
threshing of huge wings, searching the darkness for someone or something."
     That is the largest part of my explanation, but not that which you have sworn to keep
secret.  Let it suffice to say that I visited Lord Athelstane again, and with tales and long walks
won his heart.  We were married that summer following and we lived for many years with
happiness.  Each Christmas, My Laird asked of me, in the company of good friends and



business associates, to tell the story of The Green Man and the tragic Lady Celandine, which I
did gladly, at each attempt polishing the narrative to a finer luster.
      But one Christmas, three long years ago, dining at our table was a loud burger from the
Continent, named Herr Algier.  His coarse snorts at key points in the story made the telling
less than exciting and the listening a flavorless and tedious chore.  When done, I received a
small pattering of cheer and sat down with due haste.
     That might have been the end of it, but our guest, who deemed himself a Man of Science,
would not let the matter lie.  "Harpies and hobgoblins!  Next we'll hear of flying pigs!"
    My Laird and husband, spoke then -- and how I love him still for championing me --
saying, "The tale is true, my friend.  My wife's people have carried the story down from year
to year."
     "Begging your pardon, mein Herr, but in this Age of Reason ..."  Our guest bowed
respectfully but his voice was filled with contempt.  "I mean, if Herr could produce this
winged wonder, or say, even the green cloth ..."
     "Enough!" my husband cried.  "We shall, and this very night.  Chamberlain, ready three
horses!  Wife, prepare to guide us to this ruin, so that herr doktor might see with his own eyes
all you have said is true."
     I protested.  I had no desire for treacherous riding through falling snow, nor the chill of a
December night.  Christmas Eve is a night for joyous song, not pride-filled arguments. 
"Husband," I pleaded.  "Do not this thing.  It is of no matter."
     "We will show this Prussian dog his place.  Now, come!"  What could I do?  He was my
Laird, and I, his Lady.
     We straddled our best riding horses.  Still, the journey was long in the thick snow, taking
hours.  At some ungodly hour, we drew up at the site of my girlhood memory, the ruins
known as "The Harpy's Nest".
     Snow covered the ancient stones, obscuring the worn steps and broken walls.  Many times
I had looked down upon them from the village road.  But instead of that old feeling of oblique
wonderment, that girlish chill of fright, my stomach was icy with fear and loathing. 
     "A formidable mess of crockery." Herr Algier punned.  I could see the color rise on my
Laird's face.
     "This is evidence.  See the stones where once the castle stood?"
     "Yes, but which castle?  Who is to say that --"
     "Enough!  Ride on!"
     We descended a steep bank.  There were no roads or even footpaths to the ancient site, for
none dared what we were about to commit.  Our horses were skittish, but how much was the
rough terrain and how much the strange atmosphere, I could not say.
     The going was treacherous, even after we reached the long slabs of the moldering castle. 
The snow hid from us small pit-falls and the rank weeds had to be waded to reach the old
foundation.  It was here, after leaving our horses tethered to a gorse bush, we saw the last
standing stones, a decrepit stair leading down to a door below the surface of the earth.
     "Here we have the final proof!" declared my husband.
     "If you say so, mein Herr."
     As before, my Laird fumed at this indignant response.  "I will go and open this door -- and
when I find your proof, you will eat it!"
     At this harsh missive, the burger blanched and, perhaps for the first, but not the last time,
recognized the folly of his obstinacies.
     Laird Athelstane stomped through to the rust-bolted door.  Pulling his glove tightly on his
fist, he rapped once upon the ancient wood.  "Hark, you ghosts of this place, we come to gaze
upon you!"
     A dull thud answered his call.  I dismissed it as the over-taxing of my ears, but soon
realized I had not alone heard it.  The burger, who stood between my husband and I, had
turned white, saying, "Mein freund, forgive my perversity, but let us leave this place, with my
full apologies.  It is Christmas, and we should be better placed in doors.  Perhaps an inn --?"
     Hearing the German's surrender cheered my heart.  I made to return to the horses, but my
Laird's reply froze me in my tracks.  "Nay, friend.  We have called upon the ghosts.  We shall
see them."
     As I said before, David, to know my husband's love of the Unknown is a requirement to
understanding what he did that night, when all ordinary men would have fled back to the
hearth and the wine cup.



    "No, husband!" I begged of him one last time.  "Let us return --"
     Again the hand which I knew better than to defy.  His other reached for the large, iron ring,
grasped it roughly and pulled. 
     A heart-chilling rasp filled our ears as the aged metal scraped across the lintel.  A dark pit
yawned before my Laird.  None of us spoke.
     Laird Athelstane looked to his guest, then called, "Come ghosts -- come and be seen!"
     Nothing happened.  We all breathed a deep sigh.  I know this for each of us let loose a jet
of steamy breath.  A cruel leer was enveloping the burger's greasy lips.  He began to form
words but what they were we will never know.
     I recall little of what happened next.  That I ran like a frightened hare, I can prove by the
fact that I live, and I alone.  That this seems unheroic, I can only say I am but an ordinary
mortal, no dragon-slayer as my Laird might have once been in another age.
     But what I do recall, dear-thing, is a pair of bird-like talons, larger than the largest eagle's,
draped in green, crushed velvet ...

                                              **********************
     The Lady finishes her story.  The suitor wakes from the spell of her narrative.  No longer
does he feel hurt at her rejection of his gift, only smiles sadly as he watches the green fabric
snap and crackle in the fireplace.
     "Oh, how chill it has become in here!  Throw another log in the fire, darling, and come
warm me with a kiss.  For I see by the clock on the wall, it is Christmas!"

FF&F



Welcome to our Poetry Section. This month we don't have many
poems - but what we do have is wonderful! We are in the midst of a
season of love and giving, but also of chaos and frenzy. We are supposed
to be considering how thankful we are for all our many blessings and
sharing our abundance with others. Well, we are very thankful for
these fine poets and all you readers of poetry out there. We hope we can
continue to bring you cheer, not only in this holiday season, but all year
with some of the best poetry being published today! As usual, there is
a wide variety of emotional matter here - our gift to you with Love and
Good Cheer!
HOLIDAY SEASON by Emily Delman-Brown - Shopping should be a sport in the Winter
Olympics! People get downright crazy out there. This woman braved the streets and made it
home alive - cynical - but alive!

RANDOLPH, THE RED-NOSED DRIVER by Janice Terry - Yes, you read it right. One
of the biggest problems in our nation is drunk driving, and it gets very bad at this time of
year. Not only are the roads dangerous in most of North America, but add Holiday Spirits and
it can be deadly. This silly song has a potent message.

