Chapter 1: The Hall Of Kings

"My watch has ended

This call I cease

A new guard's come,

I must decrease. 

A thousand years

has come and gone

My bones no weaker

my muscles strong.

Unto new lands

To end my days

By wandering, sharing,

singing praise.

What I will find 

Bright Sun, He knows

and though I tremble

each step, he shows.

My watch has ended

This call I cease

A new guard's come,

I must decrease."
So I sang as I walked through the woods, away from the great Hall of Kings.  Each step away from my thousand year home was awkward and bittersweet.  Behind me was the security of a simple and sure calling, and yet, ah! to stretch the legs, to move the body, to breathe this earthy air!  A joy was welling up within me as I remembered my love for creation. 

I thought to myself how strange it was that I had not missed the soft green grass, the tall strong trees and the vast blue sky all these years. Even stranger was that I had not been lonely, for humans or other creatures.  Perhaps it was that the heavenly light, my only company for all those years, had brought me such contentment.  I would surely miss that light, for though not as far-reaching as this sun, it’s warmth reached much deeper.  I walked on silently as I remembered the years of peace and sweet contentment in His light…

From the day I had walked into the cavern containing the Glory of kings a thousand years ago and saw the reflection of that great, other-worldly glow, I felt as though I had never witnessed something so beautiful, nor felt so contented and at peace.  I remember wondering where it came from.  I still have no answers.

After meeting Rakar, the previous guardian of the Glory of kings, I received instructions from him.  I then shared with him all of my relevant knowledge of the history of the last millennium and news of the present affairs of man.  Finally, I watched as he departed from his long home and returned to my world.  I was left alone for many years as the new guardian of the Glory of kings.  

Yet I rarely did I feel lonely, and time glided by.  My many years there were surely a foretaste of the timelessness and contentment of the afterworld.  I felt like a child in his mother’s womb.   It was a sweet sleep-like experience, only occasionally interrupted by the rumbling belly of the underworld.  

The day finally came when the long awaited boy entered the chamber.  This was the one that Rakar had prophesied about.  The bright flash of light at his touching of the stone was confirmation enough.  But soon after him came the new guardian, Talmar, and the prophecy was surely fulfilled,
"A boy shall enter, though not alone

and if he's chosen by the Stone

your watch is over, for he sings                

the Light and Glory of the kings"
Over the next month, Talmar and I exchanged our relevant knowledge, just as I had done with Rakar a thousand years before.  When both of us felt at peace about my parting, I withdrew from my ancient home. 

And so I wandered out, through the dark maze of ancient caves, into the light of the sun.  The light was so different than I remembered it.  Whether

that was due to my exposure to the heavenly light of the glory of kings or whether the world had grown darker I was not sure.  Soon I entered the woods; and this is how I came to be singing and walking along the forest path.

Chapter 2: Food & Darkness

My thoughts returned to the adventures before me.  I was given so little instruction by Talmar. There was still so much I did not understand about this age,  much that was difficult to imagine, even to believe.  More difficult still, their was so much news about the state of humanity that saddened my heart, and disgusted my spirit.  But now it was time to see it myself.  And not just see it, but to serve my King in the midst of it.  Yet I feared what I might find, and knew not what I was to do.  Surely new songs must be written, new stories unveiled.  But I resolved that I must observe and understand these people and their ways first.


Talmar had told me that the closest village to Desolomar was now called Stonehail.  He warned me that the only thing that I would find familiar would be trees and other creatures. “The people, their ways, and their uh, villages, will seem very strange to you Finnian” he had said.  He did not realize that I had traveled many places in this world and was a hard person to surprise.  He had informed me that I would arrive in Stonehail after a two days, and had given me some food for the journey.

Food!  I found myself surprisingly hungry.  I had not experienced physical hunger for a thousand years, and laughed at the thought.  I laughed louder as I recalled the look on Talmar’s face when I explained to him his new diet.  “The power of this light has enabled me to live all these years by a Communion Fast; a fresh loaf of bread and the best wine tasted by man will appear each morning to sustain you” I explained, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.  Were it not for the calming effect of the light, I think Talmar would have fainted after hearing this news.  He’ll manage fine.  

Sitting on a large stone to the left of my path, I eagerly opened my satchel and then the bag of food Talmar had given me.  I am embarrassed to say that I recognized nothing but the bread.  There was a strange long yellow fruit whose peel was bitter but whose insides were sweet and creamy.  Spread thick on slices of bread was also the butter of some nuts and fruit.  The next part of the meal was even stranger.  It was a collection of perfectly identical sausages that  were somehow wrapped in an invisible paper.  I could not explain this further except to imagine that it was some magic of Talmar’s.  Their taste was equally strange; like meat, yet the same color and texture through and through.  It was also unusually brittle for a meat.  However, as strange as the foods were, I was delighted to experience new tastes and fell to thinking of Talmar’s briefing.

His instructions were simple.  I was to go to the village of Stonehail and ask the people there, as best I could with only a month’s learning of their language, how to find a pub called Teridy’s.  Once there, I was to ask for Teridy himself.  Talmar assured me that he was trustworthy and that if Teridy didn’t recognize me immediately by my clothes, he would know who I was simply by mentioning Talmar’s name.  I wondered what these people wore for attire that would make me look so strange.

After finishing my foreign meal, I continued down the path delighting in the sights, smells and sounds that had for so long been denied me.  Apparently it was early spring, and I rejoiced to see that primroses were still the first ones out.  Perhaps many things had changed with man, but it was a comfort to see that through the years, Yahweh’s creatures remained as beautiful and faithful as the sun.  

As night began to fall, I found myself again surprised; I had not seen darkness through all these years.  I  hiked a few yards from the path to find a soft place to set up shelter for the night.  My satchel contained an unusual blanket, in the shape of a cave. Talmar had called it a ‘sleeping bag’.  I laid it on the soft moss and made myself a fire with some magical twigs he had called ‘matches’.  While the fire did provide some warmth and light, the darkness was thick around me.  I confess that I did not handle this bravely at first, and I became quite afraid.  It is one thing to enter a new world in the light of the sun, it is another to be surrounded by strange sounds and shapes in the dark.  I prayed to the Lord,

“Great Sun!  You live in eternal light, and I was blessed to live with the echo of this light for many years, but I have forgotten about darkness. 

 It is a stranger to me, and I do not feel your Presence as easily.

I am ashamed of my fear, I know you do not mock me.

Now, give me courage and strength in the midst of this night..

You are a strong shield about me.”

Gradually I felt my fears subside and I laid down to sleep by the dancing light of the fire.  

Chapter 3: For StoneHail

The next morning I awoke quite rested.  After scattering the coals of my fire, I packed my things and returned to the path.  The day’s journey went quickly and I soon came to the wood’s end.  A village became visible as I emerged from the woods.  Great green fields lay between it and myself.  I had never seen fields cut so perfectly, they looked like the carpets of some giant.  I continued down the path and soon began to pass an occasional cottage, but no residents were in sight.  

The strange cottages seemed to be those of wealthy families, white-washed with dark timber roofs.  The oddest thing about them was the occasional white light that could be seen coming from their windows.  It was unwavering and cold, unlike firelight, and I wondered at it.  I could not help but stare at the homes as I passed by, despite Tamar’s advice.  The windows were also as large and clear and smooth as any I had ever seen.   While looking at one, a bare-chested man appeared in it’s frame and looked directly back at me.  He did not seem to be pleased with my staring, so I hastily turned away and quickened my pace down the path.  

It was not long before the buildings began to increase in number, and I knew I was approaching the center of StoneHail.  I saw many strange and new things, but perhaps the strangest of all were the great metallic wagons that rested on the sides of the road.  Each had four wheels, and windows as smooth and clear as the cottages, and yet I could see no hitch for a horse, nor could I discern it’s purpose.  I ventured to peek inside one of them, however, it’s contents were so peculiar that I quickly turned away in despair of ever understanding.  

Eventually,  I passed what must have been the village church (for I saw the holy cross atop of it) the sun peeked it’s head above the dark hills.  Just then the cocks began their familar crow.  Oddly this sound, as well as the church, brought some comfort to me while amidst such unfamiliarity.  I decided to sit on the steps of this safe place and rest.  

It was still quite early in the morning and so few people were awake.  However, my first sight of the StoneHail’s residents nearly stole my breath away!  Not simply because I had not seen the faces of other men and women for a thousand years, but also because they were all so tall and brightly dressed!  Strange dress indeed, yet of styles and colors I had never seen before besides on Talmar.  He had not told me that this would be a royal village.  When I had walked this land, I was considered almost a giant.  Here, I was apparently an average sized man.  

After gawking at each resident for what must have been an hour, I realized that I must be as strange a sight to them as they were to me.  Indeed each passerby seemed to cast a bewildered and somewhat unfriendly glance towards me.  It was difficult to resist the vanity of wondering why I would attract such attention, yet I managed to keep quiet and finally resist these foolish thoughts.

The time came when I knew I must ask someone where I might find Teridy’s pub.  I decided I would quiet my thoughts so that I could better walk in the Way; then I would ask the kindest face I saw pass by.

