Notes for Getting Started Again

Herein are the thoughts I’ve had about the story since last I put it down:

1 I like the idea of corporate worship (esp. singing) being able to transport us into God’s presence. What about a whole magic system based on things that can do this: great sermons, great prayers, private meditations, etc.? The bad guys have their own magic system, too, and it uses some of the same things, but to transport you elsewhere.

2 “The Shift.” I like the idea of Christian characters coming to the point where they reach a kind of enlightenment, that moment when they realize what’s really going on. They have a change in perspective in which they come to see what God’s doing in the world. They see everything in the world from God’s perspective. Suddenly it’s not about whether or not we’ll have enough money to pay bills this month; now it’s about what God is doing, teaching faith, for instance. The money will be there. Worry goes away because you suddenly understand what He’s doing. Maybe Tiercel sees a strong man carrying Tiercel in his arms. He realizes it’s him being carried. Glimpses of a new guiding metaphor could be the things that propel him to this discovery. Only the most enlightened reach this point. Dabbling in the rift between this world and the spirit world is good, and may be a doorway of discovery, but it’s not where the real action and power are.

3 What about a story that is all about increasing someone’s faith? The whole society [of Paladins] is based on a person’s quantity of faith. Maybe not the whole society, maybe just the elite holy warrior class our hero (Tiercel?) wants to join? “Well, how much endurance does he have?” “Hmm, better send him some more tests to increase his faith.” Central question: How to, and whether to, be faithful to a God who appears absent, disinterested, or unfaithful to you.

4 One form of magic is flesh magic. Practitioners gain power by sucking things from other people. One example of this is lust: They gaze on objects of their lust to extract from them something that strengthens their flesh. Another example would be those who have to have mastery over someone else, expressed on one level by simple ridicule and dominance, and on the higher level in total humiliation and torture. Extract enough things that empower the flesh and the flesh is extremely empowered.

· Use the “power source” analogy. When this character enters a room or a location, he scans for the brightest power sources (the beautiful women). The lowest form of gratification to be gained is this: simple extraction of lust-invoking “juice” brought be ogling them. If the magician can cause the most beautiful woman to look at him, to simply pay attention to him and notice him, it sends an electric jolt through the body, rendering the next higher level of power and extracted goodness. If, through sundry manipulations, the magician can cause the beautiful woman to smile and laugh, to show affection, that is another level entirely. (It should be noted that at this point the levels of lust-juice have overrun normal boundaries and the magician will need to maintain or exceed this level of energy extraction or suffer an excruciating fall.) The fourth level is attraction, in which the beautiful woman becomes shy and makes choices to be closer to the magician. Here we are reaching the higher altitudes of lust magic. The ultimate level, however, is when the beautiful woman now pursues and attempts to seduce the magician. At this point, the level of lust-extraction is extreme. It will be all but impossible to maintain or equal this level (at least with this beautiful woman, which is why he must then move on), but for a while it will be incredible.

· Why not give Rale this form of magic? He’s Sting, baby—he can be incredibly beguiling and seductive to any woman.

5 Another form of magic is what Christians sometimes do: trying to manipulate God to display His power on our behalf. Self-flagellation is one method.

6 [This isn’t magic.] In the cast commentary of The Two Towers (on Disk 2), Elijah Wood points out that every single major character in the trilogy “gets broken” at some point in the story. Each one reaches the point in which things are just too much. How they deal with that is what makes the drama. Smeagol gets pushed too far and becomes only Gollum. Eowyn gets pushed too far and decides to suit up as a male warrior. Theoden is broken by his guilt for failing his people, and he reacts by leading a heroic charge on the Battle of Pelonnor Field. Gandalf is broken by the Balrog. Sam is broken when Frodo tells him to go away. Arwen is broken by leaving middle earth, and then by seeing a vision of the son she could have, and responds by staying anyway. It’s a great thing to point out and something I could really use in my fiction.

7 In order to be truly balanced, Christian “magicians” have to reach a point in their daily quiet times when they realize that God is truly in charge of everything and they’re just joining Him. This happens with me in my prayer times: I’m going on and on about my concerns and even protestations of loyalty to God, etc., but it’s all me calling the shots, it’s all me in control. Then sometimes—not always—I make this shift, this realization, that God’s really the one DOING anything, and I’m just joining Him (maybe). There’s an actual physical feeling in my brain when I do this, a relaxing, a feeling that I’m coming down from a position of (supposed) control and am coming to be alongside God or, more accurately, to be looking up at Him wondering what I could possibly do to aid Him in His work. When I reach that, I know I’m balanced and acknowledging His mastery of the universe. If I don’t, I’m in grave danger of thinking any of it is up to me—and thus failing and remaining powerless and having to draw from reserves. I’d much rather be a conduit for Him.

8 When I think about the ultimate story now, here are the elements I want to include

o
I think the opening, with Wharram Dale kicking Tiercel out, is perfect as it is

o
I want there to be at least two kinds of “power” or magic: one used by Christians, the other used by non-Christians; maybe multiple kinds of magic (I like using the suffix -istrics to replace -mancy or -ology or -maturgy; thus thaumistrics instead of thaumaturgy and necrostrics instead of necromancy)

o
Must have the Paladins, the equivalent of Airborne Rangers, but they’re all Christian warriors, the holy warriors—use aspects of the Men of God clan

o
Must have them singing their manly songs; men’s chorus

o
Must have an elite group inside this elite: the holiest of holy warriors—they’re still incredible warriors and swordsmen, but they also grapple in “special warfare”: spiritual warfare, specifically

o
Still like the idea of someone trying to cause a rift between this world and the demonic; so I guess that means I still like the idea of all the things that explore the boundary between this world and the next: birth, death, dreams, prophecy, war, and torture

o
Must have our hero defending the ramparts in a desperate Alamo-style attack on a castle; the good guys use all kinds of tricks and stratagems to great effect, but the enemy is just too many and the battle is turning in the enemy’s favor; magic of all kinds is used; in the end the good guys hold the wall and are rescued; maybe this is the scene in which Tiercel is leaping atop the ramparts, diving, fighting on a higher level, jumping over sword swipes, bounding around to try to get at the enemy captain, who is his only real rival/equal on the battlefield

o
I love the idea of “Keep on the Borderlands,” that first D&D adventure I played all those years ago. Just a wide open, monster-inhabited wildland with a single outpost of civilization; maybe this is the castle our hero defends; intrepid adventurers can make it here and use it as a staging area and resupply/healing center; dens of evil monsters, zombies, wolves, and all the rest are only a day’s journey from the Keep; and the in-between places are inhabited by nasties

o
I love the idea of men and creatures battling it out on the physical plane, but the real power struggle happening on the spiritual/metaphysical plane. Maybe still use the image of the physical-only Paladins protecting our spiritual Paladin in a collapsing pocket, giving him precious seconds to throw down his spiritual opponent and thus carry the day

· I love the idea of the love interest, and I like it that she’s the former prostitute; I like it that he sees her as innocent and pure; I like it that the enemy wants her; I like it that he wants her to go back to being what she used to be, but she’s different now

· I heard about how a woman who had been sexually molested as child felt, as a young woman, that she was too dirty, too awful, too sinful, too used for God to ever accept. Broke my heart. I should use that for this woman.

o
I like some of my characters in the first draft: the churchman who should be holy but is pursuing a alternative lifestyle, the son of the noble who falls in love with the Celtic girl from the wrong side of the tracks, and the diabolist based on Sting

o
I like the idea of basing some of this on faith—if that’s truly what God cares about, then let’s show that here, intensely

o
I like the small scale skirmish/ambush they’re in in which Tiercel notices that a couple of the enemy soldiers have a dull red glow in their eyes and are not hurt by normal weapons (maybe they’re saved by Paladins?)

9 Now on to more ideas for the story or the magic system, etc.

10 I was in church (Sisters Community Church, that is) on Sunday, January 4, 2004, listening to Tim Kizziar’s sermon from Revelation 4. He showed this amazing image on the screen, of the throne in heaven, shining with a blazing presence on it and lightning shooting out from it. It was surrounded by 24 thrones, and those were surrounded by 100,000,000 angels, all singing. Seven flaming lamp pots sat before the throne, and at the foot were the four living creatures. All of it was atop a blue crystal surface that reflected everything perfectly. Tim called that the glassy sea (sea of glass). Here’s what I wrote in church:

o
I love the idea of using Revelation 4–5 as part of the basis for Tiercel’s religion (that one that really is Christianity but comes at it from a new approach and uses none of the traditional stained glass vocabulary). The reality of life is not here, but in heaven. The wise man models his life—and his heart—on the true reality in heaven. Here in Revelation 4 is true power—thunder, lightning, brilliance—and yet also perfect balance and peace (glassy sea). Power that does not unbalance or destroy, that is not out of control. There is a throne in every person’s life—is the Sovereign on it? If you want to partake in and/or harness this power, you must be aligned with it. He must be on the throne here as He is there. The more you can get things here ordered as they are there—despite how opposite that is to the world’s way—the more of that power will flow through you. 


I can see someone getting that idea just a little wrong and trying to build furniture and auditoriums and costumes, etc., in ways that mirror that description in Scripture, thinking the external similarities are what achieve the power.

o
The deeper reality, the actual truth, is clear and unchanging in heaven. Order your life in that way and you’ll be happy. Doing this will cause you to look strange in the world’s eyes. You’ll do things that may not seem very practical or even reasonable in your own estimation. That image of the throne is one that bespeaks stability, magnitude, and a center-focused worship of pure power and holiness. The only key part of this is having the throne central in my heart (Jesus on the throne), not the externals. To conquer all things, I must only be conquered myself. So long as I want to call the shots, I won’t have the power. I’d be doing what no one in that image is doing. No one comes before that throne, surrounded by those witnesses, braving the sheer power of His presence, and whines or cheats or lies or demands or commits acts of lewdness. No one would dare. We’re God’s demanding little brats. We think He exists to serve and please us, instead of the other way around. I must be overwhelmed by His majesty and glory. If I’m not, if I forget that true reality (which exists right now in heaven), that’s when I’m in trouble. The pattern of heaven must be the pattern of my life. If I’m consumed by His power and majesty, my life will be a glassy sea, too. This image of the throne is what is truly real: The universe really does throb with power and yet is completely stable and under control. The Lord is on His throne, after all! The Lord blazes in majesty and sovereignty. “Lose yourself in My goodness and glory. Let My will be done in your heart as you’ve seen that it’s done in heaven. Be conquered by My greatness, majesty, glory, rule, and reign, and you will be a conqueror by My power.”

11  As I’m studying a little about modern charismaticism, I’m alarmed at what’s happening in these so-called healing services. People getting stuck to the floor (Holy Ghost Glue)—sounds more like demonic intervention to me. Uncontrollable laughter, barking like a dog, falling down—things that make the people foolish and must secretly delight the practitioner. (Read: http://www.rapidnet.com/~jbeard/bdm/Psychology/char/more/bless.htm.) 

o
What if the bad guys in Tiercel’s world try to usher in elements of the evil supernatural world by giving these false holy experiences?

12 I like the idea that “we get changed in the process of being a vehicle of God’s
power.” Changed in the very act, changed for the good, changed to be more like
Him. The same is true when users of the OTHER kind of power are used as a
vehicle for that power, too. After a while, you can tell who has been used
by what power. Practitioners of the bad one feel just a little nastier, a little
meaner, a little smarmier, etc., after being touched by that power.

13 He only acts when invited, and then only to the degree He’s invited to act.

14 Keying off Philippians 3, the “rubbish” passage. Anything that would exalt me in the eyes of men (you know, all that stuff the world thinks is impressive: world champion this, award-winning that—stuff that shows your superiority over other people) actually hinders my efforts to please God. All that stuff gets in the way, even lowering how God feels about me. And vice versa. The path to greatness in God’s eyes is the way of humility. No wonder Paul can look at his world-class achievements and call them garbage.

15 Idea for the magic system: boundaries, borders, realms, and alliances. The idea is that evil sorcerers (pre-scientists) think they can gain magical power by harnessing more than one realm. For instance, if a sorcerer does his incantation while standing on the seashore, with one foot on land and on in water, he would supposedly harness the power of both land and sea. A whole system of logic and school of religio-scientific investigation based on this. Applications:

· 
People, creatures, plants, or anything else that are of more than one realm are thought to be magical. Examples: mules, frogs, alligators, ducks, snakes, offspring of black father and white mother, steam, wet mud, smoke, ashes, and shadow. (I like that shadow magic would be a lesser kind of magic; it’s the offspring of two realms, but it’s so common it can’t be very useful.)

· 
Attempts to harness more than one realm. Like the sorcerer in the boat with a falcon on a tether and a fish hooked underwater—connected with two realms, and having mastery over them both, gives him power. (Add a bolt of lightning and he’s really in business.)

· 
A negative/evil subschool of thought within this idea could be the one that tries to gain power by causing suffering to creature of differing realms. Torturing a bird and a fish while smashing a meerkat, for instance. 

· 
Related to this would be the idea of switching creatures of one into another and either making them suffer. Taking a fish and holding it above water while drowning a cat, for instance. 

· 
More powerful than that would be keeping off-realm creatures alive out of their habitat. “Sorcerer Wyxhlei was said to have kept a fish alive on his desk for a year.” Fishtanks on tables, hydroponic plants suspended from the ceiling, birds bred underground, holding animals in underwater air pods, etc. 

· 
The ultimate lair for such a sorcerer would be a cavern under the ocean. This would be land under the water, a mighty thing in and of itself. He would populate such a place with birds, hydroponic trees, fish in elevated bowls, and all manner of out-of-realm creature to increase his power.

· 
What they don’t realize is that some of their science is right but not because of their erroneous guiding belief. Sulfer may burn, but it’s not because you’re harnessing the power of earth and air. Hot air may elevate, but it’s not because the spirit of the air is trying to return to its realm. Etc.

· 
I love the idea that this would be like a science, that they’d be studious and serious about it, but deluded by the worldview of the day, committed to it with, well, religious fervor.

· 
I can see Diabolist Rale being given a tour through the academy and scoffing at everyone else’s petty magicks, remarking that these fools haven’t realized that the only real power is in the spirit realm.

· 
They’d want to access the spiritual realm, or at least the “powers of the heavens,” such as lightning, hurricane, tornado, sunlight, moonlight, starlight, etc. Maybe they develop rudimentary solar and/or wind powered devices.

· 
“Power, Ulnquist, it’s all around. The sun rises and burns the skin. The earth heaves and creates mountains. The seas rise and devour islands. Even the creatures have their power. The eagle soars, laughing at the earth. Leviathan glides through the deep. This power is available, Ulnquist. It may be harnessed. It is our destiny to harness it, for we are the only ones aware of it, the only ones with the capacity to see it and desire it and devise ways to seize it. And so we shall. And one day...one day, Ulnquist, I shall fly, too. I shall be master of all these powers and I will use them to rule the earth. But benevolently, of course. Only to help, only to teach. For what is knowledge if it is not given away?” (He says this as they watch Diabolist Rale’s ship appear in the distance. He’s so optimistic about what’s happening. Of course, when Rale gets there, he cuts him off and scoffs. But we’ve heard his heart already here.)

· 
Any place where realms come together is considered magical: borders between nations, land and sea, land and sky, threshholds, etc. Any times that are borders would be considered magical: equinox, dusk, dawn, year-end. Putting as many of these together as possible give the enchantment great power.

· 
They would have lots of superstitions about borders. “Please step out of the doorway, ma’am. It’s bad luck to stay in portals or boundaries between realms. If you’re not prepared to use the power they represent, they’re always prepared to use their power on you. You tempt the power of both realms.”

· 
The division between this world and the next, and this life and the next, would of course be the ultimate boundaries of interest. 

· 
Birth and death are magical and sacred because they represent travel between these realms. Things relating to these—placenta, ashes, bones—would be magical. The penetration of a virgin’s membranes would be sacred, too. Anytime you penetrate from one realm to another, is sacred. 

· 
A moment of super-high magical significance could be enhanced by many women giving birth at the same hour, many virgins being raped, and many people being killed—all realm crossings. (I could see the bad guys impregnanting a boatload of women on the same day, to prepare for the boatload of births on the same day (induced, of course). I could see my heroine as one who was impregnated on that day.)

· 
The good guys use something like this, too. They’re at least interested in the divisions between this life and the next; this realm and the spirit realm. They can see the barriers breaking down and know it can’t be a good sign.

· 
Have one child who is very special because he’s all these things: his mother died at the moment of his birth, which was at down on the vernal equinox, with a half moon overhead, in a boat half in land half in water on the border of two realms, etc. Perhaps his mother was sacrificed to maximize the power of the child’s birth. Perhaps the mother and father were of different races (or were themselves the products of two races each, making four). They will either expect him to be very gifted in the arts, or they will be saving him for the ultimate sacrifice for the ultimate incantation...

16
I also love the idea of finding the balance between predestination and free will. After multiple choices to disobey, God confirms their choice, they cede their free will, and they become instruments of God for evil leading to good. (Could this be part of the “good magic” our good guys use?) Here’s how I’m seeing it now:

· You have to have some predestination and some free will, or you have meaninglessness. It’s like a bowling lane: either side and you’re in trouble. Down the middle is where it’s at. Too much predestination leads to meaninglessness: God is the grand puppetmaster controlling every last thing; you have no free will; you can’t help but do everything you do; you are a nothing. By the same token, too much free will leads to meaninglessness: there is no controlling, guiding force to the universe; everything is completely random and up to people’s choices; God has no set of good works prepared beforehand for you to do, no plan for your life (or if He does, He’s powerless or unwilling to enact it); there is no set of things you must accomplish before He’s “done” with you; there is no meaning to life and no special purpose for your life; you are a worthless paramecium and your randomized life will be snuffed out without reason or notice. So it’s clear you need both. The question is, how can you have both? How does that play itself out?

· I’ve been helped in my thinking by a number of passages from the Bible. I started at Romans 9 and went from there. Romans 1, Habakkuk 1-2, and Exodus have all contributed. Here’s how:

· The Bible talks about the hardness of Pharaoh’s heart. Eighteen times it mentions his heart getting hard. Nine times, it says Pharaoh hardened his own heart. Nine times it says God hardened Pharaoh’s heart. It wasn’t until the fifth mention of this, though, that it says God hardened Pharaoh’s heart. The first four times, it was Pharaoh hardening his own heart. That’s significant to me.

· Another example is Romans 1. There we see the sequence of things. First, lost people use their own free will to not acknowledge God in their lives. That leads to greater sin. At that point they choose greater sin, so God gives them over to even greater sin. It’s a sick kind of partnership. The more they make bad choices, the more God gives them what they ask for. They harden their hearts, and God answers by cementing their choices. Until the end when they are, in Romans 9 terms, “vessels prepared for destruction.” 

· In Habakkuk, God says He is raising up the Chaldeans (Babylonians) to purge His people. This is God acting in human history to enact His purposes. But in Habakkuk 2 God says He will hold the Chaldean king accountable for his pride and arrogance. Here is the king’s free will. Even though he was raised up by God to accomplish His purposes, still he could’ve made better choices along the way. God’s purposes and human free will in interplay. 

· It seems that God does give free will, but He honors and confirms our choices as we go. If we’re going to choose evil, He will honor that choice and give us over to more evil—but at that point we have the ability (and the responsibility) to choose Him. If we don’t, and we choose greater evil, he cements that choice by giving us over to more evil still. Until at the end we are contemptable villains who may have actually ceded over our free will. We become instruments of God to accomplish evil, which He will use for good. God did not commit the evil or even cause the evil, for He gave every opportunity for the person to make better choices. But if he repeatedly exercises his free will to select evil over good, He’ll let us have our desires.

· It stands to reason that the opposite would be true, too. As we advance in making good choices, I think He makes it easier and easier to make those good choices as we continue. He confirms us in our good and we become less and less likely to choose evil. Until we become vessels of honor used to accomplish His purposes—and for whom He has many splendid good works for us to do. God does cause all things to work together for good to those who love Him and are called according to His purposes. For the rest, He makes no (positive) promises.

· This doesn’t mean we ever completely lose our free wills. Not until death. The evil person (Noriega, for instance) must always have the ability to choose God, even on his deathbed. And the good person must always be able to commit the most heinous sin, even on his deathbed. But at death, our choices are finally sealed for eternity.

· It’s like with the angels. I believe God gave free will to all the angels. A third of them exercised their free will to choose rebellion. Two-thirds exercised their free will to choose loyalty to God. But now their choices are sealed. In the end times I don’t believe we’ll be seeing demons coming to Christ or angels betraying God. Their free will is gone and they must live for eternity with their choice. So with us. This is our period of free will. At death, it’s sealed forever.

· Does this solve the question of how God’s purposes and human free will can coexist? Maybe. All the verses that talk about predestination, election, and God’s purposes for mankind (corporately and individually) can be in play if we use Romans 8:28 as our guide. Those who obey God are on God’s program and have a marvelous plan before them. God has them in His hand to use for His purposes. They will not die before their time, until God is finished with them. But even those who choose evil are in God’s plan, just not in a way they’re going to like. Remember Judas, the son of perdition, about whom Scripture foretold? God used him for His purposes. He made free will choices, but in the end those choices led him to a place of choicelessness. 

· It’s as if every choice you make leaves you with fewer and fewer paths to take. You’re narrowing your choices. It’s called Opportunity Cost: the price of taking one path is that you can’t take any of the others. In the end, you have but one path before your feet. Your options dwindle. There is still the possibility of breaking out of the crust that’s built around your path, but it takes much greater effort and the possibility may be all but hidden. 

· So this allows for all the predestination and purpose/plan verses to remain valid, but does it invalidate or obliterate human free will? I don’t think it does. Humans can choose the God way or the highway. All God does is accrete weight to that person’s choices. It’s like adding weight to a probability formula, adjusting for previous choices, etc. The more a person chooses a certain kind of response, the more likely God makes him to choose that kind of response in the future. The choice is always the person’s, but God snowballs those choices until the next choice in that direction is easier than the previous one—and much easier than choosing in the opposite direction. God doesn’t want one person to go bad and another to “go good,” but He does accept and enlarge that person’s choices.

· The end result is a cumulative set of free will choices that have led the person to a place of almost no need for free will. He will most likely continue to make choices down that path. The person has hardened his own heart and God has hardened it, too (like 401k employer matching), until free will is almost statistically impossible, unneccessary, and unused. The person just keeps going down the path his billions of previous choices have pointed him toward.

· Lord, solidify me toward godly choices. I despise making four good choices and three bad ones. I want to make seven right choices out of seven. I know that’s Your will for me. Please make it so. Amen.

· The “magic” system the Christians use will include a huge emphasis on choices, because they lead to solid paths for eternity. They would also say things that demonstrated this: “May your choice be confirmed a hundred times over” or “May He add stones to your choice” or “May it become set as you have chosen.”

· Related to this is the power that results from your choices. If you choose obedience and humility (over anger, self-will, and selfishness, for example), you release massive amounts of God’s power into your life. Good things “coincidentally” happen after you truly choose humility and God’s way. Your choice has to be sincere, though, for it to work. No sort-of choosing, then saying, “See, God? I did it. Where’s my power?” And just because power will be released (good breakthroughs happen around you, some miraculous), it doesn’t mean all things will work out as you wish. You can’t get what you want by obeying God. But sometimes He will grant you your desires after you choose His way.

· One of the whole points of this story is to help readers see Christianity through new lenses. I want people to see the power and beauty of Christianity, and so I have to strip it of its trappings, pick out the essentials, and dress those essentials in new trappings.

· Tiercel worries that he’s not in God’s will. His mentor tells him to relax, that as long as Tiercel is willing to obey God and is in all known areas actually obeying God (i.e. no known sin, doing what he knows to do, heart turned toward God, using gifts, etc.) he is in God’s will. It’s not that complicated and God wants you to succeed. Picture a deep channel, as perhaps a rut a wagon wheel rides in, like those that have been used so often in [city] they are actually engraved in the stone of the city. The wheel could get out of the track if it really tried, but if it is not trying to, it will not. It will arrive at the desired destination if it desires to.

· Being in the channel like this seems happily analogous to the idea of being a channel or conduit for God’s power. As long as you’re aligned with God, He will flow through you and lead you. (Oh, dear Jesus, I love the idea of this story. May I tell it one day, please?)

· Don’t forget the “When I am weak He is strong” element of “magic.” Making themselves weaker in order to gain God’s power—some do it right, some abuse it looking for the power itself.

· Also the idea of the magic created by musicians when they do a song. There is a reality that is created, a spell woven, by the music. As long as it is going, “something’s happening here.” That’s why witch doctors use drums and why people go into trances and everything during the music. The louder the music, the more likely it is that people will freak and become overpowered by what’s going on and do things they wouldn’t normally do. This is probably why charismatics like loud music—it encourages people to bark like dogs, etc. There may be the idea that something spiritual happens (or is summoned) in such moments of created reality. I can see a branch of magic that calls on music to summon spiritual things.

· The idea that God sends hardships to be our “thorny vehicle” to transport us to discovery of the secret of contentment. I can see God designing/picking certain hardships for each person, designed to send that person to contentment and Christlikeness. I can see my characters consciously talking about this about each other and themselves. Have to discover your own chariot of thorns.

· For the geography of Tiercel’s world, I think I’d like to use the actual geography of Mars, but greener and full of oxygen, etc. Here are two links with scalable color maps of the surface of Mars:

· http://antwrp.gsfc.nasa.gov/apod/ap010628.html
· http://mapmachine.nationalgeographic.com/mapmachine/viewandcustomize.html?task=getMap&themeId=120
· If I have “natural monsters” (i.e. not supernatural) in Tiercel’s world, I think it would be very cool to model their behavior on the tactics of predatory insects. Predatory sea animals, too, like anglerfish, might be cool, too.

· I think it would be interesting if the “Christians” in this story had a whole system developed to track the issue of God’s hand. They’d have terms for it and a whole belief set based on its existence.

· That goes with what I’d like to maybe do for Tiercel’s main internal conflict in these stories. Does God really have a plan for our lives—a plan that He intervenes into human history to bring about, a plan He keeps his chosen ones alive until it’s completed—or is it all a random bunch of meaninglessness? Worse, is there a God who intervenes, but He’s cruel, causing those who love Him to get so close to their dreams, then making them miss it by “this much” (like me thinking I wasn’t going to be the editor for Strang fiction even though they decided to do fantasy and SF).

· This goes along with my earlier idea of having Tiercel worried that he wasn’t in God’s will and the elders telling him that so long as he followed God with all his heart and dealt with known sin, he was in.
· It could be that Tiercel will be like me in another way: if someone else is in danger, he’ll intervene and fight heroically to the death if need be; but if he is the only one wronged, he sputters, goes blank, and turns the anger in on himself.

· Portray Rale as a meth addict. Nothing feels good anymore. Anhedonia. “Everything tastes like cardboard, everybody gets on your nerves, the music sounds bad, and your job is boring.”

· Show the paladins as something whose time has come and gone. It’s gotten too big. Unsavory characters have glommed onto it for their own reasons. The ideal has been lost. It started small and had brilliant early victories. Yet even from the beginning the roots of disease were present—such can be seen in hindsight. There are still champions of the faith, paladins who embody the paladin ideal. They’re still out there doing good. But some have fallen secretly. Tiercel will be Paladinism’s crowning achievement. The Galahad. Christianity was never designed to be in power in a secular world. So long as the flesh resides in us, power will corrupt us. It thrives best as an underdog. Tiercel and his key professor represent the flickering flame of Christian paladinism. Beyond them, the paladins have become just an elite fighting force, hired out to the highest bidder. That bishop guy (Simon Callow) represents the Anglicans, the cosmopolitan church that has gone way liberal and gotten in bed with the world. Rale represents the occult, the way gone, the Goth, the meth addict, the hopeless. The damned. Tau-Strinus represents the scientific impulse, the humanistic desire to rule creation through investigation and ingenuity. Don’t forget Tiercel’s buddy, the son of the Duke, who befriends the Asian man and falls in love with Aoeffe. And don’t forget the lady of the evening for whom Tiercel falls.

· I think it would be funny to have a peon in the army—an Uruk-Hai grunt, for instance—who is highly articulate and contemplative. He’s an intellectual. While all around him his fellows are grunting and burning, he’s asking them about the nature of the universe. Everyone thinks these armies are filled with mindless brutes—MASSIVE individual units—who just do what they’re told. But what about playing counter to that expectation. (Too comical?)

· Do something with the idea that we can “feel” when someone is thinking of us. People (Christians, especially) will be thinking of someone, only to find out later that that someone was thinking about them. Make a whole system around this, a theory that explains how it works. I think that would be cool.

· I like the idea of the paladins as a spent force. Steve Strang says the Pullman fantasies consider God a “spent force.” I like that image, like an ocean wave that can’t make it any farther up the beach and is beginning to recede. The Paladins are like that. Maybe it becomes a chapter title or even a Part 2 title.

· This one is related to the idea of Tiercel worrying if he’s in God’s will (and mentor telling him to relax and not worry so much). Once God brings you to the right place—which He did without you worrying or having much control—He’ll also be sure you see or do the big thing(s) He wants you to do there. And when that big thing comes, you’ll know it. And you’ll know what to do. It will be the most natural, obvious thing. And yet if He hadn’t put you there, you wouldn’t be there to do it—and the next person might not know what to do. Like when I moved out here to Orlando and then Kenny Rudolph came out to talk to a company about moving out here. We knew exactly what to do: get together with Kenny, try to get him back into our lives. But if we hadn’t have been here, no one would’ve been here for him—and certainly no Christians. Tiercel needs to learn that God won’t let him miss it or not know what to do when the time comes.

· The harlot Tiercel loves is so uncannily beautiful and sexy that no red-blooded male can resist her. She is God’s cruel joke on men. She is perfect: buxom, beautiful, thin, etc. She makes all men liars and all husbands adulterers. She knows they are staring at her even without looking at them. “Why don’t you give up the joke and just pay to have me? You want me. You’ve been staring at me all through dinner.” Or “Ma’am, I hate to tell you, but your husband’s heart isn’t yours. He’s been ogling me all through dinner.” “What? No, I haven’t.” “Oh, don’t bother denying it.” 

· Be sure to note the latent holiness of the people. Maybe the leaders have deserted God, but the people by and large are conservative. If someone rises up and calls for a return to the right ways (as David did early in his reign by calling to bring the Ark to Jerusalem), he’ll find a wellspring of popular support for his move.

· I love the idea of true power, that the mentor would scoff at any lesser forms of “power,” which he will call enthusiasms. “There is only one true power. Everything else is sham. True power is power to create, to conquer every boundary—death included.” Rale knows this is true, though he says he and others do much to convince the people otherwise. This is why he’s trying to harness this power for himself. He is jealous—and highly respectful—of true power.

· I asked Scott Miller what the heroine (prostitute) might be like. His response:

· 1) The easiest non-inventing-the-wheel-over-again response is to point you to Redeeming Love, Rivers’ book, which I’m sure you’ve already read. If not,...then you DEFINITELY need to.

· 2) You’re right, we all respond to the crappiest of stuff in different ways. For someone with a history of prostitution, I’d expect any of a number of the following: viewing other women solely as competitors, feeling more comfortable with men; alternately, harboring a certain hate—let alone mistrust—for men; hypervigilance, reacting to the smallest of noises; rituals about some small daily endeavor or another (pockets of Obsessive-Compulsive) in her life; this could be manifest in her “best friends,” who might actually be rocks, trees, or an imaginary person she has made up to keep her company. She may make up two or more “personalities,” to split herself off from her guilt/shame about prostitution. There’s “trixy,” the confident, shameless personality, then there’s “Angelica,” the anxious, wouldn’t-hurt-a-fly personality.

· I asked Lisa Woodworth the same thing. And she said… The abused woman:

· She desperately would want out, but believes she is not worthy of being rescued. The hero will have a challenge in convincing her to be rescued!

· Her trust for men is “nil.”

· She continues to go back and forth in her mind regarding her abuser(s) as cruel/protectors.

· Her guilt is great and she carries the full burden of it (not being able to separate that this was thrust on her as a child and she had no choice). This part seems unreal, but is very true of abuse victims. 

· She knows no other way of life, thus creating a mindset that must be changed bit by bit—even though she is in a horrible situation, to step out of that causes great fear. When “her pain outweighs the fear of change” (major turning point), she will walk toward the hero. (This is the only time I’ve found women who are willing to walk towards health). 