THE LOG IS GONE - by Sally Odgers - Most people associate fireplaces and Yule with
cold, damp weather - not if you're in Australia! It's warm and the beaches are backed with
beautiful sunsets, and you smell honeysuckle in bloom instead of pine. But memories do
linger on even after the fire has gone out.

THE TINSEL FAIRY  - Poem and Artwork by Greg Hoose - This poem may be short and
sweet, but it has a deep message about the purpose of life and what we seek.

THE WRATH OF DIGNITY  by Cathy Buburuz - With all the twinkling lights and
motives of good will, there is still no denying the fact that this world is on serious need of
help. Just what do the gods think of us? Are they willing to help or are we hopeless? Maybe it
is time to pray. ANCIENT ONE - Artwork by Marge Simon

PATTON SINGS by Janice Terry - The television is full of special deals on 'Christmas'
music. The songs are performed by country singers, crooners, rock and roll bands, rappers,
church choirs and everyone else who ever had access to a recording studio! But, I bet you
haven't heard this one yet. We really should be thankful we're not in boot camp!

WINTER SOLSTICE by Diane Davis - December also marks the Winter Solstice which is
the longest night of the year. People in ancient times believed that the Sun King had left the
earth and gone underground for 3 months after harvest. On the night of the Solstice - around
December 21st - people would gather and build a huge bonfire to remind their king to start his
journey back so they could have light and warmth to plant with in the Spring.

Are you a serious poet or a dabbler? We don't care if we like it!
Check our submission guidelines and hop on board. FF&F



Editor's Note: The retailers start putting out Christmas decor before they take down Halloween stuff! We run into
people we hardly know and they act like our best friend - It's a time of year when phony people excel. Maybe this
poem should be called "A Cynical View."

HOLIDAY SEASON
by Emily Delman-Brown

You walked by me
slightly raising one eyebrow.
Do we know each other?
Have we loved?

It's the holiday season,
caviar on bagel bites with cream cheese & onion
& lights strung around your house --
nothing is as it seems.

Everyone's rushing to one destination or another
to pick up "cheer."
What a turgid commodity to sell.
It should be on the big board.

Prices fluctuate with bells
ringing for children in distant lands
wearing only a T-shirt, if lucky,
& drinking from the communal mudhole.

We come & go,
recognize no one in particular
but greet each other with a big smile,
as if we were old pals or even kin.

A painted mouth comes toward me--there are
more colors to kiss off than there ever were before,



each for a price.
Who's working this world?

Your holiday tree looks like
the front of the Sahara Casino.
Even if snow flurries sparkle the sky
in silver tinsel of its own--that's the best we can do.

Holiday pit bosses leave town.
They wouldn't be caught dead walking the streets
even at noon with a cigar and diamond pinky ring
to choose trinkets for their girls.  Money's best.

I'll go home now.  I've seen
all the sights that Paradise Park has to offer.
I wear my ring on my right hand
& crack open a bottle of sparkling Diet Coke
           to go with my
caviar.                                                                                            
FF&F



Editor's Note: Here is another rendition of
one of the most universal Christmas songs
ever. This one is not only very different than
all the rest, but it packs a whollop of a
message about one of the most dangerous
times on our nation's highways. Have a
wonderful holiday season, but please, stay
overnight or call a cab or you may end up
with Randolph!

RANDOLPH THE
RED-NOSED
DRIVER
by Janice Terry

From "T H E   j e t_____  
H O L I D A Y   S O N G B
O O K"

 A   D I F F E R E N T   T U N E 
(Can be sung to the tune of "Rudolph The Red-Nosed Reindeer")

                        Randolph the Red-Nosed Driver,
                        Had a very dinged-up car,
                        And if you ever saw it,
                        You would say it won't go far.

                        All of the other drivers,
                        Used to shriek and call him names.
                        They hated Randolph's driving,
                        And his silly drunken games.
                       
                             Then one liquid Christmas Eve
                             The Barman came to say,
                             "Randolph, oh, you are so tight,
                             Won't you take a cab tonight."
                       
                        Now all the drivers love it,
                        Randolph's only history.
                        They went and put poor Randolph
                        In the penitentiary!



FF&F



Editor's Note: When I think of Christmas, I think of snow and cold weather because I live in the Midwest
USA. But what about those who live on the other side of the equator, on the other side of the world?! In
Australia, it is summer: warm, luscious and fervently in bloom. I can't imagine smelling honeysuckle instead
of pine!

THE LOG IS GONE
by Sally Odgers

The Log is gone 
from Christmas downunder.
Ghosts of Christmas past
haunt the sea-lapped sands
the blue and gold of the barrier
and the red heartlands of the centre
and the greenlands of the south.

The sun is ablaze
at Christmas downunder
with memory aflaming
recalling logs in the olden country
blazing Christmas cheer
back across the sea.

The sea is abrim
at Christmas downunder
with memory pearls
recalling mistletoe in the doorways
beckoning Christmas kisses
in the cold.

The red heartlands remember
in hot December's breath
The green southlands lie dreaming
under the milky skies
Christmas carols touch the air
but the Yule is gone.

The Log is gone
from Christmas downunder.
yet crouching in the room
where the tinsel shines in the lamplight
where the honerysuckle blooms in the garden



where the plums glow in the basket
something stirs...

A ghostly heat from a fireplace
dark since mid-October
reach your hands in silence
to the shade of a blazing Log
to the Log that is never quenched
to the ghost of the Yule that came
in dreams
on the sailing ships
across the seas
under the Southern Cross.

The Log is gone in Australia
but its phantom lingers
on.                                                                             
FF&F



Editor's Note: This may be a short poem, but it has a very profound message that deals with what we  all
seek, not only this time of year, but always - love and light.

THE TINSEL FAIRY
Art & Poetry by

Greg Hoose

There is no light so bright
We all seek it so.

But like the thin sparkles on a tree
Hanging lovely as can be.

FF&F



Editor's Note: The holidays are usually a time of
spiritual reflection and inner searching. It is a time
when humanity makes a small effort to help those in
need, but it doesn't erase the atrocities that survive
every day in this world. What do the gods think of us?
What can they do and will man ever listen? Is there
truly a solution to rid the world of man's horrors that
have been inflicted upon it for thousands of years?
Maybe it is time to think and pray for this world.

ANCIENT ONE
Original Artwork by

Marge Simon

THE WRATH OF DIGNITY
by Cathy Buburuz

On Mystic Mountain
far beyond the racial boundaries,

polluted waters and desecrated lands of lesser men,
three elders of Bakhau
pass the sacred pipe,

cleanse their thoughts
with blessed smoke.