Chapter 4: The Daisy

She came within minutes, as if in answer to an unspoken prayer.  She seemed to me the utmost perfection of beauty.  To this day I have not seen a more lovely lady.  Whether it was my lack of seeing a woman for so long, as you are probably thinking,  or that my God thought it humorous to play upon me with such a dainty, only He knows.  But I swear, were it not for the kindness in her eyes, I would have looked away and never lifted up my head to see her.  Initially she looked at me with the same bewilderment as others.  Then her eyebrows lifted as with surprise and finally, thanks to the Lamb, her lips broke into the smile of friendship.  After a pause, and some stammering, I spoke.  

“Hello.  I am looking for Teridy’s pub.” I said, as best as I could remember Talmar teaching me.

She laughed like a river goddess and then responded to my question.  The only words I could understand were “drinking” and “early”.  

I responded with a puzzled look, and then tried the safety sentence Talmar had given me, “I do not speak English.  Please show me Teridy’s Pub.”

She laughed again, I could not help thinking at me.  Were it not for her eyes I would not be able to continue with this humiliating conversation.

“Yes, I will” she said, and then to my utmost surprise and delight, reached down and lay hold my hand.  “Follow me” she said.  And I did obey.


I was led hand in hand, like a child, through the village of Stonehail.  I don’t know how she felt about the gawks and cold glances we received, but I did not mind it at all.  Being held by warm human flesh, let alone that of a woman, after so many years, was more joy than I can express.  She was like a strong shield to me, protecting me from each glancing dart as we walked toward our destination.  I was now at liberty to look upon the buildings in more detail as we passed by them.  


When we had passed through the center of the village, my new friend began to speak to me once again.  

“My name is Lynn” she said, and I understood.

“Hello Lynn.  My name is Finnian.”  This was as much as I could offer in reply.

She smiled, and we continued on a dusty path leading outside of the village.  

Within a quarter of an hour, we reached the bank of a river and started following it westward. The playful sound of the water was a delight to my ears.  My guide, seeing my delight, pointed to it and said “the Duvain”, apparently she was naming the river. I would not have been surprised if she had suddenly then disappeared into it, as her home.  

Eventually the Duvain brought us to a squat building, surprisingly similar to the simple pubs of my day.  A darkly stained sign in front was painted with the letters “T E R I D Y ’ S”.  


The doors were closed and locked.  Lynn pointed to the doors and spoke, I assume she was trying to tell me that nobody was home.  Talmar had warned me that this might happen.  He had said that Teridy did not open his doors until the evening meal, but that he might come by at any time.  After trying to explain something to me, Lynn looked at me with her kindly eyes, said goodbye, and then turned and walked back along the Duvain River.  I watched her walk away and felt I was slowly being unwillingly woken from the loveliest dream.  She was gone, and I was alone in a strange place.  I decided that since I had waited a thousand years, a few hours would probably not be difficult, and walked down by the rivers edge and sat down.


The sun was high enough now to bring some warmth and so I lifted my face to his.  I unlaced my boots and dipped my feet into the cool water.  I had not felt water on my skin all of these years.  It might sound strange, but I wept deeply from my heart.  I don’t know why, but I let myself cry like a child.  Perhaps it was that some part of me, despite my joy in the hall of Kings, had still greatly missed the pleasures of creation.  Now that the longing was awakened, perhaps my tears ran to join the body of the river inthanks.  Or perhaps the Duvain was carrying the sorrows of this age and they were in some fashion carried up my feet, through my body, and out of my eyes.  Who can say, but You oh Lord?  My heart ached nonetheless, and sorrows began to well up within me.  I laid back on the grassy bank, with my feet still in the water, and prayed silently.


Father. 

Father!

I don’t know why my Spirit is grieving so.  I miss your light.  I miss my home.  Layella!  Why could she not come with me?  I am alone. So alone!

This place is strange and is full of strange, unfriendly people.

Why have things not gotten brighter?  Why has your gospel not transformed this world?  Are we so wicked?  Then why do you put up with us?  Oh Lord, come quickly or my heart will break with sadness.

And He came.  Not as I had meant him to come, but nonetheless, despite my childish cry, he heard and answered with sweetest peace.  It was as if the river had changed it’s tune from sorrowful dirge, to a calming and compassionate lullaby, and I fell asleep.

Chapter 5: Scrib & Teridy

I dreamt that an entire litter of newborn puppies were crawling all around my face and chest, sniffing, licking, and pressing their warm bodies against my skin.  This filled me with an incredible sense of being loved and soon a smile grew on my face.  One young pup poked his cold nose under my chin.  It tickled and I jerked my head forward, pulling myslef right out of sleep.  

However, as I finally woke to this world, I found that indeed I had been nose-kissed by a pup.  For two feet away from me, now looking somewhat frightened was a precious little pup who had apparently been inspecting me in my sleep.  His gray fur and upright ears seemed to indicate that he was a wolf cub.  Sensing another person nearby I looked up and saw the pup’s master standing on nearby path.  He had remained silent and was simply observing the whole scene.  He was shorter than I, but sturdily built.  His hair was dark, and he wore a mustache and beard.  A smile broke out of his facial hair when I turned to see him and then he spoke,

“Drunnaid ha abritha merrlow?”  I was utterly taken back as I heard my native tongue spoken by this stranger.  He had asked if I could really catch fish with my toes.  I now wondered if I might still be dreaming.  

“Drunnaid ha abritha merrlow saweythe?” he said again, simply adding  ‘drunkard’.  Finally, it dawned on me that he must have seen me while sleeping with my feet in the river and was now jesting with me.  I was finally alert enough to realize that this must be Teridy. 

 “No,” I replied in the ancient tongue, “it is actually the thousand years worth of hair on my toes that I use as a net.”

He bellowed a deep laugh and walked down towards me.

“I was fairly certain it would be you” he said “Lynn found me this morning and told me that she had met a strange man in town.  She thought you might be the one that Talmar and I had been waiting for.  But she equally thought you might be a drunk looking for a pub.”

I found myself stunned at his skill with my language.  How could it be preserved for so many years?  

“Well, I wouldn’t refuse a drink 
at that”, “I replied with a grin, then looking into his eyes said,  “Teridy.  It is a great pleasure and honor to finally meet you.  I am Finnian Ap Leaf”

“Ahh Finnian.  I must confess I did not think this day would ever come.  I can hardly believe my ears and eyes.  There is so much to share, as I’m sure you also have much to share,” he paused and stared in deep thought, then continued “but first, let us go into my pub and lunch together.”

“Thank you Teridy, I would greatly enjoy that” I replied, for my hunger had again escaped my notice with all of the many changes.


He called for his pup by the name of Scrib and the precious thing, who was sniffing at my satchel, ran back to his side.  We  walked back to his pub, he unlocked the doors, and then sat me down at a table. He then left me to prepare some food, while I stared at the room in bewilderment. 

When he returned, he carried two plates in his hands.  The plates, thanks to the Lamb, were full of things I recognized.  There were eggs, bread, real meat and even some sliced potatoes.  It was warm and the smells sent me reeling. Although I was surely thankful, I almost forgot to give thanks for the food.

I stood and raised my arms upwards and over the food.  This custom must have been forgotten for Teridy looked puzzled.  

“I will give thanks for this food Teridy” I said.  His faced flushed somewhat and he consented. I prayed,

“Great Provider, who gives all things

food for children, food for kings

Know that we who gather here

Thank You most that you are near. Amen”

“Yes, Amen” said Teridy, “That was beautiful Finnian.”

“Oh, that was simple really. Have you not heard that prayer before?” I replied.  

It was one of the more common, and not to mention short blessings during my time.  Though I suppose it was foolish to imagine it surviving these many years.

“No I haven’t actually.  To be honest, if people even give thanks before a meal nowadays, it is usually made up on the spot.  Do you know many others?”

“Many others!” I laughed out.  I had forgotten that he obviously did not know the details of my role as a Fili.  

“Yes Teridy, as a Fili in my time, I was required to remember many many things.  I imagine I know at least a hundred similar prayers.  And sometimes, though rarely, we would not speak a memorized prayer.  Now, may we eat.”

“Oh yes, yes of course.  I am sorry to be drilling you with questions, that is what I wished to avoid.  Eat my friend, eat.”

And so we fell to our plates.

Chapter 6: Catch-up

During the course of the meal and far beyond it Teridy answered many of my questions, and I his.  I learned the name of the strange fruit Talmar had supplied me with, a banana, as well as the horrifying process by which men make the strange sausages I ate.  More importantly I learned further details about the Five Stones –the Order that Teridy, Talmar and apparently three other leaders were involved with.  

He told me that at the time of my installation as guard within the glory of kings, Prince Chalice
 had commissioned a man by the name of Octavian Bulltook to record the history of events so far, and he had faithfully done his work.  Besides this, knowing that in a thousand years a new era would come to pass, a party of five was commissioned to ensure the safety and endurance of this work.  Apparently these Five were given the task of praying for me and the others involved, and ensuring that the language, story and community of the Five Stones were passed on from generation to generation.  He informed me that the history of the Five Stones was an amazing story in itself, but too long and complex to be explained at this time.  However, he said, annals were kept and updated yearly, all written in the ancient tongue.  