· To sum up in simple descriptive words: lack of trust, fear, guilt/shame, worthlessness

· I don’t know if this will help in your writing of how the hero actually rescues her, or if the book allows for this to be a process, but.......

· If someone from the outside recognizes an abuse situation and wants to help, contact in various (small) situations and patience is required. I call it “surfacing” when an abused woman’s pain finally outweighs the fear of change. She will process a kind word from an outsider and begin to see that there is another world than the one she is in. She will take in information as if taking a breath above the surface of the water, then go under for awhile, leaving those that want to help wondering why she can’t just come out of the abuse. She is not gone, she has “surfaced” and is collecting those gems which will ultimately free her. But, it is a process she must go through before possibly trusting another.

· Having said that, the hero would need to see her over a period of time, offering her positive information about who she is, the reality of the situation (i.e. it’s not her fault), and that there is hope in his world. She will surface, process and after gathering enough gems from him, take a step away from her abuse. The hero could also just “take” her (rescue by kidnap), but would then need to go through the same process. This could happen in medieval times, not these days.

· The abuser’s main mindset is control. If she steps out of that dynamic, watch out! Obviously, these abuser’s want money also, but their core being is driven by control.

· Scott Miller came back for a second round. This time he said:

· Hmm...interesting plot...how ‘bout...

· He notices an attraction toward her at first, then loses sleep from a nightmare about his mother when she was in her late teens

· The belief that this combination of beauty and desperation is haunting, compelling to him

· The hero doesn’t realize until halfway through this portion of the plot all of what his convictions about the woman come from (i.e., his mother, his wish that he could have saved his mother from her life of prostitution...).

· I heard about how a woman who had been sexually molested as child felt, as a young woman, that she was too dirty, too awful, too sinful, too used for God to ever accept. Broke my heart. I should use that for this woman.

· I could see characters taking to an extreme the notion that we hear from “the spirit world” better in that twilight between being asleep and being awake. I could see them artificially prolonging that time through consciousness altering drugs.

· I don’t know if I want to pursue this idea, but I was struck by this thought: What would a world be like if it didn’t run on money? Everything we do—every service we provide, every job that opens up—is designed to create money. The business owner needs money to live and stay in business, the employee needs money to pay bills, the utility companies need money to provide their service, the government needs money to stay afloat, etc. But what if money were somehow not the driving force behind everything? What if everyone had plenty of everything: food, clothing, services, etc.? 

· It’s an interesting thought experiment. For instance, why would anyone get up and go to work if not forced to in order to make money? What if the services were provided and everyone were free to do whatever they wanted? It would probably be anarchy, like on the Internet.

· What would differentiate one person from another, if not wealth? Physical size? Strength of character? Bullying? Popularity? Age? Physical beauty? Athletic ability? Lineage? Verbal skills? Intelligence? Fashion sense? Humor? Creativity? Singing ability? It would have to be whatever it was the culture valued.

· Let’s say they really valued…compassion. People who were naturally most compassionate would have higher status in the society. But how do you measure compassion? People would invent all the outward things you can do to emulate compassion, in order to appear compassionate. 

· Some things can’t be faked. If what was valued was physical strength, it couldn’t be faked, but in some settings it could be hidden or augmented (from a distance, at the doorway, with graffiti, with shoe implants, etc.). 

· Possible theme idea: I like the idea of mature Christians in the story teaching Tiercel that God will teach, move, and lead him in clear ways. “You won’t be able to miss it.” Did I mention this one before? Make sure the story shows large, clear messages to Tiercel—he’s ripped off by a snake oil salesman (so that when the important one comes, he’s wary of snake oil salesmen); he’s led by poverty (a lack of money) one time (so that when the important time comes he can say, “Sometimes God leads through a lack of money”). You get the idea: he has huge plot points in his life and he draws unmistakable conclusions from them—so that he is trained and groomed and directed in ways of God’s will and in ways that allow Tiercel to make proper decisions when the time comes. Picture God having in mind what things Tiercel will need to know how to do and what decisions he will need to be inclined to make, and then working backward to figuring out what major events He could send to Tiercel to teach those lessons. I think this is very cool and should be the overarching theme of my book: God leads His beloved servants in clear ways. If they desire to serve Him, He will be sure their wish is granted.

· Note: I really like this idea. Use it. I love the thought of God planning out what traumas and bonanzas and experiences He’ll have to send characters through to cause them to “come out” the way He wants. They’ll be big things, things they can’t possibly miss: like tragedy or a certain kind of childhood or a disfigured arm—or whatever.

· Interesting thing from a stained glass window site (http://www.thestorefinder.com/glass/library/history.html) on a topic that seems to fit for this book:

· There is a mystery to glass: It is a form of matter with gas, liquid and solid state properties. Glass is most like a super-cooled liquid. It captures light and glows from within. It is a jewel like substance made from the most ordinary materials: sand transformed by fire.
· I’m intrigued by 2 Thessalonians 2:13, which says: 

· But we should always give thanks to God for you, brethren beloved by the Lord, because God has chosen you from the beginning for salvation through sanctification by the Spirit and faith in the truth.

· I like the three elements of salvation: 1) God’s loving election, 2) man’s choice (as expressed in faith), and 3) sanctification. Sanctification, as expressed this way, is the place where God’s choosing and man’s choosing work in interplay. God’s Spirit does the sanctifying, but man can freely choose to step out from under it any time he pleases. He has to choose to remain under the stream to undergo sanctification, which God will do if he stays under it. 

· Any way to work this into the novel?

· Straight allegory with 1-for-1 comparison does not intrigue the non-Christian reader, nor does it show the Christian reader something new and wonderful about God. It’s the single (or triune) good power and the single enemy force, both with angels and demons. Blah, blah, blah. 

· What about a dualistic good force—represented by two godheads, which stand for God’s love and God’s holiness, always in battle, always in concert? What about evil that grows when planted in the heart of a human? What about a leaderless evil that masquerades as good? What about a female redeemer? What about all good being feminine and all evil being male—except for some traitors! What about an unformed Scripture, not a book? Maybe it’s personified and has to be awakened? Maybe it’s the voice of the rain? Or what if Christians followed different aspects of Christianity? Some preferred God’s wisdom, and so chased those endeavors. Others followed God’s femininity. All are following God (but I sure don’t want to send the message that all gods are really one). Maybe that’s the secret: you’re all partly right, but you must follow X to be completely right. 

· If you’re going to intrigue non-Christians, who are wary of straight analogies, and Christians, who are bored of them, you’ve got to give them a puzzle. They keep trying to figure out what stands for what, but my book will make the whole system unrecognizable—except for the grand themes of God that prevail. I want it to feel vaguely familiar but wholly strange. Or vaguely strange but wholly familiar.

· I like the idea that people who are advanced in whatever disciplines are not somehow more magical. They simply know more. They’ve learned more. Here I am, post-seminary, and I feel I can spar theologically with just about anyone. Before I went to seminary, I didn’t feel this way. I was timid and unconfident. What changed? All that changed was that I thought and studied about it more. But I’m still the same person. Another thing that changed was my confidence: I now know where I stand in relation to others. I know more than most. I’m sure I appear as greatly learned to some other people, but I don’t feel deserving of more respect or awe. I’ve just studied something a long time. It feels normal to me. I feel normal, not lofty. 

· The same would be true of wizards or other workers of power, and that’s what I’d like to convey in this book (especially in the Mentor character). Everyone else assumes he has majestic might and lore, but in truth he’s just a guy who has studied this stuff a long time. I like these guys having a solid, un-puffed opinion of themselves. That humility among the Christians will stand in contrast to the self-inflated attitudes of their non-Christian counterparts in, say, the schools of magic.

· What does it mean that God sometimes answers detailed prayers? After talking for hours with Matt Fehrman about what he should do about his then-girlfriend, I led us in prayer. I prayed a bold prayer, that God would show Matt His will from the Word sometime within the next 24 hours. A few days later, I asked Matt if this had happened, and he said it had. He said he’d opened the Bible semi-randomly and a verse in James had struck him. He noticed it, but didn’t see any connection to his situation. The next day the same verse caught his attention in another Bible. Again, he saw no connection. But as he was sitting down to write the Dear Jane letter to his girlfriend, that verse came to his mind and he realized the connection right away. 

· Okay, so if that is something God doesn’t mind doing, should we be doing more of it? Does God delight in specific prayers? Does He prefer specifics and timetables and fleeces? If this is so, how should our prayers be different?

· Whatever I decide, I would like to bring this out in the novel. The giants of the faith ought to pray this way and ought to instruct Tiercel to pray this way, too.

· [Use this for the cancer-like enemy?] I’m reading about how the body’s immune system fights off invaders. Take a look at the following and see if there might not be a cool way to create a society or military based on these specialized units and tactics:

· “Think about it as you would a combat situation. Once this is recognized, it does everything in its power to destroy or remove the enemy intruders from the body. One method is by directing specialized defense cells called white blood cells to go to the location of the enemy and destroy them. They do so by engulfing and degrading them. A second method is by sacrificing individual cells for the benefit of the whole body. Sometimes when cells that are infected by viruses or some other bug that can get inside of them, they commit suicide; a process called apoptosis. Since the bugs multiply inside the cell, the cell will undergo apoptosis to prevent further spread of the bugs to other cells. A true sacrifice for the greater good; yes, it’s all very much like combat.”

· I love the idea of specialized defense cells (white blood cells) that act like shock troopers or fast reaction troops zooming to the place of invasion.

· I also love the suicide cells (I can see a whole brigade of them—sounds a bit Monty Python-ish, actually) and the whole cell committing suicide for the greater good of the organism.

· I’ve been thinking lately about doing a story in which one character does not change, but causes change to all in his or her wake or circle of influence. Characters who have done this in other stories: Ann of Green Gables, Bob in What About Bob?, Cat in the Hat, and of course Jesus Christ. The trick is to have one character who is so right with everything, so internally logical and complete, so perfectly self-functioning and self-sufficient; and to send that character into a world of people who are out of balance, people who need the disruption this person will bring but have no way of realizing it. This person’s coming is like an unwelcome intrusion, an unlooked-for disruption of the status quo. People won’t like the changes this person brings. They will attempt to change the person causing the disruption, to make this person go away or shut up. But then they will begin to be changed, and finally they will realize what has happened to them and what they needed, and who brought the healing.

· It would actually be fun to do a Gospel retelling this way, a fictional account or a pageant script that shows Jesus as the ultimate agitator for change. The ones who didn’t want the change finally silenced Him, but the change endured. And so did He.

· I’m struck with the notion of a character who is so excellent at things, so wonderful, and yet has somehow bought into the lie from someone (mother, brother, wife, father) that s/he is substandard and will never live up to the standard. Someone comes in and shows this character how he is excellent, but he doesn’t want to see it. It’s a little like Antwone Fischer. 

· In John’s Gospel we constantly see Jesus using confusion to cause people to ask the right questions, which will lead to an “I’m glad you asked me that” teaching moment. This He did to build the disciples’ faith (2:11, 20:31) and to further alienate the Pharisees. It was one of His methods to cause people to get off the fence and choose one way or the other. John 15 and the clipped branches are the classic example of this. 

· I would love to do one of those “major teachings of alternate Christianity” things based on this. “Oh, you say these things have caused you to be confused?” All heads turn to him. “Well…yes.” “Excellent. You must apply all your mind to this. What questions does this confusion cause you to ask? These are the keys to what the Maker is trying to teach you. He is setting you up to ask the right questions. When you do, He will give you the key teaching He wants you to know, and it will result in your faith being strengthened. Unless you reject it.”

· Kewl Tiercel idea: Christians in China do not trust Christian leaders who have not suffered for their faith. They bear their wounds or imprisonment as badges of honor. If a leader doesn’t have these badges, he must not be living out his faith. Use that for my Christian leaders?

· We have no idea how many terrorist attacks we have foiled as a result of increased security after 9/11. You can’t prove a negative. In the same way, how many good things, victories of God, have been prevented before they could happen? I wonder if that’s how the devil works with us. By identifying people who are likely to one day to great things for God, he can concentrate on discrediting, derailing, and otherwise knocking these people out of usefulness for God before they can ever make their blows. 

· I think of Clark and me in connection with Say Goodbye to Stubborn Sin. I feel that there are numerous spiritual attacks coming against me in the days and weeks before the book’s release. Like that close call at Glorieta. What better way to invalidate that book’s incredible message than to discredit one or both of its authors before it releases? In this case the devil doesn’t have to wonder if I’m someone who might one day strike a blow for God—he knows the book is coming! I suspect he’s doing all he can to make sure the book doesn’t have the explosive impact God wants it to have.

· I was watching Shrek and I was struck by a song late in the movie. Shrek and Fiona are at odds and it looks like they won’t get back together. The song that plays is a melancholy one in which the singer says love is broken. But it has a religious edge, too. One stanza: “Love is not a victory march. It’s a cold and it’s a broken halleluiah.” A broken halleluiah. How heartbreaking. To me it conjured up an image of a character who used to love God—indeed, who wants to love Him still—but who has endured things that have seemed to make that love impossible. He wants to praise God, but all he’s left with are broken halleluiahs. 

· I think of two characters in my story who might be the one to illustrate this: the 2nd hero from the kingdom at war with the Celtic people (the one who falls for the Celtic woman). He’s searching for true faith. And then there’s also the Sting character, the anti-hero, the one who used to be like Tiercel until he lost his faith. Broken halleluiahs. I love it. They want to believe. They want to renew their faith. They’re desperately searching for a reason to. But everywhere they turn they find new reason to despair. Maybe because they’re looking to people, not God.

· I heard about how a woman who had been sexually molested as child felt, as a young woman, that she was too dirty, too awful, too sinful, too used for God to ever accept. Broke my heart. I should use that for this woman.

Recapturing the Plot

In which I try to remember what in the world my story was about

 and where it was going

The main story follows Tiercel Redwood. He begins as a humble candlemaker in a tiny, isolated village. His mother, a harlot, died giving birth to him. His father was a married man in the village. He had fathered him while going to market with the other leading men of the village (they’ve got skeletons in their closets, too, but so far they’re still hidden). The woman tracked him down, 9 months pregnant. This caused a rift between Tiercel’s father and his father’s wife, and tore the town apart. Everyone united behind the mother. They cast the father and infant out, though they were allowed a shack on the edge of town. Everyone, that is, except for the town parson. When Tiercel’s father died (when Tiercel was a child), the parson took him in. And now, as Tiercel turns 19, the old parson is dying. On the day he dies—a rainy day—the town gathers and formally kicks Tiercel out.

 

I also remember young punks who taunted Tiecel. I remember they called him to help slaughter a lamb, but I don’t remember why. I remember them slitting the lamb’s throat, and blood everywhere. I remember them fighting in the rain—and then news that the parson was dying came to him and he ran slipping to find him and be there at the end. I remember the parson giving Tiercel something of his mother’s (and also his own Scriptures). I remember Tiercel working in his workshop on beeswax candles, dipping them and hanging them by the common wick. I remember him coming outside after watching his protector die, and finding the assembled townspeople standing in a ring in the rain. As he’s leaving, I remember one of the boys he’d spoken with at dinner, and a dog, come up to him with some food and water. I remember a night scene in which he and his mentor hoofed it up a hill overlooking the town and contemplated everything. 

 

Then I think I cut to the castle in which my other main hero is returning to the castle from some kind of trip or lark. He talks to the comical guys in the guard parpets. Then he goes inside and is (I think) rebuked by his father for not caring about running the kingdom. I recall that he’s so excited that the famous holy man has come to this very castle. He’s wanted to find pure religion, something to really believe in, all along, and here is this famous man. He runs up the stairs to this man’s room to meet him and sit before his vast learning. But instead finds him naked and with a male lover, who wants him to come join the fun. Once again he’s crestfallen. 

 

I remember him watching the Celts gather on the nearby hillside. I remember a sergeant of arms who despised them. I remember that Diabolist Rale was there for dinner. He’s gathering support for the genocide he wants to conduct. He speaks at dinner about the glorious martial heritage of our hero’s people, stoking the fires of hatred against outsiders and encroachers who multiply like roaches. I remember our hero leaving that dinner to go with his friend (a fellow member of the royal guard, who is a Celt) to the Celtic torch gathering. 

He leaves the castle and goes down the hill, where he crosses a small, leafy creek, and climbs up the other slope, where the Celts’ tents are set up. Most are gathering atop the hill (where the stone auditorium is cut into the hollow at the top like a caldera), but some young toughs remain behind to block our hero’s way and taunt him. It almost comes to blows, when our man’s friend arrives and escorts him in.

He meets his friend’s family—wife (based on Sarah from Eden’s Bridge) and daughter and son. Celtic/Irish names. One is Aoiffe (Eve). He watches the people gathering, feels warmed in their love and belonging. The ceremony starts in the middle of the torchlit stone auditorium. A beautiful young woman appears and sings a haunting, tragic song of love. Her eyes meet our hero’s and he is smitten. The friend’s wife and the friend’s daughter join in the singing at the end (foreshadowing the three women who will show such strength in days to come). After the song, our hero’s friend introduces him to the beautiful singer. The two of them go find a quiet place. They talk of all things. She wants to see the world like he can; he wants to belong like she does. 

Down in the meeting, the men remain. They speak of how their outlying villages have been massacred and are now deserted. All signs point to the castle occupants as the villains. 

Back in the castle, Ebdominius (and his boyfriend) verbally spar with Rale over dinner. Things get heated. Perhaps Ebdo scores a few points. Finally Rale gets mad and possesses the boyfriend with a demon. I remember him hovering over the flagstones in the great hall. I remember him impaled by some spear or something, yet still alive. Sometimes the demon speaks through him; other times the boyfriend is allowed to cry out in pain. Finally the boyfriend is killed (torn in half?) and Ebdo silently vows vengeance against Rale. Instead of a fast revenge—seizing a sword and charging—he goes to a slow sedition, blocking Rale stealthily wherever he can. It’s a dangerous game he plays, like a socialite spy in Hitler’s Germany. He mocks Rale’s highsteppers, like a poisonous Uncle Max. Perhaps a higher-up, one of Rale’s true believers, is onto Ebdo and may bring him down—but not before he has his vengeance on Rale. (He has basically left his Christianity behind, selling everything in him to stay within striking distance of Rale.)

After only a day or two, the duke decides to send some of his men to the Paladin Academy: his son, one or two others, and his son’s friend, the Celt. Lots of tearful goodbyes. Will they see their women-loves again? The beautiful woman vows to wait for him.

When they arrive at the Academy, the Celts and other “unpures” are made to live in a tent city outside the Academy proper. Our hero meets Tiercel, and together they complain to the Academy leadership. This establishes their friendship and Tiercel’s leadership—and also his rush to judgment that gets him in trouble a lot.

Now back to Tiercel. He has left his village far behind. He beholds wide open farmland (like the Metolius Basin) and can’t believe there is land like this. He may even be a bit afraid of the wide open spaces. He’ll come to a lake. But he’ll finally spy the fog forest. He’ll go in and there he’ll spend a great deal of time.

Inside, he finds a place to live. Encounters with forest creatures. Finds food to eat. Etc. Here he begins reading the holy scriptures and seeking God. Here he has his spiritual awakening. He also realizes he can never gain entry into the Academy. He gives up his dreams of ever becoming a paladin for Him. 

We may also see the mentor leave his forested tower to reenter the affairs of men. He senses something and comes down. Without words, the other monks meet him at the river bank, themselves also sensing what is to begin. Silently he leaves them.

He comes upon Tiercel…because the pupil is ready. They talk about God. He teaches Tiercel the meanings of things that had confused him. Then after a few days the mentor reveals that Tiercel must come with him to the Academy. “What? Are you kidding? But I can’t get in!” “Can’t get in? If the chief of professors can’t get you in, who can?”

Tiercel and others undergo hard military training. Then some are thrown into elite training. There’s an exercise they do that is designed to see who will be leaders, who will be team players, who should be engineers, etc. (I remember now I was going to have a Brian Walker-type engineer character. Blunt and silent, but brutally clever and capable.) Tiercel rises to the top, of course.

I remember how the mentor culls out Tiercel and a few others to be part of the elite of the elite training—the spiritual warriors. Sure, all paladins are spiritual warriors, but this cadre does actual spiritual warfare. They are the psy warriors, the remote viewers, the sorcerers. There are no secret rituals like the Masons or Templars, but it’s dealing in spiritual power struggles all the same. 

On one “field trip” the mentor takes them to view a birth. He says, “There, did you see it! That flash of light? The membrane is tearing. Whenever anyone travels from the spiritual realm to the physical realm, or vice versa, other entities sneak through the opening. Someone is weakening the rift. I fear soon it may tear. That is why I have returned. That is what you must stop.”

I remember one night, one moment, when all is wonderful and holy. The “men of Harlech” sing their song of worship to God, a mighty men’s chorus that thrills Tiercel to the core. With their song echoing across the forests it is a great time to end a section—it’s truly the end of an age; after that night, nothing will be that holy again. 

I remember Tiercel had a rival in the Academy, the son of an important man—nay, the chief general, a man who came to the Academy recruiting and, like Don Jacobson, liked Tiercel immediately. This guy and Tiercel never get along. At one point he laughs at Tiercel’s band, who are stopping to help some civilians. Later, this guy gets Tiercel in trouble by lying about him to his father about these civilians, saying Tiercel was sleeping with the harlots. His father, based on Don Jacobson, sells Tiercel out to save his own backside and to save his son. I think he lets Tiercel take the blame for something his own son did or failed to do. I had originally imagined this betrayal as the chief one in the story (I was fresh from Don J’s betrayal, you see). 

I remember how Tiercel and his buddies were “in town” for a weekend or something, celebrating. I remember that at dinner they somehow met the Don J. character and impressed him over dinner. I remember him swinging by on the way to “the troubles” and using the stop to recruit for the paladins and encourage the cadets. While Tiercel and the students are away, the Academy is attacked.

Somehow Tiercel and the others see what’s going on way up on seminary hill and hoof it back there. Lots of supernatural flashes of light and obstacles that inexplicably fall in their way. I remember them getting there just as a great flash of light marks Tiercel’s mentor’s final banishment of the last, worst fell demon. They get there in time to hear his last words, receive his last commission, and see him die. 

I remember Tiercel and a few other faithful banding together to follow the mentor’s wishes and go to the battle. Most of them just go home, either in desertion or dissipation or to rally to their nation’s banners for the battle. I remember the Celtic guy and his hero friend being called back. When they return, the three Celtic women are gone. The villages have been decimated. The castle is run by Rale, etc. 

Tiercel and the group head to the troubles. They encounter the harlot train and agree to protect them and travel with them to the armies. Tiercel meets the woman and is smitten. She was abducted as a child and forced into this life. He must sit in agony as other men have her, but he will not. 

· Note: I heard about how a woman who had been sexually molested as child felt, as a young woman, that she was too dirty, too awful, too sinful, too used for God to ever accept. Broke my heart. I should use that for this woman.

They are set upon by brigands under the influence of two or three demons in disguise. Real weapons have no effect. Tiercel leaps atop the parapets to jump down on the leaders. He’s amazing with the sword. But then there comes a point when the demons enter the fray and Tiercel has to try the spiritual warfare things he’d only just begun to learn. It does have an effect. They win, the woman loves him, they move on.

I think I had toyed with the idea of Tiercel and others going to help someone’s castle hold out against an assault. Or maybe I’m drifting into Dragonsgaard ideas. I do love the idea of him fighting atop the parapets, repelling the assault. 

Ooh, remember that thing where the pocket is collapsing and the good guys hold out sacrificially to give Tiercel time to bring the bad guy down. They begin falling at last and at the very last second, the bolt goes forth and smites the bad guys. Most of the good guys recover and rejoice.

Also remember the thing where the three Celtic women are trying to live in their crazy world—inside the genocide zone. Remember how the young girl keeps her little brother alive as they hide by a waterfall pool (to disguise his crying). Then bad guy soldiers come upon them and they are discovered.

Remember that the “good guy” powers seal off the borders to this land and let them commit genocide. They do it for nationally strategic advantage. The paladins desire to invade and put a stop to it, but only Tiercel and a few others go. 

There’s also that thing about how the devil appears to various people in ways that most appeal to them and their weaknesses. 

As for how the rest of the story goes, I had in mind that the climax would roughly parallel the “mummery” of the early chapter. I thought it would take place inside a volcano—inside the lava tubes. While he’s been embarrassed in front of the troops and wrongly accused and publicly expelled, nevertheless he (and the handful of those loyal to him: the girl, the hero friend, and his friend, maybe the engineer, maybe someone who has come around and now serves alongside Tiercel) elect to go to the one place where he knows the enemy truly is making the last tear of the membrane and letting the Villain into our world. While everyone else is apparently dead and while Tiercel himself is reviled and cast out and falsely accused, he has to decide if he will sacrifice himself to save them all. It’s that smallest of decisions upon which the world hinges.

Thoughts from Hurricane Frances

Writings Generated from the Energy of Hurricane Frances

September 4–6, 2004

The Coolest Things Ever

Elements of the ultimate fantasy—in my mind at this particular moment in time

· Hero like me who comes late to knighthood and derring-do. One who appreciates the coolness of adventure-dom, has none of the trappings of old money/nobility, and is full of idealism about heroics and good vs. evil. Don’t know if I want to go against type and burst his bubble, but it’s a possible story path.

· Castles and knights-errant, not realistic knighthood, perhaps, but of the D&D kind. Adventurers. I love D&D and computer games that have adventurer trades and non-adventurer trades, such as bakers, peasants, guard, farmers, etc. Then you have the adventurers: fighters, rogues, clerics, and wizards, plus all their subdivisions. I love the idea that “adventuring” could be a profession—one that everyone is okay with. 

· My hero, of course, becomes an adventurer. He starts off as something else, something totally boring (like Luke Skywalker) but he’s always longed for adventure. Finally something comes along that gives him his wish.

· At least one castle defense. Kicking away siege ladders, standing in the breach, taking on the first enemies to come atop the wall. He skips atop the battlements to leap into the fray and do the key thing that turns the course of the battle—saves the princess or stops the stealthy attack that the rest was just a ruse to disguise, etc. This is pure fantasy heroism. 

· I think I would like to make this the thing that causes the hero to rise to prominence—a battlefield commission/knighthood. In the heat of an Alamo-style desperate siege, the warriors are fighting for their very lives. Servants, too. No one cares for the class of those who defend the wall. Crises like this have a way of leveling the playing field when it comes to class. If a man leaps into the gap to defend the castle, he’s a good man in their eyes—especially when “nobles” turn and run from danger. 

· But do they ever see him as their equal? Do they think, “Wow, there’s a good man. More noble than the nobles. Too bad he is lowborn or I might have use of him”? 

· One man, not a noble, might say, “If we live through this, I want you to come with me. I could use a man like you. I can teach you skills and see about your battlefield knighthood, but you have true valor, and that can’t be taught. It’s something that is far more rare than the nobility would have you believe.”

· In fact, this above-and-beyond heroism could be the thing that causes the main villain to take note of him. “What is this? I am opposed by a stable boy?” (This is the John Malkovich shadow self of the hero.) After watching Tiercel’s derring-do, Malkovich says, “Why do you fight for them, boy? They care not for you. If you die, they will not mourn you. And if you live, they will not thank you. You will never be one of them truly. They use you and mock. Better to hide and watch, and then come to serve me when I have won. And then, when I am gone…” He stares off into the distance with a haunted look. “Then you may serve the one who defeats me.” Then later, in a much later battle at another place, Malkovich can be squaring off against this new enemy warrior, and he suddenly recognizes him as the stable boy. 

· I like the idea that the hero is trying to be accepted by the nobility. It’s a “why won’t people like me” thing, a thing in which he has a secret anger at God for not making him differently (born nobly, of superior talents in at least one thing, etc.). Perhaps he is trying to be loved by a noble woman or his real father was noble but never acknowledged him. The point is, he wants into that club. 

· I also like it that the Malkovich character would recognize it in Tiercel because it’s also in himself. He has the same desire, or did. He is what Tiercel could become, and Malkovich sees in Tiercel what he himself was like years ago. I think he will eventually try to recruit Tiercel into his own group. “You and I are both servants of our masters, doing the deeds they need done but which are unbecoming for a gentleman to perform. And so they find willing fools who believe in the cause, andsend them to do their unbecoming deeds. And along the way the willing fools are killed. No matter; easily replaced, or (if he refuses to die) promoted and wooed along by women and riches, and they come to the disconcerting realization that they are not free.”

· This shadow self is very cool to me. 

· In the end, whether what Malkovich says is true or not, Tiercel decides he must still oppose him and kill him if he can. The Shadow wants to die at the hand of someone who understands him (he somehow sees in Tiercel his own salvation). The hero tries to figure out a way to let the shadow go free, but the Shadow knows it could never work out. 

· Afterward, Tiercel is a sadder but wiser hero who comes out not as their servant but as God’s servant. Servant of the Lord.

· The Fog Forest. I don’t know what this means mythically, but to me the fog is a place of spiritual, mystical power—and self-discovery. The combination of ancient trees and reduced visibility—and not empty but filled with the presence of a gaseous, mystical entity or substance—makes the forest seem like a place alive with a wise spiritual consciousness. It’s basically the temple of the eternal God. Going there always brings an encounter with God. 

· Perhaps I could make it one of those things where what you bring with you determines what form you encounter God in. 

· But I think I might rather do a more Christian version of this to bring out one of themes—like in the fog forest He gives the person exactly what s/he needs to know so s/he will ask the right questions—a la John 3 and 14, “Glad you asked.”

· Optional: The hurricane time bomb. The slow advance and inevitable looming arrival of an fearfully anticipated destructive force, like Hurricane Frances. Also, the feeling of this force/storm as a personified villain with a mind, will, and intention. This is a classic time bomb for creating tension in fiction. (Maybe have a slow-arriving but always nearing enemy—like the villain described below.)
· Optional: The Cancer Villain. In Contreras/Kennedy they describe cancer as this many-headed beast, and I thought it would make an excellent and fearful SF or fantasy villain. Let’s bring it out for this story and combine it, perhaps, with the hurricane’s slow-arriving destruction thing described above.

· The Hero’s Journey. This almost goes without saying. I don’t want to follow this slavishly, with a 1-to-1 correspondence from myth to my book. But the basic movements will be there: 

· sheltered hero longing for adventure

· herald that brings the call to adventure

· inciting event

· departure

· fish out of water

· new rules 

· new allies and enemies

· mystical forest

· epiphany (key lesson learned)

· confrontation with shadow

· confrontation with ultimate enemy in the belly of the beast

· winning of the maiden

· (return home?)

· An Alternate System (or Systems) of Magic Power. I love having a different, but oddly familiar, system of magic, including one system of power that Christians could use. Aligning oneself with the power to be a conduit.

· The Themes of Christianity Brought Out in a Fantasy. In a once-removed, let’s-take-a-step-back-and-look-at-this way, we can take a new look at Christianity using the things I’ve learned about God (my biblical research theories) and setting them out as regular, well-known parts of the Christianity of this world. This is very cool to me.

· An Alternate form of Christianity. I’m so sick of Christian fantasy that is such a thinly veiled parallel to Christianity: one male God-force that made everything; one book of His Words; one Son of the Father—in other words, regular Christianity. I want to take it out of such well-known symbols and set it differently. I’d like to push it as far as I can without it becoming heretical. 

· For instance, what about casting God as dual male and female beings: holiness (male) and love (female)? I actually think this is a very cool idea. 

· And for the Bible, what about having cave paintings, standing stone circle inscriptions, and stone slab inscriptions? People used to have to go around and read them for themselves. But monks copied them down meticulously into more portable forms. Perhaps the originals are long ago lost or stolen or destroyed by vandals (or the religion previously in power). All that remains are the copies. 

· Around this written word, a whole system of interpretation would have arisen. Standing stone inscriptions are to be interpreted differently from cave paintings, etc., as genres of holy write literature. Differing schools of religious thought and interpretation. Various schisms. People who specialize in understanding how the whole body of writ works together to form a consistent worldview 

· In fact, these people should be teachers at the paladin academy, though times have changed and now most people come only for the combat training. 