Dignity, the eldest of the three,
passes the pipe to Respect who, in turn,

passes it to Humility,
a ritual to be repeated many times
during the world's longest night.
With aged, yet sensitive hands

Dignity takes up the scroll,
breaks the seal,

reads aloud the sacred words
of their ancestors;

"Come they will
on the morning

of their century's demise
led by the bearded one, Dignity,

wisest of the wise,
to cleanse the bowels of this earth,



the waters to the depths,
the dementia of humanity;
and left to their judgement

shall be the method,
the element of their wrath."

Humility was the first to respond:
"It is prophesy that dictates the task

but we who choose the method,
give birth to the end."

Respect shook his head in agreement:
"And the conclusion must be based

on the clearest of shared views."

In tribute to the directions of wind
the pipe was passed four times four

then Dignity opened their window to the world,
shared his third of the vision:
"I see the tears of humanity,

a morbid acid-wash of crime and obscenity;
cry they must for they have traded my gift

for damnation of money and power."

Respect rose from the holy circle
stood tall to observe his vision,

the warped faces of those who had traded
gifts for lies, deception and debauchery:
"They lose my gift, not through others,

but through themselves."

Slowly, carefully, Humility raised his head,
opened his eyes to the death of his gift to mankind.

Through flooded eyes he looked at the others and said:
"Many lifetimes ago

a father sent his only son
to walk this earth

and having witnessed firsthand
diseased minds of humanity,

pleaded with his father to
'forgive them for they know not what they do.'

I say to you, Dignity and Respect,
the time for forgiveness is dead."

"Agreed," said Respect.
"Agreed," echoed Dignity.

And the three cried tears
that evaporated into the heavens

and were swallowed by an unknown god
who made a covenant with them,
promised a world free of sadness

where no man would cry,
where no man would know

the meaning of tears.

The three agreed on the element
and with Dignity in the lead
they left Mystic Mountain,



entered the place
where humanity awaited their wrath.

It was Dignity who lit the torch.
FF&F



Editor's Note: If you grew up with music like I did, you'd be thoroughly sick
of all the 'Christmas' songs - no matter who sang them. I thought I'd heard
them all - until now.Sing along!

PATTON SINGS
by Janice Terry

from "T H E   j e t_____   H O L I D A Y   S O N G B O O K"
       Being a compendium of your favorite Yuletide melodies this cheerful season as
performed by your favorite familiar voices.

  Sing this to the tune: SANTA CLAUS IS COMING TO TOWN
(As performed by George C. Scott in his role as General Patton)      

       At ease. Men-- all this you've been hearing about Santa Claus not being real is a  lot
of Horse Hockey. All REAL Americans love Santa Claus, and play to win bigger and  better
presents all the time. Why I wouldn't give a HOOT in Hollywood for any kid  who didn't
exhibit wholesome American Greed while on Santa's lap. The biblious bozos who write for
USA Today and say American kids don't want lots of stuff don't know any more about
Christmas presents than they know about corneal transplants.  Now-- here's the truth
about Santa:

                        You'd better watch out; (Atten-shun!)
                        You'd better not pout; (Wipe that smile off your face, soldier!)
                        You'd better not cry; (At EASE!)
                        I'm telling you why;                       

                        Santa Claus is coming to town
                        (Like CRAP THROUGH A GOOSE!);

                        He's making a list; (I want three volunteers-- you, you, and you.)
                        Checking it twice; (Roll call!)
                        Gonna find out; (Sound off-- one! two! three! four!)
                        Who's naughty or nice;                       

                        Santa Claus is coming to town
                        (Like CRAP THROUGH A GOOSE!);
                       
                        He knows when you've been sleeping; (Bedcheck!)
                        He knows when you're awake; (Reveille!)
                         He knows when you've been bad or good; (Lights out!)
                        So be good for goodness' sake; (You're on permanent KP!)                       

                        With little brass horns; (Bugler!)
                        And little toy drums; (Set the pace!)
                        With rooty-toot-toots; (Sound Assembly!)
                       And rummy-tum-tums; (Quick march!)

                        Santa Claus is coming to town
                        (Like CRAP THROUGH A
GOOSE!)                                           FF&F



Editor's Note: Most people in the US don't realize that Christmas is not the only holiday in December. In
other parts of the world, pagan roots are celebrated at the Solstice - the shortest day and longest night of the
year. This photo is of a real castle in England called Piel Castle. These walls were originally built as Furness
Abbey. It stands in "the Vale of Deadly Nightshade" and is thought to have links to the Holy Grail and King
John's missing jewels. The following poem just begs to be set here, among ruins just like these. Read more
about "Barrow-in-Furness" at www.lake-district-peninsulas.co.uk/barrow.htm

Winter Solstice
by Diane Davis

Deep within the standing stones
The sisters gathered in the night
Beside the castle's ruined bones

Their garments were of subtle tones
To catch the rays of fading light
Deep within the standing stones

The sister's brought the herbs they'd grown
To sanctify the holy site

Beside the castle's ruined bones

As Darkness seemed to weep and moan
The fires burned with all their might

Deep within the standing stones

The sisters sang and chants were droned
To praise Great Mother in her fight

Beside the castle's ruined bones.

Till shorter nights at last were honed
From winter's grip on darkest night

Deep within the standing stones

In light, the seeds of hope are sown
Deep within the standing stones
Beside the castle's ruined bones

FF&F
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Welcome to our review section. With all the wonderful new
artwork and writing we are presenting to you every month, it wouldn't
seem right not to mention some of the great fantasy work that is already
out there. In this section we will feature discussions and reviews of
books, e-books, artists and movies, as well as board, role-playing and
electronic games. We may even surprise you with reviews of writer's
tools to include computer software, reference materials and
instruction. If you can think of anything else, send it along! Our
publication is designed not only for fantasy readers, but writer's too, and
we want to make it as easy and enjoyable as possible to ply your trade.
Relax and have fun! This month we bring you two articles that will
educate and entertain you whether you are a writer or not.

THE YULE LOG: MODERN TRADITIONS WITH ANCIENT ROOTS - by Kevin
Tisserand - We sing songs about Yule and practice many different traditions at this time of
year, but do we really know where all of it came from? Why do we do all these silly things
that seem to have nothing to do with Jesus' birth? Folklore is exactly what we're talking about
here. These traditions have been passed down from one generation to the next and over the
centuries the reasons we did these things disappeared with many of the details. This is a
wonderful explanation of where the tradition of the Yule Log began.

