FOR MARION, THE WHITE MARE OF MY DREAMS,
WHO STILL CARRIES MY SOUL
Rhiannon, who rides her night mare in the moonlight,
Who teaches women to be whole,
Who teaches women to be sovereign
Horses, azurite, purslane, vervain,
Oats, valerian, the black and the white,
She, the horse goddess, the magic one,
Who carries the medicine of the blue-bolted thunders,
Winyan pejuta shunkawakan,
The harbinger of the new consciousness,
Singing little white songbirds, the fertile moon’s great mystery,
Who is Epona, Mare, Godiva, Macha, Edain and Bubona,
She who passes over the threshold, and returns with inspiration,
The white mare is dancing,
The white mare is prancing,
Prancing, she comes with the white mare.
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PROLOGUE
This little story has been brewing in my mind ever since my daughter, Arwen, and I were able to visit the
Ho Rainforest up on the Olympic Peninsula of Washington state around 1990. I was able to show her a
place that spoke to me more deeply than anywhere I had ever been, a place where I had known great
love and happiness. On the long drive back to Texas, Arwen told me a wonderful story about a girl who
was able to perceive the kingdom of faerie. As the years went by, the story morphed and absorbed my
memories of my tomboy happy place, always in the forest, with my beautiful white mare, Marion.
As a child, I learned to avoid all the drama of my dysfunctional Southern family, which had been
traumatized by the Great Depression and World War II. I would just go to my dreamscape with horses
and dogs. This resulted in much consternation for the grown-ups, because i was too self absorbed to
pay attention to them. My free time was spent outdoors, and in bad weather, I would hole up in my room
and make art or read books about dinosaurs, horses, and the biographies of Crazy Horse and Chief
Joseph. I was ousted from the Brownie troop for non conformity. I was made to stand in the hall during
second grade Sunday school, because I refused to believe that God would send me to Presbyterian
Hell.
At the age of 12, my paternal grandfather, who I never really knew, died. When my parents packed up
his belongings, I was told I could keep some of his books, which were bound for the thrift store.
He was a 32nd degree freemason, whatever that is. He wore funny hats that looked like the old cartoon
character, Ferdinand. As a Shriner, he had his picture made riding a camel, who was led around by a
groom. Another was of him dressed in full Native American Plains Indian regalia. I will never know why.
On those big bookshelves, there were innumerable metaphysical texts, including The Yoga Sutras of

Patanjali, by Swami Vivekananda, books on Zen Buddhism, Egyptian sacred rites, astrology, numerology,
and the I Ching. Oh, boy! Now, I really had something interesting to read! I soaked up all I could, and am
still trying to learn how to stand up straight and breathe! For me, these things take time.
The other grandfather, my mom’s beloved Victorian patriarch, fathered eight children, and housed
them all in the only home left standing after Union troops marched through Clifton, Tennessee, on their
way to the battle of Shiloh. He loved to write poetry, and wrote about his old home, sunbeams,
daffodils, Helios and Vesta, and clouds shining with angels. As the seventh son of a seventh son, he was
known in the community for his ability to heal warts on the children with a laying on of his hands.
I don’t know much about my grandmothers, except that they were very dedicated to trying to shape
the lives of their children. The same goes for my own mother, who recently passed away. None of them
seemed to have kept journals, or letters. Back in those days, women were too busy keeping the
households and growing the gardens, figuring out how to survive depressions and terrible wars. They
crocheted, did beautiful embroidery and lace, and tried to make their homes and children beautiful.
Being a Daddy’s girl, I never got to know my mother very well. She lived alone for forty years as a
widow, gardening and vacuuming, starching curtains, growing roses and lilies. A year before she died, I
returned to Tennessee, with hopes to bring her back from the nursing home to her beloved house, but it
was not possible. So I cleaned her home, gardened in her yard, and listened to the songbirds and
cicadas, who are the descendants of the same ones she listened to. Then I would go to the nursing home
and tell her about it. In this way, I finally got to know something about my mom. To her, life was dear,
even though it seemed to terrify her. She liked to stay at home, calling it her velvet rut.
This tale is to let my good children and friends know why I don’t pay attention well. I am preoccupied in
the place where my white mare gallops on, over hills and dales in the moonlight, leaping over all obstacles,
and soaring into other dimensions. From that vantage, life really shines!

CHAPTER ONE
THE WAGER

Once upon a time, not so very long ago, in the northern coastland forest of California, there lived a
girl named Grace. Gracie was a dreamer. And not just the kind who dreams at night, but the kind who
dreams in the daytime, too. Dreams that feel like they are really happening! You know....the kind where
you feel with all your senses, and you can decide to do anything you want in the world of your
imagination. With the encouragement and understanding of her quiet father, Grace discovered that she
could will herself to dream, and so could dream good things into the world, just by imagining them, on
purpose. To dream adventures with the love coming out of her heart! Love for horses, music, and
redwood trees.......
This story begins with the day a dark-haired, blue-eyed Scottish horse trainer, named Angus, won a
bet. It was a cloudless, blustery spring day for the Championship Horse Trials, where the known favorite
was the magnificent Beatris. Angus had been with Beatris since she was born, and she had always been
his favorite of all the family horses. Beatris was the culmination of many generations of the best and
most capable horses of his family’s tradition of horsemanship. Her name meant “Blessed Traveler”, and in
the next three days, Angus knew that she would really give the spectators something fine to see. Now,
Angus certainly enjoyed winning prize money, but he did not like to wager on his horses. It felt to him
like taking unfair advantage, because he always seemed to know who would win. It was not
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guesswork, just that he could innately tell what each horse was capable of. This time, however, he was
honor bound to wager, because that boorish corporate big shot American had just waltzed through the
barn, and insulted his mare! He had come swaggering down the aisle, looking in one stall after another.