· Maybe part of one story in this world could be the discovery of one of the lost originals—or the supposed discovery of a previously unknown 

· I simply don’t want it to be recognizable as an allegory for Christianity. I want to take the essentials of Christianity and place them in wildly different settings and expressions. For instance:

· To demonstrate that God’s words are recorded, I could have someone reading the stars or finding engraved cave walls.

· To show that man has fallen, I could have them having lost key technologies and fallen into a dark age. 

· To show that God is invisible and must be known through faith, I could have…?

· To show that God sent a redeemer, I could have people purchased at birth and taken to the temple (to show grace and/or predestination?)

· The point is to not make it such a simplistic, hackneyed, tired, shallow, brain-numbing parallel.

· Even having Christians as a group who worship God is gross, but shouldn’t be to me. Maybe the problem is with me!

· Must also have: 

· A female love interest (damsel in distress)

· I heard about how a woman who had been sexually molested as child felt, as a young woman, that she was too dirty, too awful, too sinful, too used for God to ever accept. Broke my heart. I should use that for this woman.

· Mentor character (possibly Bert Ghezzi, but probably not; I want this to be someone who holds to the true faith despite the fact that the paladin academy is gone to combat training because of politics; this guy has to be true and pure—but I love the feeling of being the golden boy that Bert sometimes gives me).

· I like the idea here of everyone thinking that the mentor character is just going to take care of the important thing that has to be done spiritually and Tiercel will just be Boy Wonder who watches and assists—but then the mentor is killed and Boy Wonder has to step up and try to do the thing before he’s ready. Everyone freaks and tries to replace him, but some still want to (and all end up having to) trust him. Time to fish or cut bait. And it sure ratchets up the tension.

· Paladins as an elite fighting force of SpecOps warriors

· Seminary/Academy of Paladins

· Castle Life in which the hero belongs. He finally gets his dream of living in a castle. He’s a champion of the guard or something. He loves it. It gets bad after a while and he sees the flaws, and certainly is never included by the nobles, but it’s the life he’d always wanted. The idealism wavers, but he sees things he can still believe in.

· Spiritual Warfare as the highest level of battlefield conflict.

· Epic battles with lots of opportunities for derring-do.

· And of course the world is the map of Mars.
Summary List

Brief recap of the items previously listed at length

· Idealistic hero like me who becomes an adventurer

· Castles and knights-errant (the D&D style of adventurer)

· Castle siege and defense in which he distinguishes himself in battle and receives a battlefield commission/knighthood

· Inhuman über villain modeled on cancer

· Human villain modeled on Rale/Sting

· Human villain modeled on John Malkovich—hero’s shadow self; hero tries to set him free; sympathetic villain

· Hero trying to be accepted by the in-group of nobility, but will only ever be a servant; never a peer; but he shows true nobility

· Fog forest where the hero encounters the Spirit of the living God

· The slow, inevitable advance of the agent of destruction—hurricane time-bomb (the arrival of the cancer villain?)

· The hero’s journey—the major elements of it that fit my story, anyway

· An alternate system or systems of magic and power—theories of science and schools of magic

· An alternate form of Christianity that includes male/female Godhead; scripture drawn from inscriptions in tablets, standing stones, and cave paintings; and a whole system of Christianity built on my theories of Christianity (including scribes and theologians)

· Female love interest/damsel in distress

· Mentor character (Bert Ghezzi feeling; different character personality)

· Paladins as elite special forces warriors (but with a Christian bent)

· Academy/seminary for paladins, that is now only nominally Christian (but some still believe, and no one can kick them out because that’s supposedly what they’re all about)

· Spiritual warfare as an über-elite form of SpecOps Christian training. Since no one believes in this anymore, no one trains for it (but some do, and it will be the key to everything; this weakness is why the enemy knows to attack now)

· Living in a castle as one of its proud defenders (maybe they send him to paladin school from here)

· Great battles as a setting for epic heroism and treachery

· Using a water-filled Mars map as the map of the world

Boiling It Down into a Plot Summary

Using all the elements in one possible plot

A young non-noble man longs for adventure, but it seems forever out of his grasp. Somehow he ravels to a castle as a servant just as it goes under siege. Perhaps he flees to the castle for protection against the arrival of an invading army. Or maybe he’s kicked out of his village and goes to the fog forest, where he meets God and is given the prophecy of his life, and he goes to the castle on his way elsewhere. 

(I haven’t described the best place to put his fog forest episode—I’m thinking it should come just before or just after the castle siege; make it like Jesus’ time in the wilderness, where He communes with God before beginning His ministry proper.) 

It’s an Alamo-style siege that has no hope of victory without help from a relieving force. 

The battle goes badly for days and no help is in sight. It becomes desperate. Everyone starts fighting, because everyone will be killed. Hey won’t do the usual thing of ransoming nobles, so the nobles are scared witless. 

At a crucial point in the battle our hero gets involved. He wanted to fight but wasn’t going to; but when he saw the bad guys sneaking around to do something stealthy, and the good guys weren’t seeing it, he knew he had to take action. He turns aside this attack, then leaps into the breach for the rest of the battle. In this battle he turns the tide of the siege, and gains the notice of good guys.

He also gains the notice of a key enemy, the John Malkovich character. This man tells our hero not to try to win the respect of the nobles because he’ll never gain it. He also informs them that the über-villain is already on its way. “Don’t fight the inevitable. Join it. Join me. They’ll never be your friends.”

After the battle turns and it’s revealed that our hero’s heroism has literally saved the day, the princess or someone else gives him a battlefield knighthood and he is given a place in the castle guard. Here he loves life and receives sword training and meets new friends (and finds the glass ceiling and is kept from the nobles). 

Finally, perhaps as a way to get rid of him, he is sent to the paladin academy. I like this as something God is doing, like perhaps he was not supposed to get on the list (a la Top Gun) but something coincidental or serendipitous happens to get him sent. 

He goes, and meets the mentor and is trained in the arts of spiritual warfare and as an elite SpecOps paladin. He also learns the ways of alternate Christianity, including the Father/Mother God and the new body of inscribed Scripture. 

Meanwhile, the über-villainis approaching. We see how the evil council of allied bad guys works. We see how Malkovich serves the Rale villain, who (along with the heads of schools of magic, etc.) serves the über-villain in bizarre ways. They’re headed for some finite, specific, achievable goal—anything except world domination. That’s so been-there-done-that. 

Somewhere along the way we meet an unusual and fiery damsel in distress/love interest. 


After many heroic battles across the landscape of what is Mars, our hero sows faith, heroism, and true nobility in a final mission against the villains. In this, he tries to free the Malkovich villain; overcomes Rale and company; and uses skill, cunning, and spiritual power to overcome the über-villain. He saves the world and wins the girl. He flaunts the late-arriving acceptance of the nobles and goes home to spread his knowledge. Finally, he sets up a new academy in the midst of the fog forest, and marries the woman of his dreams.

Main Emphases

Elaboration and prioritization of the coolest ultimate elements (i.e. things I love about this idea)

I I love the idea of an alternate Christianity. It’s the same Christianity, of course—nothing heretical. But it’s different enough to divorce it from the things that cause people to thumb their noses at Christ, and also to cause Christians to see it all again. I do want to preach to the choir—I want them to see it from a new perspective—but also to the unbeliever who would come to Christ if s/he could see the power and beauty of it without all the triggers that cause the mind to reject it. Elements of that are:

A The male/female Godhead. Aspects to consider: 

1 This isn’t dualism, because that is two parts of God—good and evil—in perfect balance (or two equally powerful gods). 

2 What I want to do is get away from the masculine, singular Creator God that so quickly identifies Christianity (or Judaism or Islam, but you know what I mean). In a basically Christian story, a God like this is old hat. People want something different. So I’ll give them something different—but they won’t realize it’s just a new way of looking at what is the same. 

3 By referring to God as one and yet two, male and female aspects of one God, and by identifying the female part with love and the male part with holiness—perhaps depicting them as a married couple (sometimes with opposing goals, but always united), I can make it feel non-Christian and yet not be heretical. 

4 There really are two main attributes of God, after all, and they really can be said to correspond to male and female impulses. Besides, don’t we refer to God as three and yet one? Three aspects of one God. And the presence of the third in the Trinity is never expressly taught in Scripture. It’s a brilliant and probably accurate theory, borne out by centuries of experience. But it’s still a theory. All we know of for sure are Father and Son, which is two. Why not do two, but a different two? 

5 This idea, of course, also necessitates that salvation not be in the form of God’s only begotten Son. This is an instant giveaway that it’s Christianity. I’m not trying to deceive, but to help people hear the essence without being turned off by things they already know about Christianity. And so the emphasis will be on allying oneself with that Father/Mother Godhead. How is such an alliance possible? Grasping the receipt. A business transaction has been completed, but there is an allowance for those who sign their names to the receipt to be included in the completed part of the transaction. Someone else purchased the item, but your name can be added to the list of recipients and co-owners.

a Might this be considered heretical? Perhaps, by Christians. But non-Christians might see it afresh. 

b The essence of Christianity, after all, is that we must give up our striving and ally ourselves with the only one who actually is capable of paying the debt that was owed.

c I think this maintains the essence without becoming heretical. I’m not saying, after all, that Christ is not the only way to God. I’m actually supporting that idea, but I’m using other language. We’ll see…

B  Alternative Scriptures. See notes above on this, but things I want to bring out:

1 I love the idea of the Scriptures not being a book, but rather diverse forms of inscription left on rock tablets, cave walls, and standing stones. 

2 There might be a book, but it would be a collection of renderings of those actual original sources. Everyone uses the book because it’s a convenient way for people who have not been to the originals to see what was written there and to get the benefit of them. But everyone knows “the originals” are what it’s all about.

3 Perhaps one of the stories in this world or subplots of this novel could be about the supposed discovery of one of the originals (which were all supposedly lost) or a new, previously unknown original that takes the faith in a wholly new (and unwelcome) direction.

C Major themes of “new” Christianity laid out as main tenets of belief and practice. People in this world would live out these tenets (which will most likely be radically new to readers) as well-known facets of daily life of faith. They will teach these to Tiercel as they introduce him to the true faith. Those main themes would be:

1 (See the first 20 pages of these notes for the first items for this list.)

2 Pay attention to confusion, as this is often an indicator of God trying to get you to ask the right questions, on a topic about which He wants to teach you, to increase your faith.

3 Pay attention to patterns in your life, as this is often an indicator of where the flesh is controlling you. Also pay attention to times when you feel out of control and can’t seem to help yourself. (All of Clark’s teachings.)

II The Hero’s Journey—this is where the real action is for me

III The Castle Siege

A Defending the castle

B Pushing back siege ladders

C Standing in the breach

D Fighting on the wall

E Hopping over battlements to reach the key point in the battle

F Battlefield knighthood

IV The Fog Forest

A This is where he meets the mystical, spiritual power

B This is where he hears the prophecy for his life’s mission’

C He doesn’t emerge from this forest until he is settled and at peace with God

V The Shadow Self

A I’m really liking the idea of this John Malkovich character. A sympathetic villain who could, in other circumstances, be a friend.

B He’s one who was once just like Tiercel, full of idealism and the desire for heroic deeds, and also for acceptance by the upper classes.

C But along the way he realized this was not possible. He did more and more for these men (and women), bending himself into their mold, all the time becoming more of what they wanted and less of what he wanted, until at the end he had come to hate himself even more than they did. 

D “The best you will ever be to them is a valued servant, a skilled laborer. They think of you as ‘a credit to your race,’ but still always as an inferior. They cannot help themselves. They are bred to disrespect. Only away from the entire culture—or in the company of mercenaries—will you find acceptance based on your abilities and character. Come, while you still believe, join me and in my company you will rise or fall based on your heart, not your blood.”

E If I have this character, do I need the Rale/Sting character? Possibly, since I want this to feel like a large confederation of bad guys, like Hitler’s top council. Malkovich can be the head of a mercenary group serving (ahem, being paid by) Rale’s group. He doesn’t believe in it himself, of course.

F I’ve noticed that this character is kind of like Stewart in To Wield A Sword. Interesting.

VI The World Based on the Map of Mars

VII A fully functioning, thriving world with kingdoms, history, and rising and falling powers

VIII Villains who are after something besides world domination. I just get so sick of that. Or maybe they’re just after kingdom domination. Or maybe they’re modeled on Nazi Germany, with a supposed divine sanction to rule the world.

IX If the whole story is based on the interplay between human choices and divine intervention, then that should be seen (in hindsight, perhaps) in all the major plot points of Tiercel’s story. If he chooses to go to the fog forest instead of the city, and he chooses to do so because he thinks the fog forest is where God will be found (or whatever), then that’s consistent. I’m saying it wrong. What I want to do is be sure, as a writer, that the choices and divine predestination are illustrated throughout Tiercel’s story arc.

X The charismatic movement arose as a “correction” to mainstream Christianity. These leaders felt that certain teachings had been lost from the whole teaching of the church, so they set about to restore those teachings by emphasizing what had been neglected. They say it as restoring the balance to the whole. But those who followed knew nothing of the overall balance; they saw only the one or two main distinctives, and took those to the extreme. Thus emphasis leads to error. 

A Show sects who have taken parts of the alternative teaching of Christianity (like the femininity of God, for instance) and taken them from emphasis to error (all dressing up as women, men-haters, etc.). 

B Then show some people who are attempting to actually do a balance. They’re not ignorant of their leanings or emphases, but have a system in place to keep them in balance.

XI The feminine hero’s journey

A I’ve been loving what I’m reading in 45 Master Characters about the feminine hero’s journey. It seems to match very well what I’d already been doing with Tiercel. For instance the hero starts in an illusion of a perfect world—the world is holding the hero down, but he endures because of what the book calls the Cinderella coping strategy, which is to be protected by a strong male guardian. Then, when the guardian dies, the supposedly perfect world betrays the hero and kicks him out, and he must decide whether to go out into the world and face his fears and the unknown or stay behind and become a laughable victim. 

B Another thing it says is that the villain is set up at this moment of betrayal. Like the wicked stepmother. That isn’t exactly what I thought of for Tiercel.

1 But what if the real villain here is Tiercel’s fear that he’s worthless, sub-human, scum of the earth—as he’s always been told. 

a Kind of like Quasimoto’s feelings about himself. 

2 This, then, could be the true villain that plagues him throughout the story. 

3 I’ve said before I think it would be interesting to have a character who is so wonderful at everything (in everyone else’s eyes) but always acts like he knows he’s a total loser. 

a Antwone Fisher: “I’m still standing. You couldn’t beat me! I’m strong!”

4 He has to realize, through the course of the story, that he has worth. He has to come to believe in himself, trust himself, even like himself. 

5 At the moment of truth he will have to wager everything on the uncertain but tentative faith that he really is capable. 

6 I’m trying to get at an inward journey of acceptance and proving to himself and the village that those opinions of him are wrong, that is worth the price that was paid for him. I’m wanting it to be a Christian message, but it keeps sounding like the power of positive thinking.

C The third stage of the feminine hero’s journey is when the hero has his awakening, quits being weak, and steps out toward his archetype.

D I can see Tiercel moving toward the unknown because he doesn’t know what else to do, then he encounters the big wide world he never new, then the fog forest “finds” him. There he discovers his destiny and receives his direction. He finds out he’s called to do the very thing he’s always wanted to do—go be a hero and fight for God. But the struggle is more severe and the situation more dire than he realized or imagined he would be involved with (he’s thinking your normal derring-do, like rescuing beautiful princesses, not real end-of-the-world stuff that might actually cost him his life). In fact, he may be too late and his skills and contribution may not be enough—and may cost everything.

E I love it that he finally finds his cause, his mission, and the understanding of his place in the world (and in God’s plan) there in the fog forest. He has his spiritual awakening there, and it is the defining moment of his life. He receives the call on his life, his life’s purpose, his destiny—not to mention his Lord—there in the fog.

F At the same time, he realizes he needs more training.

G His mission may become so clear it fills his mind and he feels he has no time or use for distractions. Yet there’s this girl… The girl will even tease him for being so serious about his mission all the time.

H How about this for the story sequence? I think it fits with the feminine journey. More than that, I think it’s the story I wanted to tell, but I’m plundering goodies from the feminine hero’s journey to make my story more compelling (i.e. so it will unscrew readers’ heads and plug straight into their subconscious). 

1 All the prologue leading up to the time when he’s kicked out of his village (his coping system doesn’t work; he’s betrayed; etc.)

2 He steps out in courage (and because he can’t go back; to do so would be to endure massive ridicule)

3 He discovers a wide, colorful world he never knew anything about.

4 The fog forest finds him. He goes in perhaps to avoid capture or a scary beast.

5 There he has his personal encounter with the living God. He comes to God, understands his destiny, is changed forever, and receives his calling. It’s his spiritual awakening, coupled with God’s call on his life. As soon as he understands his calling he realizes he is woefully undertrained. 

a “I must go to the Paladin Academy. That’s where I’ve always wanted to go. But…they’ll never let me in. I’m lowborn! Well, I don’t care. I’m going anyway. I’ll think of something. I’ll make them let me in!”

6 He heads out of the foggy sanctuary to stride toward his calling, heading to the Academy.

7 His trek to the Academy is interrupted by the invasion by the enemy army. He’s drawn into the siege and castle defense. In the great battle, he distinguishes himself (and possibly meets the Shadow Self; and loses to him). He receives a battlefield knighthood and is installed as a castle guard. 

8 He encounters a forced delay at the castle. He’s got to wait out the winter here. As he waits, he learns swordcraft, loves castle life, encounters the class/glass ceiling, hears naysayers discouraging his dreams, longs to grow in his faith and hurry up and reach his destiny, begins to doubt, finds friends, and may begin to feel the calling drifting away. His hunger to get going again grows until he’s about to burst.

9 Finally the pass clears and he’s able to head toward the Academy. He’s going with a group. 

10 Just as they’re about to leave they meet up with the band of harlots on their way to the big city. They ask to travel together for an armed escort. Freebies. Since Tiercel is the only holy one in the group, they all readily agree.

11 He meets the Girl and begins that relationship. 

12 Finally he arrives at the Academy. This is his time not only of descent (when all his old tactics and tools are stripped from him to tear him down to teachability (e.g. six-packed with his fear of total rejection; he’s got to be undone by this and rebuilt anew to be strong; this fear of rejection fits in with why he was so tentative in the village: he wanted everyone to like him, but now he’s got to deal with a betrayal so deep that no one will like him; if he truly learns this, it will save him later)), it is time of rebirth (when he acquires his mentor and learns about alternate Christianity, schools of magic, spiritual realm warfare). Here he finds new friends—and rivals—learns new skills, matures as a warrior and a spiritual man, and ultimately becomes a Paladin. 

13 But a part of him wants to stay here forever. He’s becoming complacent. He doesn’t know it, but the mentor sees it. Finally something comes along to push him out of the refuge and separate him from his mentor. He’s ready, but holding back. Now he’s forced to go forward. (I think he should truly lose his mentor—the guy dies—in this time.)

14 Now we’re getting vague, but here are the things I know will happen:

a He can’t escape his destiny. Even if he were hiding in a Rivendell (and perhaps a part of him was), the destiny would come find him and catch him up in it again (the Academy is attacked and destroyed, and his mentor is killed).

b The tearing down and building up he encountered in the Academy (the sequence in which he faced his fear) will save him later when the entire world betrays, rejects, and misunderstands him. Yet he presses on alone—for God. This ultimately saves everyone.

c He meets up again with the Girl. He redeems her. She steps out in strength and goes on her own hero’s journey.

d There is an ultimate betrayal that leaves him utterly alone and tries to defeat him by giving him no help.

e And yet some do help, some few who believe either in God, in the mission, or in Tiercel. The Girl, one or two allies (like the guard befriended in the castle way at the beginning), and maybe one unlikely person (a rival won over) will join him on his final quest.

f The Shadow Self (if we have him) will reappear and try to win Tiercel over to his side. It’s a compassionate relationship—each sees himself in the other. But they’ve chosen different paths.

g While the paladins and commanders sit back because of political or financial gain, or whatever else, our heroic band makes their effort to save the world and stop the thing everyone else says is the best thing to ever happen to them.

Ideas for Alternate Christianity

8. “The Shift.” I like the idea of Christian characters coming to the point where they reach a kind of enlightenment, that moment when they realize what’s really going on. They have a change in perspective in which they come to see what God’s doing in the world. They see everything in the world from God’s perspective. Suddenly it’s not about whether or not we’ll have enough money to pay bills this month; now it’s about what God is doing, teaching faith, for instance. The money will be there. Worry goes away because you suddenly understand what He’s doing. Maybe Tiercel sees a strong man carrying Tiercel in his arms. He realizes it’s him being carried. Glimpses of a new guiding metaphor could be the things that propel him to this discovery. Only the most enlightened reach this point. Dabbling in the rift between this world and the spirit world is good, and may be a doorway of discovery, but it’s not where the real action and power are.

9. What about a story that is all about increasing someone’s faith? The whole society [of Paladins] is based on a person’s quantity of faith. Maybe not the whole society, maybe just the elite holy warrior class our hero (Tiercel?) wants to join? “Well, how much endurance does he have?” “Hmm, better send him some more tests to increase his faith.” Central question: How to, and whether to, be faithful to a God who appears absent, disinterested, or unfaithful to you.

10. I was in church (Sisters Community Church, that is) on Sunday, January 4, 2004, listening to Tim Kizziar’s sermon from Revelation 4. He showed this amazing image on the screen, of the throne in heaven, shining with a blazing presence on it and lightning shooting out from it. It was surrounded by 24 thrones, and those were surrounded by 100,000,000 angels, all singing. Seven flaming lamp pots sat before the throne, and at the foot were the four living creatures. All of it was atop a blue crystal surface that reflected everything perfectly. Tim called that the glassy sea (sea of glass). Here’s what I wrote in church:

o
I love the idea of using Revelation 4–5 as part of the basis for Tiercel’s religion (that one that really is Christianity but comes at it from a new approach and uses none of the traditional stained glass vocabulary). The reality of life is not here, but in heaven. The wise man models his life—and his heart—on the true reality in heaven. Here in Revelation 4 is true power—thunder, lightning, brilliance—and yet also perfect balance and peace (glassy sea). Power that does not unbalance or destroy, that is not out of control. There is a throne in every person’s life—is the Sovereign on it? If you want to partake in and/or harness this power, you must be aligned with it. He must be on the throne here as He is there. The more you can get things here ordered as they are there—despite how opposite that is to the world’s way—the more of that power will flow through you. 


I can see someone getting that idea just a little wrong and trying to build furniture and auditoriums and costumes, etc., in ways that mirror that description in Scripture, thinking the external similarities are what achieve the power.

o
The deeper reality, the actual truth, is clear and unchanging in heaven. Order your life in that way and you’ll be happy. Doing this will cause you to look strange in the world’s eyes. You’ll do things that may not seem very practical or even reasonable in your own estimation. That image of the throne is one that bespeaks stability, magnitude, and a center-focused worship of pure power and holiness. The only key part of this is having the throne central in my heart (Jesus on the throne), not the externals. To conquer all things, I must only be conquered myself. So long as I want to call the shots, I won’t have the power. I’d be doing what no one in that image is doing. No one comes before that throne, surrounded by those witnesses, braving the sheer power of His presence, and whines or cheats or lies or demands or commits acts of lewdness. No one would dare. We’re God’s demanding little brats. We think He exists to serve and please us, instead of the other way around. I must be overwhelmed by His majesty and glory. If I’m not, if I forget that true reality (which exists right now in heaven), that’s when I’m in trouble. The pattern of heaven must be the pattern of my life. If I’m consumed by His power and majesty, my life will be a glassy sea, too. This image of the throne is what is truly real: The universe really does throb with power and yet is completely stable and under control. The Lord is on His throne, after all! The Lord blazes in majesty and sovereignty. “Lose yourself in My goodness and glory. Let My will be done in your heart as you’ve seen that it’s done in heaven. Be conquered by My greatness, majesty, glory, rule, and reign, and you will be a conqueror by My power.”

11. Keying off Philippians 3, the “rubbish” passage. Anything that would exalt me in the eyes of men (you know, all that stuff the world thinks is impressive: world champion this, award-winning that—stuff that shows your superiority over other people) actually hinders my efforts to please God. All that stuff gets in the way, even lowering how God feels about me. And vice versa. The path to greatness in God’s eyes is the way of humility. No wonder Paul can look at his world-class achievements and call them garbage.

12. I also love the idea of finding the balance between predestination and free will. After multiple choices to disobey, God confirms their choice, they cede their free will, and they become instruments of God for evil leading to good. (Could this be part of the “good magic” our good guys use?) Here’s how I’m seeing it now:

a. You have to have some predestination and some free will, or you have meaninglessness. It’s like a bowling lane: either side and you’re in trouble. Down the middle is where it’s at. Too much predestination leads to meaninglessness: God is the grand puppetmaster controlling every last thing; you have no free will; you can’t help but do everything you do; you are a nothing. By the same token, too much free will leads to meaninglessness: there is no controlling, guiding force to the universe; everything is completely random and up to people’s choices; God has no set of good works prepared beforehand for you to do, no plan for your life (or if He does, He’s powerless or unwilling to enact it); there is no set of things you must accomplish before He’s “done” with you; there is no meaning to life and no special purpose for your life; you are a worthless paramecium and your randomized life will be snuffed out without reason or notice. So it’s clear you need both. The question is, how can you have both? How does that play itself out?

b. I’ve been helped in my thinking by a number of passages from the Bible. I started at Romans 9 and went from there. Romans 1, Habakkuk 1-2, and Exodus have all contributed. Here’s how:

c. The Bible talks about the hardness of Pharaoh’s heart. Eighteen times it mentions his heart getting hard. Nine times, it says Pharaoh hardened his own heart. Nine times it says God hardened Pharaoh’s heart. It wasn’t until the fifth mention of this, though, that it says God hardened Pharaoh’s heart. The first four times, it was Pharaoh hardening his own heart. That’s significant to me.

d. Another example is Romans 1. There we see the sequence of things. First, lost people use their own free will to not acknowledge God in their lives. That leads to greater sin. At that point they choose greater sin, so God gives them over to even greater sin. It’s a sick kind of partnership. The more they make bad choices, the more God gives them what they ask for. They harden their hearts, and God answers by cementing their choices. Until the end when they are, in Romans 9 terms, “vessels prepared for destruction.” 

e. In Habakkuk, God says He is raising up the Chaldeans (Babylonians) to purge His people. This is God acting in human history to enact His purposes. But in Habakkuk 2 God says He will hold the Chaldean king accountable for his pride and arrogance. Here is the king’s free will. Even though he was raised up by God to accomplish His purposes, still he could’ve made better choices along the way. God’s purposes and human free will in interplay. 

f. It seems that God does give free will, but He honors and confirms our choices as we go. If we’re going to choose evil, He will honor that choice and give us over to more evil—but at that point we have the ability (and the responsibility) to choose Him. If we don’t, and we choose greater evil, he cements that choice by giving us over to more evil still. Until at the end we are contemptable villains who may have actually ceded over our free will. We become instruments of God to accomplish evil, which He will use for good. God did not commit the evil or even cause the evil, for He gave every opportunity for the person to make better choices. But if he repeatedly exercises his free will to select evil over good, He’ll let us have our desires.

g. It stands to reason that the opposite would be true, too. As we advance in making good choices, I think He makes it easier and easier to make those good choices as we continue. He confirms us in our good and we become less and less likely to choose evil. Until we become vessels of honor used to accomplish His purposes—and for whom He has many splendid good works for us to do. God does cause all things to work together for good to those who love Him and are called according to His purposes. For the rest, He makes no (positive) promises.

h. This doesn’t mean we ever completely lose our free wills. Not until death. The evil person (Noriega, for instance) must always have the ability to choose God, even on his deathbed. And the good person must always be able to commit the most heinous sin, even on his deathbed. But at death, our choices are finally sealed for eternity.

i. It’s like with the angels. I believe God gave free will to all the angels. A third of them exercised their free will to choose rebellion. Two-thirds exercised their free will to choose loyalty to God. But now their choices are sealed. In the end times I don’t believe we’ll be seeing demons coming to Christ or angels betraying God. Their free will is gone and they must live for eternity with their choice. So with us. This is our period of free will. At death, it’s sealed forever.

j. Does this solve the question of how God’s purposes and human free will can coexist? Maybe. All the verses that talk about predestination, election, and God’s purposes for mankind (corporately and individually) can be in play if we use Romans 8:28 as our guide. Those who obey God are on God’s program and have a marvelous plan before them. God has them in His hand to use for His purposes. They will not die before their time, until God is finished with them. But even those who choose evil are in God’s plan, just not in a way they’re going to like. Remember Judas, the son of perdition, about whom Scripture foretold? God used him for His purposes. He made free will choices, but in the end those choices led him to a place of choicelessness. 

k. It’s as if every choice you make leaves you with fewer and fewer paths to take. You’re narrowing your choices. It’s called Opportunity Cost: the price of taking one path is that you can’t take any of the others. In the end, you have but one path before your feet. Your options dwindle. There is still the possibility of breaking out of the crust that’s built around your path, but it takes much greater effort and the possibility may be all but hidden. 

l. So this allows for all the predestination and purpose/plan verses to remain valid, but does it invalidate or obliterate human free will? I don’t think it does. Humans can choose the God way or the highway. All God does is accrete weight to that person’s choices. It’s like adding weight to a probability formula, adjusting for previous choices, etc. The more a person chooses a certain kind of response, the more likely God makes him to choose that kind of response in the future. The choice is always the person’s, but God snowballs those choices until the next choice in that direction is easier than the previous one—and much easier than choosing in the opposite direction. God doesn’t want one person to go bad and another to “go good,” but He does accept and enlarge that person’s choices.

m. The end result is a cumulative set of free will choices that have led the person to a place of almost no need for free will. He will most likely continue to make choices down that path. The person has hardened his own heart and God has hardened it, too (like 401k employer matching), until free will is almost statistically impossible, unnecessary, and unused. The person just keeps going down the path his billions of previous choices have pointed him toward.

n. Lord, solidify me toward godly choices. I despise making four good choices and three bad ones. I want to make seven right choices out of seven. I know that’s Your will for me. Please make it so. Amen.

13. Tiercel worries that he’s not in God’s will. His mentor tells him to relax, that as long as Tiercel is willing to obey God and is in all known areas actually obeying God (i.e. no known sin, doing what he knows to do, heart turned toward God, using gifts, etc.) he is in God’s will. It’s not that complicated and God wants you to succeed. Picture a deep channel, as perhaps a rut a wagon wheel rides in, like those that have been used so often in [city] they are actually engraved in the stone of the city. The wheel could get out of the track if it really tried, but if it is not trying to, it will not. It will arrive at the desired destination if it desires to.

14. The idea that God sends hardships to be our “thorny vehicle” to transport us to discovery of the secret of contentment. I can see God designing/picking certain hardships for each person, designed to send that person to contentment and Christlikeness. I can see my characters consciously talking about this about each other and themselves. Have to discover your own chariot of thorns.

15. I think it would be interesting if the “Christians” in this story had a whole system developed to track the issue of God’s hand. They’d have terms for it and a whole belief set based on its existence.

16. That goes with what I’d like to maybe do for Tiercel’s main internal conflict in these stories. Does God really have a plan for our lives—a plan that He intervenes into human history to bring about, a plan He keeps his chosen ones alive until it’s completed—or is it all a random bunch of meaninglessness? Worse, is there a God who intervenes, but He’s cruel, causing those who love Him to get so close to their dreams, then making them miss it by “this much” (like me thinking I wasn’t going to be the editor for Strang fiction even though they decided to do fantasy and SF).

17. This goes along with my earlier idea of having Tiercel worried that he wasn’t in God’s will and the elders telling him that so long as he followed God with all his heart and dealt with known sin, he was in.
18. Do something with the idea that we can “feel” when someone is thinking of us. People (Christians, especially) will be thinking of someone, only to find out later that that someone was thinking about them. Make a whole system around this, a theory that explains how it works. I think that would be cool.