THE INFLUENCE OF RELIGION ON FANTASY: A DISCUSSION - by Paul Schilling
- The basic premise behind all good fantasy is the struggle between good and evil. This is also
one of the main tenets of religion. We are not discussing 'inspirational literature' here, but how
many fantasy writers, past and present use religion to weave their stories. This article is very
enlightening!

SLAVES & WARRIORS & THIEVES, OH MY! - by Lea Docken - "Escape the Past"
by K. G. McAbee is an electronically published book in the fantasy genre. It offers a new
twist on the Master/Slave relationship. Step into the future of reading and stop storing those
books in boxes in your basement. Put them on disk and have them anytime you want.



Do you have a favorite book or an article you
believe would be of interest to us? What tools are
important to you as a writer? If you think you have
something you'd like to share, send it on. Check
our submissions guidelines and become published!
FF&F



Editor's Note: Have you ever wondered where our traditions come from and why we still do them? This is an
excellent article of where the Yule Log began.

THE YULE LOG:
MODERN TRADITIONS WITH ANCIENT ROOTS
by Kevin Tisserand

     These days most of us associate the word 'Yule' with the word 'Christmas', and sometimes
even use them interchangeably.  This was not always the case.  Christmas has, obviously,
only been around since Christ, and its traditions spread across the world at the same time as
Christianity.  Yule on the other hand is a pagan celebration, parts of which (such as a tree
brought indoors and decorated with candles) can be traced back as far as ancient Egypt.
     The custom of the Yule Log dates back to the Vikings.  The log was cut from one of the
largest trees that could be found.  Odin, the father of the Norse gods, was commonly called
the Yule Father, as Yule refers to the sun.  It is essentially a celebration of the return of the
sun's dominance, following the shortest day of the year.
     Tradition insisted that the Yule Log be cut down from one's own land or from that of a
neighbour.  It could also be given as a gift, but must never be purchased.  Different cultures
deemed different woods appropriate.  Most insisted on either ash or oak, and some accepted
pine as well, though elder was never to be used.  The log was usually so large that a team of
horses or oxen was required to move it.  It was dragged through the streets and then to the
owner's hearth.
     Before lighting it, further ceremonies were often performed.  Some cultures would
decorate the log with a figure of the sun or the Horned God, either drawn with chalk or carved
directly into the wood.  It might also be decorated with seasonal greenery.  Some people
would sprinkle it with oil, salt, flour, mulled wine, cider, ale, or a combination of these. 
Prayers were often said in final preparation for lighting.
     Though holly was sometimes placed under the Yule Log to help kindle the fire, it was lit
using the remains of the previous year's log.  This provided a symbol of continuity.  The fire



was always lit on the eve of the solstice, December 20, the longest night of the year.  This
privilege fell to the women - young girls in some cultures, the mother in others.  It should
light on the first try, and should be kept burning through the night for twelve hours.  Then,
after being ceremoniously extinguished, it should be allowed to smolder for a full twelve
days.  Sometimes guests would toss a sprig of holly into the fire to burn away the troubles of
the past year, and protect their houses from burning down in the coming year.
     After the fire was completely out, a piece was kept to start the fire the following year. 
Additional cinders were sometimes kept as they were said to protect the house from lightning
and other forms of harm.
     Over the years, the Yule Log spawned other, similar traditions.  In some cases this was
because of the decreased use of great hearths, making it difficult or even impossible to safely
burn such a large log.  One such change was the adaptation of the idea to bring a tree inside
the house, calling it a Yule Tree.  It was decorated with candles rather than being burned
(though it would later be disposed of by burning, since it was considered a sacred object). 
Pagan families would use a live tree so wood spirits would have a place to keep warm.  Bells
were hung on it to reveal the presence of a spirit, and treats were hung on it for the spirits to
eat.
     Finally, a pentagram (five pointed star) was placed atop the tree.
     Another offshoot tradition is the use smaller Yule Logs.  These are made with a branch of
oak or pine drilled with holes to hold three candles.  This form of Yule Log is often decorated
with greenery, ribbons, and flowers, and used as a table centerpiece.  Pagan families choose
the candles to celebrate either the season (using red, green, and white), the Sun God (using
green, gold, and black), or the Great Goddess (using white, red, and black).
     There are many other Yule traditions which have found their way into common practice. 
Some of these include door-to-door caroling, kisses under the mistletoe, the exchange of
presents, eating turkey, and drinking eggnog. 
     Decorating our Christmas trees or doing any of these other things may have different
meanings now than they did centuries ago, but the roots of these traditions lie very deeply in
our past.FF&F



Editor's Note: Have you ever noticed that many of the great fantasy works
deal with the struggle between good and evil? Doesn't that sound similar to
what religion is all about? This article is a wonderful discussion on how
they most certainly fit together.

THE INFLUENCE OF RELIGION ON
FANTASY: A DISCUSSION
by Paul Schilling

     A person cannot understand fantasy without understanding religious literature.  By
religious literature I do not mean what you might think.  In the introduction to his Cruel
Miracles, Orson Scott Card makes a distinction between religious literature and inspirational
literature.  Inspirational literature is what is normally found on the shelves under the label of
religious literature, but the intent of those novels is to inspire loyalty to the faith of the author,
not delve into religious questions.  They say, as Card puts it, "Isn't it wonderful that we
understand the truth and live the right way, and ain't it a shame about the poor saps who
don't."
     Superficially, novels devoid of religious questions are rare.  Most characters face moral
decisions, and moral issues are also religious issues for most people.  Characters struggling to
find themselves and make their own lives are fighting for their free will, another religious
issue.  Science fiction bravely tackles the even deeper waters of our relationship to the
universe and what science reveals about who and what we are.
     But I submit that fantasy is uniquely equipped to deal with religious ideas.  C. S. Lewis
used fantasy in his Chronicles of Narnia to illustrate his idea of Christianity.  The self
sacrifice and rebirth of Aslan, the sons of Adam and daughters of Eve having divine right to
rule over the kingdom of animals, and the methods of the Witch all reveal Christian messages
about the nature of good and evil.
     Tolkien's Lord of the Rings also captured the spirit of religion.  Gandalf's denial to carry
the Ring was a denial of the temptation of power.  Gandalf made it perfectly clear that the war
against Sauron was not an issue of the material strength of good, which was weaker than that
of evil, but rather the success of a hobbit.  Frodo was not a man of arms, but was strong
morally and carried the Ring to the volcano.  At several points of the series Tolkien also
shows where the inherit weaknesses of evil work to bring about victory for good.  This is a
statement about the nature of evil, and thus a religious one.
     So far I have not shown why fantasy deals with religious issues, merely that two of its
giants did so.  The reason fantasy and theology work well together is that they use the same
grammar: symbolic logic.  Literal logic is the logic of science: A is A.  Symbolic logic is A
represents A+.  All symbols have greater meanings open to interpretation, and lie at the root
of both fantasy and religion. 
     Symbols abound in fantasy.  Rings, archetypal characters, runes (symbolic writing),
contests of good verses evil and order verses chaos, all are rooted in our imagination and are
symbolic of our inner selves.  That's why heroes are strong and heroines are beautiful; our
inner minds respond to that.  Even in our post-feminist age, I can't pick up a fantasy story
without a description of the heroine's breath-taking beauty.  If characters are otherwise, the
author is purposely changing the character to symbolize something else.