Angus, helping Beatris settle in for the night, was kneeling in the deep wood shavings behind the stall
door, wrapping her leg, when the man stopped and spoke to her. She extended her face to him, but drew
back suddenly, as she caught his acrid smell. He sneered at her. “So, you’re the favorite, hunh? You
want some sugar? Forget it, big nose! I’m not betting on the likes of you, not on a mare, and an ugly one
at that!” Just at that moment, Angus rose up from the straw, and the good ole boy from the U.S.A.
found himself eye to eye with a very angry groom. You can only imagine the conversation that followed!
The result was not a duel, as it would have been in the old days, but a wager.
So, three days later, after Beatris and he had claimed the golden trophy, Angus found himself to be
the owner of a "cozy cottage in the heart of the redwood forest of the Pacific Northwest!"
This happened soon before the wedding. His new bride, the fabulous and fiery Marian, liked the idea
of getting away from it all with her new husband, and she was always up for an adventure! “Ho’ can we
lose?” she asked, “Since ye won it wi’ yer temper, frae a scoondrel whose folk fortune came frae cuttin’
the fair redwoods, it’s probably a wreck, but we can fix it up an‘ sell it, an make enaw tae remodel ‘at old
croft up at yer faither’s! It’ll be a workin’ honeymoon! An’ it’ll gie Beatris time to make a bairn!” So, off
they went, to the pacific northwest of America, to claim their prize, sight unseen.
Well, Marian was right........ Jesterville, California was a real embarrassment! It was once a bustling
logging village that grew right in the middle of what had been a virgin redwood forest of the first order.
Dust bowl immigrants, gold rush failures, and families from Russia and Finland came to cut the giant trees,

2

for the city builders. The loggers hoped to earn enough to make a home for their families. But, after
only a hundred and fifty years, most of the trees had been cut down, and the work was gone.
No one could deny that this place was about as ugly as a town could possibly be. It especially was
painful to look at, because you could not help but imagine what it had once been in beauty, home to the
tallest and oldest trees on earth. Jesterville looked like someone had quickly hacked down everything
that grew, and then dumped planeloads of junk trucks and cars, dilapidated cottages and rusty trailers,
old tires and garbage, among all the huge tree stumps. A giant tree stump served as a bench right in front
of the market store! Across the street, at the hardware store, were two grotesque chainsaw sculptures
of redwood, one of a foolish looking bear, and the other of a very sad native chief, holding a prayer pipe.
There was a dirty old gas station, and a little laundromat, which also served as the post office. The old
movie theater stood abandoned next to the DQ, the only cafe in town. The dilapidated taxidermy shop
was where the geezers hung around the wood stove, to play checkers and philosophize. You could walk
from one end of town to the other, on a street full of watery potholes, since the pavement hadn't been
repaired in years.
So you can imagine the extreme disillusionment felt by the young couple when they arrived to claim
their “prize cottage”, and found it to be a dilapidated, moldy ruin, occupied by a family of skunks! And
there was so much trash!
Everyone in town watched with fascination as the happy couple from Scotland and Wales began the
slow work of making the place livable. Each day, before getting to work, Angus walked up to the forest
with his highland pipes, playing to the clear-cut stumps, and then to the living trees, a practice which
soon became the talk of the village. To end the day, they would sit on the porch, and Marian would play
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her grandmother’s harp, which soon drew out strolling curious neighbors. People eyed them suspiciously,
and no one attempted to make friends with them.
It wasn't long before Marian was expecting a child, and her mother came from Wales as soon as she got
the good news. “Call me Granny, now!” she said, when they picked her up at the airport. She wasn’t
about to miss the birth of her first grandchild! Granny loved to tramp through the forest with her
daughter, but after a couple of months, Marian grew tired, and she stayed close to the old house.
Granny walked daily to gather flowers and herbs for the young mother, but try as she might, things
turned out the way they did. As Grace entered the world, Marian left it.
Angus withdrew into the deepest grief, and for months did nothing but stare into the fire, while he held
his new daughter in his arms. He named her Grace, for the way he felt when he first beheld her. So
Granny stayed with him to mother the baby, and to help Angus.
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CHAPTER TWO
THE HARP
Now, in Granny's family, there is a very, very old tradition: the Harp. She was its keeper, and her
mother before her. It came through the centuries from the ancient days of magic, and was known as the
Marian Harp, after its maker, the druid Marian of Whitehorse. Marian was an artist, alchemist, healer,
musician, elf counsel, and horsewoman. Grace’s mother Marian was named after her.
It was said that a great king commissioned Marian to make The Harp as a gift for his true love,
Rhiannon. Once a month, people gathered in the light of the full moon, hoping to catch a glimpse of
Rhiannon, riding through the surf on her powerful white mare. They called her the Horse Goddess.
Marian fashioned the Harp to look as if it had come from the watery deep canyons far down in the
ocean. It was carved from whalebone and covered with iridescent abalone, which was inlaid to be foaming
waves crashing up the sound box. A luminous white horse, with black pearl eyes, leaps from the crest.
The strings were made from some unknown alchemical metals, and they never needed to be tuned or
polished. It was also true that the tunings would change of their own accord, to benefit the situation or
gathering at hand.
The Marian Harp passed from one generation to another, and most of that family were either
dedicated to harp music, or white horses, or both! They loved to sing to their horses, and to play the
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harp outdoors, making songs of gratitude to the mother earth, and all of nature. All their homes had a
nice big porch, or music shelters out in the woods, so they could play music in the rain for hours.
Accompanied by birdsong, they played to the morning glories and hummingbirds. In the evening, when
the night creatures gathered around the house, and the whippoorwill was crying, they played the
nocturnes of the Old Ones.
Granny told Grace tales of how, long ago, the Harp had stopped the invaders, who laid down their
weapons and wept to hear its sweet music. Tales of how the melodies from its strings brought happiness,
healing and courage to all who heard them. The knowledge of how to truly play and care for the Harp
had been kept a family secret.