19. This one is related to the idea of Tiercel worrying if he’s in God’s will (and mentor telling him to relax and not worry so much). Once God brings you to the right place—which He did without you worrying or having much control—He’ll also be sure you see or do the big thing(s) He wants you to do there. And when that big thing comes, you’ll know it. And you’ll know what to do. It will be the most natural, obvious thing. And yet if He hadn’t put you there, you wouldn’t be there to do it—and the next person might not know what to do. Like when I moved out here to Orlando and then Kenny Rudolph came out to talk to a company about moving out here. We knew exactly what to do: get together with Kenny, try to get him back into our lives. But if we hadn’t have been here, no one would’ve been here for him—and certainly no Christians. Tiercel needs to learn that God won’t let him miss it or not know what to do when the time comes.

20. Possible theme idea: I like the idea of mature Christians in the story teaching Tiercel that God will teach, move, and lead him in clear ways. “You won’t be able to miss it.” Did I mention this one before? Make sure the story shows large, clear messages to Tiercel—he’s ripped off by a snake oil salesman (so that when the important one comes, he’s wary of snake oil salesmen); he’s led by poverty (a lack of money) one time (so that when the important time comes he can say, “Sometimes God leads through a lack of money”). You get the idea: he has huge plot points in his life and he draws unmistakable conclusions from them—so that he is trained and groomed and directed in ways of God’s will and in ways that allow Tiercel to make proper decisions when the time comes. Picture God having in mind what things Tiercel will need to know how to do and what decisions he will need to be inclined to make, and then working backward to figuring out what major events He could send to Tiercel to teach those lessons. I think this is very cool and should be the overarching theme of my book: God leads His beloved servants in clear ways. If they desire to serve Him, He will be sure their wish is granted.

a. Note: I really like this idea. Use it. I love the thought of God planning out what traumas and bonanzas and experiences He’ll have to send characters through to cause them to “come out” the way He wants. They’ll be big things, things they can’t possibly miss: like tragedy or a certain kind of childhood or a disfigured arm—or whatever.

21. I’m intrigued by 2 Thessalonians 2:13, which says: 

a. But we should always give thanks to God for you, brethren beloved by the Lord, because God has chosen you from the beginning for salvation through sanctification by the Spirit and faith in the truth.

b. I like the three elements of salvation: 1) God’s loving election, 2) man’s choice (as expressed in faith), and 3) sanctification. Sanctification, as expressed this way, is the place where God’s choosing and man’s choosing work in interplay. God’s Spirit does the sanctifying, but man can freely choose to step out from under it any time he pleases. He has to choose to remain under the stream to undergo sanctification, which God will do if he stays under it. 

c. Any way to work this into the novel?

22. What about a dualistic good force—represented by two godheads, which stand for God’s love and God’s holiness, always in battle, always in concert? What about evil that grows when planted in the heart of a human? What about a leaderless evil that masquerades as good? What about a female redeemer? What about all good being feminine and all evil being male—except for some traitors! What about an unformed Scripture, not a book? Maybe it’s personified and has to be awakened? Maybe it’s the voice of the rain? Or what if Christians followed different aspects of Christianity? Some preferred God’s wisdom, and so chased those endeavors. Others followed God’s femininity. All are following God (but I sure don’t want to send the message that all gods are really one). Maybe that’s the secret: you’re all partly right, but you must follow X to be completely right. 

23. What does it mean that God sometimes answers detailed prayers? After talking for hours with Matt Fehrman about what he should do about his then-girlfriend, I led us in prayer. I prayed a bold prayer, that God would show Matt His will from the Word sometime within the next 24 hours. A few days later, I asked Matt if this had happened, and he said it had. He said he’d opened the Bible semi-randomly and a verse in James had struck him. He noticed it, but didn’t see any connection to his situation. The next day the same verse caught his attention in another Bible. Again, he saw no connection. But as he was sitting down to write the Dear Jane letter to his girlfriend, that verse came to his mind and he realized the connection right away. 

a. Okay, so if that is something God doesn’t mind doing, should we be doing more of it? Does God delight in specific prayers? Does He prefer specifics and timetables and fleeces? If this is so, how should our prayers be different?

b. Whatever I decide, I would like to bring this out in the novel. The giants of the faith ought to pray this way and ought to instruct Tiercel to pray this way, too.

24. In John’s Gospel we constantly see Jesus using confusion to cause people to ask the right questions, which will lead to an “I’m glad you asked me that” teaching moment. This He did to build the disciples’ faith (2:11, 20:31) and to further alienate the Pharisees. It was one of His methods to cause people to get off the fence and choose one way or the other. John 15 and the clipped branches are the classic example of this. 

a. I would love to do one of those “major teachings of alternate Christianity” things based on this. “Oh, you say these things have caused you to be confused?” All heads turn to him. “Well…yes.” “Excellent. You must apply all your mind to this. What questions does this confusion cause you to ask? These are the keys to what the Maker is trying to teach you. He is setting you up to ask the right questions. When you do, He will give you the key teaching He wants you to know, and it will result in your faith being strengthened. Unless you reject it.”

25. In case I’ve not mentioned it before, here is a major alternate Christianity theme that might work great in this novel. I love the idea that God makes people choose between moving toward Him or moving away. Even now He is separating the sheep from the goats. Every major event that happens to us is part of this dynamic. It’s related to the confusion thing: are you confused? Good, look for what God is trying to say. He’s getting your attention to make you ask the right questions, because He wants to bring you to a teachable moment. He wants you to choose. 

a. John 2 says that the signs Jesus performed were to increase the disciples’ faith. Indeed, all the signs He did and does are to increase the disciples’ faith. And John 5:19 says to the unbelievers that the signs are done “so that you will marvel.” These things come to make us jump to one side or the other of the shears (John 15). Which direction you jump in the crisis, which reaction you have to the sign, depends on (and reveals what is) the condition of your heart. No one is allowed to stay on the fence.

b. God actually provokes people and picks fights, as Jesus did when He found a guy to heal and then told him to pick up his mat and walk, though it was a Sabbath (John 5). When the guy couldn’t tell the Pharisees who had healed him, Jesus reestablished contact (v.14) so he could tell on Him. That triggered the persecution of Jesus, which was the perfect setup for Jesus’ speech in vv.19–47, which was where He was driving things from the outset. He does the same with us. Everything that happens is a setup for more faith, a teachable moment, the right questions, or a pushing away. 

c. Plus, He knows how to create situations that point up the very point where you are in error. There was no Mosaic law against carrying his mat on the Sabbath; only a man-made law, which He wanted to blast. So He created the situation that pointed that up beautifully and in isolation.

d. I can see the Mentor character(s) doing this same thing for Tiercel and his classmates. They do this elaborate ruse—even provoking the students—to illustrate a truth and set up an incredible teaching moment. Then they say, “This is how God works. Watch for it in your life. Watch for major, unmissable situations in your life, and then point your mind to what questions it makes you ask, because this is God setting you up for a teaching—or a telling off, depending on the condition of your heart.”

e. See John 5:38 and 40 for an interesting take on this. In v.38 Jesus says that there are many witnesses testifying that He is God’s Son and Israel’s Messiah, and yet they do not believe because God’s Word does not abide in them. In other words, the signs Jesus does are actually revealing what is in their heart. But v.40 says they see the signs but they refuse to come to faith in Him. So there is a choosing here, too. I like the idea that God’s signs reveal something to the person—they reveal what is in the heart or perhaps the condition of the heart or the current direction of the life—and then the person has to choose what to do about that. This, to me, goes along with the choosing/confirming dynamic we see in Romans 1 and Pharaoh and the king of the Chaldeans.

Alternate Christianity Summary List

1. The Shift—a few select believers may come to a moment of enlightenment when they can finally see life from God’s perspective, and the focus goes from earthly concerns to what God’s doing and how to join Him.

2. A whole society (or just the paladins) basing their whole hierarchy and training regimen on how much faith a person has. If someone needs more, they send him more “tests” to increase his faith. 

3. While some groups set out to restore “lost” teachings to the church and ended up in gross error, one group sets up a system of checks and balances to actually try to find a whole-Scripture balanced Christianity.

4. Possible central question: How can I (and why should I) be faithful to a God who appears absent, disinterested, or unfaithful to me? The whole story, then, becomes a test of faithfulness on a man’s part in the face of apparent faithlessness on God’s.

5. Christians here try to model their lives on the heavenly reality as depicted in Scripture (keying from Revelation 4–5). To harness this peace and power and control, you must be aligned with it. The more you can order your life here as it is in heaven, the more mature you will be and the more power you will enjoy. 

· Some might get the wrong point and focus on building “heavenly furniture” to make earth like heaven, but their insides are not changed.

· Being on this throne thwarts God’s power in my life. Getting out of the way releases and enables it.

· Live as if I am standing before the throne of power and 100 million angelic witnesses, in pure holiness and with God’s full attention upon me.

· I must be overwhelmed by His majesty and glory. If I’m not, if I forget that true reality (which exists right now in heaven), that’s when I’m in trouble.

· “Be conquered by My greatness, majesty, glory, rule, and reign, and you will be a conqueror by My power.”

6. Anything that would exalt me in the eyes of men (world champion at something, for instance) actually hinders my efforts to please God. All that rubbish gets in the way. The path to greatness in God’s eyes is the way of humility. Philippians 3.

7. Explore how free will can turn into predestination. After multiple choices to disobey, God confirms their choice, they all but cede their free will, and they become instruments of God for evil, which itself leads to good. (Works in reverse, too.)

· Both free will and predestination, in the absence of the other, turns life into total meaninglessness. Total predestination, and you’re a puppet. Total free will, and life is completely random and without purpose. 

· Nine times Pharaoh hardens his own heart. Nine times God hardens it. The first four times, it was his own doing. God merely confirmed his choices. 

· In Romans 1, people make a choice that leads to a hardening; then they make another which leads to another; and so forth. Vessels prepared for da bomb.

· God raised up the Chaldean king to punish Israel, yet He punishes the Chaldean king for his abuses. Free will and God’s will in interplay. We’re still responsible for our choices, no matter what God brings about in our lives.

· God gives free will, but honors and confirms our choices as we go. If we’re going to choose evil, He will honor that choice and give us over to more evil. 

· Until at the end we are contemptible villains who may have actually ceded over our free will and we become instruments of God to accomplish evil, which He will then use for good. God did not create evildoers, but He allowed them to become so because they so chose.

· As we advance in making good choices, He makes it easier and easier to make more good choices as we continue. He confirms us in our good and we become less and less likely to choose evil. Until we become vessels of honor used to accomplish His purposes.

· Until death the evil person may still repent and the good person may still plunge into sin. But at death our choices are finally sealed for eternity. Same with the angels, who now have no free will.

· It’s as if every choice you make leaves you with fewer and fewer paths to take. At the end you can still break out, but it takes much greater effort and the possibility may be all but hidden.

· The end result of a cumulative set of free will choices is that the person is led to a place where free will is almost statistically impossible, unnecessary, and unused. The person just keeps going down the path his billions of previous choices have pointed him toward.

8. Tiercel worries that he’s not in God’s will. His mentor tells him to relax, that as long as Tiercel is willing to obey God and is in all known areas actually obeying God he is in God’s will.

· Picture a deep stone rut in which a wagon wheel rides. The wheel could get out of the track if it really tried, but if it is not trying to, it will not. So, chill.

9. God picks out a chariot of thorns for every Christian, that particular kind of hardship that God uses again and again for that person to find contentment and release. Characters try to find their own chariot of thorns, and can see other people’s clearly.

10. I think it would be interesting if the “Christians” in this story had a whole system developed to track the issue of God’s hand. They’d have terms for it and a whole belief set based on its existence.

11. Central question: Does God really have a plan for our lives—a plan that He intervenes into human history to bring about, a plan He keeps his chosen ones alive until it’s completed—or is it all a random bunch of meaninglessness? 

12. Worse, is there a God who exists and intervenes, but He’s cruel, causing those who love Him to get so close to their dreams, then making them miss it by “this much” (like me not getting to edit Strang fiction, though they’d chosen to do speculative)?

· This does tend to work with my earlier thing wherein Tiercel feared he was not in God’s will, but his mentors assured him he was so long as he wanted to be and dealt with known sin.

13. Develop a whole system that explains and uses why we suddenly think about someone and then later find out they were thinking of us or in need of prayer. Use this as a common part of Christianity, with steps to go through whenever it happens, etc.

14. Just as Tiercel can’t easily get out of His will, nor can you miss what He wants you to do. He’ll make it so big and obvious—to you, at least, because of what you’ve been through and been thinking about—that you could never miss it. God is in control. 

15. Related to this is that everything God does or allows in Tiercel’s life is there so that next time you’ll know what to do or to move you in a certain direction. The big things—good and bad—that happen are part of God’s plan, or He’ll use them.

· It’s almost as if God has in mind what He wants Tiercel to do and be, so He sends and allows the situations that cause him to become that (and also to ask the right questions to be taught the right things; see below).

· The mentors would spend lots of time trying to analyze the patterns in each other’s lives to theorize about where God is leading.

16. Free will and election work together in sanctification. God chooses and confirms our choices, one of which is choosing to stay in front of the purifying fire, or ducking out of the heat. See 2 Thessalonians 2:13.

17. Ideas for an alternate Christianity:

· Two godheads—one male (holiness), one female (love)

· Unformed Bible (as on standing stones and cave paintings, or something else)

· Personified Bible, in need of being awakened

· Female Redeemer

· Christians who follow different aspects of Christianity: some serve God’s wisdom and pattern their lives on it; some serve God’s mercy, or justice, etc. 

18. Pattern sects of alternate Christianity on the “streams” of charismaticsm: prophetic, healing, apostolic, latter rain, word of faith, etc. These start as personality cults around leaders trying to “restore” lost teachings to Christianity, and then become error as the leader dies and extremists take it and run with it for their own ends.

19. Praying bold, detailed prayers that ask God for specific acts. Perhaps God prefers fleeces, and timetables and specifics. It would go with the teaching that signs are to increase the disciples’ faith. But neither is He a gumball machine.

20. Show God using confusion and tragedy and provocation and even praise to make people ask the right questions or point up the issues in need of change. Build a whole system on this: You must ask What does this make me want to do? (Gospel of John.)

21. God makes people choose between moving toward Him or moving away. Even now He is separating the sheep from the goats. Every major event that happens to us is part of this dynamic. God’s signs are to cause His disciples to believe. They are also to push the unbelievers away. (The old guard always persecutes the newcomer.)

· Have the Mentor actually provoking his students and arranging an elaborate thing to cause them to ask the right questions and learn the right lesson.

· God’s signs also reveal what is in a person’s heart. If they believe, it shows they have God’s Word abiding there. If they choose not to believe, that’s revealing, too. (See John 5:38,40.)

22. I can’t believe I haven’t mentioned it before, but I want to seriously consider putting Clark’s flesh material in this book as a given. Patterns of the flesh works well, I think, with patterns of what God is trying to tell the person through events in his or her life.

Alternate Christianity—The Major Points
1. Free Will, Predestination, and Faith—at Play Together

a. Main aspect #1: Free Will and Predestination

i. Does God have a plan, or is it all random? If He has a plan, how can I be sure I’m in it? How can I be sure I don’t miss it? It will be clear. You can’t get out of it unless you really try or don’t deal with known sin.

ii. God lets us choose, and then He confirms our choices, until our free will is all but gone. If we continue down a path of evil, He will use us as instruments of evil, to bring about good in others.

iii. God brings signs and confusion and disaster and windfalls in order to do things to us: make us ask the right questions, see our main error, reveal whether or not God’s Word is in our heart, and to make us choose to jump closer to God or further from Him. 

iv. Everything “big” that happens in a believer’s life is designed to form him into the person God wants him to be so he’ll make the right moves at the right times. This illustrates that God is in control, but does not make us puppets.

v. Free will and election work together in sanctification. See 2 Thessalonians 2:13.

vi. God uses confusion and even provocation to lead us to choose to move closer or further away from God. Separating the sheep and goats even now.

vii. Clark’s flesh material works well here. Both systems seek to identify patterns in the life as God telling you something about what He wants changed or done. Patterns leads to understanding of God’s will. Plus it’s a great alternative Christianity system to work with and build fiction on.

b. Main aspect #2: Faith

i. Possible central question: How can I (and why should I) be faithful to a God who appears absent, disinterested, or unfaithful to me? The whole story, then, becomes a test of faithfulness on a man’s part in the face of apparent faithlessness on God’s.

ii. Praying bold, detailed prayers that ask God for specific acts. Perhaps God prefers fleeces, and timetables and specifics. It would go with the teaching that signs are to increase the disciples’ faith. But neither is He a gumball machine.

iii. Paladin trainers use such hardships to increase the faith and endurance of cadets.

iv. Mentors encourage them to pray specific “fleece” prayers to increase their faith.

v. God tests us and sends tailor-made hardships our way—even tempting us to believe in Him though He appears indifferent or absent—to increase our faith (or our faithlessness). 

1. This is how faith works into issues of free will and predestination: He wants either our faith or our faithlessness to increase so that we will make free will choices that seal our election and finally cede our free will and make us servants of evil (which God uses for good!).

2. The many splinters of alternate Christianity.

a. I like the idea of different sects and splinter groups within alternate Christianity. 

i. They’ve splintered because they prefer to concentrate on different aspects of the faith, are trying to correct abuses or restore balance, or simply have a lifestyle agenda that requires the emphasis of certain doctrines and the neglect of others. Could our hero “unite the clans” or should they be forever split?

ii. Emphasis leads to error—when the effort to restore a lost teaching becomes the primary emphasis, balance is completely lost and heresy is born.

iii. One error might be that a group is trying to model their lives on the reality that is in heaven. This has led to people focusing on external similarities and neglecting the internal.

iv. Another error might be a group that develops a whole system to explain why we suddenly think about someone and then later find out they were thinking of us or in need of prayer. This sect uses this as a common part of Christianity, with steps to go through whenever it happens, etc. It’s gotten out of hand, though.

b. I also like it that one group is trying to restore the balanced way, trying to achieve a syncretistic, unified systematic theology.   

c. I know it’s not what I’m talking about in this list, but be sure to remember that the “power” or “magic system” the Christian use is bound up in their alternate Christianity. They are not separate. Each of the groups would try to get their power in different ways. 

3. I love the idea of presenting an unusual form of Christianity that will fool the non-Christian and intrigue the Christian. This is to present Christianity’s power by stripping it of its trappings. Male and female godheads, Scripture in standing stones…

Ideas for Schools and Forms of Magic

1. I like the idea of corporate worship (esp. singing) being able to transport us into God’s presence. What about a whole magic system based on things that can do this: great sermons, great prayers, private meditations, etc.? The bad guys have their own magic system, too, and it uses some of the same things, but to transport you elsewhere.

2. One form of magic is flesh magic. Practitioners gain power by sucking things from other people. One example of this is lust: They gaze on objects of their lust to extract from them something that strengthens their flesh. Another example would be those who have to have mastery over someone else, expressed on one level by simple ridicule and dominance, and on the higher level in total humiliation and torture. Extract enough things that empower the flesh and the flesh is extremely empowered.

a. Use the “power source” analogy. When this character enters a room or a location, he scans for the brightest power sources (the beautiful women). The lowest form of gratification to be gained is this: simple extraction of lust-invoking “juice” brought be ogling them. If the magician can cause the most beautiful woman to look at him, to simply pay attention to him and notice him, it sends an electric jolt through the body, rendering the next higher level of power and extracted goodness. If, through sundry manipulations, the magician can cause the beautiful woman to smile and laugh, to show affection, that is another level entirely. (It should be noted that at this point the levels of lust-juice have overrun normal boundaries and the magician will need to maintain or exceed this level of energy extraction or suffer an excruciating fall.) The fourth level is attraction, in which the beautiful woman becomes shy and makes choices to be closer to the magician. Here we are reaching the higher altitudes of lust magic. The ultimate level, however, is when the beautiful woman now pursues and attempts to seduce the magician. At this point, the level of lust-extraction is extreme. It will be all but impossible to maintain or equal this level (at least with this beautiful woman, which is why he must then move on), but for a while it will be incredible.

b. Why not give Rale this form of magic? He’s Sting, baby—he can be incredibly beguiling and seductive to any woman.

3. Another form of magic is what Christians sometimes do: trying to manipulate God to display His power on our behalf. Self-flagellation is one method.

4. In order to be truly balanced, Christian “magicians” have to reach a point in their daily quiet times when they realize that God is truly in charge of everything and they’re just joining Him. This happens with me in my prayer times: I’m going on and on about my concerns and even protestations of loyalty to God, etc., but it’s all me calling the shots, it’s all me in control. Then sometimes—not always—I make this shift, this realization, that God’s really the one DOING anything, and I’m just joining Him (maybe). There’s an actual physical feeling in my brain when I do this, a relaxing, a feeling that I’m coming down from a position of (supposed) control and am coming to be alongside God or, more accurately, to be looking up at Him wondering what I could possibly do to aid Him in His work. When I reach that, I know I’m balanced and acknowledging His mastery of the universe. If I don’t, I’m in grave danger of thinking any of it is up to me—and thus failing and remaining powerless and having to draw from reserves. I’d much rather be a conduit for Him.

5. As I’m studying a little about modern charismaticism, I’m alarmed at what’s happening in these so-called healing services. People getting stuck to the floor (Holy Ghost Glue)—sounds more like demonic intervention to me. Uncontrollable laughter, barking like a dog, falling down—things that make the people foolish and must secretly delight the practitioner. (Read: http://www.rapidnet.com/~jbeard/bdm/Psychology/char/more/bless.htm.) 

o
What if the bad guys in Tiercel’s world try to usher in elements of the evil supernatural world by giving these false holy experiences?

6. I like the idea that “we get changed in the process of being a vehicle of God’s
power.” Changed in the very act, changed for the good, changed to be more like
Him. The same is true when users of the OTHER kind of power are used as a
vehicle for that power, too. After a while, you can tell who has been used
by what power. Practitioners of the bad one feel just a little nastier, a little
meaner, a little smarmier, etc., after being touched by that power.

7. Idea for the magic system: boundaries, borders, realms, and alliances. The idea is that evil sorcerers (pre-scientists) think they can gain magical power by harnessing more than one realm. For instance, if a sorcerer does his incantation while standing on the seashore, with one foot on land and on in water, he would supposedly harness the power of both land and sea. A whole system of logic and school of religio-scientific investigation based on this. Applications:

f. People, creatures, plants, or anything else that are of more than one realm are thought to be magical. Examples: mules, frogs, alligators, ducks, snakes, offspring of black father and white mother, steam, wet mud, smoke, ashes, and shadow. (I like that shadow magic would be a lesser kind of magic; it’s the offspring of two realms, but it’s so common it can’t be very useful.)

g. Attempts to harness more than one realm. Like the sorcerer in the boat with a falcon on a tether and a fish hooked underwater—connected with two realms, and having mastery over them both, gives him power. (Add a bolt of lightning and he’s really in business.)

h. A negative/evil subschool of thought within this idea could be the one that tries to gain power by causing suffering to creature of differing realms. Torturing a bird and a fish while smashing a meerkat, for instance. 

i. Related to this would be the idea of switching creatures of one into another and either making them suffer. Taking a fish and holding it above water while drowning a cat, for instance. 

j. More powerful than that would be keeping off-realm creatures alive out of their habitat. “Sorcerer Wyxhlei was said to have kept a fish alive on his desk for a year.” Fishtanks on tables, hydroponic plants suspended from the ceiling, birds bred underground, holding animals in underwater air pods, etc. 

k. The ultimate lair for such a sorcerer would be a cavern under the ocean. This would be land under the water, a mighty thing in and of itself. He would populate such a place with birds, hydroponic trees, fish in elevated bowls, and all manner of out-of-realm creature to increase his power.

l. What they don’t realize is that some of their science is right but not because of their erroneous guiding belief. Sulfer may burn, but it’s not because you’re harnessing the power of earth and air. Hot air may elevate, but it’s not because the spirit of the air is trying to return to its realm. Etc.

m. I love the idea that this would be like a science, that they’d be studious and serious about it, but deluded by the worldview of the day, committed to it with, well, religious fervor.

n. I can see Diabolist Rale being given a tour through the academy and scoffing at everyone else’s petty magicks, remarking that these fools haven’t realized that the only real power is in the spirit realm.

o. They’d want to access the spiritual realm, or at least the “powers of the heavens,” such as lightning, hurricane, tornado, sunlight, moonlight, starlight, etc. Maybe they develop rudimentary solar and/or wind powered devices.

p. “Power, Ulnquist, it’s all around. The sun rises and burns the skin. The earth heaves and creates mountains. The seas rise and devour islands. Even the creatures have their power. The eagle soars, laughing at the earth. Leviathan glides through the deep. This power is available, Ulnquist. It may be harnessed. It is our destiny to harness it, for we are the only ones aware of it, the only ones with the capacity to see it and desire it and devise ways to seize it. And so we shall. And one day...one day, Ulnquist, I shall fly, too. I shall be master of all these powers and I will use them to rule the earth. But benevolently, of course. Only to help, only to teach. For what is knowledge if it is not given away?” (He says this as they watch Diabolist Rale’s ship appear in the distance. He’s so optimistic about what’s happening. Of course, when Rale gets there, he cuts him off and scoffs. But we’ve heard his heart already here.)

q. Any place where realms come together is considered magical: borders between nations, land and sea, land and sky, threshholds, etc. Any times that are borders would be considered magical: equinox, dusk, dawn, year-end. Putting as many of these together as possible give the enchantment great power.

r. They would have lots of superstitions about borders. “Please step out of the doorway, ma’am. It’s bad luck to stay in portals or boundaries between realms. If you’re not prepared to use the power they represent, they’re always prepared to use their power on you. You tempt the power of both realms.”

s. The division between this world and the next, and this life and the next, would of course be the ultimate boundaries of interest. 

t. Birth and death are magical and sacred because they represent travel between these realms. Things relating to these—placenta, ashes, bones—would be magical. The penetration of a virgin’s membranes would be sacred, too. Anytime you penetrate from one realm to another, is sacred. 

u. A moment of super-high magical significance could be enhanced by many women giving birth at the same hour, many virgins being raped, and many people being killed—all realm crossings. (I could see the bad guys impregnanting a boatload of women on the same day, to prepare for the boatload of births on the same day (induced, of course). I could see my heroine as one who was impregnated on that day.)

v. The good guys use something like this, too. They’re at least interested in the divisions between this life and the next; this realm and the spirit realm. They can see the barriers breaking down and know it can’t be a good sign.

w. Have one child who is very special because he’s all these things: his mother died at the moment of his birth, which was at down on the vernal equinox, with a half moon overhead, in a boat half in land half in water on the border of two realms, etc. Perhaps his mother was sacrificed to maximize the power of the child’s birth. Perhaps the mother and father were of different races (or were themselves the products of two races each, making four). They will either expect him to be very gifted in the arts, or they will be saving him for the ultimate sacrifice for the ultimate incantation...

x. Anything that brings together two realms or obscures the boundaries between two realms would be considered magical, too. Things like fog, which hides the boundary between earth and sky; or rain, which does the same; or darkness, which obscures many boundaries. 

y. Certain creatures or people would have attributes that would cause them to be thought more magically attuned to the boundaries (blind or deaf people, for some reason, strike me as Boundarians; as might frogs or hippos or creatures that can do well in more than one realm.

z. Certain objects, too, would be considered magical for their multi-plane origins, such as glass formed by lightning hitting sand or a rock filled with crystallized water or even petrified wood.

aa. Even certain foods or fabrics (and of course places and days) would seem more magical according to this system.

i. In short, I think this could be a major worldview system that would suggest an entire culture and set of behaviors—and that would fascinate readers and glue them to this plausible world based on an alternate theory of reality.

8. The “magic” system the Christians use will include a huge emphasis on choices, because they lead to solid paths for eternity. They would also say things that demonstrated this: “May your choice be confirmed a hundred times over” or “May He add stones to your choice” or “May it become set as you have chosen.”

9. Related to this is the power that results from your choices. If you choose obedience and humility (over anger, self-will, and selfishness, for example), you release massive amounts of God’s power into your life. Good things “coincidentally” happen after you truly choose humility and God’s way. Your choice has to be sincere, though, for it to work. No sort-of choosing, then saying, “See, God? I did it. Where’s my power?” And just because power will be released (good breakthroughs happen around you, some miraculous), it doesn’t mean all things will work out as you wish. You can’t get what you want by obeying God. But sometimes He will grant you your desires after you choose His way.

10. Being in the channel like this seems happily analogous to the idea of being a channel or conduit for God’s power. As long as you’re aligned with God, He will flow through you and lead you. (Oh, dear Jesus, I love the idea of this story. May I tell it one day, please?)

11. Don’t forget the “When I am weak He is strong” element of “magic.” Making themselves weaker in order to gain God’s power—some do it right, some abuse it looking for the power itself.

12. Also the idea of the magic created by musicians when they do a song. There is a reality that is created, a spell woven, by the music. As long as it is going, “something’s happening here.” That’s why witch doctors use drums and why people go into trances and everything during the music. The louder the music, the more likely it is that people will freak and become overpowered by what’s going on and do things they wouldn’t normally do. This is probably why charismatics like loud music—it encourages people to bark like dogs, etc. There may be the idea that something spiritual happens (or is summoned) in such moments of created reality. I can see a branch of magic that calls on music to summon spiritual things.

13. I love the idea of true power, that the mentor would scoff at any lesser forms of “power,” which he will call enthusiasms. “There is only one true power. Everything else is sham. True power is power to create, to conquer every boundary—death included.” Rale knows this is true, though he says he and others do much to convince the people otherwise. This is why he’s trying to harness this power for himself. He is jealous—and highly respectful—of true power.

14. I could see characters taking to an extreme the notion that we hear from “the spirit world” better in that twilight between being asleep and being awake. I could see them artificially prolonging that time through consciousness altering drugs.

15. Interesting thing from a stained glass window site (http://www.thestorefinder.com/glass/library/history.html) on a topic that seems to fit for this book:

a. There is a mystery to glass: It is a form of matter with gas, liquid and solid state properties. Glass is most like a super-cooled liquid. It captures light and glows from within. It is a jewel like substance made from the most ordinary materials: sand transformed by fire.
16. Reality Casting. A lesser form of magic, persuasive illusion, in which the sorcerer attempts to create reality for someone else, to convince others that a certain thing is true and real. Those not alert to the sorcery will ascribe to what that sorcerer says is true, they will enter into that version of reality. But a rival sorcerer can see the effect taking place and can cast his own counter-reality to combat it. For instance, you see someone casting the spell that a certain person is evil. From everything that sorcerer says, it really sounds like the described person is guilty and worthy of revulsion. But it serves that sorcerer’s agenda that people believe that about the person. Another person comes in and sees it happening. He begins the counter-spell, which depicts another reality in which that person had reasons for doing what he did. Suddenly the first sorcerer’s power is broken. I just love the idea of reality-casting as a form of magic. Many would see this as lesser magic, an enthusiasm, parlor tricks.

a. This is like Ed Smith’s theophostic ministry. Some sorcerer caused you to believe something false, an untrue reality, and you have believed it. It has poisoned your life. It works exactly like a curse. When the light of Jesus is brought to it, the sorcery is broken.

b. When we are in the presence of someone (or someone’s writings) who is trying to cast an alternate form of reality, the hearer feels it in one of two ways: he either welcomes it as making better sense than the old reality (because it better plays into the listener’s desires and goals) or he has a reaction of anger and ill-ease leading to violent rejection of it. These are the signs of how a reality-casting is going. The caster can read these and watch for these and thereby know the effectiveness of the magic. 

i. If the person who rejects the casting is forced to endure it, the next thing that happens is a growing disconnect in his mind: his brain begins to feel dull, he feels listless and depressed, and he stops listening to the caster (i.e., becomes easily distracted). The wise caster will watch for these signs.

ii. As this continues, the listener will become increasingly hostile, bitter, discontent, uncomfortable, and negative about having to be stuck here and having to listen to this baloney. He may display his outrage or incredulity to co-workers, spouse, or anyone who will listen (and not get him in trouble). He may deploy his intelligence to begin pointing out the error and illogic of what he is hearing, trying to generate support for his opposition (even if it is not allowed to be expressed) of these new teachings. 

iii. If it endures, his humor may become caustic. His productivity will decrease. His sense of hope and meaning will take a nosedive. He will care less about his work, displaying either mounting frustration or a listless “whatever” attitude. He will live only for escape and finding a way to endure until a way of escape can be found. 

iv. There will ultimately come a time when the brain simply shuts down. He reaches his “I can’t take this anymore” point and either has a blowup (goes postal?) or simply has a brain lockdown—his eyes glaze over, his brain feels like it’s turned to mush, he becomes clinically depressed, and he cannot get out of bed. Productivity stops and life loses its meaning. Daydreams and fantasy and what he does in his time off or away become where his life is lived. It is the life of a prisoner. 