     Magic is itself symbolic.  Tarot cards are symbolic of universal ideas.  Voodoo dolls,
astrology, the use of animal blood for ritual, and Celtic runes all follow the magical laws of
symbolism and contact outlined as long ago as the 13th Century by Albert the Great, later
canonized as the patron saint of natural philosophy.
     Theologians like Albert and his pupil Thomas Aquinas found nothing odd about magical
laws; Christian miracles followed the same rules.  The Cross is a symbol, and Communion
operates the same way as animal blood rituals, if only one more layer of symbolism added. 
The Bible itself was known to contain many metaphors which were symbolic of greater
truths, a position held today by the vast majority of theologians as well as Catholicism and
mainstream Protestantism.
     Symbolism is a necessary part of religion, since ultimately religions are trying to
understand something greater than ourselves.  Whether you call that infinite spirit the Tao,
God, or Goddess is ultimately irrelevant, they are symbolic of something no one religion can
fully explain.  Why?  Because we possess finite minds, while trying to understand the
infinite.  Just as mathematicians use symbols to represent unknowable quantities like pi or
even infinity, mystics and theologians use religious symbols like the Cross, yin and yang,
koans (representing the limitations of reason), and gods of merely human concerns like love
and war. 
     I would maintain that fantasy literature was originally religious literature.  Many, if not
most, modern fantasy writers have excluded Christianity from their books, except perhaps to
attack it, but have not been able to remove religious symbolism.  Too many fantasy icons are
religious: spirits, demons, gods, omens, and prophecy.  And fantasy writers who reject
Christianity often replaced it with another religion's set of symbols.  Wicca, Native American
myths, and Norse mythology have all proven vital resources for fantasy writers.
     Perhaps the most famous western fantasy is that of King Arthur's Round Table. 
Christianity is central to understanding many Arthurian tales of knights maintaining, or failing
to maintain, their Christian virtue.  The extent of Lancelot's moral failure cannot be
understood without the context of his oath as a warrior of God as well as for Arthur.  His
romance with the Queen was not only treason against his King, but a betrayal of his God. 
Additionally, Merlin has been interpreted religiously, either as a druid or as the son of the
Devil, depending upon the religion used for the interpretation.
     A second point of Card about religious literature is that it is the about the search for a
planner or purpose to the universe.  That God has a Plan is accepted by many Christians, even
if they don't know how to reconcile that to free will.  (Such tension is only one of many that
has made Christian theology so elaborate and extensive.)  Lewis also has Aslan with his
behind the scenes planning, and Tolkien's theologically aware Gandalf hints at greater
purposes and meanings behind the war against Sauron.  Gandalf's role as a prophet perhaps
bears examination, since it is the most neglected of his attributes by imitators.
     This tension comes out in the comparison of Lewis and Tolkien.  For Tolkien, the
decisions his heroes and heroines make effect the outcome.  The characters have a purpose in
the greater scheme of things; this makes the victory of evil possible.  In Lewis' works, the
actions of the characters effect only themselves, God or the symbolizing characters determine
the outcome of the story.  The merely human characters watch the power and/or plan of God
or Aslan defeat evil no matter what mistakes the humans make.  The decisions the characters
make effect only their salvation after God's victory, not the outcome of the battle itself. 
Humans again have free will, but it is irrelevant to God's battle Plans.
     The fact that modern fantasy abounds with omens, prophecies, greater plans of greater
beings, and even writer's like Card that assume the need for purpose reveals the basis of
modern fantasy.  Much of our fantasy has been modeled upon the Christian God and His Plan
or the scheming deities of the Greco-Roman and Norse civilizations.  It was from these
sources that we derived many of our symbols.
     However, not all religions assume that a greater plan or purpose drives our actions.  The
eastern religions as a rule do not assume purpose, nor apparently do Wiccan or Native
American myths.  Fantasy based upon these religious should have a more personalized feeling
to them, and indeed that has been my impression from fantasy writers like Charles deLint who
utilize Native American and Celtic mythologies.  His stories are emotionally evocative and
portray the individual's struggles against or with forces around him or her or some inner
struggle.  In either case, those battles are symbolized by spiritual beings and magical events.
     By this essay I do not mean to undermine religious belief by comparing it to fantasy, nor



do I wish to raise fantasy to the point of religion.  Fantasy is meaningful, but it is fictional. 
Religion is not fictional, nor is it the literal truth like science.   Religious symbolism is the
representation of our core beliefs, beliefs so central that they are not so much understood as
form our understanding.  Challenging them, even examining them, can be as painful as
physical harm or a broken heart.  Nevertheless they do have to be examined if we are to
understand ourselves and our world. 
     Fantasy novels are an expression of that search in a time when religious beliefs are fading
in some and growing rigid in many others.  They are commonly read by those who feel
threatened by dogma but are still stirred by symbolism and ideals.  As long as they are not
taken merely as a substitute for faith or thought, they serve a noble, communicative purpose
in the search for expression and truth. FF&F                      



Editor's Note: Welcome to the future, or maybe the past, or maybe both?! Electronic Publishing is the newest
wave to hit the book market. Even though this book is new and innovative doesn't mean it can't be about some
of our favorite things - like knights and ladies in distress and evil tyrants. You know, FANTASY!!