Gradually, insidiously, the people in the world changed. They began to compete with their neighbors,
and coveted each other’s possessions. They signed papers that said that they were the owners of the
land, and everything on it. Those times marked the beginning of suffering for the People, and came to be
known as the Age of Darkness.
Some of the people, who were very greedy, made themselves to be rulers, because they wanted power
over all the others. They plotted against one another with lies and deceits, and made governments to
control as many other people as possible. Large armies were conscripted to fight each other in wars,
which were the most devastating things that had ever been wreaked upon this earth.
Activities such as music, art, dancing, and feasting, were regulated, and all ceremonies to the Goddess
were forbidden. The gentle hearted people who found solace, comfort, and love in all these sweet things
had no choice but to face a world where art was hidden in the homes of the wealthy, and where musicians
were only allowed to perform at state functions and religious events. The old ballads were given new
lyrics of zealous patriotic fervor, and the Goddess was banished.
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Even religions were regulated to suit the greed of the powerful. The people were taught that they
could not communicate with the Creator directly, but must have priests to do their praying for them!
Some of the People retreated into the hills and rapidly shrinking forests, but most of them became
workers and slaves!
So began the days when the many toiled for the few. They built factories, mines and roads, paid taxes,
and grew crops for people in the cities, while their own families went hungry. They built massive
cathedrals and palaces on the land that held the sacred wells.
The Old People cried their tears to the roots of the trees. They became very quiet, made their prayers
to Mother Earth in private, and heard their music only in the streams, birds, and winds. Eventually, the
beautiful People and their ways seemed to disappear altogether. They became fairy tales, myths and
legends, which not many people today believe ever really happened.
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CHAPTER THREE
THE EARLY YEARS

Grace says she remembers being in her mother’s womb, resting in a warm sunbeam, the world all red
and swimmy, as she and her mother listened to Granny play. She remembers the feelings of immense love
and caring from her mother’s voice, and the shadows of her hands in the sun, as she rubbed her belly. It
was her only memory, but such a good one.
The child's early years were truly charmed, for she had her amazing grandmother to love and mother
her, and to be her teacher. Grace’s school was under the canopy of redwoods and mossy cedar trees,
dripping with beauty, and teeming with life. Granny loved to carry baby Grace into the forest, where they
would study all the plants and animals, listen to the winds and birds, and find plant medicines for sick
people back in the village, learning music all the while. She learned to recognize the call notes and
conversations of the ravens, who were great friends with Granny, and always accompanied them on their
walks. She loved to coo the secret songbird melodies into her grandmother’s ear as they walked along,
and Granny would whistle them back in perfect harmonies. Life was all fun around Granny, for she was
enthusiastic and interested in absolutely everything!
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It was the family duty of the grandmother to impart to the child all the secret ways of the Ancient
Ones, and the music of the Harp. Grace had learned to sit and breathe properly, to experience the core
of her body as it connected to the earth. Then she had mastered the Great Tones of singing her
personal Tune, Granny began her education in earnest. She worked on the basics: breathing, pulling in
the energies of the moment, dancing, singing, drumming, and duplicating in perfect pitch the microtones
of nature. The goal of this vast knowledge was to bring healing to others with music.
The knowledge of the medicine plants was also a main feature of her education. Granny would have
her sit before each different kind of plant, and encourage Grace to listen to it quietly, asking the plant
to help her understand its purpose. It was difficult at first, but soon she began to sense them intuitively.
They played the blindfold game, where she learned to identify sacred healing plants by the sound of
their leaves in the breezes, and the feeling they emitted. For each living thing in creation has its own
distinctive melody of existence, both in health and in weakness. Using this knowledge, the People of the
old days could keep everything healthy with the use of the plants around them, and the sounds of their
voices and instruments.
So, Grace’s early years were all enormously interesting, because there was not a thing that Granny
had to show her that she didn’t want to learn! They spent all their time together, tramping about the
woods. When they were studying plants, it was very quiet, serious moving, but sometimes, when Granny
decided to play clown, they just could not stop laughing! Being sidekick to Granny was like being in
perpetual live theater!
Only a few people in Jesterville really got to know Granny very well. They thought she was a real
oddball, and kept their distance. But they came to see her when they needed a healer, which they were
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shy to talk about, since Granny's medicine was quite different from the pills that were prescribed by the
town doctor. She really enjoyed helping them out.
One time, the folks in Jesterville asked her to play the harp for their Easter service. Well, Granny got
a little carried away, because as she played, her raven friends began to fly in the windows! They were
flapping those big strong wings around and around in the small church, tok-tokking their call notes in
time with the music! Granny got up and started dancing and singing! There were folks who swear they
heard a few notes from the harp, after Granny moved to get up! Afterwards, some people saw bears
walking back towards the woods. They did not ask her to play again.
Then there was the year of the big drought, which brought with it dry lightning and many fires. Granny
invited the town to come and pray with her, to ask Father sky to make some rain for Mother earth.
Granny began to play an old tune which she explained was traditionally played in her country, at times
such as these. It told a tale of a dry and barren desert kingdom which came back to green and abundant
life. Granny felt the harp improvise, and within a few minutes, low clouds gathered in from the north, and
the rain began to fall for a week, slowly and softly, reviving the land. Well, I can tell you that caused quite
a hubbub! A lot of gossip about Gaelic witchery! Oh well, Granny needed to help the forest.
Grace has such wonderful memories of those days………she loved it best when, in the winter, her
Papa would build a good fire, and they would all make music together. Angus had a lovely baritone
voice, and Granny loved to play to him until she could get him to sing a little!