17. A form of magic (or a theological doctrine) that explains or uses why we think of other people when other people are thinking of us. Were your ears burning? I really do think there is something to this. This also leads into how God’s Spirit prompts us to think of someone just when that person is going through a crisis. The Spirit nudge. A whole doctrine formed around this.

18. It’s cool to me how artists and authors can see something in their minds and then labor to reproduce/create it in actuality. An artist might want to sketch or paint a flower, but be frustrated at the result. She could spend years honing her craft until she is finally able to produce on canvas what she saw in reality or even in her mind. Same with an author or filmmaker. It’s also the same with musicians. I hear a song and I want to recreate it myself, but can’t. I get frustrated at my efforts. But over time I become more and more able to do on the guitar and in my ears what I’m hearing in my head. I become gratified when I can produce a rendition I can live with. What about a form of magic that is like this? The caster knows what he wants to do or create, can see it in his mind, but is unable to make it come about. With practice and instruction, however, he can perfect his skills so that he can easily manifest with his craft what he’s intending in his head.

19. Reality-Casting—A form of magic in which the sorcerer attempts to create reality for someone else, to convince them that a certain thing is true and real. Those not alert to the sorcery will ascribe to what that sorcerer says is true, they will enter into that version of reality. But a rival sorcerer can see the effect taking place and can cast his own counter-reality to combat it. For instance, you see someone casting the spell that a certain person is evil. From everything that sorcerer says, it really sounds like the described person is guilty and worthy of revulsion. But it serves that sorcerer’s agenda that people believe that about the person. Another person comes in and sees it happening. He begins the counter-spell, which depicts another reality in which that person had reasons for doing what he did. Suddenly the first sorcerer’s power is broken. I just love the idea of reality-casting as a form of magic.

a. This is like Ed Smith’s theophostic ministry. Some sorcerer caused you to believe something false, an untrue reality, and you have believed it. It has poisoned your life. It works exactly like a curse. When the light of Jesus is brought to it, the sorcery is broken.

20. A form of magic (or a theological doctrine) that explains or uses why we think of other people when other people are thinking of us. Were your ears burning? I really do think there is something to this. This also leads into how God’s Spirit prompts us to think of someone just when that person is going through a crisis. The Spirit nudge. A whole doctrine formed around this.

Now boil these down into a manageable list. Classify them into schools and into lesser and greater. Figure out which ones would be studied at Tau-Strinus’s academy, which would be studied/practiced by the Christians, and which would be done by loners. 

[Later]

Is the Story Big Enough?

I’ve become concerned that this epic story isn’t big enough. What’s the big Or-Else that will be visited upon the world if Tiercel isn’t successful? Of course it’s that evil creatures from the spirit realm will be released upon the earth and make it a living hell. That’s pretty big.

Maybe what doesn’t seem big enough is the way the climax is shaping up. Tiercel alone in an underground cavern doesn’t seem very big. It’s the essence of small, actually. 

Perhaps the other story lines will proved the bigness and Tiercel’s moment of truth will simply be the crucial moment, the tipping point, that will cause and signal the beginning of the victory of good over evil. 

You know, Star Wars had several moments like this—times when Luke was alone with Darth Vader and the Emperor, having to decide his loyalties, and that decision would ultimately shape the defeat of the dark side, both on the small scale and the large. To the audience, who had come to care more for Luke than for anyone else, the moment didn’t feel small at all. Smallness is relative to how much we care for the person at risk.

That said, I don’t have to worry about the smallness of Tiercel’s climactic moment. If I’ve done my job, readers will care so much about him that his personal crisis will have more weight even than a large-scale battle in which thousands of lives are at stake.

And yet…I don’t want to neglect the large-scale events, either. That’s what an epic is, after all. The Lord of the Rings is the same way: the largest of events hinges on the smallest of choices. 

So what I should do is this: pull a Star Wars and a Lord of the Rings and have multiple story lines going—including at least four parallel stories and character sets—all coming to a head at the same time, and including Tiercel’s “small” story that is the pivotal point for all of them. 

My multiple story lines and how they come to a climax at once:

· Tiercel standing alone against Diabolist Rale to do the final thing that prevents the membrane from diminishing enough for the big demons to step through (Rale will be about to perform the final sacrifice of the purest innocent to render the membrane permanently) 

· My young noble friend who only wanted to find true Christianity making some choice (with the price being his life) to believe and cast himself fully in faith—it has to be a radical plunge of faith, the leap he’s never been able to make before now; he makes it and thus finds God’s reality and accomplishes some great good (perhaps he’s taking on the demons that do slip through the membrane to try to stop Tiercel or hurt someone he cares about), perhaps at the cost of his very life, but he would die happy and gratified and finally at peace

· Obdominius Quail (the gay bishop) attempts to exact his final revenge—perhaps this is at the same underground, volcanic lair where Tiercel is confronting Rale; Obdominius shows up at the crucial moment to thrwart Rale and try to plunge a knife into his back; it wouldn’t be merely a heat of the moment attack (because he would know that might fail); he would have made moves that would guarantee his revenge even if his final violent act were defeated; perhaps he’s changed the course of the lava so that now this chamber will be filled with molten magma in about ten minutes’ time; or perhaps his revenge is deeper still somehow, like if there were thousands of baby somethings about to be brought to life by the arrival of the demons and he has killed them all in their pods, or perhaps he has given false orders to some elite attack team or team of priests and he has sent them to their deaths; or—okay, here we go—he has personally murdered (set free) Rale’s sex slave creatures and melted his little gong things and murdered Rale’s assistant; I like that best: even if he is defeated, he will have gained the upper hand over Rale; he will have hurt Rale; does he redeem himself in God? no; but he feels satisfied now

· The massacre of the Celts—Rale has fanned the fires of racial hatred until the Germanic group in power has gone Nazi to exterminate the Celtic tribespeople in their midst; they have sealed off the kingdom’s borders, herded the Celts to concentration camps, and are beginning the systematic slaughter; this is Rale’s gift to the demons and the final act of boundary breaking (the constant and wide stream of spirits crossing from this real to the next) that will allow the demons to stride through

· Our Celtic women trying to survive: the mother (based on Sarah Lacy), the ingénue (the young noble’s love interest), and the young girl (below) 

· Our Celtic sister and brother trying to survive

· Our Celtic paladin (with his noble friend from the academy, perhaps) trying to prevent the slaughter and save his family

· The renegade paladins joining with the Celts to fight off the Germanic armies and both save the uncaptured Celts and raid to protect the captured Celts before they can be exterminated (perhaps our Celtic paladin is their chief; perhaps the young noble is with them; perhaps Tiercel’s old team is with them, or perhaps they’re with Tiercel)

· The betrayers—the Don Jacobson guy and the other leaders standing by passively at the border, making sure no one gets out and eagerly awaiting the weakened Germania; the young paladin betrayer son of Don J who falsely accuses Tiercel (perhaps they face a large enemy force, but DJ has no intention of attacking; little does he know that the other side—and elements of his own side—has every intention of attacking)

· The young woman whom Tiercel has ransomed from her abused life of prostitution (and fallen in love with)—is she the sacrifice for Rale? I don’t want her to be a typical damsel in distress; nor do I want her to be the now-typical tough damsel; I want her to have strength but to also have fears that bind her as surely as Rale’s bonds

· The team of paladin specialists Tiercel has assembled at the academy, including the engineer Brian Walker-type (perhaps they are with Tiercel underground with Rale)

· Tau-Strinus and his school of magic—he is on the battle lines in the ultimate battle, ready to summon all manner of magicks to confront the Christian wizards—perhaps he has been put in charge of all the schools of magic and he has fielded them (at one point I had him put in charge of finding out what made Christians tick and how to break them or how to use their power against them, what their weaknesses were, etc.; I had him capturing our Celtic paladin and torturing him but finding Christ through him instead; don’t know if I can still do that and have him in charge of the schools of magic; maybe I need yet another character, a Wei-Fong paladin, to be the one in the prison) [I’ve decided to make this the young noble]

· The John Malkavich shadow self who meets Tiercel on the field of battle and sees himself in him, tries to woo him to the dark side because of the uselessness of being accepted by the upper class

· The Christian “sorcerers” who bring the power of God to the battlefield; the various factions of Christ united for the moment against the united schools of magic; and certainly our monks and leaders of the academy and the mentor’s friends, the true Christians

· The young noble’s father and his Germanic lords—they would be in league with the Don Jacobson betrayers with the deal that they wouldn’t interfere; meanwhile this man and his peers would be carrying out the slaughter of the Celts and attacking the final pockets of resistance

· The people back in Tiercel’s village? 

· I want that moment when Tiercel is like a quarterback in the collapsing pocket (perhaps that would work as the climax of book 2)

Okay, since I have like 15 story lines all coming to a head at once I guess I can forget that concern that the story isn’t big enough, huh?

Three Books?

This epic naturally falls into two parts:

1. Everything up to and including the Academy

2. The attempt to forever shred the membrane

I don’t know if there’s enough between the end of point #1 and the end of point #2 to justify a third book, which would become book 2 of a trilogy.

Let’s look at the plot points more carefully:

I Everything up to and including the Academy

A Prologue with Rale and Tau-Strinus

B Following Tiercel to the Academy (to be intercut with other story lines)

1 Tiercel’s Home Town

a The mummery (a pathetic attempt to secure the townspeople’s acceptance)

b The dinner and fight afterward

c The hillside talk with his protector

d The candlemaking

e The scuffle with the local toughs

f The rain

g The dying of his protector

i Bedside

ii Last words and instructions

iii Gifts

iv Revelations

h The village rejects one of its own

2 The wandering in the wilderness—discovering the great wide world

3 The Fog Forest

a Discovering it and going inside

b First night and days

c Following the fog to its source

d Encountering God

i The Scriptures come alive

ii A sense of calling

iii Coming to love and trust this God he’d never known

4 The arrival of the Mentor (still in the fog forest)

a Learning new things

b Getting a glimpse of the spirit world

c Leaving for the Academy

5 Detained by Invasion (this may not be necessary to the story, but it is necessary to include the über-cool element of the castle wall defense

a An enemy army is in the land and Tiercel (and the Mentor? no, I think the Mentor disappears (or remains in the fog forest) and reappears at the Academy) is herded into a castle for protection

b It becomes an Alamo-style siege; completely surrounded and hopelessly outnumbered

c Tiercel distinguishes himself in battle, makes friends among the men-at-arms

d In the stirring parapet/battlement/rampart defense, Tiercel comes face-to-face with the John Malkovich character

i He sees something of himself in Tiercel

ii They connect

iii Tiercel leaps atop the battlements to be sure JM doesn’t get away or to somehow swing the victory in his favor

e It would be cool to have this be the castle of Don Jacobson 

i DJ is grateful to Tiercel for his actions

ii DJ places him in his castle guard

iii DJ even gives him a battlefield knighthood

(1) but will later betray him in favor of his son and his own interests (claiming to have been betrayed himself by Tiercel)

f Eventually sent off to the Academy with DJ’s son

6 Off to the Academy

a (Yes?) Their party meets and agrees to accompany a pimp and his harlots to the Acadamy (if so, Tiercel meets the girl here; if not, they’ll meet later and the son will gain his fodder for the false accusation)

b If here, Tiercel meets and befriends the young woman; sees so much of his own mother in her; plus, she’s drop-dead gorgeous

c They encounter a band of brigands, but soon discover they’re backed by supernatural warriors; Tiercel is only able to glimpse them—and they take notice of him—and utter some resistance prayers that send them packing

7 Arrival at the Academy (at which point this story line merges with other story lines)

C Following Everyone Else to the Academy (or Wherever They’re Going)

1 The Mentor’s Path

a He begins in his tower of silence alone in a rainy forest

b He senses the violence and his old enemy and the urgency and knows he must leave to rejoin the world of men

c His peers have sensed his departure and silently line the river bank to watch him leave in his canoe

d He comes to the fog forest because that is where the Lord is leading him

e He meets Tiercel and knows the boy’s destiny, and that his own destiny is linked with the boy’s

f He teaches Tiercel the rudiments of the faith and how to encounter spiritual power

g He sends Tiercel toward the Academy, but says he is staying behind

h He travels to the Academy (perhaps he’s off doing something that could be covered in a spin-off novel; perhaps he’s secretly watching over Tiercel or fighting the battle on a spirit realm; perhaps he gets to the Academy before Tiercel; perhaps he arrives after)

i Arrival at the Academy

2 The Young Noble’s Path

a We see him in his father’s castle talking to the guards

b He finds out that the castle is playing host to the famous churchman 

c He is solicited by the churchman and his male lover

d Disillusioned, he goes to the Celtic festival across the way

e He meets his friend, the Celtic paladin (-to-be), and his family

f He encounters the ingénue and falls in love (lust, anyway)

g He returns to the castle to find the churchman in a rage over Rale, who has also arrived

h He spends the next few days solidifying his love of the ingénue

i He sees his father’s hatred of the Celts being fanned into flame

j He’s told he must leave and go to the Academy

k He parts with the three Celtic women with much agony

l Arrival at the Academy

3 The Celtic Paladin’s Path

a He’s concerned about the Celts; some villages are reporting increased racially-motivated violence, and two villages haven’t shown up to the moot at all

b He loves his wife and two children

c He’s uneasy about the relationship with the Germanic lords

d He knows they’re not all bad because he’s just come back from a long time in the field with the young noble, who is his friend

e He is ordered to the Academy

f He parts with his wife, children, and clan amidst much anxiety, fearing he will never see them again

g Arrival at the Academy (remember that he’ll suffer racial discrimination at the Academy)

4 Tau-Strinus’s Path

a He’s been told to find out what makes Christianity tick and how to defeat it

b He’s also been told to assess and unite the schools of magic and have them ready to do whatever they can do to launch a major assault in four months

c He hopes to capture some Christians to find out Christianity’s weaknesses

5 Rale’s Path—Rale is tasked with two things: 

a Weakening the membrane

i To do this he must have every useful school of magic working to weaken the membrane and usher in spiritual beings

ii He must also prepare to deal with the only power that possibly stands in his way: Christianity

(1) To do this he spreads more tolerance and apathy among Christians and formally Christian lands

(2) And he steps up persecution against Christians

(3) Plus he wants to know what will not only weaken borderline Christians but overcome those who try to resist

b Arranging for the final slaughter and chaos that will provide the impetus for the big demons to step through

i To do this he must convince the Germanic lords to massacre the Celts and to simultaneously convince the Celts to fight back (or not, whichever serves his purposes better) and the surrounding tribes to come for war but not interfere or expect war

6 That’s enough to get us to the Academy. Now…

D The Academy (during this time, these things happen):

1 Tiercel reencounters the Mentor (who has either just arrived or who is just arriving after/as Tiercel does)

2 Tiercel meets and befriends the young noble and the Celtic paladin

a I think he encounters them early on as the young noble objects to how the Celtic paladin and others of “diverse ethnic stock” are housed outside the camp; 

i The young noble takes his complaint to the higher-ups and Tiercel follows

ii Perhaps this is where Tiercel runs into the Mentor again

3 Tiercel encounters his enemies: DJ’s son, etc.

4 Tiercel meets other friends of like mind: Brian Walker, etc. 

a Actually, I think the Wei-Fong character is too much; I think I should merge him with the Celtic paladin and call it even

5 Classes begin: this is a military academy, remember? 

a Lots of officer training school/boot camp stuff 

i What’s the main thing these trainers want to drill into the cadets’ heads? Possibly that the team is everything

b Lots of conditioning

c Lots of emphasis on martial skills: swordplay, shield work, horsemanship, armor care, blade sharpening, archery, lance work, spears, shield walls, the cavalry charge, etc.

d Lots of team-building

e Lots of activities designed to weed out ones who just can’t take it

f Lots of pride in what it means to be an elite warrior

g Lots of instruction on what the paladins are good for, how they’re best used, what they can’t do, etc. (including how to do those things; they’re a special forces unit, designed to do certain tasks better than anyone else; but they can’t fight a war for you)

h Lots of history of the paladins

i Lots of exercises designed to identify aptitudes: leadership, combat, engineering/siegeworks, and spiritual warfare

j Lots of instruction on the spiritual side to the paladins

i We are not here simply to fight; any moron can fight; we are here to serve the Most High in a special way

ii Indeed, there should be two sets of instructors: the warriors and the priests

iii Paladins are both, of course, but for instructional purposes it’s best to have specialists

iv The Mentor will be on the priest side

v There will be rivalry between the tough warriors and the wimpy priests; the tough warriors really see no use for the wimpy priests

6 During classes, Tiercel will find friends and work well in a team, especially as a leader; he’ll be sent to officer training

7 Tiercel and a few others will be hand-picked to undergo spiritual warfare training

a Here Tiercel will learn about Christianity in all its forms in this realm

b He will be introduced to the sects of Christendom

c He will learn about the original writings and the whole message of redemption

d He will see firsthand how the boundary between this world and the spiritual realm is beginning to weaken

e He will learn about “Christian magic,” or how to become a conduit for God’s power

f He will learn about all the schools of magic and what they think to accomplish, and have their efficacy and danger evaluated by the Mentor and his staff of Oxford Dons

g He will learn how to conduct spiritual warfare (he’ll tell his tale about the mysterious spirit warriors on the road)

8 Rivalries will broaden and friendships will deepen

a There will be a Tiercel clique (in which anyone is welcome) and a DJ’s son clique (whose membership is by invitation only)

b Tiercel does not back down from DJ’s son, and so he becomes the natural leader of the resistance

c DJ’s son represents the nobles and class rulers

d Poor rich noble’s son is caught in the middle; by birth he belongs to one group but his heart pulls him to the other group

9 The pimp and his harlots are still in the area

a Just across the ridge is a town and business is good, but many of the customers retreat back here to the Academy at night…

b Tiercel is able to maintain his relationship with the young woman

i But she doesn’t like what he says: it makes her reality that much more awful to think it shouldn’t be that way

ii He fantasizes taking her away from all this

10 When all my objectives for this time have been met, and when a full semester has passed, it will be time to thrust Tiercel and his fellows out of the nest

a The cadets will be given liberty in the town next door

b While they’re there, they have a fight

c While they’re there, many cadets use the harlots’ services

d While they’re there, they may meet with DJ, who is heading to a front with his army

i If they do this, Tiercel will be reunited with the man-at-arms in DJ’s castle guard; they are fast friends; I think the man-at-arms looks on Tiercel as the son he never had 

e While they’re there, they receive word that the Academy is under attack

11 The Attack

i Tiercel and others arrive as winged creatures are decimating the Academy

ii The creatures turn on the cadets, and some are killed

iii The young noble is captured during this fray

iv The spiritual warriors drive off the creatures, but the damage is done

v Tiercel finds the Mentor dying, and hears his last instructions

12 The Aftermath

a Tiercel comes out into the rain—why is it always rain?—and gives the cadets their instructions

b They must march to the front to oppose what is being done to the Celts and the membrane 

c Of course the DJ’s son clique won’t accept his leadership

d Some head off with Tiercel (to try to rescue the young noble and/or discover who is behind this); others with DJ’s son (as he decides to catch up with his father’s army); others simply disperse to go back to their homes

e Tiercel’s group decides to go off in search of whatever it may be that can stop the membrane’s breakage 

i They collect the pimp and his harlots, who hear there’s a war brewing and want to be there to “serve” the soldiers but can’t keep up with the ones trying to catch up to the other army

E End of First Logical Unit (that’s plenty for one book)

1 Meanwhile…

a Rale has convinced the other nations to hem in the violence (to be pulled into the violence later, but they don’t know this)

b Rale has incited the Germanic lords to change their unease of the Celts to outright extermination (though the more sensitive people will be told it won’t ever get that far)

c The Celts are being massacred and/or deported to concentration camps

d Tau-Strinus has been evaluating the schools of magic and finding what things might work for Rale’s purposes (both battle and membrane)

e Rale’s people have been working to weaken the membrane—minor creatures have already begun to come through

f Signs of the weakening membrane begin to be visible everywhere

g I’ve kind of forgotten about the John Malkovich character; do I need him? If so, he’ll be doing various things to pursue Rale’s objectives

2 Remember, you don’t have to do everything in this story; if this world can play host to many other stories, let them just be there for later books; for instance, I’d like Tiercel to go searching for the original manuscripts (standing stones, cave paintings, etc.) or his faith, but that just doesn’t belong here 

II To Discover One’s Faith

A In this section:

1 Tiercel and the young woman are allowed to enter into a relationship together; perhaps the pimp is killed and the wagon burned and Tiercel takes her off to keep her safe; she overcomes the idea that God would not want her because she feels so ugly and awful; she embraces Christ, forgiveness, and Tiercel (but in a chaste way)

2 Tiercel and his team—including Brian Walker, the soldiers from that first castle siege, and the young woman—break ranks to go after the young noble and to discover who is behind those attacks, thinking that whoever is behind those attacks will lead them to whoever is weakening the membrane—it’s their only lead

3 The Celtic paladin grieves that he cannot join the quest to save his friend, the young noble, but he must go save his family and people 

B These plot points, then, form the heart of book 2:

1 The romantic relationship between Tiercel and the young woman

2 The quest to find the young noble and discover what’s behind that attack and how the membrane is weakening

3 Tau-Strinus’s efforts to break the young noble’s will (and find faith)

4 The deportation of the Celts to extermination centers (but no extermination yet; only a few “trial” executions)

5 The plight of the three women (and one boy)

a One woman (Sarah) is captured but stripped of her children

b One woman (ingénue) is captured and held as sex slave

c One woman (the little girl) escapes with her little brother and attempts to survive in enemy territory

6 Rale’s attempts to put the pieces in place for the final solution (using the John Malkovich character as his strong arm)

7 The continued weakening of the membrane, with ever larger demons slipping through and terrorizing the countryside

8 Tau-Strinus’s efforts to evaluate the magic schools and see what each one has to offer, and to bring them together for the big battle

9 Obdominius’s deepening hatred of Rale and what he’s doing; but Ob. sees so much, he knows what Rale intends with the Celts; he opposes him as he can

10 The betrayer DJ people meet with Rale and make their agreements to stay out of it (in exchange for tons and tons of Germanic/Celtic land when it’s all over; which Rale can promise because no one will be alive to collect)

11 The Celtic paladin arrives at the border and finds the “good guys” digging in to hold the border, not invade; he passes through their lines and enters his homeland; he comes upon a small-scale village raid in progress and puts an end to it; he meets with other Celts who tell him what’s happening; he enlists some of them to go with him to try to put a stop to it or to at least reach help; they arrive at an ancient Celtic stronghold (a Bronze Age hill fort) and find it burning, the people dead and rotting; he’s despondent, but other Celts rally to him there, and suddenly he is the leader of a resistance force; he’s trying to find his family and really needs to break away to do so, but now has the weight of his people’s survival on his shoulders; he has to stop and train them so they don’t get decimated if they’re met by a disciplined force, but he trains them in guerrilla, irregular warfare, like that of the paladin, but adapted to the forest; he sends out scouts to find where people are  

12 The John Malkovich character (if I need him) is doing various daring things as part of Rale’s assault force

13 Tiercel’s group gets to Tau-Strinus’s fortress and finds a way to break in

a They rescue the young noble from his cell

i But not before Tau-Strinus has come face-to-face with true faith and

ii The young noble has embraced true faith for himself 

(1) Has he been killed in the effort? 

(2) Does the ingénue die at the same time in a faraway place?

b As they’re escaping, they’re confronted by a host of enemy soldiers backed by a squad of Wraith-like demons

i Here’s where the collapsing quarterback pocket scene comes in

(1) Tiercel’s man-at-arms friends from the original castle have come with him; they form the linemen who hold off the enemy as long as they can to give Tiercel a chance to do his magic on the witch king

(2) Tiercel prevails and discovers he’s really powerful by letting God’s power flow through him

ii This forms the climax of book 2

c They defeat the enemies and make their escape, with Tau-Strinus looking on in stunned bewilderment (and plus it’s time for him to move out because the schools are converging at the battlefront)

14 Tiercel’s group arrives at the front line, ready to ride in and stop the massacre before it can begin

a Tiercel finds out the paladins are all there and can mount a huge attack, but is told they’re to stay put

b This doesn’t sit well with him, so he makes a rousing speech to rally the troops

c The paladins are all ready to defy orders and ride to battle

i Note that the enemy has begun building up an opposing force on the other hillside facing the “good guys”

d But DJ’s son bears false witness about Tiercel, saying he had sex with the young woman and also that he defied a direct order to follow him: “He made a fine speech then, too, and then abandoned us; don’t follow him, he won’t be there for you when it counts”

e Thus disheartened, the paladins won’t follow him

f DJ enacts his betrayal; he recants ever liking Tiercel and strips him of the family colors and the rank of knight

g Tiercel and his small group are kicked out of the camp

15 They regroup and decide what to do; they can: 

a go to the Celtic paladin to try to help him in his resistance

b say they were wrong and stay with the “good guys”

c follow the clues they now have and try to thwart Rale alone

16 They decide to go try to stop Rale

C End of Book 2

III The attempt to forever shred the membrane

A Now that all the pieces are set on the board, the enemy makes his play 

1 The Celts are ready for extermination

2 The membrane is sufficiently weakened that a concerted season of bloodletting will pave the way for major demons to step through

3 The “good guys” are obediently massed at the border, lax and greedy

4 The schools of magic are assembled and ready to wreak havoc on the good guys

5 Tau-Strinus has done his research and used his spies to be sure every major Christian force can be at least temporarily cowed, bought, or seduced

6 Rale has only to choose the innocents who will be part of his final sacrifice, and to retire to that place where the rock weakens and things may pass through

B The first event of the final movement can be Rale’s command to begin the slaughter

C Now it’s just every piece playing out its part:

1 The slaughter begins in the concentration camps

2 The Celtic paladin and his resistance raid the concentration camps to try to stop it

3 The dark priests hasten the weakening of the membrane; more evil creatures step through

4 The good priests have their hands full taking on these new challenges

5 Tiercel’s group discovers the volcano and passes into its belly

6 The young noble and/or the Celtic paladin find the little girl and her little brother; they are “safe”

7 Tau-Strinus and the schools of magic begin their assault at the battle lines

8 The Germanic forces skirmish with the DJ forces

9 Obdominius makes his moves and lives dangerously; someone is on to him

10 John Malkovich opposes Tiercel and abducts the young woman

D Then it’s the final movement:

1 The armies engage in total combat

2 The concentration camps slaughter the Celts at full speed

3 The Celtic resistance tears into them with full force

4 The demons cause fire, death, terror, and mayhem everywhere

5 Tau-Strinus turns to tentative faith but is destroyed

6 The big demon begins probing the membrane

7 The Celtic paladin spots his wife(?) and meets the young noble’s father in single combat

8 Rale begins his sacrifice of the young woman (reenacting the mummery in the first chapters)

9 Tiercel’s group is stripped away one by one

10 Tiercel has to fight John Malkovich, and defeats him

11 Tiercel faces Rale alone

12 The evil one sticks a talon through to our side

13 Tiercel becomes a funnel for God’s power and strange things manifest at the membrane

14 Rale has a child or the young woman at knifepoint 

15 Tiercel can’t get there in time

16 It’s all going to end terribly

17 And then Obdominius makes his blow for revenge

18 And then it all ends right

a Things go boom

b Bodies get pushed off me

c Characters get untied

d The mountain is going to blow

e Characters die

f Angels are holding the beams up to let Tiercel’s group through

g The Celts are saved

h The demons vanish

i The bad guys lose the will to fight

E Denouement 

1 DJ’s betrayal is…concealed or glossed over

2 Families are reunited

3 Tiercel is decorated and applauded; knighthood restored

4 Wounds are tended

5 Promotions and rebuilding assigned

6 Tiercel and the young woman are married

7 And Tiercel is put in charge of rebuilding the Academy…

8 Maybe he accepts, maybe he doesn’t

9 Return to his village to tell them all off? Maybe.

Tiercel’s World

What I really need to do now is figure out what Tiercel’s world is like. Not only the physical features and climate, but also the culture and civilization Tiercel would know. 

What would it be like to live in Tiercel’s day? 

Because I’ve already begun a file by this name, I’ll continue this exploration there. Check it out.

New Notes as They Occur to Me

· I’ve been learning about the Ruby Ridge attack. It reminds me of the Bay of Pigs fiasco. There seems to have been a fleshly rush to judgment that caused the people responsible for those to choose to think that their worst-case scenarios were correct, and to close their minds to evidence to the contrary. I wondered how they could’ve noticed this fleshly control and stopped it. How much of human history happened because of the flesh? I wrote:

· Could there be in our urgency a chasing after the adrenaline rush? Is there a sense of fleshly deliciousness that makes us want to believe our course is the best? If so, we have to pause!

· A form of magic in which the sorcerer attempts to create reality for someone else, to convince them that a certain thing is true and real. Those not alert to the sorcery will ascribe to what that sorcerer says is true, they will enter into that version of reality. But a rival sorcerer can see the effect taking place and can cast his own counter-reality to combat it. For instance, you see someone casting the spell that a certain person is evil. From everything that sorcerer says, it really sounds like the described person is guilty and worthy of revulsion. But it serves that sorcerer’s agenda that people believe that about the person. Another person comes in and sees it happening. He begins the counter-spell, which depicts another reality in which that person had reasons for doing what he did. Suddenly the first sorcerer’s power is broken. I just love the idea of reality-casting as a form of magic.

· This is like Ed Smith’s theophostic ministry. Some sorcerer caused you to believe something false, an untrue reality, and you have believed it. It has poisoned your life. It works exactly like a curse. When the light of Jesus is brought to it, the sorcery is broken.

· A form of magic (or a theological doctrine) that explains or uses why we think of other people when other people are thinking of us. Were your ears burning? I really do think there is something to this. This also leads into how God’s Spirit prompts us to think of someone just when that person is going through a crisis. The Spirit nudge. A whole doctrine formed around this.

· Proverbs 30:21–23 says that the earth cannot bear up under it when someone who has been inferior or lowly suddenly finds favor and honor, as when a slave becomes king or an unloved woman gets a husband. These people swing way out the other way, like the nouveau riche they don’t know how to handle their newfound position and so become arrogant and conceited, feeling they have been favored by the universe and are therefore more important than anyone else. 

· I say all this because of my episode with my mock press release for a new imprint at Strang: Conceited Books. I lampooned these arrogant, absurd, difficult authors and their inflated view of themselves. I distributed it to a few folks at Strang, but when Barb saw it she freaked and said I could be fired on the spot if Steve got hold of it. It shocked me and made me sore afraid. It also made me really question why I’d done it. It wasn’t just a joke in me, it was a sign that I was feeling superior to others. All my life I’ve felt inferior and unimportant, but lately I have seen God move heaven and earth for me and I’ve also dealt with my flesh and those feelings of insecurity. All of it combined to make me feel chosen by God and therefore special. The instant leaven of this can be and often is what Proverbs 30 was talking about: arrogance and absurdity when the abused one suddenly becomes in a position of prominence—now he can become the abuser. 

· It’s like Israel as God’s chosen people. It’s like Hagar gloating over Sarah. It’s like David the shepherd suddenly king and looking around in his superiority. 

· This should show up in the story somehow. There should be a group who acts like God’s gift to man, and our mature Christians gainsay it. 

· Romans 12:3,16 and 11:18–21 are great for this. Don’t think too highly of yourself. Remember that yes, God did cut off Israel, but don’t let that make you arrogant: if He cut off the natural branches why do you think He would spare the grafted-on branches? Be humble and fear God.

· This will also help me understand those arrogant authors, since most of the most conceited were severely abused in their past. Now they see God moving on their behalf…and the world cannot bear up under their reactions.

What Am I Trying To Say?

[This is when I began taking the story idea through Donald Maas’s book, Writing the Breakout Novel, September 2005.]

What am I trying to do with this book? What point am I trying to make? What is the story germ, the thing that energizes and drives this story? What is the root message or theme I’m driving at? What is my “breakout novel” premise? What do I care so deeply about that I must write this story to make people see or understand?