SLAVES & WARRIORS & THIEVES, OH MY!
An Electronic Book Review
by Lea Docken

Escape the Past
By K.G. McAbee
Published by Starlight Writer Publications,
ISBN# 1-929034-18-0
Available at Amazon.com

     Imagine a warrior on the way to discover whether or
not an enemy is dead. The quest is an obsession for the
warrior even though it may mean death.
     Imagine a naked slave sentenced to death running
from the hounds ready for the kill. The only crime committed was killing a sadistic owner.
Good. Now, imagine the warrior and the slave meeting while the slave is hiding from the
hounds in the bushes of the forest.
     The magnificently dressed warrior looks upon the naked slave and decides to help the poor
soul in the escape. What do we have here - a warrior risking life to help a slave escape a death
sentence - a beginning for a story? But wait! Something is not quite as it should be here. The
warrior is a woman and the slave is a man. McAbee does the role reversal with aplomb and
ease. She surprises us with the warrior and the slave. The warrior is confident, knows the
world and presents herself as a noble woman. The slave has always been a slave and knows
no other life. The warrior is going toward her past and the slave is running from his.
     Madryn saves Valerik's life and he feels indebted to her. She gives Valerick a new identity,
Lord Valeran Starseeker, the nobleman she has killed. Valerik, the slave must quickly learn
how to be a nobleman. He must answer to the name of Val, walk, talk, and act as a nobleman. 
As they travel together on Madryn's quest they encounter theives, storms at sea, and a small
thief named Garet, who is trained by the same Master Thief who trained Madryn. Garet,
Madryn, and Val travel together on towards the destiny which awaits them all.
     McAbee fills her story with memorable characters, magic, and darkness. A dark fantasy at
its best. Will Val learn to be more then a slave? Will Madryn survive the deadly quest she has
set upon? We cannot forget love. Is there a love story mixed in among the adventure? Can a
former slave and a warrior put aside differences and find true love? And what does the young
thief Garet, who immediately captures the reader's hearts, have to do with all of this? I am not
telling. You have to read this great Electronic Book to find the answers.
     I recommend this book to every fantasy romance lover. Escape The Past has a wonderful
mix of both elements and will please both the fantasy lover and the romance enthusiast. I truly
hope McAbee takes these three characters on to other adventures in the magical world she has
created. I wonder – will the young Garet have more adventures on his own? I hope so.
     I pass the story teller's hat to McAbee, a true weaver of words. May she add more stories
to the hat.  FF&F

May the Willow Breeze Bring You Joy
Lea Docken
Publisher FF&F                                                                                            





This month we have artists, poets and writers from Australia,
Canada, England, and all over the USA. We have included many of their
links to view more art and writing and some e-mails. Since we are only able to print a
sampling of their works, you are welcome to visit the websites listed.

Forrest J. Bass – Artist – "Gronk"   & "Strange Picture Dec/Jan" - was born11/15/79, is 5'9",
brown hair, blue eyes. He was a finalist in the L. Ron Hubbard Artist of the Future Contest and is listed as an
Ardeon Artist. His art is all original free hand illustrations, some computer colored with added special
effects.  He does Commercial art, Graphic art, Freelance art, 2D-3d Design, Portraits, Website Design, or
anything else of Fantasy or Reality. He is open to work on just about anything creative. He is majoring in
commercial art at Dutchess Community Collage and has been taking private art classes with Paul Abrams
who has drawn for Marvel and many other companies for the past nine years.  He has several sculptures in
mixed media, has done a few murals, illustrated the New Paltz high school year book for nineteen ninety
eight, and I has a large Illustration portfolio. His work can be seen at http://members.tripod.com/fo32bfx and
http://www.ardeon.org/members/artists/fbass/fbass.htm

Marcia A. Borell – Artist & Writer – "Frozen Dreams" & Artist - "Blackwing" – is
motivated by curiousity.  She enjoys using as many artistic mediums as possible.  Printmaking, painting, and
drawing were the beginning tools for her curiousity and creativity.  She has broadened them by adding fibers,
metalsmithing, illustration and computer graphics.  She has shown her work in different galleries and has
won awards in fibers, metalsmithing, computer graphics and illustration.  She has always wanted to write and
illustrate, and is beginning to accomplish that goal.  She would like to thank her artistic partner for showing
her the path to the written word.  "Thank you Patrick Browning." Next on her list will be animation in the
year 2005. You may reach her at  borellm@hotmail.com orMore of her work can be viewed at the following
websites: http://welcome.to/borellm      http://www.espectro.com/borellm
http://victorian.fortunecity.com/summit/138

http://members.tripod.com/fo32bfx
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Cathy Buburuz – Poet – "The Wrath of Dignity" - In 1999 this Canadian writer will have horror
stories published in Tenebres, Dark Fantasy Newsletter, Northern Fusion, The Reaper, Bare Bone, and Flesh
and Blood Magazine .  Over the years she has worked on a collection of illustrated poems and horror stories
titled "Capturing the Morbidity." The majority of Cathy's stories focus on the horrors of childhood and how
these impact on our lives as adults, but she has used a variety of subjects to gain an audience. She's written
about futuristic pregnancies, the treatment of criminals in the far future, advanced communications, Roman
Catholicism, the supernatural, and the bizarre. Cathy, who also works as an artist, has illustrated on
assignment for such fine magazines as Dark Regions & Horror Magazine, Prisoners of theNight, Tales of the
Unanticipated, Enigmatic Tales, and Challenging Destiny. Her art has graced the covers of  Nasty Piece of
Work, Space & Time, and The Twilight Garden. If you'd like to view her art in both colour and black and
white, check out the AlphaDRIVE website. She gained an education, great satisfaction in her craft, and
on-going friendships by creating art collaborations with Bob Crouch,  Marge B. Simon, Charles S. Fallis,
Randy Nakoneshny, her daughter Tyra, and others. In her spare time Cathy reads a great many magazines
and books, grows exotic plants, plays keno slot machines at Casino Regina, and designs poster and t-shirt art
for Canada's hottest Cajun band "Louisiana Jane," who  released a CD titled "Somewhere in Saskatchewan."
Editors and publishers who give consideration to the collective works of a single author are invited to contact
her at: cathyartist@hotmail.com

Abby Chandler - Writer - "Swannes in Peryl" - grew up in Maine but now lives in Iowa with a cat
who appears Fictionally as Elen's Aster. She has always been fascinated with fairytales, especially all the
things they don't say. This story is a chapter from a novel length version of the Grimms' fairy tale, The Seven
Swans. Although the kingdoms in it are fictional, the geography oddly enough resembles Maine and Iowa.

Michael S. Christopher – Artist – "Vivace" -  has an MA in graphic design from Indiana State
University. Ever since he was a young child, he has been dreaming up far off lands and out of this world
technologies. His education also includes a BFA in the Fine Arts. Mike excels at many of the traditional
artistic media, particularly drawing and printmaking. Upon discovering the possibilities offered by
computer-art software, he finally found a way to truly make his imaginings come to life. At 30, Mike remains
an avid fan of hardcore science fiction. He also loves the film genre, musicals and his steadfast companion,
Dathka (his faithful 7 yr. old Brindle Chow). Currently, Mike is self-employed as a web-designer and
freelance artist. You may reach him at: dathka@hotmail.com  His work may be viewed at the Elfwood
Gallery: http://elfwood.lysator.liu.se/zone47/artists/christom/christom.html or on his personal Web Page:
http://thunder.indstate.edu/~christom/Index.htm

Diane M. Davis – Poet – "Winter Solstice" & Writer - Mother Goose Archives "Mother
Goose Home Journal" - says when she is not writing for e-zines, she is busy working on middle-grade
novels for children. She is presently searching for a home for two historical fiction novels and is working on
a  fantasy novel, entitled "In Search of a Song". She works as an art teacher at the Parker Middle School in
Reading, MA and lives in Chelmsford MA with her husband and two teenage children.