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CHAPTER FOUR
TOUGH TIMES AHEAD

There had never been any question about Grace’s education. “Barbaric” is a word that Granny used
to describe the Jesterville public school! Both she and Angus agreed that the child would study at
home, and in the woods, the way the children learned in the old land. In the old way of their ancestors,
children spent most of their time studying the things which they really enjoyed the most. For instance,
with Gracie, her favorite pastimes were walking in the forest and making music. It was up to Granny and
Angus to nurture the child’s natural interests to the fullest.
She also had plenty of responsibilities in the house, garden, and kitchen. To many people, it would
look like a lot of work, but then, Granny’s people thought work was great fun! Granny and Angus
showed her how just anything you do can be an art, from scrubbing the floors to painting a picture. A
job well done is a great pleasure.
After a day of studying music and medicine plants in the forest, Grace loved to watch Papa work on
his sculptures quietly in the evening by the fire, with Granny softly humming in the kitchen, as she cooked
some tasty stew from the garden.
And so it went. Those were happy days, until .......
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It happened so quickly...Granny became ill. She explained that death was just another great
adventure, and it was time for her to go back Home, to her sweetheart and relatives. So, she just happily
accepted it, and went very quickly, the way she always did anything.
It was Granny who suggested that Grace should go try the Jesterville School. She said it would teach
her the ways of the world, and that, too, was an important part of her education.
Well, I don't need to tell you that this was the most difficult time of Grace’s life. To lose her
grandmother, and find herself in the Jesterville School, was almost more than she could bear.
Grace was accustomed to the study of things which most people never get to learn about. She
learned about esoteric philosophy, or metaphysics, which is a study of things that are unseen, and can’t
be explained. Things that to most people would seem magic or supernormal. Also, she studied higher
mathematics and physics, which were all necessary parts of her musical education. Granny explained
that music and math both came out of nothingness, and returned to the place of stillness, just like the
universe expands and contracts. Just like thought, action, and life itself comes and goes back to its
Source. She learned to meditate by paying soft attention to her breath, not concentrating on it, just
gently coming back to it when she found herself thinking thoughts. She would soon find herself actually
experiencing that silent stillness inside herself........just pure awareness and bliss.
But now, in the Jesterville school, Gracie felt imprisoned, inmates with children she could not
comprehend! And the books! The embarrassingly stupid books, that told her to connect the dots, and
make multiple-choice answers! And they had horrible, wretched pictures of animals who looked really
stupid, not at all like the real animals that she had come to know in the forest!
Gracie had never really felt anger in her whole life, until now. She began to indignantly state her
opinions about freedom and justice in the classroom, the methods of teaching, and how the teachers
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talked down to the kids! But this led to big trouble, and many after-school detentions, which involved
really long division problems, with a lot of sevens and nines! Or being made to write five hundred times,
“I will not carve pictures of horses on school property.” Gracie failed completely to make the transition
from forest adventurer to fifth grader, so she simply retreated into her very fertile and interesting
imagination.
At first, some of the girls invited her over, probably because their mothers wished them to be
charitable to a motherless girl. But Gracie, known at school as “Weirdo”, didn’t even try to fit in with the
other girls. For example, she had real problems with Barbie dolls, and thought that a gallant woman would
have nothing to do with them. So while she dimly heard her classmates going on about boys and
cheerleading, she secretly imagined all the teddy bears chasing away the Barbies, and Kens. If her
Mother were here, she would know what to do! I guess you could say she was pretty frustrated. For the
time being, Grace had forgotten all the things that Granny and Angus had told her about living in each
moment with enthusiasm and gratitude. Happiness wasn’t so easy anymore.
And so, while the others knew better than to openly insult the feisty wild forest girl, they clearly
detested her. Gracie was the beautiful girl who was always surrounded by infatuated boys, which did
nothing to improve her popularity with the other girls! She was oblivious to them, because she was far far
away in her dream world, and that made them even madder.
The schoolhouse was on the edge of town, and nearly surrounded by great fields of stumps and slash.
As she looked out the schoolroom window, gazing upon what used to be a virgin redwood forest, she
dreamed. She loved to dream the forest healed and whole, as her grandmother had taught her, to dream
with intention and purpose. She dreamed her way farther and farther away from the droning sounds of
the classroom, until she could completely disappear, and Teacher usually couldn’t tell she was gone!
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Grace’s best dream was of the white mare and the harp! Having grown up with Angus’s stories of his
great Beatris, she could only imagine what it was like to be that close to a real horse. There were no
horses in Jesterville, and her dad said it was no place for a horse. She would just have to wait till they
could get back home to Beatris and her babies.
She often dreamed the dream where she and the magnificent mare rode off together into the forest to
play the harp to the blue ones. She did not know who the blue people really were, but they always came
to her in the dream, with their radiant white horses. She learned to talk to them as she had learned to
talk to Granny, in the world of spirit. Visiting Granny was the usual destination of the mare, and they
always seemed to be able to find her easily, in a place that looked like horse heaven to the girl. Rolling
lush sweet scented pastures, secluded woodlands, breezes filled with birdsong.....ahh.....
All of the horses and people in her dreams were very happy to discuss and answer all her questions!
But when she asked about her mother, they would only say, "Soon." So realistic it was…it didn’t seem
like an imagination at all.
Occasionally, Grace’s reveries were rudely interrupted by a chalkboard eraser smacking on her desk!
That would be a wake-up from Madame, the French teacher, who was the one bit of culture that the
school had. Madame had inherited the house of her uncle, and had come to Jesterville from France.
After living her life as an artist in Paris, her disappointment was great. Since there was no market for her
art in Jesterville, Madame had decided to teach the kids French.
To Grace’s extreme annoyance, Madam had assigned French names to everyone in the class.
Occasionally, over the sound of thundering hoof beats, Grace would be jerked out of her dreams by the
teacher shouting, “Babbette!! Babette!! Tete en l’aire?” Gracie liked to answer by saying “mon petite
chou chou”, or “petit pois”, which were the main words she remembered, because they made her smile.