With the Firebrand novels the big “message urge” was to make people see the injustices going on in Sudan and North Korea. With Virtually Eliminated the energizing image was seeing the two foes grappling in cyberspace though separated geographically. With Crusade it was my anger at child predators. 

What am I trying to do with this one? Is it big enough? Does it energize me? Is there a message I need people to understand?

· What energizes me to tell this story?

· There is the whole Hero’s Journey cluster. This is what energizes me to write the story.

· The quest, the adventure, the heroic deed that must be performed

· The young hero sallying forth in idealism and naiveté, but in purity of heart

· The swashbuckling hero who gains mastery of single combat with the sword

· The beautiful woman who becomes his lady love (if he can save her)—he must win her; this is part of the mating/pairing-up phenomenon that both of them crave

· The mentor who is wise and calm but who cannot be there to help the hero at his moments of truth

· Perhaps: the misunderstood hero is maligned and abandoned by all, but who is vindicated and victorious in the end

· Then there is the whole magic system and schools of magical thought thing that really juices me about this story.

· The various schools of magic: like the reality-casters and the boundary-users and the lust magic

· The research into what makes them tick

· The entire worldview and culture based on the boundary magic

· And there is the opportunity to create the Christian worldview in this world. This totally energizes me.

· The mentor’s introduction into the spirit world

· The cool, un-cliché rendition of Christianity

· The quest for the original Scriptures, written on stone and cave and monolith 

· Maybe this belongs in the next series in Tiercel’s world.

· The feeling that the generation that truly believed orthodox Christianity is passing away and the new generation doesn’t care—but it’s true and our hero will almost single-handedly bring it back into revival

· The flesh (Clark’s teachings)

· The alternative and false renditions of Christianity, mainly the male/female personalized deities

· It’s also very cool to use the Paladins as Airborne Rangers, a special operations kind of force. 

· Leaders would vie for control of this elite group. Whoever controls them will win the battle.

· I also love the idea of the Academy for the Paladins.

· It’s like special forces training camp.

· But since the Paladins have a spiritual origin, there are remnants of Christianity being taught at the Academy. However, most of the faculty, and almost all of the students, feel that this is old hat and not needed for our modern age of science.

· I like that this is part of how Tiercel’s character is tested and his leadership is revealed.

· I like that this is where he truly begins his training as a spiritual warrior. 

· I like that they find out their various skills and learn to work together.

· I like that Tiercel gathers around himself a group of like-minded friends who believe as he does and who gel as a team—and who recognize Tiercel’s leadership charisma.

· Oh, that’s another cool thing about this story: not only is Tiercel a Paladin, he’s a spiritual warfare elite Paladin. 

· I love the theme of differing realities. Reality magic. Whoever is in power determines what is true and what is right. Our hero learns that he is living in a reality that has been falsely created (shades of Matrix), one that must be cast out by the formation of the actual reality.

· The ultimate energizer is the message I’m trying to communicate: that when everything has failed and everyone else has deserted you and fallen away, still God is there, God is good, and God is worth living for.

·  What is my “message urge”—what do I need people to see and understand?

· I want them to see Christianity with all its power but without its trappings. Several of the elders’ ideas could be brought out as themes here, showing how God truly works with us and in the world.

· The main one, of course, would be the flesh (Clark’s teachings). This could be their major worldview thing. I think it’s very cool to show rival worldviews, both/each of which are plausible and consistent, but alien to a typical reader.

· I have toyed with the idea of wanting them to see how God used humanity as the bait to draw out Satan. Before law came, sin was in the world, but it was dead and powerless. When law came, sin sprang to life—powered by the law—and brought death. Yet this process is what makes it manifest itself so that it can be identified and destroyed.

· Which is worse, 1) a lurking evil hovering in and over the population, one that might strike at any time and on its own terms, but which now cannot be seen, predicted, controlled, or fought; or 2) an evil that has sprung to life and takes direct action against the population, causing all manner of evil, cruelty, and death, but which can be isolated and eliminated? (Romans 5 and 7)

· Something shifts in the world. Perhaps God allows Rale to begin permeating the membrane between worlds, thus allowing minor demons through. They begin working their unrest, bringing out the slumbering potential evil in every person, no matter how righteous. Stimulating the flesh. This is to expose the sin (and the ultimate sin-bringing beast) so that it can be cornered and dealt with. Rale thinks he is winning but all along he’s being used by God for His purposes.

· But the more I think about it, the more I become convinced that this story is not the place to explore this theme. Too much else going on, and this doesn’t seem to be fitting just now.

· I want Tiercel to go through a process in which he learns to deal with the giant problem in his life (maybe that’s trying to force people into doing the right thing; maybe it’s lust because he feels ripped off by God; probably it’s his release of the flesh and desire to be sanctified).

· Again, maybe this is a theme for another story. Maybe his journey to having his faith tested and stripped away is enough for him this time.

· I want betrayal (esp. by authorities) to be the major theme here, and I want Tiercel to be vindicated in the end. 

· The message of this novel is that when everything has failed and everyone else has deserted you and fallen away, still God is there, God is good, and God is worth living for.
· Therefore at the end everything has to fall apart for Tiercel. The frail constructs Tiercel had been striving to build all crumble. The enemy smashes them underfoot. All allies have retreated or recanted or turned traitor. All that he’s tried to protect have been murdered or destroyed. He is utterly alone. He has failed even his own moral standards. He is an utter failure. And worse, heaven is silent. Has been silent. The sky is impenetrable as iron. God may not even exist, he thinks. And yet…this could all be one mighty, evil spell of reality casting. It could all be a thick cloth pulled over his eyes to obscure the truth. No, I will believe. I will do what God told me to back when I could still hear Him. Here I stand. I can do no other.

· This means that reality casting has to be the major form of magic in the book. In the end, illusionism is the most powerful. 

· I can see a scene in which Rale quizzes Tau-Strinus about what the most powerful school of magic is. Tau-Strinus lists all the mighty properties of thurmatugy, necromancy, alchemy, and border magic (see: http://members.aol.com/McNelis/medsci_index.html). But Rale shoots them all down. “The most powerful form of magic, my dear chemist, is that which causes the person to believe one thing is true when in fact the opposite is true.” “Illusionism? That’s nothing but simple parlor tricks.” “No. It is the thing that makes the king kill his son because he believes him to be a traitor. It can cause the mighty to lay down his weapon, the right to concede to the wrong, and all men to give up that which most opposes me: faith in the Almighty. Your mighty magics can do nothing compared to the simple parlor trick of causing people to believe in the reality I construct for them.”

· A corollary to this is that petty judgmentalism leads to actual cruelty (the village casting Tiercel out, for instance)

· Tiercel is betrayed by:

· His mother by dying

· His father by fathering him with a harlot

· His village when they banish him

· His village leaders (who kept silent about their own use of harlots)

· His rival at the Academy

· His commander-in-chief, who ought to protect him but instead hangs him out to dry

· God (or so he thinks) when things are crashing down on him

· Other betrayals in this story:

· The Paladin leaders who use the harlots

· The Christians who abandon Christianity

· The “Europeans” who commit genocide on the Celts

· The “good guy government” who doesn’t intervene to save the Celts but instead hopes to prosper by limiting it and letting the country weaken itself through civil war

· The Paladins who go along with this instead of doing the right thing

· I have toyed with the idea of looking at the man’s inhumanity to man theme via the pathway of racism and genocide, modeled on the Nazis and the massacre in Rwanda.

· Perhaps that should simply be the backdrop and not a real theme to be explored this time around.

· I want to show the power of perception, that people in power are able to establish and create the reality in which they are right and good. But when someone comes along who can create a convincing alternate reality, people are torn. They begin asking questions. 

· What are the inherent conflicts in this story world? (Plenty)

· The ticking time bomb is the fact that the membrane between the physical realm and the spiritual realm is being weakened. The prologue ought to be changed to show the giant spiritual creature probing at the membrane. It tries to get through. A tear, which has already begun, widens and a couple more minor demons get through. But the big guy still can’t get through. But the tear continues to widen.

· The main conflict in this world, beneath all the other more horizontal layers, is the conflict between God and Satan, and the followers of each. This is the real war going on. Everything else is distraction work.

· There is racial tension between the Celts and the Other Guys. Things have brewed for centuries and now they’re on the verge of genocide.

· This even shows up at the seminary/academy.

· There is conflict between neighboring kingdoms. The alliances are uneasy and may just be lulling us into a false sense of security so our “allies” can better deploy their forces to strike us unawares. Greedy princes look jealously across borders waiting for the season when kings go to war.

· There is also religious tension between the various sects and factions of a splintered and dying ecclesiastical monolith. 

· This shows up at the seminary/academy, too.

· There may be class tension between the upper and lower classes.

· There is conflict between the men of science and scholarship who study the schools of magic, and the “religious nuts who follow myths of divinity.” 

· There is conflict between the reality of the world (the modern image of society), the reality Rale has been trying to promote (God is dead; give in to hopelessness; the strong should rule), and the reality Tiercel and his mentors have been trying to illustrate (that God is sovereign, good, and relevant).

· How is my story strikingly original?

· Well, fantasy has certainly been done before, so that can’t be it.

· The Hero’s Journey isn’t exactly new.

· Setting the story on Mars is original, but not something the reader will ever learn.

· The theme of betrayal and sacrifice is as old as Christianity, at least.

· My magic systems are original (as far as I know).

· The teaching on the flesh is original (thank you, Clark).

· The idea of Paladins as special forces is original (as far as I know).

· Is the idea of the membrane between this world and the next getting weaker an original idea? Probably not.

· Creating my own view of proper Christianity is original.

· The idea of scriptures in hard-to-find stones and caves seems original to me. (Though this might be better handled in a subsequent story.)

· But perhaps I can create an original take on the Hero’s Journey. Play against type. Go out of order. Make an anti-hero or an anti-mentor. Look for “a previously unexplored angle on a familiar subject,” Maass says, or the opportunity to “do the opposite of what readers expect” and/or “combining two discrete story elements” (like a woman dying of cancer combined with a woman who desires to climb Mt. Ranier).  

· What would be the freshest angle on a heroic fantasy quest novel?

· Shrek

· One in which the villain is himself on a heroic quest, perhaps one that he and all of civilization sees as righteous, needed, and more correct than our own hero’s quest.

· One in which we discover that our hero is truly the villain.

· One in which the damsel in distress ends up being the hero.

· One in which the hero fails (and someone else takes up the quest?).

· One in which the villain becomes the hero.

· One in which the hero becomes the villain.

· One in which the villain is a victim.

· One in which the villain is the most beloved good guy in the world.

· Maybe our hero (or his group) creates the new and right reality to undo the wrong reality that has been cast by evil and greedy men. But then things go wrong. Perhaps his cronies take it too far, and too late he realizes they have all along been out to simply wrest reality out of the hands of the former power holders in order that they can have it for themselves. Or perhaps something happens and finally, when the old reality has been cast aside, does the hero realize that he is wrong and the other reality is what is right (shades of Ender’s Game).

· Well, this is original, but does it totally blow my story?

· Maybe I can turn some of the fantasy “regulars” on their head:

· The villain who is a hero

· The romantic interest who is a villain

· The mentor who is a villain and/or traitor

· The romantic interest who is the mentor

· The belly of the beast that becomes a secret haven

· The hero who is a villain

· The call to adventure that is really a trap

· The magic talisman that is a device of the enemy

· The fool who is a traitor

· The villain who is a fool

· The villain who is a victim

· The villain who becomes the romantic interest

· The quest for something mediocre (e.g., to buy eggs)

· The other possibility is to combine two elements to make something new (e.g., the fantasy detective novel):

· The Hero’s Journey plus the Western

· The Hero’s Journey plus the detective thriller

· The Hero’s Journey plus the mystery

· The Hero’s Journey plus True Crime

· The Hero’s Journey plus the spoof

· The Hero’s Journey plus the coming of age story

· The Hero’s Journey plus the embarrassing situation comedy

· The Hero’s Journey plus the Three Amigos/GalaxyQuest can-we-be-in-reality-who-we-pretend-to-be-on-TV story

· The Hero’s Journey plus the musical

· The Hero’s Journey plus the star-crossed doomed lovers story

· The Hero’s Journey plus Time Travel

· The Hero’s Journey plus Comedy

· The Hero’s Journey plus girl power story

· The Hero’s Journey plus documentary

· The Hero’s Journey plus Screwball Comedy

· The Hero’s Journey plus scientific categorization feature

· Wouldn’t it be amazing to do several genres, one for each of my major characters?

· Tiercel: the Hero’s Journey

· Tau-Strinus: scientific categorization documentary (search for scientific truth)

· Jeff Rogers character: Comedy

· The problem is I don’t actually have this character now

· Favored Son and Celtic Woman: Star-crossed doomed lovers story

· Celtic Girl and Boy: coming of age story

· Celtic Man: Find my family

· Or maybe I do one of those Anne of Green Gables stories in which the main character doesn’t change much but his presence changes the people around him. 

· Tiercel could be this person if he spreads his Don Quixote kind of faith about what the true reality of the world is. He can become a powerful reality caster to those who encounter him.

· Let’s do a regular Hero’s Journey quest, but let’s make it unfold in a way that doesn’t feel like everybody knows what a quest is: “Oh, you’re off on a hero’s journey? Okay, I’ll break out the quest kit. Here, put on this hero costume.” This has to be something that ends up being a quest but that didn’t start out that way. Here’s how Tiercel finds himself on a quest he never knowingly set out on to undertake:

· All Tiercel ever wanted was to be a Paladin. It’s his ultimate, ideal, dream vocation. In his mind, it’s all about fighting evil and going about doing knight-errantry. The Academy is, to him, the most unbelievable place where the elite idealists come together to learn their craft. After that, he sees himself free to go to amazingly heroic things in the name of God. It’s like he wants to be a smoke jumper. Once he’s trained, he’s ready to go do it for the rest of his life. 

· He wears around his neck or treasures in his room some artifact from a real Paladin. 

· He never had a quest in mind for now. All he wants now is to become a Paladin. Quests can come later. The first step in his journey, therefore, is simply to somehow get into the Academy.

· Something happens to prevent his completion of Academy training. Demonic bad guys come and destroy the Academy and murder all the faculty. That would pretty much do it. 

· Now what? Now Tiercel and the survivors (those who don’t just disband and go home) decide to head toward the nearest contingent of Paladins. Since some had come through last week headed for the front, they figure that’s where they’ll still be now. They gather and head off.

· Along the way, Tiercel’s team is convinced to give armed escort to the prostitute wagon. Tiercel befriends the woman. The rest of the group (those led by Tiercel’s rival from the Academy) leave to get to the front.

· At some point here, Tiercel learns that all the men from his village are regulars of this group of harlots. But back when they were all kicking him out of town, they didn’t bother to mention any of that. (Yet another betrayal.)

· During the journey, Tiercel’s group is attacked by demonic-backed villains. Tiercel and company drive them away, but Tiercel has to do battle on the spiritual plane to win. Things are going well in the battle until the demons show themselves. Everyone else falls away and believes the battle is lost. But Tiercel stands in the power of the Spirit and drives away the enemy. New respect. They press on.

· They finally arrive at the front. Here they find out that the Paladins are part of a larger force that is simply holding position to contain the violence inside the borders of the neighboring kingdom (it’s the genocide of the Celts that’s going on in there, and our “heroes” are party to it by containing it instead of stopping it).

· The Celts among the Academy students leave the group to go help their family. It’s a major racial rift here.

· Tiercel’s rival betrays Tiercel by saying he and his group have been consorting with prostitutes. He is cast out.

· Since Tiercel has been betrayed, he decides to go ahead and do the right thing. He steals the young woman from her pimp and rushes to join the Celtic students going to help their families. 

· Plus, Tiercel senses that there is something going on in the spiritual realm. Whatever it is, it’s in the middle of this cordoned off kingdom. He decides to head that way just to maybe be part of the resistance effort.

· Somewhere in his mind he has gotten the notion that spiritual help is coming, probably already at the site of the happening right now. He is sure that if he can sense the disturbance, then the true heroes of the faith can, too, and they’ll be making their way to resist it. Of course he’s the only one left. All the rest are dead or too afraid.

· So now he’s a knight-errant out for derring-do. He’s a heroic warrior on a mighty steed and he has rescued the damsel. But it’s nothing like he imagined it would be. He’s been cast out of the Paladins in disgrace. He’s been betrayed by those who should have been loyal to him. And the Paladins, whom he’s always idolized, are a group of prostitute-using bullies who have abandoned God and don’t mind allowing the genocide of innocent people. 

· He needs to start having doubts about God’s faithfulness to him. Is God even there? He’s been silent. How could He allow such things to happen? Is everything he’s believed a lie? Has God betrayed him, too? (This is the evil man’s reality casting going on, but he doesn’t see it yet.) Why go on with faithfulness to Him if He’s not going to help?

· At this moment it does not feel to me that I’m really following the story line that says God is doing all this to expose the sin and the traitor, but it could maybe still fit.)

· I don’t know exactly what happens next. Maybe Tiercel helps form the Celtic resistance. At some point our Celtic man, who has been a hero for his people, either leaves the resistance to find his family or learns they’ve been killed (or both). Anyway, at this point he and Tiercel’s closest friends part company and Tiercel’s group moves on. 

· Alternately, he could feel convinced that the evil will continue pouring through the rift, pressing the attack against the Celts, and he needs to go try to cut off the flow of reinforcements. (Something they drilled into them at the Academy.)

· He’s been sensing that the evil is close and that something is about to happen. Though his faith is being sorely tested, he still feels he needs to try to find out what’s going on and maybe join the effort to stop it. He could stay with the Celtic resistance and be helpful, but he feels he needs to check out the membrane rupture.  

· So Tiercel and one or two others leave. They arrive at the entrance to the enemy’s base. No one is looking for them. No one thinks anyone could even be here. It’s like when I’m playing BF2 and I sneak all the way around to the rear flag. I can move without being noticed and can seize objectives unopposed, though I feel mightily exposed and far from reinforcements. And as soon as the enemy is alerted, the jig is up unless I can hide or get away quickly. 

· Tiercel’s group is surprised that no one else is here. Surely the spiritual leaders in the area have felt this evil and have come here to oppose it. They must be gathering their forces. (I’d like to have invented some kind of mythical name for something that he thinks will come to their rescue: the ghost brigade or something. He’ll keep thinking they’ll arrive.) They decide to get closer to inform the ghost brigade what to do and where to go when they arrive.

· I want him (all of them?) to get captured. The men grab him and hold him somewhere. 

· The boss (or his 1st AD) is told about the spy. Someone higher up will come interrogate him. Possibly the boss, but probably not. This won’t interest Rale. Or maybe he’d wonder who could’ve sensed the evil. Either way, I want him to be utterly uninterested in Tiercel. Some teenage kid. One soldier against all my might? Please. I’m busy.

· This is Tiercel at his lowest. He’s been captured. No one else came to help. His own friends have been killed or captured. He’s been betrayed. He’s lost his dreams. God has forgotten him. This is not what he imagined. Might as well just give up. 

· His faith is at its breaking point. He feels there is no point in resisting anymore. He’s giving in to the alternate reality casting. Then he decides he might as well keep his course, if he had the chance. If nothing has meaning, why not do the thing you thought was “right” back when you believed in such a thing? At least he will have seen something through to its conclusion. “Maybe it will mean nothing, but at this point the quest is all I have left.” 

· Reminder of the theme: The message of this novel is that when everything has failed and everyone else has deserted you and fallen away, still God is there, still God is good, and still God is worth living for. At the end of the story everything has to fall apart for Tiercel. The frail constructs Tiercel had been striving to build all crumble. The enemy smashes them underfoot. All allies have retreated or recanted or turned traitor. All that he’s tried to protect have been murdered or destroyed. He is utterly alone. He has failed even his own moral standards. He is an utter failure. And worse, heaven is silent. Has been silent. The sky is impenetrable as iron. God may not even exist, he thinks. And yet…this could all be one mighty, evil spell of reality casting. It could all be a thick cloth pulled over his eyes to obscure the truth. “No, I will believe. I will do what God told me to back when I could still hear Him. Here I stand. I can do no other.”

· He is released from his imprisonment. Don’t know if it’s his friends, a turncoat he’s influenced, or a detachment from the Celts. Either way, he gets his chance.

· It should either be the evil lieutenant he’s influenced along the way or (better) the European Son who has seen the evil of his father’s ways and clings to Tiercel’s God through the strength of Tiercel’s faith. Tiercel becomes his idol. 

· It could also be Rabdominius Quale. In his personal vendetta to get his revenge against Rale, Quale abandons the God he served only nominally anyway. What bitter irony (that only someone like him could appreciate) that in his godless quest for vengeance he ends up serving God by doing the thing he should’ve done had he truly served God will all his heart in the first place! (Let Tiercel and/or the European Son think that’s what he’s actually done—turned back to God.)

· This whole story has to be about testing faith in God when everything and everyone else has fallen away.

· Maybe here somewhere is when he does his quarterback in the collapsing pocket thing.

· He steps into the back room looking for Rale and the rupture. He’s still hoping that someone will come do this. He’ll be able to describe the spot better. Or maybe it will just be him. And what can he do? 

· Can we raise the stakes even higher here? The woman he thought was dead he now discovers is going to be sacrificed by Rale to cause the final tear? Tiercel doesn’t care about himself at this point, but he does care about one or two others.

· Maybe there is also the chance to give one more betrayal here. Maybe his girlfriend betrays him, too.

· He finds himself in a reenactment of the mummery at the beginning of the story. He’s going up against the big guy to save the girl and the world. Lieutenants come at him, but he fights them off.

· Rale pays him no attention. He sends guards after him, but somehow the guards are beaten. It’s a desperate man with nothing to lose. Finally he goes to deal with him himself—by sending demons, of course. But they are defeated, too. 

· I see this glorious moment of sheer evil power. Rale is drunk with it. The world is falling apart. The air reverberates with pure power. “He is here! Here has come!” He’s laughing with madness, unhinged, at this moment actually glad to have someone to share the experience with. “It’s beautiful!”

· At this exact moment everyone on the outside, the soldiers and prisoners and fugitives, will finally understand that nothing they are doing makes any difference, that the real struggle going on is going on away from them. The true battle is being fought there.

· At the crucial moment, the key will involve what little Tiercel has learned about spiritual warfare—but the ultimate victory will come as he decides to have faith in God despite everything telling him that God isn’t even there. The world is falling down around him. All allies have fled or died. The rupture is complete. The end is here. He will be flicked aside by the beast stepping through. But he has to try. For such a time as this. Later he will realize that the original reality—that God was very near and very sovereign and very involved, and standing by to help—was the right one after all. So powerful was the delusion that he had doubted even that God existed.

· In the end he comes out a changed man. The world will rebuild, but he knows what he must do. He is armored by the force of his newfound conviction. Everything makes sense. He marches over and does the thing in righteous indignation that no one else could do in anger, and no one stops him from doing it. They know he is right. He becomes the most powerful force for God’s plan in the land. The acknowledged new head of his order. All must be rebuilt according to his design.

· What is the gut emotional appeal of my story?

· The pain of betrayal and false accusation will be a primary gut grabber.

· Tiercel’s severe test of faith in the face of injustice and genocide will be something every reader will relate to.

· The Hero’s Journey will provide its own gut emotional appeal.

· Caring about these characters will bring gut emotional appeal:

· Tiercel, who is betrayed and is the young idealistic hero journeying toward individuation and self-realization

· The Celtic man who is searching for his wife and children

· The Uncle Max character who is playing a dangerous game in the hierarchy of the enemy

· The man of science who is trapped into serving the enemy

· The girl and boy trying to survive and avoid capture behind enemy lines

· The girl sold into prostitution by her parents

· What are the major story lines of my story?

· Tiercel’s hero’s journey and accidental quest

· The European Son who falls for the Celtic woman and hates what his father is doing—and who longs for Christianity to be true, needs it to be true

· The Celtic father trying to find his daughter and son (and who ends up leading the Celtic resistance force)

· The Celtic daughter and son trying to survive amidst genocide

· Abdominius Quale and his dangerous “Uncle Max game” played inside the enemy hierarchy; his goal to undermine Rale’s efforts and bring ruin to Rale himself 

· I love it that at the climax he ends up serving God and doing what a high-ranking church leader ought to do, and thus regaining favor in the eyes of the European Son, though he has done it for the most godless of reasons—revenge

· Diabolist Rale’s efforts to tear the membrane and unleash major demons on the world

· Tau-Strinus’s efforts to understand and undo the “magic” of Christianity

· The prostitute’s journey from embitterment to tenderness

· The three Celtic women’s struggle to stay alive (one of the three is the Celtic daughter above)

· Good Quote from Writing the Breakout Novel
· Strong reader interest results from a high level of sympathy [for a character], which is grounded in knowledge of character and enriched by personalizing details. 

· To make your reader care about my character, show how that character is likeable and like the reader, and sympathetic; give us knowledge of that character, and express that knowledge through the telling, specific, humanizing or endearing detail.

	Character 
	Primary Quest
	Comment
	What Makes This Person Different from Tiercel?

	Tiercel
	To become a warrior for God
	He wonders if it’s worth believing in God when the world is falling apart and every person has betrayed him.
	He is Tiercel

	European Son
	To find out whether faith is tenable
	What does he believe? Is he like his father? He needs to find someone with conviction of faith. He needs to believe. Otherwise it doesn’t make sense. Any of it. He’s more desperate and close to suicide or madness.
	He’s very similar in age and central quest and conflict. Therefore he must greatly contrast Tiercel in some other way. Perhaps he is Ken Ruettgers, massive and simple and brutish, but just as thoughtful.

	Celtic Father
	To find his wife and children
	He becomes the leader of his people, but only after much sorrow.
	He is small and Asian, so there will be cultural differences. Is he Wei-Fong? Perhaps he’s always been the joker and shirked everything with a laugh. Now he must sober up and become like steel and grow up. Is he like Mike Pickel or Jeff Rogers or Woodley? Is he henpecked? Is he Jim Lund? (No, I want him to be gentle, wise, and resolute; the perfect Christian man.)

	Abdominius Quayle
	To exact vengeance upon Rale 
	He plays a dangerous game, hindering Rale when he can, but dancing ever closer to striking position near his foe.
	He is Simon Callow. He is Uncle Max. He’s great in a crowd, the life of the party. He is a master manipulator. But behind his eyes is a drunken mind careening toward vengeance.

	Tau-Strinus
	To discover the power of Christianity
	Do I need him in this book? Perhaps he becomes a major villain in the second trilogy? 
	

	Diabolist Rale
	To unleash the demon
	Antagonist
	He is Sting.

	The Celtic Daughter and Son
	To survive and get home again
	
	

	Prostitute
	
	
	

	2 Celtic Women
	
	Don’t need them
	


· I fear I have too many stories. Too many viewpoint characters. Too many subplots. I fear readers will not care about all of them. 

· Rank the ones with whom we have the most sympathy:

1. Tiercel—because of all the betrayals he has suffered

2. The Celtic Daughter—because she and her brother are children in danger

3. The European Son—because we long, as he does, for something to believe in

4. The Celtic Father—because we long to see him reunited with his children

5. The Prostitute—because as a child she was sold into this life by her own parents

6. Abdominius Quayle—because we’re curious to see what he will do for revenge

· I’m also concerned that the OR-ELSE factor here is too anemic and ephemeral. So a big demon is going to be unleashed on the world, so what? What about something much more basic, more visceral, more fundamental? Like…

· oxygen will disappear

· heads will explode

· blood will turn to water

· hearts will turn to stone

· some kind of bodily effect like an infection or an atrophy or gangrene

· all children under the age of 8 will instantly die and then the age will go upward (or the other way around)

· gravity will cease to function

· language will be rendered useless

· all memory will be wiped

· maybe something smaller and more insidious, but more terrifying

· I want it to be clever and original and terrifying, not the usual TEOTWAWKI biz

· What would be the worst thing ever? Besides death, I mean.

· Instant hell?

· Permanent separation from God?

· The eternal torture of your children and loved ones before your eyes?

· Go back to the Francis Ruminating document and find that list of Cool Things I Want This Story To Have. See if those things will all fit this story. I should add some of these new cool things to that list. See, if I come up with a master list of cool things, and if I include all those cool things into a story that works, then I will have accomplished what I set out to do.

· For instance, my story does not now have that über-cool castle defense, jump in the breach, run along the battlements, catch the fleeing bad guy scene. I want that back in, if possible.

· Okay, I’ve looked at it now. It appears the only thing I had in that must-have list that I don’t have in my mind now is that castle defense as described in the bullet point above.

· The biggest problem I see in the story now is that my protagonists all seem too similar. What’s the difference (to a reader who doesn’t know these people inside and out) between Tiercel, the European Son, and the Celtic Father? They’re different to me, though there is an interior similarity that would probably really mess up an audience.

· Why can’t I just “discover” and “find” these characters the way actors do as they’re working on a movie or the way animators do when they’re animating their characters? Why can’t I just sit down and begin writing the story, then when I figure out who they need to be, go back and make them that throughout? Because I’ll probably end up with flat, character-serving-plot people in my story.

The Cool Things List

If these things are included in this story when it is all done, I will trust that it is the coolest story ever—or at least that it is as cool as I thought it would be when I started.

1. The Hero’s Journey—with the “accidental quest”

2. Alternate system of Christianity—one that is authentic Christianity, but which is expressed in believable but very different ways from how it is now in the West

3. Alternate schools of magic—believable and integrated into the land’s worldview

4. Paladins as an elite specops force of shock troops

5. The Christian paladin academy

6. At least one daring castle defense (currently not in the story; could it be the cadets defending the academy?)
7. The fog forest

8. Spiritual warfare as the highest battlefield maneuver

9. The world is the map of Mars

10. Female love interest

11. Mentor

12. ** The theme that God created creation to have the stage, the law, and the bait for the enemy and his latent evil to manifest that evil, take the bait, and break the law, thus making him guilty and condemnable. 
There are, of course, many other cool things that could be added. But so long as these are there, it will be cool.

** Well, but here’s something else I really think needs to be added: the idea that God created creation and mankind to give Lucifer the stage and the opportunity to choose to express the sin that was dormant/latent in him so that God could condemn him for a crime and purge the evil from His presence. Romans 5 and 7. I think this could very easily fit into a story about betrayal. Work it in. This is to be your magnum opus and this is your biggest idea of all. Make it fit.
All We Are Is Bait

The purpose of this page is to figure out a way to work into Tiercel’s story my theory that God created creation, and especially man, as a means to an end, namely, as a way to purge from the councils of heaven the potential sin lurking and dormant—but real—in His presence. 
Where did this evil come from? If God simply is, being self-existent and pre-eternal, and all He created and is would be necessarily good, then how is it that there is this latent and dormant evil in the air? How came it to be? 
If you have evil in your heart—an evil inclination, even a subconscious desire to sin—God will give you the opportunity to act it out. He will give you the choice, and what you do with that choice makes all the difference. Then He will give you subsequent opportunities to confirm that choice or turn from it. 
With your every choice in the same direction as the previous choice, He will confirm it; He will add gravity and cement to that direction of choosing. It is still possible to turn from that way, but with every choice in that same direction, choosing to turn away from it becomes more difficult. 
This simply accelerates the person toward the destination he’s been choosing to head toward with many, many acts of will and decision. You get your wish. This is good if the direction getting confirmed and solidified is a direction of good. Bad choices become harder and good choices become more natural and easy.
But the question remains, how did evil come to be dormant and even conceivable in the perfect godhead? From whence did it spring? 
The only answer I can fathom (that still allows me to believe in the inherent perfection of God) is that this potential evil sprang to life when God created the idea of free will. If He gave to His creations the ability to choose to obey or disobey Him, then at that moment He created the possibility of evil. He created the possibility of Satan. Of hell. Of eternal damnation. Of the fall. Of suffering and tragedy and injustice and cruelty. Of every kind of evil and blasphemy. 
There is one more question to ask. It takes us somewhere I may not want to go. But here goes. If God could conceive of free will in order to create it and give it to His creatures, doesn’t it stand to reason that He has free will Himself? Does God have free will? Is God who He is and does He behave as He does because He has no choice and can do no other? Or could He choose evil but decides not to? 
Here’s another question: Does God retain the ability to choose evil or has His decision been self-sealed and made permanent? Is His choice to be good a moment-by-moment thing? Is He ever tempted to evil? If Jesus was tempted to sin, and we know He was, and if Jesus was made in the image of God and man, which He was, then does it follow that from both His human and divine nature He had the ability to choose evil? We know His human side could choose evil, but couldn’t His divine side, too? 
A choice is a dangerous thing. 
Was God purging from Himself the evil that was potentially there all along? Is this purging a continual and never-ending affair? So long as free will exists, doesn’t the possibility for evil exist? So if God is fully good and thus devoid of the possibility for choosing evil, is He truly free? 
Free will and choice are symbiotic. If someone has no choice, then he does not have free will. He is not free. And yet it is often the ability to choose evil—the very thing that makes him free—that cause his condemnation. 
If God has once and for all purged from Himself the (still hypothetical) evil that could have been there
Is Lucifer the embodiment of God’s potential evil? Did someone need to take the sin and run with it so it could be expunged? Did God place His hands on Lucifer and pass the sin to him just as someone might symbolically pass evil into a scapegoat, then drive it into the wilderness (Leviticus 16)? 