I was stunned as I realized how involved I was in this story.  I was humbled as I thought of the many who had prayed for me throughout these years.  Perhaps their prayers were somehow related to the light that had upheld and comforted me those many years.  I was awed at how the Lord had brought our two times together; images of the Celtic weaves that my people were so fond of passed through my mind.  I felt I was one of the threads who had been lovingly woven into the fabric of history.

Teridy explained to me that while ideally there were to be five primary stones within the community, it had actually wavered between no members and fifty throughout the last one thousand years.  It was a miracle that our Lord had kept the Order alive, despite the faithlessness of men.  Currently there were four stones and, as he put it, one daisy.  To my great surprise and delight the daisy was none other than Lynn herself.  He called her a daisy because while she was not very convinced about the legend’s historicity, she was nonetheless a beauty.  A married couple by the names of Michael and Stephanie, himself, and Talmar were the other four involved.  There were others who were trustworthy, but they were only marginally interested.  Now that Talmar was gone he had assumed and hoped that I would join them, for there was now many decisions to make and much work to be done.

Being somewhat of a historian himself, Teridy asked me as many questions about myself, my era and my experience in the hall of kings as my Master Ferthain would have asked me during one of his tests from days long past.  I will not belabor the details of much that you have already been told.  

However, I did tell him about my art as a Fili. I explained how I had gone through twenty years of training, learning many stories, poems, songs, histories and genealogies.  He informed me that his people now called such a person a bard, though the role really hardly existed.

 I then told him how my king was killed in the battle of Fenha and how, after seeing that bloody scene, I had vowed to spend my days wandering and sharing the good light of the gospel of peace instead.  I told him of my encounter with an angel of the Lord, whether it was in a waking vision or dream, and of the Lord’s command to seek out the hall of kings and to wait for the fulfilling of the prophecy about the boy.  Lastly, I told him of my coming to the kingdom of Bethlemar, all that had recently transpired there, my first and last meeting with the good Prince Chalice, and of my sweet sleep-like work of a thousand years.

When I finished my tales Teridy looked at me in a most peculiar way.  I imagine that much of what I’d shared sounded extraordinary, and indeed it was so.  And yet the fact of it’s wonder had not really occurred to me until that moment.

“I’m sorry for staring at you like a fool” he said, “It’s just that these kinds of things don’t normally happen in my time Finnian.  They are what we call fairy-tales.  Can you understand?”

“No, I have not seen fairies in my time” I replied, “But my love, Layella, believed she had seen them when she was a child, and I believe her still.”

Teridy smiled and said “No, I mean…well…never mind.  Yes, I can now believe that she did see fairies.  You didn’t mention Layella before…she was your wife?” he asked

“Yes, she was my wife.  I did not mention her because I am deeply missing her at this time Teridy, and I feared I would lose face.  Let me just say for now that she too was killed in the battle of Fenha.  Let this suffice for now.”

“I am very sorry,” Teridy said as he looked compassionately towards me, “I will speak no more of it.  I will only say that I too know this sorrow as well.”

I looked up with surprise and our eyes met and then gently fell away with an understanding silence that words could never imagine.  After a few moments, we resumed our conversation.

“So my new friend” said Teridy, “I would like to show you your room.”

“My room?” I answered.

“Yes, you didn’t plan to sleep with your toes in the river each night did you?”

“Well no, I must say that I had not thought of where I would board for the night.”

“Finnian.  I’m not sure that you fully understand.  I and others have planned and waited for this day for many years.  You don’t think we would be so unprepared as to leave you as a beggar on the street?  Come with me, I think you will find this to your liking.”

He led me to the far end of his pub and then up a staircase.  When I had reached the top and began to look around in astonishment, he began to speak again. “Well, this is it.  Do you like it?  I have to admit I have spent a few nights here myself when I was simply too tired to walk home.”

The upstairs was one great room with the entire south wall a window as perfect as the others I had seen, overlooking the Duvain river and the vast fields and rolling hills beyond it.  The room was lovingly furnished and decorated in the style of my people.  There were some things I did not recognize, particularly in the area that must have been a kitchen, but overall I was greatly impressed at the work they had done to make me feel welcome and at home.

“Yes Teridy.  I am greatly honored and pleased with this room.”  

Before my years in the hall of kings, I had been wandering for over twenty-five years.  Most nights I had slept outdoors, or in barns –whatever shelter kind folk would give in exchange for my art.  

The thought of having my own room was at once marvelous and terrifying to me.  My mind began to fill with many questions,  ‘Should I accept this kind offer of stability?  What was I to do in this strange land?  What else did Teridy have planned for me?’

Discerning my perplexed state, Teridy said, “Finnian, I can see that you are struggling with many questions.  There is still so much I have not shared with you, yet I think, or at least hope, that much of what I know will soon answer some of those questions.  However, I think it is important for you to rest some more, and besides, I must prepare for this evening’s work.  I would’ve liked to have arranged for someone to take my place for this evening, but alas the date of your exact arrival was unknown.  Tomorrow Jonathon will take my place in the pub and we will spend the day together.  

I’m sorry to leave you like this, but I know you will manage fine.  I will be right below you if there is any problem.  However, for a time, I think it would be wise for you to remain out of the sight of these people.  There will be rumor enough about some drunkard who was wandering through town early this morning.  If they discover that you are staying above my pub, who knows what lies they will dream up this day and age.  I’m very sorry if this offends you, but it will only be for a few days until the gossip dies down and we can get you looking nor...um…like us.  That reminds me, there are some clothes for you in the closet, choose what you will.  Is this situation alright with you?”

“Yes Teridy, of course it is.  And I will be fine.  Go to your work.”

Chapter 7: Finnian’s Room


After Teridy had left the room, I realized that I had not been totally honest with him.  I was still feeling rather lonely and greatly missing my own people and land, and would have enjoyed his company.  Even more, in that moment, I began to feel as though the effort they had made to welcome me had been in vain; it only reminded me of how far I was from home instead.  Did they think that these simple decorations could make me a home?  My depths began to turn from anger to pain.  Facing the great window, I fell to my knees and wept.   Words could not express the sudden sorrow that swept over me.  Was there no way for me to return home?  Could God not bring me back through time?  Slowly my cries turned into groanings and these soon were formed into words only my spirit and His could understand.   I cannot say for how long I prayed; one seems to enter a timeless space with this kind of prayer.  However, when I had finished my intercession, I found myself at peace.  The wave of sorrow had passed.

You must understand that this was not normal behavior for me.  I was known by my people as one in control of my emotions.  Not that I was afraid to shed tears.  Indeed, I was often moved to tears even by the ballad of Senha.  The difference was that I could normally control their ebb and flow.  Here and now, it seems I was at some other whim.

I stood and decided to inspect the room in greater detail.  The hanging tapestry was magnificent.  The intricate spirals and interlacing patterns intertwined with images of a wild goose, a lion, a cross and more.  It looked aged, possibly even surviving from my people.

  Then, to my great delight, I saw her.  Leaning against a great shelf of books, waiting in beauty and with curves that would tempt most men to lust, was the most beautiful harp I had ever laid eyes upon.  Her body was wide, and yet she was light as a baby
.  I picked her up, slowly caressing her cherry red exterior.  I strummed a few chords and she came to life in my hands.  Her sound was true and strong.  I then sat down on the couch and was lost in song for some time.

Later, looking up to a shelf on the wall, I noted the wealth of books he had supplied me with –more than a king could own.  There must have been twenty or thirty different texts on the shelf.  I took each one off the shelf and held it delicately, for it was apparent that they were aged.  The first few contained script that I could not recognize at all, but eventually I pulled a large tome off the shelf and found that it was none other than the holy scriptures written in my language.  I had only once had the privilege of studying an entire Bible during a three year period of my training.  Since then I had only brief encounters with individual books or letters from the holy scriptures.  I kissed it’s lovely cover and returned it for now, continuing my exploration of the shelf.  


The next book I found seemed to be some kind of book of languages, for I found script familiar and unfamiliar to me while leafing through the pages.


The last book written in my tongue, was perhaps the most exciting.  It seemed to be a history of some sorts.  As I ran through the pages I found, to my great excitement,  that I recognized the names of those within.  You can imagine my surprise when I came upon my own name.  Even more surprising was reading about who I apparently was! 

 “His very breath, singing one strong word, slew the entire crowd”  

The fools!  It wasn’t one word, it was three; and they weren’t slain, they fell back upon each other in a ridiculous tangle of bodies.  However, the warriors did then finish them off.  I skipped to the end of my chapter, where I had disappeared into the hall of kings   I noticed that this was in fact the record of the Five Stones that Teridy had mentioned that morning.  

Chapter 8: The Proposition

The next morning I was woken by a knock on the door, followed by Teridy’s voice. 

 “Finnian, may I come in?” he said.

“Yes, of course” I answered.

He came in and found me lying on the couch.  “Was the bed not to your liking?” he asked me.

“No, I am sure it is comfortable.  I merely fell asleep in this place last night.”  

He’d prepared a meal for us, and he invited me down to break fast.  Again the food was thoughtfully familiar, grains and milk, fruit and a hot brew of herbs.

“I hope you were able to rest last night Finnian, despite your narrow bed” he started the conversation.

“Well, I must admit that it took some time for my thoughts to rest” I replied, “I am slowly coming to realize that I have no direction as to why my Lord has brought me to this place, nor for what work He has for me to do.  I am a man of purpose Teridy, and this is not easy for me to bear.”