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When Gracie brought home almost failing grades in French class, Angus said, “Oh, Grace.....pity the
poor teacher, she’s probably homesick for her friends and family. I’m sure it’s hard for her to teach you
as well.” But there was no way she would cooperate with someone who insisted upon calling her
“Babette”, when her name was Grace!
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CHAPTER FIVE
IN THE WOODS

So, life went on like this, and every day, as soon as school was out, Grace would run all the way
home, bolt through the door, do her chores and homework as fast as ever she could, and then settle
down to an evening with the harp, and songs of old. When she missed her Granny, the harp would take
her to beautiful places and faraway times, to bring her cheer, or it would cry with her in the saddest of
laments. The harp was truly her very best friend.
Her best times were the weekends! Grace would eagerly awake on Saturdays and Sundays, pack a
picnic, carefully put the harp in its backpack, and head for the deepest parts of the forest. It was a
pretty good walk from Jesterville, and Grace tramped a long way through stumps everywhere, before
she finally got to where the ancient trees still stand.
She loved to wander far and wide, to explore the never- ending labyrinth of deer and elk trails. The
trees, oh the Trees…… some were two thousand years old, making them some of the oldest living beings
on the planet. And the wisest. To be in their presence was what the girl craved. When she played the
harp to the redwoods, it seemed that all was well in the world.
The forest had the fragrance of dark green, of the sea, of mushrooms and earth, which lingered in the
moist air. Breezes whispered in the very high branches of redwood, cedar and fir. Granny’s friends, the
ravens, led the way, commenting on the day’s adventures, in their squawky voices. Frogs, crickets, and
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songbirds added to the music of the woods.
It was here that Grace truly felt at home, completely centered within her self as pure happiness. She
always said that in the forest, Jesterville seemed a distant memory.
As she wandered among the giant trees, she would practice focusing upon the slightest details of her
environment: from the tiniest dewdrop on delicate spider web, to the clouds scudding across the tops
of the immensely tall trees. Granny, herself a wonderful horsewoman, once told her that horses
remember everything they see, and so Grace pretended to be a horse, taking note of each thing that she
saw.
In Gracie’s enchanted forest, the deer and elk trails looked like russet streams flowing through the
green oxalis fields of shamrock!! Making her way through the hanging moss trees, she imagined herself
gliding along in a little canoe, with the bears swimming along beside her!.........Oh, I forgot to mention the
polar bears! Grace really had a thing for them!
Everything here was so old, so slow, so silent, that often Gracie would meditate under a big tree,
closing her eyes and sinking into the awareness of peace…… Granny had taught her to go within on her
breath, like it was a magic carpet! She breathed in love and energy up her spine, all tingly. She felt it
come from the earth itself. As she breathed out, she felt gratitude and blessings for all the good things
in her life. Her inner vision would fill with a soft brilliant light, time would stretch…She’d feel all sorts of
different lovely things as she sat there, breathing so quietly, until she would just disappear into the love
of it all! So silent......... Then it felt nice to take a little nap in the sunbeam, dreaming that her head
rested on the neck of the white mare. After a time, some little forest sound, tickly breeze, or raindrops,
would wake her up, and Grace would be on her way to one of her favorite spots to spend the rest of the
day with the music.
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One of them was a huge lichen-covered stone out by itself in the meadow. Here she would sit and play
to the gentle butterflies as they daintily sipped on the foxglove and yarrow. She enjoyed peering into the
undergrowth, with her little botanist’s magnifying glass, eavesdropping on ants and beetles.
The animals in the forest all knew of Grace and her music, and they would often gather round to listen.
She especially loved it when the mother deer would bring their shy and delicate fawns to hear the harp
up close for the first time.
When it rained, she went to the big hollowed out redwood tree that had been struck by lightning.
Angus explained to Grace that this tree was an original old growth tree. It had been struck by lightning
long ago, and the hollow had burned from the inside out. The loggers didn’t cut it down, because it was
too dangerous to try.
It so felt like a shrine, that Angus brought up the beautiful redwood Virgin of Guadalupe that he had
made from an old burl stump.
He said, “Gracie, d’ ye kin wha Ah sa’ loove Lupe? She resembled thes redwuid tree....grand an’ much
ta’ challenging ta’ cut doon. In mexico, afair th’ conquistadores cam frae Spain, ‘er name was Tonantzin,
an’ she was th’ corn goddess, th’ moon goddess fa brings abundance. Our folk hae also looved
Rhiannon, th’ goddess fa comes wi’ th’ full moon, just as th’ mexican indians looved their goddess. Th’
missionaries did nae approve when th’ puir indian saw a vision on th’ hilltop, wi’ th’ sun behin’ ‘er, an’ she,
standin’ in th’ moon! Sae now, she, the fertile goddess, is called the Virgin ay Guadalupe. TonantzinGuadalupe, th’ wee mammy ay free thinkers, tha’ fights fur th’ puir!” he laughed. “I guess th’ Mammy
Goddess thooght i’ twas politically easier jist tae change ‘er frock! ‘At way, th’ indian fowlk coods still
loove their goddess, an’ please th’ missionaries both. It’s called a win-win situation”
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One day, as she was heading home, Grace noticed a huge hollow log, and saw that the hollow
appeared to be a trail. Now, this was really exciting for Grace, who never liked to pass an opportunity to
take a new adventure. Stepping inside this big tunnel of a tree, she walked through to the other end,
and was delighted to find a whole new trail!
And so, even though it was late, for Grace, it was time to investigate. She discovered something new
and beautiful around every turn in the path, and soon came to a huge berry patch. There were big, fat,
drippy berries, warm from the afternoon sun, and soon her tongue and fingers were blue and her belly
was full. Leaning back against a mossy stone to rest, she was soon fast asleep.