All of this makes sense, but I just can’t make myself accept the idea that God had the potential to be fully evil. The very essence of God is His goodness. It is His central core characteristic. 
The only solution, then, is to say that God was never truly free in that sense. He was never tempted to become or even commit evil. The skeptic’s old question of if God could not create a rock that is too heavy for Him to lift comes into play here. Could there ever be anything that God could not do? Perhaps the answer is yes, He could never choose evil. He never had free will.
So how could He conceive of and create something that was never in His character to any degree? A caveman could not create a microchip. Such a thing could not even occur to him. It would not be within him to conceive of it because it is not in him to any degree. 
How is it that Christian novelists or other good people can conceive of things they would never themselves do? Because they’ve been exposed to similar things through experience—and because there is in them the potential to do or become those very things themselves. They can extrapolate murder from anger, promiscuity from lustful thoughts, and embezzlement from feelings of financial need. 
Back to the caveman: we would think that the microchip would’ve gone uncreated forever, even if he had never died. But there is a direct line between ancient man and modern man, and modern man did create the microchip. Perhaps, if that caveman had lived 60,000 years and learned everything along the way, he would have ultimately created the microchip. So my original assessment was wrong: a caveman could create a microchip, given unlimited life and experimentation and development.
So we’re back to our conundrum: How could God create free will (the ability to choose evil) if such a thing were not in Him? Would evil have ever been possible for God, given unlimited life and experimentation and development? 

Could it be that God did have the potential for evil within Himself, simply because He was free and did have free will? Could it be that He knew it was there and needed it to be gone? 

Are angels the splinters of God’s mind when it shattered over free will? Did Lucifer mount a rebellion in heaven that was almost successful because he was the personification of the potential evil in God (I hate even writing such a thing) and this was that potential trying to achieve dominance? Did He cut off His right hand to save His soul? Did He remove a part of Himself to save the whole? 
Here’s the e-mail I sent to Tim Kizziar and others:

Buttered up yet? 

 

Hey, bro, how are you? Your house is full of the pitter-patter of little feet, I hear. How blessed you are!

 

I’ve come across a theological conundrum and I need to call on the best theological minds I know. Now you’re really feelin’ good, aren’t you?   0:-)

 

Here’s the question: Where did free will come from? 

 

Sounds deceptively simple, doesn’t it? First, I guess, we have to establish whether or not we believe in free will at all. Can we choose good or evil, or is everything predetermined? Personally I believe in free will. (I simultaneously believe in election, too, but that’s a discussion for another day.) 

 

Let’s say we believe in free will. Let’s say that some if not all people have the ability to choose to obey or disobey God in the ultimate sense. 

 

So where did that ability come from? From God, of course. (Still simple, right?) Some have even made the case that all of creation—especially the creation of mankind—was all about free will and God wanting willing worshipers whose choice to serve Him would mean infinitely more than the automated pseudo-praise of billions of wind-up beings who could do no other. I’m one who believes that this life makes no sense at all if it’s not about our ultimate free will choice to accept or reject Christ (displayed through the practice and intention of our lives). 

 

But this begs a deeper question: Does God have free will? If God gave us something, didn’t it have to first be in His possession? Didn’t He at least have to have the ability to conceive of something before He could create or bestow it? Or did God conceive and bestow something that is nowhere within His character or mind? I have to believe that God Himself could at least conceive of free will, which means that (in the potential sense, if not in actual fact) God Himself had free will.

 

Do you see yet where this is going? 

 

If God has free will—or at the very least had it when He bestowed it upon man—then something else necessarily follows. If God has free will, then He must be able to choose evil. 
 

Let me hasten to point out that I believe God is inherently good. Goodness, perhaps even above holiness and love, is His central characteristic. Above all else, God is good. 

 

But while I will accept no other definition for the core character of God, neither can I escape this conclusion: If God truly has free will, then on some level at least He must be able to choose evil. Able, even, to give Himself wholly to evil. Or else His free will is ersatz. False. Pretend. Illusory. Free will necessitates the real possibility that both good and evil must be viable options. 

 

If I have erred in my logic please rescue me because I am uncomfortable with the conclusions that follow if I am correct.

 

How, in the eternity before creation, when God sat self-existent in His godhood, did free will sit in His mind? How could a perfectly and essentially good God contain within Himself the potential for evil? Or do we conclude that before creation God did not have free will? But if He had no free will, how could He conceive of free will when it was time to imbue it unto mankind? And from whence did evil (and the ability to choose evil) arise if there was no other being or Source besides God? 

 

I have always maintained that evil was given potential existence at the moment that God created free will. I believe (almost wholly without scriptural support, I’m afraid—though without scriptural dissent as well) that God gave free will to His first creatures, the angelic host. Thus evil was given the opportunity to be born and embraced. When He presented them with the ability to choose or reject Him, He had to have done so with the full knowledge that some would choose to reject. I have even developed a theological construct in which God created creation and mankind for the primary purpose of allowing the Rebel to have a stage upon which to enact his rebellion and thus a crime to commit for which he could be punished and purged from the councils of heaven forever. 

 

But we are back to our original question: Where did free will come from? If this free will, which resulted in the rebellion in heaven and the fall of man—and millennia of suffering and grace ever since—came to life when God gave it to His angels, then it must’ve been His to give. It must’ve been in His possession before He could impart it. 

 

As I see it we are left with one inescapable conclusion: If God were truly free, at least before the creation of the angels—and who can bind or limit God?—then we must conclude that it was at least possible that God Himself could have chosen evil. Could’ve given Himself over to it utterly. God could have chosen to embrace evil, thus changing His essential core characteristic to evil. And what a fine kettle of fish that would’ve been! 

 

A corollary to this conclusion is that if God continues to be truly free today, then every day He has the ability to choose to become evil. I hate even writing such a thing. Please show me how my thinking has erred. I must reiterate that I believe this will never, ever happen. The old skeptic’s argument comes to mind: Could God ever create a rock that is too heavy for Him to lift? Perhaps there really is something God can never do, and that is that He can never do, choose, or become evil. 

 

But if that is so, then we are instantly forced to say that God does not have free will. If He cannot choose any other path, then His free will is either gone or never existed. 

 

And now for a solution. Everything up to here has been statement of the problem: How can God have free will but not have the ability to choose evil? Wouldn’t you know it? My busy little mind has come up with a possible, though delightfully speculative, framework for what may be a solution to our conundrum. To me this is a radically fresh line of reasoning, and I have been encouraged that Scripture has come to my mind as I’ve been following it—but I am not so foolish as to think it is not possible that I’ve gone completely off the deep end. That’s where you come in! Please hear me out and give me your thoughts. 

 

Okay, what if God truly did have free will but does not have it now? Wait! Hear me out. I have always thought (again, without much Scripture to base this on) that God granted His angels free will but only for a certain span of time. They had their moments of truth—perhaps millennia long—in which to make their choice to accept or reject God as Sovereign. About one third of the heavenly host chose to rebel. We know that story. But I have always maintained that when that time was up, their choices were sealed forever and their free will was rescinded. Demons cannot now, in my opinion, repent. Nor can angels fall. They had their time, they made their choice, and now they’re stuck with the consequences (or enjoying the benefits) of that choice forever. (I believe the same is true about humans: this life is our moment of truth; after that, we’re stuck with our choice.)

 

But what if God were like that, too? What if God self-limited His free will to a certain time, and then after that sealed it off forever? We know that God self-limited His power and influence in the person and passion of Jesus (He could’ve called twelve legions of angels, but didn’t, for one example), so such an idea is not without precedent. 

 

This solution allows us to solve our dilemma. God did have free will, so He could imbue it upon His angels and upon mankind. But now He has been forever sealed in His decision to choose goodness. Now He is thoroughly good and has no temptation toward evil. The potential for evil has been utterly purged from His being. 

 

But how did it become purged? Where did it go? When was it gone? I believe the great sealing—for God and angels both—was at the moment when the Serpent was cast down and Adam and Eve were cast out of Eden. At that moment all of God’s potential to choose evil was forever removed from Himself—borne in the person and character of the Serpent. Lucifer, if that was his name, was driven out of God’s presence bearing the potential evil of God’s choosing—just as the scapegoat of Leviticus 16 was driven into the wilderness bearing the sins of Israel. 

 

What if Lucifer’s rebellion in heaven was actually an external reflection of God’s internal struggle to wrestle with free will? What if Lucifer, by employing his free will to willingly choose to reject God, became the personification of the potential for evil that was in God because He Himself had free will? Did Lucifer lead a third of the angels in revolution in God’s own power struggle to overcome His temptation to choose evil? Was that rebellion the actual attempt by a part of God to make Himself become essentially evil? What if Lucifer and the rebellious angels—as well as the faithful angels—were simply manifestations of God’s own personality struggling with Himself, just as we do? What if God chopped off a part of Himself to keep Him from choosing evil—just as Jesus urged us to cut off our hand if it causes us to sin? 

 

Does this work? Am I hopelessly off-course and way into heresy here?

 

As an aside, if God truly had “turned off” His free will after the Curse was enacted, then think of the tremendous risk it was for God to place Himself into a human shell—where Jesus would be faced with the very real temptation to choose evil. Here is the sealed-off goodness of God now entering the not-yet-decided good or evil of a man in this tending-toward-evil fallen world. If Jesus had lost His own personal internal rebellion and chosen to embrace evil—and we have to believe that was a very real possibility or else the temptation has no meaning—then all could have been lost and He could’ve become a new Satan or Antichrist. Astonishing. 

 

All right, that’s it! This is as far as I’ve taken this line of thought, though I sense there are further ramifications to be realized. Still, it’s plenty for today. 

 

So...what do you think? 

 

Jeff

 

Whoa.

For the rest of this discussion, go to the document called “Does God Have Free Will.doc.” 

Now back to working this into my story.

Let’s say, just for the sake of discussion, that God really was purging from Himself the potential to ever choose anything but good. The rebellion led by Lucifer was the evil-inclined aspects of God battling “the better angels of His nature.” It was God purging the evil from Israel, except Israel was Himself. It was God bringing sanctification to the flesh, except the flesh was Himself. In the end goodness won out—possibly because that side was given more strength (and angels) because it was the side He chose—though there was a significant portion of Himself that chose the other. 
It’s like the greater light and the lesser light governing day and night on the earth. It’s like our own two conflicting and opposing sides of our own character: one will lead to us becoming who we want to be and the other will be our destroyer. 
It’s amazing to me that just this week I hit upon the theory of characters (in fiction) that says there are in every character a good side and an opposing, dark side that are battling for supremacy in the character’s psyche. Both sides make gains and suffer losses, and in the end it is the person’s choice which side he will go with. Funny, huh? Ha ha. 
 

So if this struggle within God was going on, which part of it would take the stage in Tiercel’s story? How do I want to talk about this theory in the book? I don’t want to say that God is still undecided now, with men on the earth, about which side He will choose. He must be essentially good throughout the story and the history of mankind on Tiercel’s world. This is no anthropomorphic God I’m trying to depict. 
Maybe it is illustrated simply by all the characters struggling with their opposing sides. Maybe that is the theme more than betrayal. Maybe the theme is that our choices become more solidified the more we make them, causing every decision in a certain direction to add inertia to our travel in that direction and toward that destination. 
But this is quite different from the idea I started with, that I would depict Romans 5 and 7, which talk about sin, law, flesh, and death. Sin was present but dormant. Law was the trigger that brought it to life, though (like a vampire) all it did when brought to life was bring deception and death. Still, that murder was the very thing that made it show up to law enforcement and thus made sin condemnable by the courts of God. 
Maybe they can be reconciled in this way: in both topics there is the idea that evil dwells in the heart of even good men, and this evil must be dealt with. It must be drawn out and purged or else it will spread like cancer and rule the personality, changing his ultimate essence from good to evil. 
Excursus: Am I ready to say that Satan is (or was) a part of God? The bad part? Am I ready to say that he is the outcast, the convict, the scapegoat, the pariah? The black sheep? With half the power of God. One third, you say? Nay. If he is one third and God the Father represents two thirds, then Satan is half as powerful as God. But I digress.
In both heaven and in every person there is (or was, in the case of heaven) the potential for both evil and good, and the power to choose between the two. When one side or the other gains the upper hand, through repeated choices to one of the two sides, then that side mounts a rebellion to drive out the other side once and for all. 

This, then, becomes an illustration of Romans 1 and also the Exodus account of how both Pharaoh and God hardened Pharaoh’s heart. 
The two sides have an equal chance of winning, at first. Then through various trials and experiences, the person decides that one side is more preferable than the other. Though the other side complains and seeks to sway the decision the other way—often with some success—still it becomes increasingly harder for that side to win. The balance of power is tipping toward the enemy side, and if things don’t change soon the enemy side will shortly have enough power to mount an eradication campaign that would result in the obliteration of the other side. 
This rebellion is usually bloody and protracted. It is the slow defeat (or victory, depending on your point of view). Even when one side holds almost complete sway, the other side can make a surprising and even heroic attempt to express itself. That’s when we say, “Where did that come from?” It is the last vestige of the other side making a heroic, if doomed, final hurrah. But it is not until death that the war is completely decided. Even at the last breath it is possible for the other side to pull a miraculous reversal. And so it holds on, bides its time, works in the shadows, and holds on to a hope of stunning victory.
 

This could easily be portrayed through a rebel group (or terrorist movement) that holds on doggedly despite the fact that the enemy holds complete power. They are the underground, the French resistance, the ragtag fugitive fleet, the heroic remnant—or the despicable band of cutthroats who simply won’t die out. They hold on because until the last one of them is gone there is still hope for a dramatic reversal. Somehow. 
So we have one force that is trying to make the final push to drive out the resistance once and for all. And we have the other force that is fighting for its very survival, growing increasingly more desperate with every disastrous engagement. 
We could enter this story even earlier, about the time it begins to become clear that the war is not going well (or is beginning to go well, depending upon which side you’re on). Perhaps one force now has 65% of the forces and the other side has only 35%. (Maybe I could study the Civil War for insight here). The leaders of the weaker side realize that if they’re ever going to have a chance to win this thing they’re going to have to do it now, while they can still field a decent fighting force. Every day the ranks get thinner. Strike now or never again have the ability to strike at all.
It just so happens that I have such a scenario already built into my thinking about this story: the Germanic Nobles against the Celts. Wow, has God been molding my thinking this whole time, or what!
I like the idea of heavy hitters for each side. Both sides have them. Major heroes or behemoths of war. Like Nazgul or Ringwraiths or cave trolls or wizards. Archdemons and archangels. Terrible and beautiful in aspect. 
So maybe we make this purging and this struggle between opposing sides our theme and central motif for the book? And somehow we play it out both in the overarching war but in the personal stories of one or more characters wrestling with their own opposing sides within them.
And how does that tie into the main story of someone trying to rupture the boundary between this world and the spirit world in order to let evil demons come through and kill everyone? What does that have to do with evil lying dormant but potentially alive? 
Maybe the person isn’t trying to rupture the membrane between planes so much as awaken the slumbering archdemons and cause them to spring to life and kill the humans. Maybe he knows exactly where they are—they’re right there, in that room (or under this mountain, or whatever)—but needs to get them activate. Maybe he’s tried everything evil to wake them but finally discovered that by far the most effective tool in this effort is to simply use the Law of God! 
Romans tells us that before the law came, sin was alive and in the world, but caused no problems. But when law came, sin woke up and really started doing its evil. 
Therefore maybe Rale has been masquerading as a somewhat legalistic high priest of God, traveling far and wide to slam people down with law and condemnation, and leaving in his path a trail of awakened sinners. Gleefully watching them writhe in guilt and enflamed sin.
Okay, but why does he do this? Why would he willingly awaken these evil spirits knowing that the first person they would kill is him? What could possibly be in it for him? 
And what does this have to do with God purging from Himself the evil represented by Satan? What does it have to do with providing the stage and bait and opportunity for Satan to actually commit his sin and therefore become truly culpable and condemnable for all eternity? I have no idea.
On the why question, maybe he does it to find out for himself if the Bible record is really true. If it’s true, then I should be able to find these demons. Well, I was. If it’s true, then the law of God ought to awaken them. Well, it has. And if the Bible record is really true, then I should not be able to unleash these things on the world. If it’s true, then this of all things will arouse God to action.
Wait, could that be it? Could he be incredibly hurt and angry because when he was a child and in need God did not arise and come to his aid? Could all of this be his way of finally rousing God to action, of finally seeing if he could twist God’s arm and force him to come when he calls? Wow, I really love this. I love it that it’s not about the demons at all, but really about God. That’s cool. Save, save, save!
Maybe the prologue goes slightly differently now. Maybe instead of having Rale come to Tau-Strinus to use his magic or figure out Christianity by torturing a Christian, maybe what he comes to do is to get Tau-Strinus and his people to figure out how the Bible could be used to arouse God, whether by twisting His arm or by provoking Him to wrath.
It’s funny to me that I’ve come to all these epiphanies, but still am no closer to what I set out to do when I wrote “All We Are Is Bait.” Am I closer to anything? Whether this “God was purging the possibility of evil from Himself” theory is correct or not, does it help me with my story? Would I change my story so that now I’m setting out to illustrate how God had done that? Would that become the point of this story? No. 
Maybe it simply doesn’t fit this story to illustrate that God was using mankind as bait to cull out the latent evil in the heavenlies? 
Let’s concentrate just on that for a minute: How could I illustrate that idea, given the main story elements I have now? We don’t see God doing anything at the outset of this story. We don’t see God needing to locate and/or condemn any latent evil. 
But what if we could? What if we could come in on it late, as it were, seeing only the radical rise of evil and thinking the Enemy is up to something new, not realizing that actually the rise in evil is the result of God drawing out the evil that had crept into the holy place? That would be cool. 
The council of elders could convene in emergency session to discuss what is happening. All but three of them are of the opinion that there must be some evil beings about or some villagers meeting in secret rites that has caused the rise. 
But the three suggest, based on ancient precedent (that virtually no one accepts as literal), that this is really something God is doing. That God will allow things to rise to such a level as to almost cause a collapse of all that is good, but for the purpose of exposing the real root of the evil. (Maybe use the metaphor of a forest fire that must burn through to allow the seeds to drop?) Instead of fighting it or trying to stamp out the evil, they should be watching it and investigating its leaders. 
There needs to be some seemingly logical action that the main body of elders wants to take that, if the three are correct, would prove disastrous to the whole assembly. Maybe there are prophecies calling for what will happen and what they should do at the end of all things, and this appears to be what this is, so they want to take those actions. But they are the absolutely wrong actions to take if the other thing is actually going on. 
The elders listen to the three with forced politeness (and the occasional heckle), then decide to take the action the main body wants to take. It isn’t until the disaster happens later that the main elder concedes to the three that they had been right after all. Now all is lost. “No, not all, because I went ahead and enacted my plan, too.” “You disobeyed me? [cough cough, phlegm phlegm] I knew you would. I’m glad. May God grant him success.” [Dies] “May God grant him success—or a merciful death.”
Note that in order for this scene to take place near the climax of the book then the mentor and the whole generation of aged leaders cannot be wiped out when the Academy is attacked. And if they’re not wiped out, why would Tiercel and the others leave for the front? Maybe these two elders survive (maybe Tiercel and the others rescue them) but must convalesce for weeks and can’t possibly travel.
So can we say that God occasionally conducts a thing like this, that He occasionally lets evil rise unchecked (or even somehow encourages or causes it) in order to draw out the main evil? Maybe there are especially powerful antichrist figures who occasionally arise and must be dealt with. Maybe demons do occasionally slip through and/or awaken. No, the emphasis needs to be on some evil that is hidden and must be drawn out. Maybe it is the potential evil in an entire generation. Maybe it is a movement of influential and supposedly godly priests who are secretly doing something evil?
Come on, think: besides the latent, potential evil of Lucifer that needed to be (embodied and) given opportunity to act and be guilty of a crime, what other thing could illustrate that? Why not simply use that as a model? Why not recreate the Eden situation perfectly? 
· Evil is present but in hiding. 

· The one(s) in whom the evil resides must be removed and punished.
· But first they must be identified.

· And then they must commit some crime deserving of the kind of punishment we want to give.
· So we must arrange a situation that will accomplish these goals:
· Allows us to identify the evil holder

· Allows the evil holder to commit a crime that incontrovertibly shows that he holds evil
· Allows us to then apprehend, try, condemn, and punish the evil holder

· In order to arrange this, we need these elements: 

· A stage—a setting, situation, or scenario where a crime of punishable seriousness may both occur and be observed by the authorities; the evil holder must not be able to smell out the ambush
· A one-way mirror—some means of allowing the authorities to be present and eyewitnesses to the crime when it occurs

· Bait—some person, situation, or scenario that the evil holder will not be able to resist; something that will without fail draw him out of hiding and cause him to commit his crime; something that will make the desired crime likely if not inevitable
· A trigger—something that, when activated or announced, calls the evil holder into the ambush, which has now been fully prepared
· A big net—when the crime is committed we must have the ability to apprehend the evil holder; escape must be impossible

· A rope—when the crime is committed and observed and the evil holder has been apprehended, we want to carry out justice immediately, so some provision must be made for this

· An ambulance—if the bait is a person or group, provision must be made to revive or heal them, or to provide adequate compensation for the families.

· Okay, so how can we do all this in the story? 
· I guess the first question is what is the evil that has infiltrated? 
· And where has it infiltrated? 
· And if it’s latent, how can that be when we’re talking about a real world? 
· Maybe it’s simply hidden. Maybe it’s spreading but so far has not become known. 
· Everything hinges on what the evil is that has infiltrated and in what it is latent. I can’t fill in anything in the third column in the table below until I know that. 
· If the latent evil is that someone wants to tear the membrane between worlds, it’s better to draw that person out on my terms and timetable—before he’s really ready—than to let him gather his strength and possibly actually accomplish such a terrible goal. 

· So maybe in order to figure out who is going to try to do this—or rather, to find someone who is willing to take up the challenge to do it, thus showing his true nature—we have to first let it be known in certain circles that the means to perhaps rupture that membrane has been discovered. That becomes the bait. It’s dangerous to leak this information out—and it truly has to be leaked—because it really is the key to the dungeon.  
	Element
	Description
	How To Incorporate It in This Story

	A stage
	A setting, situation, or scenario where a crime of punishable seriousness may both occur and be observed by the authorities; the evil holder must not be able to smell out the ambush
	

	A one-way mirror
	Some means of allowing the authorities to be present and eyewitness to the crime when it occurs
	

	Bait
	Some person, situation, or scenario that the evil holder will not be able to resist; something that will without fail draw him out of hiding and cause him to commit his crime; something that will make the desired crime likely if not inevitable
	

	A trigger
	Something that, when activated or announced, calls the evil holder into the ambush, which has now been fully prepared
	

	A big net
	When the crime is committed we must have the ability to apprehend the evil holder; escape must be impossible
	

	A rope
	When the crime is committed and observed and the evil holder has been apprehended, we want to carry out justice immediately, so some provision must be made for this
	

	An ambulance
	If the bait is a person or group, provision must be made to revive or heal them, or to provide adequate compensation for the families
	


I’m not entirely sure I want to use this for the story. All the response I’ve gotten back from my trusted viziers has been negative about my grand theory. If it’s going to be controversial, do I really want to weigh the story down with it? Isn’t it enough that we have man’s betrayal/God’s faithfulness as a theme? Though every man be proved a liar (Romans 3:4)… 
I say…dump the “it’s a setup” thing. Go with the story the way it’s been given to you. Don’t try to work into it things that don’t organically belong.

 

The New Cool Things List (11/25/05)
Some time back I made a list of the cool things I want to be sure get included in this epic. Well, I think my list has somewhat shifted. I have at least two new things that I want to be on there, and maybe some things will fall off. Here’s what the list looks like now.

1. The Hero’s Journey—No-brainer here; this one’s not going anywhere.
2. The Hero’s Mystical Ability—There is in him some force he doesn’t understand, some power that, if harnessed, could make him an incredible…something (magician or warrior or priest or general), that enemies can readily identify and will try to destroy him to prevent him from being able to master it and use it against them, that will destroy him if not tamed, and that a mentor will be able to train him to use.
· I think of Sean Connery’s mentor role in Highlander, I think of Pug’s where-did-that-come-from powers in Magician, I think of Luke Skywalker and the Force that was strong in this one, and I think of Frodo’s power to vie with the Ring. 

· I like this idea that the hero is something special, something more special than people around him, something that sets him apart and determines a great destiny for him, a destiny of importance. I think this taps into all our secret hopes that we’re somehow the most important person in the universe. I think that will connect with readers. And I think it’s a logical, meaningful part of the hero’s journey. Because really there is something special in all of us, some power that must be harnessed and disciplined if it is to be useful to the self and to society.
3. Fighting Against Powerful Non-Human Creatures—I’m constantly engaged by Keith Parkinson’s illustration for The Ruby Knight. It shows our hero, dressed as a 13th century knight (complete with surcoat) standing in battle stance with a spear against a 7-foot-tall lizard man creature, which looks terrifying and has just killed our hero’s buddy. Our hero is outmatched, but if he uses all of his special abilities and his training, he might just be a match for this thing. Similarly, I’m engaged by the McFarlane sculpture of the Berzerker Clan Dragon and Human Warrior. It shows a flying, fire-breathing dragon spitting flame at a much smaller human knight on horseback. The knight has raised his shield and it has successfully blocked the dragon’s breath. The similarity in both images is that the human goes against the non-human, quasi-demonic creature and, though he is massively outclassed, something about him causes us to think that he might just stand a chance of winning. 
· How to incorporate that into a story? How about unleashing on the land a race (or combination of races) that are larger and stronger than any humans? How about they’re set loose on the countryside? They rout every force sent against them, and individual warriors are simply undone. Possibly tap into the mythologies of other cultures. I don’t really want to do dragons or lizard men, but manticores or gryphons, or other mythological creatures might work, as might chimeras or other nightmare creatures. Maybe it’s simply lesser demons.

· The point of it all is that there are certain things that can be found to resist and even defeat these creatures. Holy water or fire or blessed weapons or iron arrowheads or massed and targeted attacks by groups. And of course the spiritual interventions will work, similar to all the things that supposedly halt alien abductions: strength of will, calling on God, the name of Jesus. The thing that really mows them down is what our hero can do when he’s at the top of his game. Like in Jedi Outcast when Kyle has all his powers, he can walk into a room full of storm troopers and wave his hand and they’re all on their rears with their weapons gone. Then only the greater demons can stand. And here they come!
· Yes, I like the idea that they are demonic and alien, horrifying to look upon because of their wrongness. Bring in the asymmetrical features from nightmare or what’s-his-name’s vision of hell. 
4. Recovering True Religion—This is the theme of the old guard trying, unsuccessfully, to get people to return to the old ways. No one wants to. They’re off on their own thing. And even when the culture was religious, it wasn’t with power. But it was something. And now, after much work in the shadows, the enemy has succeeded in convincing everyone that those ways are too narrow or too restricting or are simply outmoded and unneeded. Our hero has seen that there is true power here and that it’s the only power that can stand against the power everyone else has sold out to. They’re set up for a massive deception, one that will end in their enslavement and destruction, and a return to the true faith is the world’s only hope. 
· I love this idea that the only true faith with any power has been slowly made to look ridiculous, until now the time is ripe for the bad guy to make his move. It’s not that the guards are asleep at their posts, it’s that there are no guards left at all. 
· Those who try to get people to return to the right path are seen as strident, effeminate, doddering, or simply out of step with the times. Why can’t they just be rounded up and sent off for enlightenment and reeducation?
5. A Love Interest for Our Hero—I want him to have a babe to fight for. (Or is this something for series 2? Funny how I have no ideas for what she would be, except something to lust for and look at. On the other hand, the “mystical union” is a big deal in the hero’s journey. But maybe Tiercel’s mystical union is with God?) 
6. The Military Paladins—I love the idea of the paladins being a military force like a light infantry battalion. I love them being used as part of a larger force—shock troops and special forces. I love the idea of them practicing in small-unit tactics. Every platoon has everything it needs to be a complete fighting force: leadership, warriors, specialists, medic, engineer, sapper, etc. And the battalion sized group has other goodies, like catapults and grappling thingies and battering rams and bridge builders/destroyers. They are the elite. 

· I also like the idea that they were once a religious order but have fallen away from the faith and have become just a fighting force. But they still hold to the words, and here is where true faith has lingering presence. I like that, in reality, the only reason the military force was created at all was to protect the faith. The holy warrior is the myth and the ideal the paladins were founded upon. But how it’s evolved is that they are the finest, elite warriors, but the holiness is gone, replaced by vainglory, elitism, and arrogance.
· I like the idea of learning enough of swordfighting from the local branch of the SCA that I can write about it with intelligence. 

7. The Paladin Academy—This is something I won’t deviate from. Here they come to learn what it means to be paladins. Here Tiercel is identified as special. Here his leadership qualities come to the surface. Here his enemies begin to form against him. Here his mentor takes him to whole new levels of power. Here his friendships are hardened. Here they learn the strategies and tactics, skills and disciplines of a true paladin. 
· I like the idea of one of the main professors/trainers on the military side who sees Tiercel’s potential and really wants him to stay away from the mystics. “Ruins every decent warrior who gets sent to the program.” He doesn’t like the mystics anyway (part of the larger distrust of the old religion) but here he genuinely cares for Tiercel and wants him to be able to succeed.
8. Mars as the World—I love the idea of a watered, verdant Mars as the map of our world.

9. The Fog Forest—’nuff said.

10. The Also-Rans—There’s a secondary level of things I like but that maybe get included or left out:
· I like the idea of him involved in at least one Alamo-style castle defense.
· I like the idea of a shadow self, someone who could’ve been him or who he could become.
· I like the idea of the true scriptures being written on cave walls or standing stones or underwater riverbanks. I like the idea of recovering the true scriptures. (Maybe this, too, is a story for series 2.)
· I like the idea of multiple schools of magic. I like that they would be pursued as scientific inquiry by some, parlor tricks by others, and the means to deceive by others still. This used to be on the can’t-do-this-story-without-this list, but this time it didn’t even occur to me until I’d looked back at the first list. Interesting. I still may want to put it back on the main list, but it’s okay to be here for now.
· I like Sting as Rale. I like his misery and darkness and self-destruction in service to an evil power. 

· I like the epic scale of this story, which means I need lots of parallel story lines.

· I like the Celtic man and his family.

· I like the favored son and his quest to find true religion, to find himself, to shake off the evil of his father, and to marry the Celtic chick.

· I like Rabdominius Quayle and his subversive work against the side he’s supposedly serving.
· I like the Celtic girl and boy based on Grace and Nathan, and their struggle to survive behind enemy lines.

· I like the ethnic massacre going on in the country, instigated by Rale.