“I understand and had imagined you would feel this way.  Again, I apologize for leaving you with so many unanswered questions.  I hope to put your mind somewhat at ease by what I have to say” he said reassuringly. 

I waited for him to continue.

“As I had told you yesterday Finnian, many have waited and planned for this day to come.  Not just for your arrival, but also for the installation of the new guard, which turned out to be Talmar, and most importantly for the stone’s choosing of the new Pendragon.  A whole new era has now begun, and as you know Finnian, a great darkness threatens the land.”

“Yes, but what can I, a man older than your oaks, what can I do?  I know nothing of this age, I cannot even speak your people’s language” I whined.

“No Finnian, you cannot speak it now. But that is why I am here.  I am to teach you our language, our history, our ways.  You have so much to give us through your art and skill as a bard.  You have a larger vision of the story than anyone on the earth.  You are a voice from the past, and yet your message is the same as ours.  We need you as the fifth stone!” his tone had become increasingly urgent as he spoke and realizing this he stopped himself, relaxed, closed his eyes and then began again.

“I’m sorry Finnian.  I had told myself a thousand times to not try and force you into this decision, I am weak in trusting the Lord to his work.  Forgive me.  Truly we do desire you to join us and to help in this fight, but I know that the Lord’s will will be done.  There was nothing decided about this in the records.  Nothing passed on about whether you should stay or go.  No instructions, dreams or oracles.  It is up to you to decide.”

He went on to share that he thought that this next week would be best spent hidden away from Stonehail’s residents, as he had shared before.  I could spend this time in prayer and in dialogue with Teridy and Lynn.  The other two had not been told of my arrival, and Lynn would not have been either if it wasn’t for our meeting in town.  However, Teridy remarked that it would be good for me to have someone else, particularly a woman, to ask any questions I might need to in the process.  By the end of the week he hoped that I would be able to decide.

He then shared with me his plans if I were to decide to become one of the Five Stones. He thought that I could begin to gradually enter into the community of StoneHail and beyond.  He had planned to introduce me to others as a cousin from a small town in Ireland and who only spoke Gaelic (which I learned was the remnant of my people’s language).  We would then begin an intensive mentoring relationship in which I was to primarily learn his language, history and culture.  

He told me that there would also be much to learn about current arts and sciences.  In exchange for his tutelage Teridy asked only that I also spend time with him sharing about my history and culture.  This was in part that he was a historian, and in part that he was interested in learning about my bardic arts.  Our mentoring relationship would continue as long as was necessary.

He felt that at some point, when all Stones felt at peace to begin, I should continue my work as a bard among the people.  He explained to me that there really was no equivalent role of a bard in this society.  Rather, the skills of a bard had become fragmented or lost, and the hearts of men were now lacking the courage and purpose needed for this art.  I was confused by his words, but he assured me he would explain more later.  Beyond this plan, he knew no more.  Certainly many things would be happening in the land, but he had not the gift of prophecy.  At the end of his speech, he looked at me and grinned.

“That is all,” he said. “Do you have any other questions?”

“But a thousand” I replied.

Chapter 9: The Decision

I agreed to his suggestion of spending the week away from others and in prayer.  The following day and each thereafter Lynn joined us for the morning meal, breakfast, as they called it.  Teridy would translate between Lynn and I, and in that way we enjoyed wonderful fellowship together.  At first I thought it strange that a woman would be relating to us men as she did, so easily and freely, almost like a brother.  I learned that this was one of the many things that had changed.  I must say that I found her company quite delightful.  I am sure that Lynn’s presence weighed into my decision whether or not to stay in StoneHail as one of the Five Stones.  

Yet, I did not want to fall into a fool’s trap.  I determined to be led only by His Spirit.  Each afternoon and evening I spent many hours on my knees or pacing the oak floors of the room, trying to discern the voice of my King.  Yet on the fourth day into the week, I found myself more confused then ever.  While facing the Duvain river, I bowed my face to the smooth floor and prayed,

Dearest One,

I know that you are my greatest pleasure,

It is therefore my greater pleasure to please you.

Help me to hear your quiet voice.

I am weak and know you so little, and yet you said that

Your sheep shall know your voice.

Attune my heart, my mind, my will, to Your call.

Speak O High King!

Only you know what I am ready for and should do.

Give me the courage to accept your will.

I commit to you my ways and trust that 

You will make them straight.
When I finished praying, I felt the peace of God relieve my anxiety.  He would be faithful to lead me, I knew it. 

I lifted my head from the floor and looked out the window.  Teridy’s wolf pup, Scrib, was gnawing on a tree branch by the river’s edge.  He must have imagined himself a real ferocious creature for he pounced upon the branch as if it were a threatening enemy.  I was just beginning to laugh when I next saw the pup toppling into the swiftly moving river.  The pup was young, and the river was strong, he would not likely make it.  I had to act quickly.  The only problem was that it was early evening and there were likely to be guests in the pub below.  Yet I had to take the risk.  

I dashed down the stairs and opened the door into the pub.  Unfamiliar faces looked at me in surprise, but I had no time for them.  I ran out the door and around to the east side of the pub where the river was flowing to.  I saw no sign of  Scrib.  I ran down along the bank of the river calling out his name, but to no avail.  Finally, I heard a whimper and looked a few yards further downstream.  There was Scrib floating down the river while holding onto the stick with his teeth for his dear life.  I jumped into the stream and grabbed hold of him, easily holding him above my shoulder.  The river was not too strong for a man, and I was soon back on the bank with a shivering pup beside me.  

When I looked up I found there was a small crowd watching the scene, thankfully with Teridy in the front of them.  He walked towards me, picked up Scrib and, to my surprise, embraced the two of us while thanking me profusely.  With his back facing the crowd he quietly told me that he had explained to the others that I was a visiting cousin from Ireland.  He then told me that when I had ran through the pub they had thought me some kind of thief and had pursued me until they saw my purpose.  Somehow I was oblivious to their pursuit.  He then turned to the crowd and said something, to which they all laughed heartily and some cheered.  He then motioned for us all to return to the pub.

I walked with Teridy into his pub and asked him what else he had told them.

“I told them that there was a free round of ale on behalf of my cousin, the pup savior.”

 
I laughed, but not long, for I began to feel somewhat peculiar.

“Are you alright Finnian” Teridy asked

“Yes.  Well, I think so.  It is nothing.”

“Nothing that a warm ale and blanket won’t fix.  Come, let’s go inside, you must be freezing.  Keep silent though, let me do the talking” he said.

I would keep silent.  But I knew that his generous remedies would not easy my strange feeling.

After entering the pub, Teridy protected me from the many questions rattling from his guest’s lips by saying that I had just arrived in Stonehail and was in need of some sleep.  He brought me through the many raised mugs to the door of the stairs, and I returned to my room. 

So my week apart from the people was cut short to four days.  I sat back on the couch, which had continued to be my sleeping place (I felt our of place on the large bed), and was deep in thought.

My mind returned to this last event time and again.  Without my desiring it, without even understanding why, they haunted.  I then remembered how the incident with Scrib had occurred right after my heartfelt prayer for direction.  

Strangely, my mind also recalled that Christopher Chalice, the boy who touched the stone on my first entering the hall of kings, had had a wolf pup with him.  I didn’t know what it meant, but I did know that it meant something.  

While changing my wet sandals and clothes, I started thinking how many of the people of this world were like this small pup; innocent yet ignorant of the power of the forces around them.  Yet how strange that our Lord had compared them to lost sheep sent out among wolves.  But all ravaging wolves start as pups.  As I removed the sandals from my feet, a smooth stone fell to the ground.

I decided I would stay.

The fruit of peace was given me immediately following my decision to join the Five Stones, to learn from Teridy.  The next morning I joined Lynn and Teridy for breakfast as usual.  I tried to keep my decision a secret, but apparently I was as easy to read as an Ogham tree.  

“So grinning one,” Teridy jested “May we have a share in your joke””

“Please pass the butter” I replied.  He pushed it across the table to me. However, he was not about to be distracted by my question.

“Finnian, if you think that we can’t tell that something had changed about you then you must think us very foolish.”

“Please pass the honey” I answered, I was having fun at this game.

Lynn said something to Teridy. 

“Lynn heard about your saving Scrib yesterday from a friend of hers.  She thinks that was really sweet of you” he was now taunting me.

I blushed slightly and they laughed.  They then watched me as I reached into my pocket to retrieve something.  I laid my hand on the table and slowly opened it to reveal the smooth stone I had found in my sandal.  I pushed it across the table to him.  Teridy and Lynn looked at each other and grinned.

There was much rejoicing and I was soon embraced by both of them.

“Ah Finnian, I have hoped for this day for most of my life.  Thank you!  This is a great day! Being only the fifth day, you caught me by surprise –though I believe you have made a right decision.”

“I believe it was also.  You can thank our Lord and your wolf pup for the early decision.” And I explained the whole story to him.

Chapter 10: The Training Begins

Teridy began his lessons with me at the end of the week.  He hired a man named Jonathan to take half of his workload at the pub.  This enabled him to spend much more time with me, and we soon developed a regular schedule.  Thanks to my training as a bard, I quickly learned the basics of English and he soon gave me lessons in history, the arts and the sciences.