After a while, as she lay dreaming of a fox and an owl, Grace awoke with a chill, and found herself in
pitch-black darkness, listening to the night talk of the fox and the owl! Where was the Harp?? She felt
around, and discovered that she was in a giant hollow tree on a soft bed of redwood needles, with no
harp at all! She frantically remembered that she had laid it down beside her in the meadow with the
berries, but she could not remember anything after that. Had she truly lost her family harp, The Marian
Harp?
For a while, Grace just huddled up and cried bitter tears for her carelessness. How could she ever,
ever, lose the Harp? She knew it was pointless to try to find her way home in this darkness. She sat
quietly and waited for dawn. Then she would sort it out, and find the harp. Surely no one would do it
harm! And hadn’t the thieves made a comfortable warm room for her, and wrapped her with this warm
cloak?
But, you know how it is, as she sat and waited for daylight, she couldn’t help wondering who, or what,
was making all those rustling and snuffling sounds around the tree. She had never before been
frightened in the forest, not even when she had met the black bear, but now, in the darkness, she felt
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very anxious for the sun to come. If only she had the harp to help pass the time till daybreak. She
hummed little tunes into the night, but that was scarier than being quiet, because the sound of it covered
up the night sounds around in the inky woods, only to make her imagine that creepy things were
watching her. She just knew someone was watching her….
She decided to think of home, dear old messy home. Angus, who wasn’t much of a housekeeper,
spent most of his time quietly making his beautiful sculptures. It was easy to startle him, when he was so
focused on his work, so she played him soft music. They did not talk much, but enjoyed each other in
the deep way that is mutual silence. There was something so comforting about her father. Sometimes,
while he was working, she saw a tear on his cheek, but sensed that he was in "the good place", as he put
it. She knew he was with her mom.
After Granny passed over, Angus tried really hard to be more cheerful, but it wasn’t long before he
reverted to his long silences. Even though he didn’t say much, Angus felt strong and dependable to his
daughter, and his steadiness made her feel very, very safe. She knew her dad as the one who showed
her how to "dream", and they understood one another deeply, for they dreamed the same dreams...
As she thought of home,she faintly heard a melody coming from the forest. Someone was playing her
family’s harp!
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CHAPTER SIX

BLUE HORSE NATION
Well, of course Grace didn’t waste a moment! She followed the sound of her grandmother’s harp
playing the most utterly beautiful music she had ever heard or imagined. Feeling her way around the big
trees in the starlight, she followed the melody to a wide circular meadow, and to her complete
amazement, there before her were assembled all the characters that she had dreamed of for years! The
entire scene was canopied by a pulsing and humming blue sphere, made of what looked like electricity!
Could this really be? Grace crept closer and closer, peeking out from behind the big trees. Was she
asleep? Would she wake up, and find herself in the schoolroom? Why did this seem so real? She KNEW
she was not dreaming this time!!
Shining blue archers, mounted upon white steeds, pranced slowly, circling a beautiful woman playing
the Harp in a solemn ceremony. Standing before the lady, was the magnificent white mare of Grace’s
dreams!
And, oh, the lady! Her glowing russet hair, woven with tiny white flowers, fell in fiery swirls below her
waist, and her white gown glimmered with pearls fashioned into patterns that looked like water in the
moonlight. Her head tilted thoughtfully, her eyes closed, as her nimble fingers caressed the shining
strings of the Marian Harp. Grace listened, spellbound. The mare stood very still before her lady, and
seemed to softly pulse with a blue energy.
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Grace had never heard the harp sound like this! It seemed to be humming perfect frequencies, in
filaments of blue, which radiated from the lady’s hands. These interlaced to form a large bubble, which
surrounded the entire retinue, as if to protect them. The sphere resonated with the harp, and emitted a
thin bell-like vibration, like that clear ringing sound that you sometimes hear inside your head. The
rhythm was like waves washing the shore, the melody something that stars might sing to each other while
we are sleeping. She felt herself become intensely aware of her breathing. Never before had she felt so
completely awake!
Suddenly, without any warning, Grace let out a big “KERCHOO!” The music abruptly silenced, and
all eyes were upon her!
“Oh! Oh! I am so sorry! Please don’t stop!”, cried the girl as she stepped out from behind the big
tree. “I didn’t mean to disturb you!” she said in dismay. Smiling, the lady motioned for the girl to
approach. As she drew closer, Grace felt a warmth of motherly love and deep peace. All kindness,
generosity, and fulfillment seemed to envelope her in a soft mist, as she stood transfixed in the nurturing
bliss of those green eyes…
“Greetings, my child, and welcome, from Rhiannon, and all of her friends. We are so happy to meet you
at last! Please, come and sit beside me,” she said with a graceful gesture.
“We have been making plans to inspire the humans to take better care of Mother Earth. It was agreed
that we would have you as our guest tonight, because we would like to ask for your assistance.”
The Lady explained that our planet can no longer sustain more damage from thoughtless humans. It is
in great crisis, and the time is near when the unseen ones will step forward, to educate the people and
teach them how to behave, if they fail to do so on their own!

33

“Mother Earth has grown weary of trying to inspire her human tenants, so now she will bring them
understanding and realization.
“Your home is entering into a great realm of light, the darkness is receding even now, as you read
these words. It could be rather uncomfortable for those who are filled with negativity and fear, and cling
to mistaken beliefs. You, Grace, can be of great assistance in harmonizing their spirits with your music.
“We do hope that they will be able to hear us, and that they will not be afraid.
“Right now, we are only seen by a few, such as yourself, so you can be very useful to this cause. We
are very proud of you for working so hard to master your grandmother's skills. You have been making
yourself ready, with so much practice.
“You know the Harp’s history. It is now time for its sounds to be heard by all the people in the world.
It wants to come out and lift up all the humans who have forgotten how to sing.