Emily Delman-Brown – Poet - "Holiday Season" - presently resides in Sioux City, studied at the
University of Iowa Writer's Workshop with Mark Strand, received her BA at Northwestern University & her
MA at the University of Missouri--Kansas City.  She taught at Park College, Kansas City & published A
DEVELOPMENTAL WRITING SKILLS MANUAL. In 1998, she published her first book of poetry, OF
STARS & SURRENDER, Bear House Publishing, along with publications in THE BRIAR CLIFF REVIEW,
LYRICAL IOWA, CARVINGS IN STONE, THE SOUND OF POETRY, the Amherst Society's ANNUAL,
the Penhaglion Page, Wales, UK "Toward 2000 Series, "STILL WATERS & the 4th STREET REVIEW.  She
is an active member, on the editorial board and secretary, of the Siouxland Creative Writer's Guild.

Kia Herman – Artist – Cover - "Cyborg Christmas" - is 16 years old, a senior in highschool and
has never taken an art class or lesson. "I learn by reading books, looking at other art, and watching others
work. well.. and by lots and lots of practice (YaY practice!)"  Other than her art, she's a Musical Theatre
student, singer, actor, dancer, and the singer songwriter in her band, Fusebox. Other than that.. well.. she likes
cats. More of her work may be viewed at http://elfwood.lysator.liu.se/zone47/artists/kia1/kia1.html

Greg Hoose – Artist & Poet - "Tinsel Fairy" & Artist - "Santa's Castle" - has been an artist all
his life. His Mom is a watercolorist and ceramicist, his Dad was a woodworker, his sister a painter and his
wife and kids are all budding artists and toymakers. They homeschool their kids. He has a Masters of Art in
Art from East Carolina University in Greenville NC from 1977. He attended a number of schools in NC
including UNCC at Charlotte. His major was ceramics, however his true nature is undecided. He has been
studying Sumi art for twenty years. The last few years he's been converting his artistic knowledge to fit
computer technology. He loves the versatility the computer offers an artist. The chinese ink brush is his
favorite art tool, and he feels closest to it in all his thinking and creating. Greg says; "I feel it is superior to all
other brushes; with a variance from the thinnest line to a full swath. In this incredibly varied stroke one can
achieve up to seven shades of light and evoke color even in just black and white. This is truly magic to me!
Computer imaging and tablet variance enable me to approximate the chinese ink brush. The brush is always in
my mind when I create with electronics. Thank you China!"  You may visit his website for viewing at
http://members.xoom.com/ghoose  Greg Hoose / GreyGoose Arts
Art Website: http://www.hoose.com/
Faery Site: http://www.hoose.com/fairy.html
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WebDesign: http://www.hoose.com/webdesign.html
CivilWar Sutler: http://www.hoose.com/sutlers.html

Sherry Hopkins - Writer - "Santa Through the Eyes of an Angel" - was born and raised in
Whiting, IA, received her BME from Morningside College and is still working on her Doctorate from the
School of Hard Knocks.  Although she wrote quite a bit in high school, she had not expressed herself with pen
and paper until a couple years ago.  She doesn't think she'll quit her day job, which is Administrative Assistant
at Holtze Construction Company. She may be reached at skhopkinsl@aol.com

Judith Huey - Artist – Feature - "The Misadventures of Don"- paints a variety of subject
matter in a variety of media.  Her captivating depictions of nature, figures, and fantasy have brought her
widespread acclaim.  Huey's often painstakingly detailed work is an inevitable consequence of her scientific
background; she earned a BS degree in chemistry and physics from Auburn University.  Yet it is Huey's
dramatic perspectives and atmospheric moods which lend an emotional element to her work.  Dothan
Wiregrass Museum of Art and several galleries carry her mixed media paintings.  Her work has appeared in
several wildlife and fantasy magazines.  Bookcovers are the newest addition to the list of interesting
endeavors. Some of her work can be viewed at  http://www.ardeon.org/members/artists/jhuey/jhuey.html 

Merry Johnson-Muhsman - Writer – Feature – The Misadventures of Don – Don, The
Dragonslayer, Part 2 – Says; "Writing has always been a second love—Don is just one of the ways she
enjoys nurturing her hobby. Don came from humble beginnings. At one time, Merry belonged to a Writer's
Guild in Iowa that gave out weekly writing assignments. One assignment involved taking one sentence and
continuing the story where the sentence left off. Whether it was a stream of conscience or just plain fate, Don
evolved from that sentence, and consequently, he has inspired short several stories." Merry lives in rural
Nebraska with her husband Doug, a dog named Lady and cat, Spook.

Kathy Kehrli - Writer – Mother Goose Archives  "Letter to Santa" - lives in NE
Pennsylvania and enjoys the outdoors, reading and writing.  She has been writing poetry for over fifteen
years and will have a haiku published in the upcoming issue of "An Eclipsing" ezine. She is a book reviewer
for Inscriptions Magazine, a contributing editor for Suite 101 under the category "Books You May Have
Missed" and is a moderator for Kalliope  Poetry Workshop. Her poetry has also been featured in Sol
Magazine, The Romantic Bower and Fantasy, Folklore & Fairytales.You may reach her at
dopeyk17@yahoo.com and at www.suite101.com/welcome.cfm/books_missed  

Larry Lawrence – Writer – Mother Goose Archives "Annual Event a Success" - has a
degree in computers but prefers to read and write during most of his time. He usually writes stories in the
speculative fiction genre, but has attempted mystery, romance, and children's stories as well.  Right now, he is
creating a fantasy/gothic horror world to write "legends" about. His influences in the humor department have
been author Terry Pratchett and the television show, South Park. Larry makes his home in Canada with one
girlfriend, one cat, and one dog.You can write to Larry at authorlawrence@home.com or visit his website at
http://scroll.to/authorlawrence

Sally Odgers - Poet - "The Log is Gone" - is the Tasmanian author of over 160 books, including
print and e-pub. She writes in a variety of genres and is (as far as she knows) the only e-pubbed novelist in
Tasmania. Sally is married, with a teenaged daughter and a grown up son. More  information about Sally and
her world can be found at  http://members.xoom.com/Sallyo/Index.html

Hank Quense - Writer - "North Pole Enterprises, Inc." - is assisted by his faithful mutt,
Manny—writes Science Fiction and Fantasy stories from his home in Bergenfield NJ.  All of these stories are
either humorous or satiric because he refuses to write serious genre stories.  He feels that readers who crave
serious Fantasy and SF can get it in the front section of any daily newspaper.  In the spirit of full disclosure,
Hank reports that all of the story ideas (the good ones anyway) come from Manny.  Hank merely transforms
the dog's ideas into a manuscript.  This is the second story published this year for the duo.  Hank can be
reached via e-mail at: hanque@worldnet.att.net  while Manny refuses to get an internet address.