One summer evening, two moons since I had arrived in Stonehail, Teridy and I were together in my room.  After finishing a lesson on vocabulary, Teridy turned to me suddenly and said,

“Finnian, I have something to show you.  Follow me.”

He rose and I followed him out of my room, down the stairs, and out of his pub.  Scrib joined us as we walked along the Duvain River.  I remembered our first meeting, when Scrib kissed me awake.  We remained silent and simply enjoyed the cool summer night together.

We eventually turned up a steep path that wound its way up a cliff.  There at the top was a small cabin made of logs.  It was simple and warmly inviting and smoke rose from the chimney.  Before entering, Teridy turned to me and reached out for my hand.

“Finnian, this is a good day” he said, and I felt something cool and hard and coarse being deposited into my palm.  It was the stone that I had passed to him two moons ago.

“This is where the Five Stones meet” he said.


We entered the cabin and were greeted by three smiles, as well as the warm glow of the a fire.

“Hi Teridy.  Hi Finnian” Lynn said.  “Finnian, this is Stephanie and Michael Studdock.  They have been very eager to meet you.”

A married couple, younger than I had expected, extended their hands towards mine, and I shook them in the manner I had learned.

“Greetings and peace to both of you” I said. “I have also looked forward to meeting you.”  

They smiled and yet continued to look at me somewhat amazed.  I suppose it is not often one gets to see a thousand year old man.  Teridy then asked us all to have sit together.  We sat at a table overlooking the strange lights of Stonehail.  It was spread larger than I had imagined, and yet seemed small in comparison to the surrounding countryside.  We spent a pleasant evening over excellent wine getting to know each other, while also catching the Studdocks up on the whole of the story.  

I also learned that they were both teachers in a nearby university.  Stephanie taught languages and, I was pleasantly surprised to find out, spoke my native tongue.  Indeed she was the current recorder of the meeting of the Five Stones.  It was her study of the language that had eventually brought her into a relationship with Teridy and Lynn.  Her husband, a professor of philosophy, had only recently become convinced and thus involved with the Five Stones.  He was now fully convinced, and apologized to me profusely for his disbelief.  I found this humorous and assured him he needed not apologize to me, but perhaps he might need to apologize to others.  I couldn’t help but notice a quick guilty glance that was cast towards his wife, to which she offered a forgiving smile.  The end of our meeting came quickly, and it was soon time to head home.

I continued to meet with the Five Stones at least each evening of a full moon.  We would spend the first half of our meeting discussing various happenings in the world and in Stonehail.  The second half of our time was spent in prayer and sharing our burdens with each other.  I had never experienced such unity and love between brothers and sisters, it was truly blessed by the Spirit of God. And we grew as only a family in Christ can grow together.

I was overwhelmed, to say the least, by what I learned during my first year with Teridy.  To find out that the earth was so full of such massive continents, that they were populated by many people and different cultures was amazing.  To hear of the many wars of the world and the horrible tragedies would have been too much to even bear if it were not that Teridy had assured me that many good deeds had also been wrought by men.  

He also informed me of the strange machines and devices that men had invented.  Great ships that could travel on land, and even in the sky!  Indeed, it turned out that the steel carts I had seen while walking through town were some of these land ships.  Teridy even owned one of his own, but said that he used it infrequently for reasons that he shared were too complex.  Later, when I had learned about the politics, slavery and pollution of these machines I understood why he struggled so.  

I learned so much, yet I could see that I was just barely stirring the surface of a deep ocean of knowledge.  When he explained to me about the universe, when he allowed me to look through a telescope at our moon, I confess I actually feinted.  He taught me that our planet was one of eight others that orbited our great star, the sun.  And that each of the billions of stars above likely had planets of their own.  More terrifying still (I wasn’t sure if I believed him) was that all these stars were only part of one galaxy of many billions of other galaxies.  Some nights I would walk through the town and look up into the heavens and find myself crying.  How could men increase in evil in the light of such awesome knowledge?  Such beauty and glory?

However, one of the most valuable and interesting lessons of mine was studying the many developments in music.  Teridy helped me to begin playing and even creating songs in the current idiom.


Besides our lessons and the books I was given to read, Teridy would also give me various assignments. I remember once when he had me walk into town and ask directions for the library.  When I finally arrived and entered the library, I could scarcely believe my eyes.  ‘Surely these cannot all be different books’, I thought to myself.  I was so overwhelmed and stunned that I stood as one transfixed.  I believe I was asked by at least three kind people if I was feeling well.  I must have been an unusual sight standing there looking up at the endless columns of books.

Sometimes Lynn would join me in my quarters and we would speak of more personal matters.  She was a wonderful friend and sister to me, so patiently answering my many questions about the ways of men and women.  She would always bring something sweet to eat to share with me, though her presence was sweet enough. If it were not for her I would be even more difficult to relate to than I am this day.
I cannot relate to you all that I happened the rest of that year, nor the many happy times spent together with my new friends, for I must move onto matters that are more relevant to the larger story.

One evening, during our monthly meeting, the others made known their opinion that I should begin to use my bardic arts more publicly. However, I was strongly encouraged not to do anything too outstanding unless with another Stone.  I confess I greatly struggled with this because of my previous years of independence.  However, I was eventually won over by their wisdom, and submitted to them in my gifting.  After this decision, Teridy spoke,

“We would have given this to you regardless of your decision Finnian, so please do not think of this is a conditional gift” he then looked to Lynn to speak.

“I noticed that the ancient belt you like to wear was not going to last much longer, besides, it did look a little strange with your new clothes.  So, anyway, I made this belt for you as a sign of your role as a bard.  I hope you like it.”

She then pulled out a beautiful cloth belt from a bag on the table.  It was similar to my old belt in that it was many colored, and yet these colors were bright and lively as a rainbow.  I received it from her hands and inspected it more closely.  One side of the belt was full of intricate symbols and patterns that only Lynn would have known were important to me.  You must ask me to show it to you some day.  I was genuinely moved to tears and thanked her deeply, lifting her up in a tight embrace I said,

“This means more to me than any of you can know.  I will wear it with honor and obedience.  Thank you.”

From that day forward each evening I would hang my belt on a hook in my wall.  Each morning I would then take it from off the wall and begin my ancient ritual.  I had been taught as a bard to declare an attribute of God’s character for every loop hole I wove this belt of truth through; You are my guidance, You are my hope this day, You are my only desire and need, You are my inspiration, You are my truest friend…each day, depending on my need, I declared it so.  And so began my days as a bard in this strange new world.

Chapter 11: Oh Stella!

Many nights I would come down into Teridy’s pub and quietly listen to the many conversations.  This was a wonderful opportunity for me to learn about these people; their struggles and desires, their relationships and work, and much more.  I would occasionally join a conversation, but was always slightly wary that questions would be asked of my history –I  did not want to lie more than I had to.  I don’t know what they thought about me, but they all treated me very kindly.  Whether that was because I was thought to be the owner’s relative, or because they liked me I cannot say.  One evening, the inevitable happened.  I was sitting nearby two young men engaged in a conversation about their places of work.  Mark, one of Stonehail’s finest carpenters,  was a regular at Teridy’s and I had spoken with him many times.  The other, whose name had not yet been given me, was a salesman from America visiting Stonehail for the first time.

“Where are you from man?” this other one asked me.

“He’s Teridy’s cousin, from Ireland.  He’s been living upstairs for over a year.  But you won’t get much else out of him” Mark answered for me.

“Hmm. What did you do in Ireland?” he asked, still looking at me.

I did not understand the nature of his question and so replied “I did the same things that I do here I suppose.”

“And what would that be?” he asked me.

What did I do?  I wondered to myself.  I did many things, what could he be meaning?  Seeing the puzzled look on my face Mark said to me.

“I think he’s wondering what you do for money Finnian.  What kind of work did you do back in Ireland is what he’s asking.”

“Oh,” I replied.  I wasn’t sure how to answer him still.  “I didn’t make very much money, but I played for my keep.”

“You played?  You mean you’re a musician or something?”

“Of sorts” I replied.

“Hey that’s great.  What do you play?”

“Mostly the harp” I replied.

“You got it here?” he asked.

Before I realized the direction the conversation was going my tongue had replied “Yes I do” and he had shouted out

“Ah! A song, go fetch your harp and give us a song” to which many other heads turned and echoed the request.