“So, would you like to be our musical representative?”
Grace replied bashfully, “Well sure, whatever I can do, I will. I don't have any idea how to do it, but I
can try.”
The Lady leaned back and sweetly laughed, as she beheld the girl with love. “Just play your harp, and
be happy!! Well! Now for the moment we've all been waiting for! Would you please?” She offered the
harp to Grace.
As Gracie accepted, she was aware that many wood folk were emerging from the dark fringes of the
cedars and redwood giants. There were impish brownies, and serious looking dwarves. There came
brightly dressed gnomes, skipping feather wights, and jolly leprechauns. Slowly floating in the trees like
undulating blankets of tiny lights, were thousands of faeries. All sorts of animals, big and small, came
into the woodland circle, and mingled with the blue people and their horses.
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With a grand flourish, the lovely white mare spun to face her, and the crowd erupted into a loud
hurrah, and resounding applause! Bright blue fireworks whizzed and fell before the stars. The Lady
rose, and said, “Time for Music!” Grace positioned the harp, and, feeling like she was in heaven, began
to play music. That set the queen into a languid and graceful dance, with the white mare as her partner,
creating a poised and eloquent interchange between equine royalty and Mother Nature herself. And,
while Rhiannon was exceedingly graceful, that fabulous mare was wildly flamboyant! Oh, my goodness,
she really liked to strut her stuff, to flaunt her sauciness at all the other horses around! Skidding to a
halt before them at top speed, the spectacular mare bewildered the mounts of the elfin archers. She
shook her long mane, threw her head back and neighed like a mighty stallion, trumpeting to the stars in
the heavens. She capered with fluid authority, all around her Lady, as if to say, “LOOK AT ME! I AM
HERE NOW!!”
Gracie and Rhiannon, both danced and played every mood, from exuberant reels and jigs, to the
saddest of laments. Ballads of longing for days past, lost and found love, heroic valor, and absolute joy
in the moment went on throughout the night. As the darkness gave way to light, the stars faded one by
one, revealing an early morning mist, flowing around the base of the trees.
“Look up, my little one! The angels of dawn approach! Have you any words of farewell?”
Gracie felt speechless, as Rhiannon smiled at her kindly. “Oh…Oh… Thank you! Thank you very
much for letting me visit,” she stammered gratefully.
“Our privilege, Grace! The Harp has chosen a diligent student in you. You have cared for it well, and
now we return it, and it’s tradition, to your safekeeping and protection.”
“And Gracie, there’s something even you don’t realize! Your true gift is more than the gift of music. It
is your very positive approach to life.You have loved and lost your precious mother and granny, but
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instead of feeling sorry for yourself, you learned to go to them in your dreams! You have CHOSEN to be
a happy person. And, you have helped Angus in his terrible grief by simply being a happy girl. Whenever
you felt the sadness and despair, whenever you felt frustrated, you went to a happiness in your mind and
spirit. It may seem that the Harp did this for you, but really, it was your own decision to be in music, to be
in happiness. No matter what has happened, you have chosen to be happy, to experience something
great in that moment. I know that to you, it is the gift of the Harp, and, in part, it is. But making the
conscious choice to be accepting and appreciative of every moment, even when the times are difficult......
Well! That , my dear Grace, is your very greatest gift! It shows in your radiant smile, and goes out to
everyone you meet, and to everyone who is able to hear your music. When more people feel what you
feel, the world will be healed.....Angus knew what he was doing when he named you Grace.”
Tears of happiness and gratitude filled Grace’s eyes, and she said, “Do you think I might be able to visit
again sometime?”
“Oh, yes,” softly replied the Lady. “You will be seeing us soon. Keep up the good work, my dear. You
are helping us now, more than you know.” Then she smiled and said, “Now, I believe you might need some
assistance in finding your way home.”
At that, the white mare lightly stepped forward. Grace mounted from the stone bench, Rhiannon
handed her the harp, and off they went with everyone cheerfully wishing them a good journey.
Whenever Grace remembers that first ride, she gets really quiet.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
BACK IN JESTERVILLE

As Gracie descended the path back down to Jesterville, she puzzled over how two such worlds could
exist simultaneously. But when she smelled the heavenly grassy scent of the mare on her hands, and saw
the little white hairs on her clothes, she knew that they really did. She instinctively understood that even
Jesterville was part of some sort of grand design, although she surely did not know what that might be.
All the things she had ever known: the rocks, the plants, the animals and birds, even down to the tiniest
ants and bacteria, were able to coexist fairly peacefully, even though they all had different ways.
But the humans, strangely oblivious to all the other occupants of this beautiful planet, just ran amok!
She couldn’t think of another single life form that made such a mess as the human beings, who claimed
authority over all the others!
As she made her way past her friends, the great grandfather redwoods, she actually felt embarrassed
to be human. Tears ran down her cheeks, as she apologized for the destruction the people had made.
Chopping down trees is something that people do, and she was a person, whether she liked it, or not.
She badly wanted to fix it!
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Along with this deep sorrow, Gracie felt bliss and gratitude for the magical world that had just
opened up to her. A whirling turbulent maelstrom of conflicting emotions, that were opposite, and yet
equally passionate. All she could do was to focus on her scampering feet, as she as she ran downhill to
home.
The screen door slammed it’s familiar sound as she went into the house, back to the studio, and
Angus rose from his work, sweeping her up in a great hug, and crying tears of joy. “I knew you’d be
back, and that you were safe, but it was so hard not to be with you!”
Gracie excitedly told her story, and as she did, he grew very thoughtful. He told her she had been
gone four days, and the entire village had swept the woods looking for her! “Grace”, he said, smiling
with wonder, “You understand that it's better not to speak of these things to anyone.............. but, tell
me, tell me every detail that you remember!” Grace looked over at Granny’s empty rocker, and saw her
there, smiling with a twinkle in her eye, and told Angus everything.