Ed Reynolds - Writer - "Gronk's Christmas Concert" - has enjoyed reading Science Fiction,
Fantasy and Futuristic Romances for most of his life. An avid role-player and game master, he takes great
pains to provide vivid detail to the personalities of his characters. Ed, a software engineering consultant by
trade, lives in Missouri--where he is on assignment with the State Department of Education--with his wife
and three of his four children. Ed is very active in his church where he works with in several positions and
with the scouting program. He has acted on stage and sung semi-professionally for nearly thirty years. This is
his second published story. Gronk's first story was published in Romantic Realms. Ed is Executive Editor of
Pulsar Books and may be reached at www.pulsarbooks.com

Maria Robson - Writer - "Boog-A-Boo's Tears" -   Once upon a time, over half a century ago, I
sailed from Italy to Canada. Growing up in Montreal led to an interest and studies in Intercultural Education.
After working and living in the Middle East and Australia, I returned to the Land of the Snow Goose in '95.
Reading Jung re-opened the door to the enchanted world of myths and fairy tales. I now divide my time
between teaching and writing - reality and fantasy. E-mail:  mpietr@videotron.ca
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Paul Schilling - Writer - "Joseph's Choice" & "The Influence of Religion on Fantasy: A
Discussion" - is a graduate of the Odyssey Workshop in New Hampshire College and a regular attendee of
the Siouxland Creative Writer's Guild.  The only thing he spends more time doing than writing is reading. 
You may reach him at  HeyPaulS@aol.com

Marge B. Simon - Artist - "Lady" "Ancient One" & "Santa" - Her works have appeared in
numerous pubications such as Palace Corbie, Tales of the Unanticipated, Amazing Stories, tomorrowsf.  She
edits a column for the HWA NL, "Blood & Spades, Poets of the Dark Side" and also writes "The Art Bin" for
Scavenger's NL.  She has a shared interest in fantasy & dark fiction.

H. Turnip Smith - Writer - "The Brown Woodsman's Visit" & Mother Goose Archives
"Yule Thief Arrested Sues Victim" - Slowly warming in that large root cellar known as Ohio, H.
Turnip Smith continues to scrawl stories and plow onward in his quest to become the most boring man in
America. He can be contacted at turnips@prodigy.net   however, he will not necessarily be awake.

Ross Sullivan-Wiley – Artist – "Vivace" – Says, "I'm an aspiring illustrator currently attending
Pomperaug High School in Connecticut.  I have been inspired by Fantasy and Fairy Tales since I was a very
young child. When looking back at all my drawings from when I was really little (we're talking 4 and 5 years
old here) they were always of ferocious beasts and fantastic creatures.  This, I guess, has sort of stuck with me
over the years.  Fantasy Art is still my greatest love, but I have branched out little more. I consider myself
lucky to have grown up in an environment which has always nurtured my artistic ambitions.  My parents have
always been very supportive of me, in buying materials, and even letting me have part of the family room as a
studio.  My art teachers have also really been encouraging and helpful in my aiding me to become a better
and more mature artist.  I hope to go on in a career of illustration, ideally of children's books, which I still
love to read and look at.  I'm a senior now and am going off to school next year to major in Studio Art, or
Illustration.  You may reach him at   His work may be viewed at
http://elfwood.lysator.liu.se/lothlorien/artists/ross/ross.html

Janice E. Terry – Writer – "Boris, Bill & Santa" - Poet - "Patton Sings" & "Randolph
the Red-Nosed Driver" - was nominated for an award in politicoeconomic journalism with the Greater
Los Angeles Press Club in 1977. She has written paid editorials (conservative) for the Houston Post, and had
her own columns in local NASA-Area newspapers for more than two years. She has won the WWH (A
Professional Humor Writers' Organization) Short Humor and Very Short Humor Contests four times in the
last two years. She is the author of two (yet unpublished) books, POLITICALLY INCORRECT SHORT
TAKES (Fevered Glimpses Into The American Dilemma); and THE SMOKERS' BOOK (A Book Of Aid
And Comfort For America's Most Oppressed Minority). She has been known to carry a hatpin to prick the
bubble of any authoritarian control-freak (or prick) trying to force his way onto free citizens.

G. W. (Gary) Thomas - Writer - "The Green Man" - lives in Central British Columbia. His work
has appeared in over 70 books and magazines including THE HARROW, DRAGONGLASS and TWILIGHT
TIMES. He is editor of the action-adventure ezine RAGE machine at  http://www.pgweb.com/~chucks

Kevin Tisserand - Writer - " Brythe" "The Yule Log: Modern Traditions with Ancient
Roots" & Mother Goose Archives "An Egg of Note"- is followed by a mystical force that
compels him to write. This usually takes the form of fantasy, with some science fiction thrown in, and the
occasional sprinkling of romance.  He firmly believes that fantasy is an integral part of reality.  Kevin's
reality consists primarily of his family, without which he would probably cease to exist.  His website can be
viewed at http://www.homestead.com/tisserand/files/index.html

James Voller – Writer – "The Little Red Hat" – has a B.Sc.(Econ) Hons. London University. He is
a retired former Headmaster of  The Wayland High School Norfolk England. The father of four grown
children (eight grandchildren) and married 46 years to Kathleen (not your editor, darn!) he has been a writer
for numerous magazines for over ten years. Has written two novels for young adults. James is particularly
interested in writing humour and fantasy.

Would you like to join the list of contributors? Check out our submission guidelines
and send us your work! See you next month! FF&F

http://HeyPaulS@aol.com/
http://turnips@prodigy.net/
http://elfwood.lysator.liu.se/lothlorien/artists/ross/ross.html
http://www.pgweb.com/~chucks
http://www.homestead.com/tisserand/files/index.html
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