There was no backing out of this now I realized, and within minutes I returned with my harp.  A crowd had gathered around our table and were waiting to see what happened.  It had been so long since I had sang for a group, that I found myself more fearful than normal.  I closed my eyes and asked that the Holy Spirit would inspire me and give me courage.  I opened my eyes and looked at the faces around me.  I then looked at their eyes, and when possible, the soil of their hearts, to see what song would make contact.  I quickly ran through the forms I had been taught to memorize by the acrostic PEACE-WARRING: 

Songs

Of Praise (To lift the name high)

Of Encouragement (To help each man fly)

Of Amusement  (To lighten the heart)

Of Celebration (To show forth His art)

Of Enchantment (To cast Christ’s deep spell)

Of Wisdom (To help teach them well)

Of Authority (To command to obey)

Of Rebuke (To point towards the way)

Of Revelation (To speak forth His Word)

Of Intercession (To make men’s prayers heard)

Of Narration (To draw each man in)

Of Grief (To mourn for our sin)
I decided I would sing an amusing story.  Underneath the appearance of merriment brought on by good ale, I could discern great sorrow in the hearts of these dear people.  I struck a chord and began:

“Oh Stella she was such a beautiful lassie

Her hair was all gold, and she rarely was sassy

Her body was shaped like a wave on the sea

There was only one problem, she was promised to three

(and one of em’s me)


<Chorus>

Oh Stella, Oh Stella

You must choose a fella

Oh Stella, Oh Stella my hon’

Your sweet and your pleasin’

But the Lord had a reason

When he asked us to choose only one

Now Stella’s first lover was named Brendaren

As strong as a bear, it was said he fought ten

When he heard about us he called for a fight

It was set for the new moon, the middle of night




<Refrain>

The next lad, named Michael, was eighteen years old

He might have been scrawny, but had lots of gold


When he heard the challenge, with wealth he did hastle


Now you can find Brendaren away in his castle




<Refrain>

Now me, I’d not riches, nor was I too strong

But one thing I did have was love and my song

I threw back his riches which fell with a ring

And that night to Stella, this song did I sing

Now what, you might wonder, did just happen next

Well I’m going to tell ya, but know that I’m vexed

I finished this here song, when opens a door

And out comes a new man, so now that makes four!




< Refrain >

When I got t o the chorus the third time, the entire crowd joined in, it seemed I had chosen well.  When I finished I was pleased to hear the sound of applause and cheers of

 “Give us another song!” “Lets here another!”

I was more than happy to.  However, I discerned that now was the time to cast a spell.  I waited until the noise settled and then spoke,

“Alright then. Listen closely, if you’ve ears at all.”  

I sang the following song, a haunting song, sung slowly and without instrumentation.
Aldimeyu, Addonai

Restless wandering

Restless wandering

Aldimeyu, Addonai

Restless wandering

Wandering, Why?

Wondering, wandering

Hungering, pondering

Seeking something

Restless wandering,

Aldemeyu, Addonia

Aldemeyu, Addonia
I had closed my eyes towards the end of the song, myself reminded of deep pangs of longing for my God. Alidemeyu, in my tongue, is best translated ‘it is you’, and as you probably know Addonai is Hebrew for ‘the Lord’.  I had decided to keep the original words intact in order to add to the mystery of the song.  I have found in my experience that the less direct words are, the more they invite those with ears to hear into their meaning.  When this is combined with certain sounds that reach into the deep of men’s hearts, I have what I call a spell.  This is not to be confused with any magic of the evil one, for the power does not lie in my hands, nor does it lie at all.  Rather, the power rests in Truth and in the deep call of the Spirit. 

When my eyes opened and looked at the faces of the others, I saw that most of them were also enchanted.  However some looked confused, and one of them somewhat upset –it was the American.

“What in the hell was that?” he broke the silence, and for many, the enchantment.  “Can’t you give us another one like the one before?  I liked that.”

I stood and looked straight at him.

“If you think that song is sung in hell, then you will be pleased to find there that none have heard of it”

I had made a foolish mistake in drawing attention to this man, perhaps I was defending my pride in mocking him, for he now became visibly upset and did not wish to look the fool.  Others kept silent in the awkward situation.

“What?  Man, you’re a trip.  Why don’t you just go to hell yourself!”

I was just going to apologize for my behavior, when Teridy broke in.

“Hey there young man, you can cool your tongue with my ale, or cool it outside in the night air” he said.

“No Teridy, it is my tongue that needs cooling.” I quickly followed, “I should not have provoked him” I turned towards the American and addressed him,

“Brother, I’m sorry that you didn’t like my song and that you expressed your disapproval as you did, however I am more sorry that I mocked you.  I ask your forgiveness.  Will you give it?”

The man looked startled by my question.

 “Well, uh, ya, whatever.” He said

His will was weak and not used to such authority, he remained silent after this.  I then addressed the crowd,

“Now, for the sake of the evening, let us sing another song, more to the liking of our American brother.”  

And so I led them in song once again, this time about a man with a wooden leg that caught on fire.  The unpleasant mood soon was cast out, and was replaced one again with our merriment.

At the end of the evening, when all had departed, Teridy said to me “You handled that well.  I must admit that I thought you a bit sharp, but I knew that you were jesting.  By the way, I wondered that you called him a brother.  Why was this?” 

“Each one is at least a brother or sister by flesh Teridy, that was my meaning.  However, I have found that you never can assume who is and who is not also a brother in Christ.” I answered.

“I see,” he said. “This sounds wise, I’ll think on it some more.”

“It took many humiliating lessons to learn, so don’t be too anxious to learn” I said and left for my bed.

Chapter 12: Tanya

The next day, Lynn came by to invite me to do some errands in town.  However, I was deeply engrossed in a fascinating book called The Isaianic Exodus in Mark, by an Australian author named Ricki Watts, and was not planning on leaving my studies. 

“Oh, please come Finnian.  I would really enjoy your company.  Besides, you rarely leave your studies, and really should see more of the town.”

It was true.  Whether this was because I was overwhelmed by how much there was to learn and thought I could conquer it all, or because I was still somewhat fearful of these people, I cannot say.  However, I admit that it was her disclosure that she would enjoy my company that won me over.

“I will come,” I replied. “However, you mustn’t take me into one of horrid clothing stores again.”  

She laughed and replied “No Finnian, my errands are quite different today.”

We walked into town and soon came to our first destination, a bakery.  I smelled the doughy-sweet aroma from a block away, but upon entering I was inundated with it, and my stomach growled loudly.  While I had been here before, I was still amazed at the rows upon rows of baked goods that never seemed to get empty.  Lynn purchased three pastries, and then handed me one as we exited through the door.

“I just can’t pass by that smell without getting one of these eclairs” she said.

I bit into one and was surprised by it’s creamy filling. 

“I can see why” I said, thoroughly enjoying this new treat.

“But don’t tell me you took me into town just to tickle our tongues.” I continued.

“No.  But I think it would have been worth it if it was.  Anyway, you’ll find out our business soon enough.”

We continued down the paved road, an occasional automobile passing us by.

“Do people get killed by those machine very often Lynn?” I asked.

She turned to me, somewhat surprised.

“It happens every so often but, I mean, well, that’s kind of a hard question.  Honestly I don’t really know how to answer you.  You ask tough questions Finnian” she replied

My question seemed to disturb her and I saw her mind drift away to some other thoughts, so I decided not to press her about it more.

Finally we came to a large brick building with a perfectly square lawn in front of it.  Lynn stopped and turned to speak to me,

“Finnian.  This is where we take our sick, it’s called a hospital.  I know that in your time the monasteries often served the sick and dying, but now the places of healing are run by our governments and businesses” she said.

“And why have we come?” I inquired.

She looked at me with such sadness, that I almost didn’t need an answer.

“It’s strange that you were just asking me about cars injuring people,” she said.  “You see, I sometimes come to this hospital to visit people and maybe even pray with them.  Well, last week I met this little girl named Tanya.  She had been playing outside her home in the yard, when a car suddenly ran off the road and into the lawn.  Finnian, it hit this little girl and now she is paralyzed from the waist down.  I’ve seen many tragic things while visiting this hospital, but for some reason this particular situation just broke my heart.  I’ve been thinking about her everyday.  Anyway, I’d been praying for her throughout this week, and this morning the idea of bringing you here came to mind.  I’m not sure why.”

Her eyes had begun to fill with tears and one had escaped down her cheek.  I took hold of her hands and held them firmly, I had no words to say, nor would any be of help.

We walked together towards the building and were soon inside.  I did not like the place as soon as we entered.  Something was wrong there, very wrong.  After Lynn retrieved an identification label from a lady at a large desk and pinned it to her chest, we walked down narrow white walled hallways with cold closed doors on either side.  

The smells, the attempts at decoration, and many of the smiles of those who passed us by all served to confirm my initial impression, and I began to feel somewhat sick.  It was as though I had walked into a house of lies.  Things did not seem solid or real –I don’t know how else to explain it.

When we had turned three or four corners and had reached the third door on our left, Lynn stopped.

“This is it” she said.  “Tanya might be sleeping, so let’s enter quietly.”

She opened the door, and I followed her into a small white room with many strange devices surrounding a simple bed.  Looking away from us and out of a window lay a young girl, around seven years of age, with long blonde hair.  Her head remained turned away until Lynn spoke to her.

“Tanya.  It’s me, Lynn.  I brought my friend Finnian.”

She turned towards us and smiled sweetly.

“I also brought you a little treat.  Sorry, I didn’t wait to eat mine.  It’s really good, you’re lucky I didn’t eat yours” teased Lynn as she handed Tanya an éclair.  

“Thanks” Tanya said.

“How are you feeling today?” said Lynn.

“Okay.  My back hurts though” she replied.

“Really? Does the nurse know about that?” Lynn asked.

“Yeah.  She said it might hurt for a while, but gave me some medicine” answered Tanya.

“Oh, good.  Well, I’m sorry it hurts.  I hope the treat helps a little.” Lynn said

Tanya took a bite and exclaimed, “Mmm.  It’s got stuff inside” 

I decided to enter the conversation. “Yes, I was surprised too Tanya.  That was the first time I’ve eaten an éclair” 

Tanya looked up at me and said unexpectedly, “They said I wont be able to walk anymore, but I really want to”

I knew, by the Spirit, that this was an open door.