As the weeks went by, Grace did a lot of thinking about the things that she had experienced. She
tried very hard to dream her way back to the meadow, but it was not to be found. The weeks sometimes
felt like years.
Life felt flat, and Gracie went numb, sometimes forgetting that the forest was even out there!
Surrounded by tree stumps, closed in by moldy walls, in a thoroughly boring school, and unable to
dream, Grace retreated even deeper into her music.
She played the harp more than ever, trying to remember all the tunes she had heard that night in the
forest, but her efforts felt clumsy and frustrating, as if the soul of the Harp lingered with the Lady.
“How can this help the world?” she wondered. “I don’t feel happy any more......”
One day, Gracie decided to walk up to visit with Granny’s best friend, Old Joe. He was a Vietnam
Veteran from South Dakota, who, returning broken from the war, went up into the forest’s steep ravine
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and built himself a cabin on government land. The cabin and everything in it he fashioned with hand
tools with wood from fallen trees. He found peace making things with his hands, and he made them with
loving and respectful craftsmanship to be sturdy and to look old. After thirty years of living as an
outlaw in the forest, he was finally discovered by the lumber company and forced to leave. Granny and
Grace had met him in the deep woods on one of their forays for herbs. There he was, standing in the
path, looking like a mountain man, quietly regarding them. He carried a bow he had made himself from
Osage Orange and buffalo sinew, and once a year he went far into the forest to hunt elk, because he
had had a dream which instructed him to do so. They knew him to be the retiring welder man who lived
in the old blacksmith barn, and who loved to recycle. He was a true philosophical naturalist, and
Granny really liked him.
On this day, Joe offered her his collection of recycled house paint. All different colors, too! Two at
a time, she hauled them home. Starting with her bedroom, then the kitchen, then the parlor, she
painted everything in the house, except things like the dishes, the toaster and toothbrushes.
Angus, working away on his sculpture, watched her with increasing interest as she painted the room
around him, and smiled at her as she painted the tables and chairs, the candlesticks and the picture
frames. He calmly watched, as Gracie painted the screen of the television to be a white horse running
through a meadow. Then he got up, went out to the yard, and began to rake the leaves and sticks.
After that, she and Angus did all the work together. They repaired the fence, and fixed the front
porch. They scraped the peeling paint off the house, and painted the outside all the colors of the
rainbow! Father and daughter worked and worked the long summer evenings together, and ate their
suppers in the gazebo. Curious neighbors took their evening walks in front of the house, when father
and daughter made music together on the porch.
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It wasn’t long before the little hardware store was doing a steady business, because most of the
neighbors had begun to work on projects of their own. And when they had done with their own homes,
they started helping each other.
Old Joe brought around his '54 Chevy dump truck, and hauled garbage to the old quarry. He drove
many loads of plastic, bottles, and old tires to the recycling center in the big city. Once a week,
everyone pitched in gas money to haul a derelict car or truck to the metal recyclers.
Every day at dusk, folks could be seen strolling the neighborhoods, admiring the progress of their
friends. Flower and vegetable gardens grew wherever there was space to plant them. Pride of
accomplishment was everywhere. People became friendly, and began to help each other. Saturdays
became clean-up, paint-up, fix-up the whole-dang-town days, which ended with a the pot luck, and a
little music and stompin’ around in Ted Miller’s old barn!
One morning, in the full bloom of summer, Grace sat with the harp in the gazebo, which was in the
center of their flourishing garden. Warm golden sunlight filtered down through the morning glories and
sunflowers, and fat bees droned lazily among the yellow squash blossoms. She closed her eyes and
listened to them. Trying to follow their lead, she began playing to the honeybees. As she thanked them
for pollinating the squash plant with its huge golden starflowers, the melody flew straight from her heart
to the insects. Just at that moment, there was a bright flash in the corner of her eye! And another! She
turned her head slowly to see her faerie friends peeking out from behind the cauliflower leaves! Out
they came, dancing with tinkling laughter, trailing sparkles, and cavorting in and out of the vegetables
and flowers.
“Oh, boy, here we go again!” thought Grace excitedly!
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And just then, she heard someone whistling along, and turned to see a scruffy looking pair of
backpackers in kilts! Grace must have looked astonished, because it was the first time she had ever laid
eyes on a couple of men who dressed like her dad!
“Hullo! I’m Hamish!”said the big grey-bearded one, with a wide grin, “ain thes is mah wee bairn
Caleb, th’ Dragonlover! We waur gearin’ up at th’ supply, an’ th’ shop laddie tauld us if we fancied
sharing some harmoioos graphite loons, an’ meit anither loonie-chooner highlander in a skirt fa makes a
rackit wi’ th’ bags!”
“Well, sure, come on in,” replied Grace with a surprised smile. With that, both father and son set their
gear over the fence, and vaulted over. In addition to the giant pack, Hamish had a fiddle case strapped to
his back, and Caleb was taking a mandolin out of it’s case.
“We have a gate!” she laughed, wondering if the locals could understand anything they said.
“No need tae bortha! We loove tae hop an’ skip!”, said Caleb, who was even taller than his Dad.
Angus came out, and broke into a wide grin, as Hamish pulled out his violin. With a wink, he said,
“Fiddle dee dee!” Angus and Grace went laughing back into the house, and returned with tin whistle,
bagpipes, cider, and fruit bread. They played the day away, and drew quite a crowd! It was so much fun!
Turns out, Hamish and Caleb were backpacking all the way up the coast to Mt. Olympus, as part of a
lengthy working vacation. Their Gaelic band was touring America, to celebrate their newest release,
“Loch Rock Jelly Beans”. By the time the Scots left in the morning, Gracie and Angus had been invited
to come meet the rest of the band in Portland, and help with the big save the forest fundraiser. After
that, two tickets to Edinburgh!
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