“Tanya, have you ever heard the story about Jesus and the little girl who had died?” I asked

“I think so, I’m not sure.”

“Well, would you like to hear it?”

“Sure” she said

“Well, one day while Jesus was walking through the towns teaching and healing people of all their sicknesses, a man named Jairus came up to him.  He looked very sad and scared and he said to Jesus ‘My little girl is dying, will you come and help her so that she will be better’ and Jesus said ‘Of course I will’ and began to follow the man to his house.  

“On the way there, another lady who needed help because she couldn’t stop bleeding was healed just by touching Jesus, but this whole incident took up some time.  Some friends of Jairus came up to him and said that it was too late, that his daughter had died.  But Jesus told the man not to be afraid, but to trust him instead.  It was really hard for the man, for what could Jesus do now?  But he trusted Jesus and they went to where his little daughter was.  

“When they got to the house there were many people crying there, but Jesus told them they didn’t need to cry for the girl was’t dead, she was only sleeping.  But they laughed at him because they didn’t know how special he was and that He could do miraculous things.  He told all of these doubters to leave and then went inside to where the little girl was with only three of his good friends and the little girl’s mother and father.  

“When he was standing by her bed, he simply held her hand and said “Little girl, I say to you to get up!” And do you know what Tanya?  She did!  She got up and Jesus gave her a big hug and then, because he cares about every little detail, told people to give her something to eat.  He also told everyone not to make a big deal about this, to not attract too much attention.”

When I finished the story I saw that Tanya’s face was enrapt by Jesus, and that her eyes were full of faith.  Lynn however, looked nervous and was likely wondering why I told the story.

“Do you know that little girl?” Tanya asked me.

“No, this happened a long time ago.  But I do know Jesus, and He is still around doing the same kind of things.  I’ve seen Him do similar things many times Tanya.  I even think that your legs are only sleeping and that Jesus can wake them up.  Should we ask Jesus to help us wake them up?”

“Yeah!” She said with the excitement and fear that truth faith encompasses.

I believed that God would do this work when we had first seen her.  I had actually seen her kick up her legs in my minds eye when she had first turned to look at us.  To this day I don’t understand why I sometimes have faith to pray with such authority and sometimes do not.  Nonetheless, I can only be obedient to the master’s command to pray for the sick, even when my faith is weak or entirely absent.

I turned to Lynn and squeezed her hand, looking into her eyes I told her to not be afraid, but to trust in God.  I closed my eyes and gave the situation to God.  When I looked up I saw a towel, and was given an idea.  I then dampened the towel in a nearby sink and, pulling the white sheet up from her feet,  proceeded to wash the little girl’s feet.  Lynn and Tanya watched me, somewhat bewildered. 

I knew there were no magic words or chants that could be said and so, inspired by my Lord’s example, simply said “Little feet, little legs, I said to you get up!” 

I felt her legs jolt beneath my hands, and then, to the glory of God, her sweet little knees rose from the bed like snow capped mountains coming into being.  Lynn squealed, and then, joined by me, broke forth in a mixture of tears, laughter and praise.  Tanya, after a moment of shock, swung her legs off of the bed and jumped off.  She jumped and squatted down low, testing out her regained strength.

“He did it!” she exclaimed. “Jesus woke them up!” And she did a little dance.

Realizing what this could lead to, I decided to follow Jesus’ example again and motioned for the other two to keep quiet with a finger to my lips.

“Listen Tanya,” I said. “We need to keep this a secret.  Obviously you’ll not be able to keep it a secret that you can walk, but don’t tell anyone who it was that prayed for you.  When they ask you how it happened, you must simply say that it was Jesus and his friends.  If they ask you more, tell them that it is a secret, but that they should read the story about Jesus and the little girl in their bible.  Do you think you can do that?”

“I think so,” she said. “Are you sure I can’t tell anybody?” she asked.

“Yes, not now at least.  Maybe never.  I’ll tell you when you can, if you can.  Okay?” I asked

“Okay” she said.  And I believed her.

Lynn looked at me somewhat puzzled.

“Lynn, I’ll explain why later, there is no time now though.  We must leave quickly.  Tanya.  Get back into the bed and under the covers.  When we are gone and a doctor comes in the room, you can then show them your surprise.  When they ask about it, then you can tell them about Jesus and his friends.”

Lynn and I each gave her a kiss on the forehead, said goodbye and assured her that we would visit her another day when she had left the hospital.


Walking down the halls we tried to remain as anonymous as possible.  When we exited the hospital Lynn was bursting with joy and practically skipping down the road.


“I was expecting you to maybe tell her a good story Finnian, but not this!  How did you do it?” she said

“Don’t be foolish Lynn.  I did nothing, as you well know.  The power and glory is God’s alone.  Do not tempt me” I rebuked her.

She looked surprised.  “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean that…I just mean, well, have you done that…I mean, has that happened with you before?”

“Not that exactly.  But I have seen the Lord perform many marvelous deeds in my time.  Is this strange to you?”

“Well, I have prayed for people’s headaches and such, and have heard about things like this…but never seen it before.  It was all so simple.  I’m just having a hard time believing that it happened is all” she replied.

“Yes, it is an awesome thing.  Let us worship our God.”  And we walked down the road speaking out praises to His majesty.

When we arrived back at Teridy’s we shared with him all that had happened.  He was surprised and delighted and the three of us again broke into praise.  Later that night he contacted Michael and Stephanie, passing on the word of strict confidence.  We would discuss it in more detail at the next meeting of the Five Stones.  

The next day Lynn came early again to my room.  Upon entering the room I could see that she was disturbed.  She handed me a newspaper, pointing to an article titled “Confused girl, healed by doctor’s new technique”.  I read the article in disgust, though I should have expected it.  The journalist reported that a girl in the local hospital, expected to be paralyzed for life, had suddenly been found cured yesterday.  When asked how this had happened, she had attributed it to the miraculous power of ‘Jesus and his friends’.  Doctors that had been interviewed, likely hungering for fame, attributed the healing to some experimental technique that they had been testing out on Tanya.  I will not bother to tell the other lies.  However, I was not too upset.

“There is good in this” I said to Lynn.

“What?  What do you mean?  How can this be good?” she said.

“I didn’t say that this was good.  I said there is good in this.  I told you that there was great evil in that place, if it is not in all such places.  We should not be too surprised.  The good is that there will not be a fanatic search for the ‘miraculous healers’.  That was my main concern.  Our faces could easily have been remembered from that day, and we would likely have been hunted down.  It is too early for that kind of situation.  This is for the better, although I do feel sad for the trial that Tanya is going through, likely being doubted by most.”

Lynn stood thinking.

“That just doesn’t seem fair” she finally said.  “I mean, Jesus gets totally ignored, and a bunch of liars get the credit instead.  That infuriates me.”

“I know.  But we must resist the temptation to be bitter or hate.  The Lord does not need to be defended, He will be vindicated Lynn.”

“Yeah.  I know, but…Well, I’m still thrilled that Tanya is healed and on her toes.  I can’t wait to see her again” she said

“Yes, that will be good.  I think you should wait for a while however, wait until things calm down a little before seeing her.”

“How did I know you were going to say that Finnian” Lynn said with a smile.

Chapter 13: The Bus Ride

A week later Teridy and I had planned to go to a nearby town to visit one of his friends.  We had taken this trip a month before.  Most of the journey back I had spend thinking about the many lives entering and exiting the bus at their various stops.  A story had developed in my mind since that time, and I informed Teridy that I might tell it to the passengers while we were on the bus. I had not committed the story to memory, so only the basic form was in my mind, but I would manage fine.  The trip would last about half of an hour, but the story was only five or ten minutes long. 

Sitting on the bus I found myself struggling somewhat in my heart.  I realized that these people were not used to things like this happening.  I found that I often attracted attention, which was often a temptation to vanity.  However, I needed to remember that I was simple one of his many ambassadors. 

I looked around at all the various passengers.  Most of the faces looked bored, disinterested, afraid, angry, or distracted.  However, these were the sheep that Chris died for, the coin he rejoices over when found.  I leaned forward in my chair and addressed my now captive audience.

“Excuse me.  I would like to tell you all a short story,would that be alright with everyone?”

People looked at me with the strangest faces.  Thankfully, an old lady sitting nearby offered a smile that seemed to say ‘go ahead son’.  Most people didn’t know what to say and hoped that someone else would ease their discomfort.  I decided to take the chance while I had it and began,

“Once upon a time there was a young lady named Sophia.  One day she decided to take the bus to see her Father.  She got on the bus and sat down next to a kind old man.  However, as the bus went along it’s route, a very strange thing began to happen –at each bus stop one of her family members got on the bus.  She had a very large family and so soon the whole bus was full of them.  Even stranger, none of them seemed to recognize each other except for Sophia.  She wondered at this and could only imagine that perhaps it had just been a long time since they had seen each other.

“Eventually, Sophia said out loud ‘Hey everybody, since we are all family, I was wondering if you would like to go with me to our father’s house?  It’s at the end of this route –He would be delighted to see us all, for it’s been a long time.’  After asking she looked around and waited to hear their responses.

‘Who are you kid?  And would you please shut up’ one of her brothers yelled out.

‘Family?  What are you talking about little girl, I don’t know you or any of these fools’ said an older sister.

‘We do not have a father silly girl’ said a brother ‘unless he died a long time ago…’

‘Our Father is mean and demanding’ said another brother nearby Sophia ‘He won’t let us do anything fun.’ 

Sophia was confused and saddened by their responses and a tear came to her eyes, for she knew these things were not true.  However, there were a handful who agreed to go with her and sat on seats neaby. Each began to share stories about their lives.

Along the way various brothers and sisters rang the bell to be let off at their various stops.

At one stop, the bus pulled over next to some shops.

‘Oh look at that enchanting dres’ thought one of her sisters, ‘I would be the envy of my friends if I had that’ and she crept off the bus.

‘Wow! A new computer’ said a brother, and he ran down the steps of the bus without a backward glance.

 The bus moved on and soon they came to the next stop.  A large crowd was gathered on the sidewalk for evidently they were making a new film. The ‘Stars’ were everywhere. ‘Maybe they’ll recognize my talent and I’ll become famous’ numerous passengers thought, and many stampeded out of the bus, pushing and shoving each other aside.

As they approached their next stop, a loud thumping noise started rattling their windows, and the bus pulled over next to a large house.  To Sophia’s surprise a few people were sprawled out on it’s lawn as though dead, next to them lay empty cans and bottles.  A young sister walked passed Sophia and out the door; her face looked beautiful and yet sad, used and confused.  Two other brothers followed behind her and headed toward the house. The bus pulled away and the thumping sound receded.

“The bus then drove down a steep hill and into a swampy region.  In the middle of the swamp was a strange building. Here the bus pulled over.  The building had many many doors and many thick cables connecting to it from nearby poles.  A thin wisp of black smoke rose from the center of the building.

‘We’re here’ said various brothers and sisters.  ‘This is It’s house.  I can feel the Energy.  This is home.’

‘No no silly ones’ Sophia said, ‘This is not our Father’s house, this is some kind of factory, and I don’t like the looks of it.’

But they laughed and called her simple, saying ‘You don’t really believe in a real Father do you?  That’s only a fairy tale’ and then they walked in a daze towards the door.

As the bus pulled away, the Driver announced that the next stop was the Father’s house.  There were shouts of excitement.  

They traveled on into the woods, then up a hill.  Hours seem to pass and many of Sophia’s brother and sisters grew impatient.  They began to grumble and accuse her and the driver of deceiving them, and then they began to fight with each other over every conceivable topic.

‘The driver is taking us in circles because he is waiting for us to be quiet and sitting in a more orderly fashion…shape up you fools!’ some commanded.  Others complained about the seats, the lack of air, the smell of the person next to them…just about everything.

“Finally, things became so violent and confused that some jumped out of the bus’ windows while others even threw their brothers and sisters out of the windows.  This greatly upset the drivers, and with a tear in his eye, he commanded the quarrelers to exit the bus.

During all of the fighting Sophia, frightened to tears,  had grabbed onto the safety bar above her head.  And when the quarreling had ceased she noticed that only those holding on to that safety bar were still on board the bus.

After this horrible incident and a period of sad silence, the bus traveled peacefully through the most beautiful countryside and up a great mountain.  A cool fresh breeze scented with wildflowers wafted through the windows of the bus.  The brothers and sisters continued sharing stories, laughing, crying, and even began to speaking with the driver who seemed to know the area very well.  He pointed out all kinds of things they never would have noticed, and soon everyone was enjoying themselves so much, that even time lost it’s importance.

Finally, they came to a great open field on the top of the mountain and the bus kept driving to the center of it.  The bus driver stood up from his seat and announced that they had arrived at their Father’s house.  The passengers each looked at each other with puzzled, yet peaceful faces.  

Then the bus driver turned around and spoke to them, “Okay children.  We’re here!” he said with a smile.  They recognized him immediately.

“Dad!” They shouted and cried.  And each child ran to him for a warm embrace.  That is the end, may the hearing hear” 

When I finished the story I was surprised at what I saw.  While there were some who continued to either be disinterested, or to feign disinterest, there were others who were obviously moved, some even with watery eyes.  The older lady who had encouraged me in the beginning, smiled again with the understanding of a sister in Christ.  Teridy looked at me with an encouraging look, then squeezed my thigh.  I waited for any other responses, but there were none.  So be it.  I prayed that the seeds of the gospel would find rich soil and grow. 

Chapter 14: Church of the New Life?

As part of my continuing education, Teridy had begun a habit of taking me to Stonehail’s various congregations. I had learned the lamentable news that the body of Christ had fragmented into many different sects since my time.  And as a town of eight thousand, there were at least two dozen of these sects.  Thankfully, Teridy informed me, most of them held the most central beliefs in common.  

This Sabbath he had decided to take me to one of Stonehail’s larger gatherings, at a place called Church of the New Life.  We drove in his automobile, and eventually stopped in front of what seemed a massive storehouse.  People were flooding in the front doors, and we soon joined them.  We were greeted at the entrance by a sharply dressed young man who handed us a piece of paper.  It was evidently some kind of instructions or plans for the service. Teridy said that it was called a bulletin and that it was given to each person before every meeting.  I found out later that this tradition of planning the events and length of every meeting was common for the churches of this age.  I thought this practice disturbing, for it seemed to set boundaries on God’s living presence.  Nonetheless, men will do what they will.


We walked past what appeared to be some kind of gift shop, and headed into the sanctuary.  The room was massive and bright with electrical lights.  We sat in the middle of a long row of comfortable seats.

Then several things happened at once; A group of musicians began making music and by some technique their sound was carried throughout the room at a great volume.  Words were somehow projected in a strange light on a huge white screen in front of the whole congregation.  Then the whole room was asked to stand and began to sing out the words projected on this screen.  Many clapped their hands and expressed their worship in other demonstrative ways.  I found the whole experience exciting, confusing, and yet somewhat disturbing.  

Something felt wrong and I found it difficult to worship the Lord.  It was as though the people were performing in a theatre, and I felt compelled to conform to a part.  I decided to close my eyes and attempt to discern the voice of the Shepherd.  Within moments I heard Him speaking quietly to my mind.  ‘These people honor me with their lips, but their hearts are far from me.  They worship me in vain, their teachings are but rules taught by men’  This message seemed very strong, but I was fairly certain it was from God’s Spirit.  If I had any doubts, they were soon put to rest.  

When the music stopped, the congregation was asked to be seated.  The musicians began to play another song.  The sounds issuing from them seemed to cast a subtle spell of sadness over the congregation, including myself.  Next, a collection of bright images of injured children were projected upon the screen. Now the atmosphere was truly despairing.  Thankfully, I was used to discerning this kind of manipulative magic and recognized it quickly.  A man stood before the congregation and began to speak.


“Friends,” he began.  “these are just some of the children among millions who are suffering horribly around the world.  Let me put it simply, if the church would begin to act like true Christians, we could put an end to this kind of suffering.  I am only asking that you, as well as those watching us on television, give a love offering to help support our ministry, and these children.  Your money will go to help support the research of doctors like Dr. Wellton who, as you have read about in the papers, restored the life to little Tanya’s legs.  This is the work of Jesus.  You can help by sending your money now, in addition to the following tithe…”

I needed to hear no more.  My heart pounded with anger towards the evil that was being spoken in the Lord’s name.  I was grievedthat His sheep were being led astray. The emotional manipulation, the clear word from the Lord, and now this obvious lie were enough to let me know the spirit behind this service, at least behind it’s leaders.  The music and images continued to force themselves upon us, like a magician’s enchantment.

I stood and began walking down the aisle, towards the direction of the musicians and their machines.  The speaker, apparently quite impressed with his own speech, did not seem to notice my gradually approaching presence.  While the machines surrounding the musicians were unfamiliar to me, I knew enough about them to know they depended on the wires now by my feet for their life.  I reached down and pulled out as many as I could lay hold of.  After a painfully loud screaming sound, like the dying of some demon,  the artificial life and power drained out of the musicians and the speaker.  The speaker looked at me with a look of terror.  I turned to the crowds before me and spoke out with authority,

“Your moods are doubtless now changed from sorrow to confusion.  Or perhaps the spell has been broken over some of you and you now see the deception.  All who have ears to hear, and eyes to see will know that the Lord’s power is not dependent upon the machines or manipulations of men.  Not only that, but you have forgotten that this Tanya also claimed that it was our very Lord Jesus who healed her, not these doctors of greed.  Is the faith of this one small child to put you all to shame?  Turn from this foolishness while you can, and begin to trust, like little Tanya, in the living God.”

Two large men came my way. Their purpose was clear.  Again, they could only use the strength of men, I thought to myself.  I had finished, they could do with me what they will.  

I was escorted past awkwardly silent rows of people.  The music had begun playing again by the time I was brought outside the doors. Teridy joined me in front of the building with a wide grin on his face.

“You sure know how to introduce yourself to people Finnian” he jested, and we drove back to our home by the Duvain.
� The reader must consult the Christopher’s Flowers series by Stephen Bonham for details to this history
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