· I like the fact that the supposed good guys do not intervene in the ethnic cleansing, choosing instead to seal off the border and profit from the weakened neighboring nation.
· I like the theme of betrayal, especially as it concerns how Tiercel is betrayed multiple times: by his home village, by those who should be his allies in the Paladins and at the Academy, and by his government/leader/ king. 
· I like the idea that demons from the other realm are trying to get loose on ours.
· I like the idea that there are multiple alternate bastardizations of Christianity, such as a sect that worships God as woman and God as man. And I like it that many are led astray by these alternatives.
How To Work All That Into A Story

The List as List
1. The Hero’s Journey
2. The Hero’s Mystical Ability

3. Fighting Against Powerful Non-Human Creatures

4. Recovering True Religion

5. A Love Interest for Our Hero

6. The Military Paladins

7. The Paladin Academy

8. Mars as the World

9. The Fog Forest

It’s actually freeing in a way to get rid of all the notes and burden of story I’ve been trying to create, and just get down to what I really want the story to be. Maybe all I keep are these nine things and the name Tiercel!
So let’s do some brainstorming about how this story could happen so that all nine things are at its heart.
Well, #8 is a cinch. Just use Mars as the world. Done deal. And #1, the Hero’s Journey, will definitely be built in. One of the stops will be #9, the Fog Forest. But the rest will not be so easy. Point #5 fits the Hero’s Journey, too.
In the classic Hero’s Journey there are the following steps:
· The hero longs for adventure but is isolated somewhere safe and stultifying
· He hears the call to adventure, possibly through a herald

· He wants to do it but something about it scares him (possibly the guardian), so he decides not to go after all

· Something happens that propels him out of his safety zone and into the adventure
· He leaves home and is set upon by all manner of new dangers and enemies, new rules; things go badly for him for a time
· There is a sense of wonder at the new world he has discovered

· He also encounters new allies and friends
· He begins to learn some of the rules of the new world, and so begins to do better; he’s not always the victim now
· At some point a Mentor enters his life

· At some point he begins his great quest, which begins with a journey or trek toward something; this represents the journey toward maturity

· Along the way he enters the mystical forest, where he has an encounter with spirit
· At some point he may suffer dismemberment, representing a loss of self

· At some point he may enter the belly of the beast, representing…something
· At some point he encounters the personality with whom he enters the mystical union; usually it’s a woman but it could also be a spiritual entity or moral ideal (Galahad)

· Finally he has to stand before the great evil and fight a duel; his allies may be with him, but at his moment of truth he is alone; this is the test of his maturity: has the journey prepared him for his moment of truth?
· If he is victorious, he returns to his home village with plunder and the experience the village needs to survive and prosper
Like I said, with this pattern at work in my story, points 1, 5, 8, and 9 are easily incorporated. How to do the rest is what will be fun, and what will hopefully set this story apart from other hero’s journey stories. Because after all we don’t really want a new story, we simply want the old story told in a new way with new players, new locales, and new themes.
So these are the points left to fit in the hero’s journey, or to give it its backdrop:
1. The Hero’s Mystical Ability

2. Fighting Against Powerful Non-Human Creatures

3. Recovering True Religion

4. The Military Paladins

5. The Paladin Academy

I like the idea of God, the true God of power and love, being the love interest of this story. I like that Tiercel’s search for signs of the true God, and his subsequent encounters with Him, are so pure and holy and intense for him that he basically desires that to the exclusion of all else, including women. He’s actually baffled when women make passes at him. His less pious friends say, “He’s hopeless, ladies. So in love with God he has no love for anyone else. I, on the other hand…”
What if his mystical ability were tied to his love for God? Left alone he would always have some small talent in the ways of the spirit. But with training and experience and devotion, combined with fervent love for God, his latent ability can become a mighty thing. 
What if he fears women because he believes that love for a lesser being could only dilute his love for God, and thus diminish his power, which may be needed to save the world and all that. He’s afraid of his own lust because of what happened to his father. All of this sounds great. 
Then a wise woman (I love the idea that she’s a prostitute) would be attracted to him because he’s scared of her. She feels safe with him because he won’t make a pass at her. And actually his reticent and repressed feelings for her make her want him to love her. In the end she convinces him that God is not mean and wouldn’t make him have feelings that he couldn’t indulge in proper boundaries (find a good metaphor for that: from the animal or natural kingdoms, perhaps). 
She convinces him (or he later discovers, after thinking he’s turning his back on God by loving her) that love for a godly woman in no way diminishes his love for God, and in fact his love for God makes him a much better lover to a real woman. And love for God demands love for others.
So that’s a great subplot: his love for God and his fear of/lust for women that finally results in him allowing himself to love her. I like that, especially, because it’s so autobiographical. He discovers that loving her isn’t turning his back on God, but is rather God’s will for him, something that enhances his usefulness to God.
This brings in the hero’s mystical ability thing, too. Whatever it is, it’s something that is enhanced through pure devotion to God.

The issues of the military paladins, the paladin academy, and the quest to reclaim true religion all go together. All his life he’s had this intense desire to serve God with his military ambitions. The holy warrior is his ideal and dream. And to him the paladins represent the embodiment of this ideal: they are holy warriors dedicated to God. And the Academy is the place where normal mortals become holy warriors. To go to the Academy! And to become a paladin! It doesn’t get any better than that. 

It is his desire to recover true religion. He doesn’t realize it, but this hunger after God’s own heart is the very thing that is needed in the world. The world has turned its back on God, and is in danger of being deceived and destroyed. Only a return to the true God—the very thing burning in Tiercel’s heart—will save them from this doom.  
As for fighting non-human creatures, that will come because the deception is ripe and the world is about to be plunged into demonic darkness. They’re leaping into our world and increasing daily in number.

So it goes like this:
· Our hero dreams of being a holy warrior, a paladin, but his current situation quite prevents that. Basically, it’s impossible, either because of his low birth or his geographical isolation or whatever.
· He has an inkling of something special inside him, a love for God and an accompanying special ability.

· Somewhere along the way we begin to see scenes showing what evil is going on. We have to establish the danger and the bad guys.

· Something happens that propels him outward from his safety.
· He wanders around, adrift, longing to head to the Academy but knowing he could never get in.

· He enters the fog forest to at least pursue this strange newfound special ability and a time of unhindered prayer and meditation upon God.
· He has a mystical experience with God. He comes to understand the calling on his life. He tastes the intoxicating goodness and power of God, and resolves to ever pursue that taste.

· The Mentor appears and begins his training. Perhaps this was never the Mentor’s intention. He is simply headed to the Academy to begin a new session when he runs into this kid. But as they talk, he senses something about the kid. Perhaps God even speaks to him. He identifies a love for God in him before he reveals to the kid who he is (so he knows it’s not some guy trying to trick his way into the Academy). He resolves to make some special allowance to get him into the Academy, even if it’s only as a kitchen boy.
· They journey to the Academy together.
· Possibly they notice the wagon of harlots and pimp on the outskirts of Academy property.. Tiercel is simultaneously revolted and intrigued. The Academy staff is eager to send them away before the cadets become overly tempted. (But Tiercel is horrified that this should even be a consideration. Surely here of all places the men are of the higher moral caliber…right?)
· Somehow Tiercel gets in as a regular cadet, and classes begin.
· The Rise: At first he learns new skills, find new allies, gains new respect, garners new mentors, and delves deeper into his special ability. He’s hitting his stride. (Include the moment when they’re singing in a mighty men’s chorus with praises ringing to God.)
· The Fall: Then he begins to also earn new rivals, find new prejudices, and have the awful realization that these young men are not really of the highest spiritual purity, after all. 
· Further, he runs headlong into the greater culture’s notion that this religion is not for smart or cool people, but for old women and the weak. Further, paladins are good for fighting and being elite, not for praying. Tiercel is crestfallen.
· Gut-check time: can he stay here knowing that what he’d dreamed about his whole life was either a lie or a dream that no longer exists?
· What if at this time he encounters the women of the harlot train? They tempt him as he’s out trying to sort out his thoughts. He resists them as a good paladin should (and one woman in particular notices this), but then he wonders why he’s doing that. Maybe he should just give in. Why is he holding to something when no one else is? Why should he single-handedly (and geekishly) hold onto his faith? He gives in to lust, but does not actually commit any sin in the flesh. He’s really wondering who he is and who he should be, now.
· Now it becomes just a question of grinding it out. He’s lost his idealism, but he tries to suffice himself on plunging into his studies, perfecting his leadership skills, and forging his friendships and loyalties. If he can’t be a holy warrior, at least he can be an excellent elite warrior.
· His Mentor notices the change and urges him to come to class (he’d begun skipping the more spiritual, mystical classes) and learn to use his special ability. Tiercel wonders why he should do such a thing. 
· The Mentor decides it’s time to take Tiercel under his wing in an even more special way. It’s time to show him something that will rekindle Tiercel’s faith and forever imprint upon him the vitality of learning to use his special ability. He takes him on the tour of “what’s happening,” showing him how the veil is coming apart: a birth, a death, etc., and finally a captured demon (actually, a whole menagerie of lesser and medium demons) down below the Academy. He comes to understand how ripe the world is to the enemy’s final assault, and indeed that it has already begun.
· Tiercel’s malaise vanishes. Suddenly he understands what he must do. His call is reignited, as is his passion. So what if no one else follows? For the sake of God alone and of children and innocents everywhere, this thing must be done. Even if the reality of faith on earth is mostly dead, still the dream remains and the reality may return. But only if the enemy can be defeated—and at this moment Tiercel must leap into the breach.
· The old Tiercel is back, caring about his military studies but more passionate about his spiritual ones. He spends all his free time down with the Mentor learning to manipulate and control the demon (or something). He recruits some fellow cadets. He’s always talking it up. No one listens or cares…

· And besides, now we’re into the final competition for best cadet squad. I don’t care who you are or what else you’re interested in, during these 10 days it’s all about winning the medal. Tiercel’s squad is up against all the other squads in the Academy. His guys are loyal to Tiercel, but they’re not sure his spiritual stuff is really helping them…
· We follow the contest in detail, both because we care about the rivalries and the friendships, but because we want our guy to win. It also shows us the innovative, go-the-back-way thinking Tiercel does and the innovative ways he uses his team. 
· Don’t forget that his rivals will resort to cheating and sabotage to win. No matter, Tiercel’s group will win anyway.

· In the end, Tiercel’s team either wins or does so well it humiliates his rivals, who believe they should win just because they’re highborn or whatever.  
· When Tiercel and the others are celebrating the end of the contest in the nearby town, the Academy is attacked. Attackers from the outside combine with the newly released demonic prisoners from the inside to utterly destroy the Academy and the faculty (focusing especially on the aged profs with true spiritual power). 
· You see, Tiercel had learned everything he needed to learn from the Academy and he was beginning to get complacent, as if he might just stay there forever. The forces of evil want to shut him down, but the forces of good want to once again propel him toward his quest.
· I think the harlot train would be down in town to encourage their merrymaking. 

· Tiercel and the cadets see the Academy burning on the hill over the town. They rush to the site, aghast. They find the faculty murdered. Except, where is the Mentor? Tiercel orders the cadets to form into squads and secure the area and search for survivors. The rival is mad that everyone seems to obey his orders, so he gives counter orders. 
· Tiercel and his squad form up to go into the belly of the beast to see if the demonic menagerie is secured and to perhaps find the Mentor. As they go, they encounter the lesser demonic spawn loose in the dungeon hallways. They dispatch them and proceed deeper. They finally come upon the Mentor, but he is near death and in the clutches of the main demon that had been imprisoned. The squad attacks but they’re of no use. Tiercel brings to bear everything he has learned about his special ability, and does manage to hurt and drive off the demon. 
· But the Mentor is dying. He gives Tiercel his last words and puts a charge upon him. Perhaps he passes to Tiercel some magic talisman that has meaning to the two of them. 

End of Book 1 (?)
February 12, 2006

I guess there are a few main things left hanging that have left me hanging on writing this story:

1. I think the ending is lame. The Hero-confronts-Fizbann-in-his-lair bit is just not doing anything for me. Not for a magnum opus. I want something surprising, like maybe the hero is too late and the big bad guys actually do come through and lay waste to the world. Maybe the Hero has to go into the spirit world to seal it from the inside, thus sacrificing himself for a populace who will never know what happened. This actually makes better sense on two accounts: 1) we’ve been making forays into the spirit world during his training, so the terrain wouldn’t be altogether new or too bizarre for us, and 2) because this is a story about loyalty in the face of betrayal it works for him to go off and do this to save humanity even though they’ve betrayed him (I’m not doing this for mankind, I’m doing this for 18-month-old Jessie who gave me a flower once.)
2. I don’t know the government systems or history of the land. Not that I really care, but I suppose I should do this to make the story feel grounded in a real world system and sitting atop centuries of history.

3. I don’t know if I want or need to have all those story lines to make it feel epic. And if I do want to do additional story lines, which should I do?
4. Do I want to start over from scratch or use the chapters I already have? It’s funny how this one really does paralyze me. It’s probably best that I throw it all out, but I don’t want to.

What about these themes to help spice up the ending?
· One theme could be that the most corrupt can still respond to the gospel, and thus can work for good. The guy who was with the bad guys but who heard Tiercel’s offer of forgiveness and wondered if it could be true for him, despite all he’d done. This guy turns at the end (without it being too Darth Vader-ish, of course).
· I had previously toyed with the idea of a Shadow for Tiercel, a John Malkovich character who, had things gone differently, could be Tiercel, and vice versa. 

· Maybe even Rale? The villain himself turning against the greater evil? That would be cool. Maybe as an attempt to win free. Maybe as his own personal vengeance. Maybe because of a truly changed conscience. 

· Another theme could be an illustration that a house divided against itself cannot stand. Someone from within the Evil One’s own ranks would make a power play at the end and the whole thing would come down as a house of cards. 

· But when I think of this I realize that what I mean by it isn’t actually true. What I mean is that evil is so chaotic that it can’t stand for long, but that’s not the biblical teaching, is it? The biblical teaching says that even Satan’s kingdom doesn’t fight against itself. Hmm. 
· A third theme could be the return of the loyal friends who, it seemed, had finally betrayed Tiercel, but who either had done so only to be free to come to his aid or had done so intending to reject him but had had a crisis of conscience and had turned back to the good side.
· A final idea would be to make the final confrontation not between Tiercel and Rale or even Tiercel and the Evil One, but between Tiercel and the leader of the “good guys,” who betrayed not only him but an entire nation of innocents to death.

What’s My Story?
· I’m very clear on several major chunks of this story, and very unclear on several other major chunks. 

· Here are the clear ones:

· Tiercel’s rejection and betrayal by his own village (I see no reason to change this, so I should rewrite it to the best of my memory)
· Tiercel’s journey to the fog forest and his spiritual awakening there (including his meeting of the Mentor)

· The time at the Paladin Academy (including his growing leadership ability, his disillusionment with the paladins, his band of friends, his new enemies, his realization that Christianity is basically dead, his forays into the art of spiritual warfare, the realization that something is about to happen, and the destruction of the seminary and death of the Mentor) 

· The meeting of the harlot wagons, the pimp, the woman, and the escort journey to the front (including the outbreak of racial cleansing in a neighboring nation)
· The discovery that the “good guys” aren’t going to intervene to stop the ethnic cleansing but are instead protecting their own borders and hoping for a weaker neighbor as a result (Tiercel’s further disillusionment)
· From here it gets murky. I’m thinking it will include:
· The Celtic Man’s efforts to find his wife and children

· The wife and children’s efforts to stay alive

· The Eldest Son’s efforts to find his girlfriend, break from his father, be the man he wants to be, and find his faith

· Tiercel’s romance with and redemption of the woman
· Tiercel’s further betrayal by the leaders of the good guys (including the leader of the paladins)
· The growing evidence that demons are walking the earth’
· Tiercel’s expanding experience in battling in the spirit realm
· Rabdominius Quayle’s attempts to be Uncle Max while simultaneously plotting his revenge

· Rale’s attempts to rupture the veil and create chaos and war for his master’s arrival

· Tau-Strinus’s efforts to understand and defeat Christianity

· Tiercel’s friends’ loyalty to him and the cause
· Tiercel leads his band of disowned motley crew to try to do the right thing
· The collapsing pocket while Tiercel tries to fight his spiritual battle

· A terrific castle defense

· The Shadow’s story line as he does his master’s bidding

· The confrontation with Rale

· The unlooked for help in the form of the Converted One (she Shadow?), the Loyal Friends, and the Power Hungry Sub-Enemy 

· The moment of truth, in which Tiercel must decide to make a tremendous sacrifice even though he believes he has been betrayed and abandoned by everyone and everything

· The journey to the spirit world 

· The victory there
· The return, in shambles

· The confrontation with the good guys (with the resulting shift in the balance of power)

· The setting up of the new Academy, complete with the effort to find the original Scripture sources and create a new standard of scholarly excellence
· The return home to tell off the village

· That’s not actually terrible, is it? 
How To Best Start This Story

I think I have decided to ditch the prologue and first chapters as I have them. Or, I should say, I’ve at least decided to rethink everything and be willing to throw all that out.
So what would be the best way to start this story? 

One thing I’m not throwing out is the basic sequence: Tiercel is kicked out of his home village and he wanders west and eventually finds the fog forest. 

What I’m talking about here is what theme do I want to bring out? What aspect of Tiercel’s life do I want to highlight right away?
Well, what are the possibilities? I could bring out: 
· The betrayal theme
· Tiercel’s spidey sense superpower

· Tiercel’s latent spiritual sensitivity

· That God has something in mind for Tiercel

· That Tiercel longs to be a holy warrior

· That Tiercel loves God though no one else really does
· That the world has turned away from God
· That this is a backwater, provincial town

· That Tiercel longs to be liked and included and accepted

· That Tiercel longs to be a hero

· That the village hates him

I’m amazed by how many of these really are displayed already in my original version.

Here are the things I most want to bring out about Tiercel. I want to show that:

· He longs to be included and accepted (but isn’t, no matter what he does)

· He is handsome and smart and athletic
· He believes he is worthless (because that’s all he’s heard all his life), though he keeps trying to resist and throw off that identity (something inside argues that he has value)
· He longs to be important and significant and wanted and valued (but isn’t)

· He has some incredible natural spiritual sensitivity, though he’s learned to disbelieve that, too (simply because no one believes him when he tells them about it)
· He does have one protector (the local priest)

· The town despises him and has succeeded in convincing him that he’s worthless; that they heap abuse on him and treat him like that’s just what he deserves—really, that it’s better than he deserves so he should be thankful they don’t just kick him out 
· Tiercel so wants to please that he’s even willing to cave in to their image of him; he’s capable of being bullied; he even chooses the role of red-headed stepchild/whipping boy because at least that is a legitimate role in the community, and more than anything else what he wants is to fit in
· Ooh, when he and the priest do their switcharoo and it backfires, Tiercel will actually be mad at the priest. “You’ve made it worse for me.” “No, I tried to get them to see you for who you are.” “But now they hate me even more. You’ve taken away the only thing I’ve ever had here—a place in their lives.” “But it’s a terrible place.” “Yeah, but it’s a place!”

· He’s so wounded and feels so inferior that all he really wants is to be liked and accepted
· There are other thoughts occurring to him, a call to adventure and significance, but he so believes their put-downs that he interprets those as pathetic delusions of grandeur, false hopes of ultra-significance that come just as boyish cries to be important and more than he really is
· Tiercel loves God, but in an immature way. He loves God because God accepts though no one else does. He loves God because, when allied with Him, he feels he can find significance and power and belonging, the things he most craves.

· He dreams of becoming a holy warrior, a Paladin.

· The town will never accept him. They need him to be low so they can be higher than someone. If they admit he is better than they’ve treated him, they’ll have to admit they treated him poorly. Maybe they try to keep him down because they sense he’s better than them all. (Definitely have the priest say this to him on his deathbed.)
Okay, so what about this:
· We go through with the mummery. Everything just as it is in the current version.

· Afterward, when they’re guessing the players, have Tiercel notice some kind of evil spirit in the crowd—invisible to everyone else but harassing one of the children. Have him pray against the spirit and have the spirit turn and notice him, and flee. 
· Go ahead with the reward dinner in the inn afterward. Sitting at the best place, having the best meal, being right in the center of the village’s celebrations—it’s been Tiercel’s dream for years. But now that it’s finally handed to him, it’s empty. Not to mention tainted by the scorn of the villagers. He’s not only not welcomed in, he’s more despised than ever. (He’s a male Cinderella.)
· Go ahead and have the fight and the fire? Or just have them forcibly kick him out?
· Have someone try to defend Tiercel, like maybe the father of one of the boys Tiercel has helped. But the people—led by the wife—shout him down and throw Tiercel out. They show that they can turn the entire force of their hatred onto him, too, if he doesn’t shut up and get in line.
· The people are angrier now, because they’ve been had. They could either reexamine their past treatment of him or just cream Tiercel even worse. Hmm, which will they do?

· Have a scene between Tiercel and the priest. They’re together, perhaps overlooking the village. The priest’s coughing gets worse. 

· Tiercel tells the priest about the increase in evil spirits around lately.
· The priest comments again on his gift (which is greater than his own), and laments that the people of the village will never know the good Tiercel has brought to them—until they don’t have it anymore.

· They also need to talk about the paladins Tiercel has seen or heard about. Or he has the priest tell him “the story” again. (Is this the call to adventure? Or is that the icon the priest gives Tiercel on his deathbed? [Yes, I think the latter.])
· The next day Tiercel is doing his thing. Maybe it’s candlemaking or, more interestingly, it’s either doing the very worst job the villagers can think of or coming up with one of his crazy innovations to try to make life easier for the village. 
· He hopes he can make their lives better and they will repay him by honoring and accepting him. It would be an amazing promotion for him, and a realization of his life’s dream. 
· Instead, the villagers ridicule his every attempt (and then secretly use whatever he has created, because of course they see the brilliance of it right away, and then they claim it as their own invention, and receive the gory). 
· This is something else Tiercel reminds them about when he’s being kicked out.
· Or maybe he gets all muddled and can’t think of anything to say. Only afterward do the choice words come to him. (I like this better. They have rendered him so impotent—both from their communal abuse and from his own willingness to believe their opinions of him—that he goes to jelly in confrontations. He can’t even defend himself. He’s been conditioned to think he’s indefensible.)
· I love the idea that he will walk out of this village so wounded and broken that he doesn’t even know how bad he is. He’ll look for others to abuse him. He’ll be able to sense on a subconscious level that if he goes with Person A he’ll know how to be, even though Person A will be a bully and an abuser. Tiercel just won’t know any better. He’ll just pick it right back up again, doing the lowly chores, taking the abuse, not defending himself. (The early days of sword training will be interesting.) 

· I also like that he’ll also assume that no woman—and especially no gorgeous woman—would ever give him a second glance, much less be attracted to him, much less want him to pursue her—and catch her. 
· Then there will have to be a period of terrible reversal in which he starts believing that he really does have worth. He will encounter a blinding rage in which he will strike out at everyone who reminds him of those feelings of impotence and insignificance. He will become this monster for a while, this untamed tornado that takes his newfound martial skills and beats every person who puts him down in even the slightest way. He’ll get so crazy at the Academy that the administration will want to kick him out and send him home. But he gets another protector, someone who understands him and thinks he can bring Tiercel around. They give him over to his care. His first task is to set him up in the fighting circuit. Like Far and Away (that Tom Cruise movie when he was the fighter). This allows him to vent his rage in a socially acceptable way. The Mentor might even win a few coins along the way… Which, of course, he’ll give to Tiercel. Not only does this help channel his murderous rage, it hones his fighting skills and hardens his muscles. He’ll be the only student in the whole Academy who is also a combat veteran. 
· Eventually he’ll be able to find his balance. In fact, all of what might be Act III (of a, like XIV act structure [grin]) might be him going through all this and finding his balance.
· Or maybe the point of the whole trilogy is him finding the balance. He needs to be redeemed by the verses that say “God is the one who justifies; who is the one who condemns?” 
· Or maybe I’m taking this thing too far. I don’t want Tiercel to become unlikable, to become Dynoman. 

· Still, if what he truly wants is to be accepted, there would have to be some period when he feels extreme rage toward those who lied to him and abused him. He’ll come out of it when he realizes he really does have not only unconditional acceptance but incredible significance in Christ. Then he’ll even be able to forgive his village.
· So the next day Tiercel’s doing his thing and the village bullies come calling. Some awful job needs to be done and they’re here to push Tiercel around and make him do it. (That, or we’ll have Tiercel ready to unveil his newest innovation. It works but has some flaw. The men of the village come running, and the ridicule—and the idea stealing—begins.)
· Then word comes that the priest is finally dying.
· And I like that it’s raining during this scene.

· Tiercel runs to his side, but it’s the priest’s deathbed. Big time secrets come out. Old fondness is renewed. The priest exhorts Tiercel to take the holy scriptures and leave, “I won’t be able to protect you anymore. 
· If there is an icon to be handed over, this is when that will happen. And does that represent the call to adventure? Does the priest urge Tiercel to go to the Academy and train to become a paladin? I think he does.
· When the priest dies, Tiercel emerges to find the village assembled in the rain. They kick him out.

· Maybe Tiercel says they’ll regret it when he’s not there to pray away the spirits from their children. Without Tiercel or the priest, the town is just set for demonic assault. (And later we find out what horrible things have been happening in their town because he hadn’t been there to protect them spiritually.)
· Maybe he also reminds them that they’ve been stealing his ideas and innovations, and he knows it. They won’t have him around for that anymore.

· Actually, I like it that Tiercel doesn’t say these things. He doesn’t not say them because he’s exerting self-control, but because he’s so flustered he can’t think of any good comebacks. Those occur to him as he’s hiking into exile. 
· The man who tried to defend Tiercel earlier comes with his boy and meets Tiercel on the way out of town, to give him water and provisions for the trip, and to express his apologies. Nice scene. But then…
· Tiercel’s heads west out of town.

· Ooh, the next scene needs to be a great wizard performing the ultimate ritual linking sea and land and sky and day and night and pregnancy and all the rest. Yeah, cool.

Figure Out a 20-Act Structure

Back when I was doing Christian Writer’s Guild I came up with a proposed 5-act (5-part, actually) structure for fiction. Here it is.
· [Optional] The book’s prologue, if it contains one

· Part 1: Establishing the characters and initial conflicts

· Turning point: Part 1 is over when the unexpected complication (or opportunity) smashes into the hero’s world and breaks him out of (or lets him escape) his complacency (or misery)
· Part 2: Initial efforts to deal with the problem or reach the goal

· Turning point: Part 2 is over when the hero realizes the problem is more severe than he’d at first thought

· Part 3: The heart of the story. The hero finds his stride and makes great progress against the problem or antagonist

· Turning point: Part 3 is over when the hero’s good progress hits a monumental roadblock—disaster strikes (also, Part 3 is over when everything necessary for the climax is in place)

· Part 4: The climax of the story

· Part 5: Dénouement and tying up the loose ends of the story. 

· [Optional] Epilogue, if any. 

Is that useful here? 

I like that Part 1 is the place where the hero’s (in-need-of-change) situation at the beginning of the story is established. Here we see exactly who he is and the predicament he’s in. It’s a clear and thorough depiction of the thing that needs to change.
In Star Wars, it’s Luke’s “I’m stuck here forever” feeling on Tatooine. In The Hobbit it’s Bilbo’s feelings of complacency in his hole in the ground at Number Ten, Bagshot Row.

In The Incredibles Part 1 is everything that show’s Mr. Incredible’s misery not being a super. The low point, the signal that he has reached the end of his rope, is when he pulls into the driveway and asks the kid on the tricycle, “What are you waiting for?” The kid says, “I don’t know. Something amazing, I guess.” And Mr. Incredible answers, “Me, too, kid. Me, too.” That’s when the turkey’s ready. That’s when the cake has risen. That’s when he’s most ripened for the change. Which happens in the very next scene: the call to adventure from Mirage. So, does Part 2 begin with the call to adventure, or does Part 1 end when Mr. Incredible calls Mirage and says, “I’m in”? Dunno.
So what is my Part 1 for Tiercel’s story? It’s everything up to the point where he is banished from the village and he heads west alone, into the mountains and into the rain.
Tiercel’s 7-Act Structure

Let’s dissect the other parts of Tiercel’s story line and see if they fit into a 5-part structure. 

Part 1 would be everything up to his expulsion from the village.

Part 2 would be everything up to stepping through the Academy gates (his time in the fog forest, encountering God for real, meeting the Mentor, etc.).

Part 3 would be everything up to the destruction of the Academy (finding friends, making enemies, learning to fight, forging his team, developing strong friendships with the Favored Son, the Celtic Man, and Brian the Engineer (and/or Jeff the Comedian), fighting old tendencies to believe he’s worthless, learning that God is the one who justifies, dealing with his rage, bonding with the Mentor, learning about the state and variations and conditions of Christianity, learning about (and learning how to better see) the split with the sprit world, learning how to do combat with spirits, learning what needs to be done to restore Christianity, he’ll be taken to the nearby castle (which originally founded the Academy) to see the birth where the spirit world is intruding on the physical world (we’re also getting acquainted with the castle so that when we have to defend it, we know about it and we care about some of the people there), meeting the Prostitute, learning about the original Scriptures on monoliths and cave walls, learning to ride a horse, learning how to wear and fight in and care for armor, learning strategy, learning leadership, vying for the victory in the team competition, growing in his own faith, the Mentor’s last words and charge, etc.).
Part 4 would be everything up to Tiercel entering the volcanic caves to confront Rale (the castle defense, the arrival of the Shadow (Malkovich), the testing of Tiercel’s leadership, the verification of his friendships, the rescue by the Paladins, the departure of the Paladins toward where the kingdom borders the neighboring land where the genocide is taking place, the splitting of the fellowship (the Celtic Man and the Favored Son ride ahead), the departure of the Cadets, the agreement to escort the Prostitute’s wagon train to the front, the growing friendship between Tiercel and the Prostitute, the Prostitute’s story and the beginning of her journey toward healing, Tiercel’s retelling to the Prostitute all the terrible things the village had done to him, the attack along the way (if they’re traveling with the main force from the Academy, this could be Tiercel’s chance to really be a Paladin in battle; it could be two forces of roughly equal size—and not a skirmish but an actual battle; Tiercel might be in command or might have to take orders, but at this point he doesn’t care; it’s him living his dream), Tiercel’s use of his spiritual training to fend off more powerful spirits (the collapsing pocket?), the second meeting with the Shadow, Tiercel’s growing ability to see and deal with spiritual enemies (including his newfound ability to quickly diagnose a town or person), the arrival at the front, the gathering of forces—perhaps from several sides, because there has to be a gigantic battle at the climax), the realization that they’re not going to intervene but are just containing it and hoping to profit by the genocide, the discovery that the Celtic Man and Favored Son have broken ranks and entered the land, the betrayal and false accusations against Tiercel from his rival from the Academy, his public demotion and expulsion from the Paladins (this totally rewounds him and reaffirms to him that he can never be accepted or significant; it also reminds him that he’s been seeking affirmation from man and should instead seek God’s affirmation), his decision to go it alone (because of the Mentor’s charge), his rescue of the Prostitute, their departure into the sealed off territory (the Part could end here or could continue through their journey to the volcanic cave’s entrance and their decision to go in), etc.).
Part 5 would be the climax (getting to Rale, solidifying the love between Tiercel and the Prostitute, confronting Rale, getting stopped and stymied, the third meeting with the Shadow, realizing his worth is from Christ (and at the same time being not angry at the villagers of his youth, but realizing they are hurting terribly and in need of forgiveness and worth themselves), getting help from unlooked-for directions (his friends from the Academy, the Shadow of Turning, Rabdominius Quayle), getting his chance to go and strike his blow. There also needs to be a major military battle engaged on the physical plain (heightened by an unprecedented level of spiritual battle, which the good guys are feeble against). It’s important that the Paladins and everyone see, at the big battle at the end, that without their own spiritual warriors they are powerless against the evil spirits unleashed by the enemy army. They realize, too late, that the very spiritual warriors they ridiculed and defunded are now the very thing they need to survive. It’s important that the top guy himself realizes this need. Plus the climactic chaos and fire and death to herald the Master’s coming. Then…the climax (does that involve entering the spirit realm? does it involve thinking he’s making this sacrifice completely alone having been apparently betrayed and abandoned by everyone—i.e., he has this thought before he realizes he’s been or will be getting help from unlooked-for directions?), meeting the Master face to face, bringing the power of Christ to bear, seeing the victory (though not without a spiritual spoiler bomb as the Master retreats), seeing who’s left alive and what has happened as a result of this victory, etc.).
Part 6 would be the dénouement (picking up the survivors, heading back to the front, facing down the attempts to belittle him again (but this time seeing that it has no effect on him), accepting the accolades as hero, announcing his intention to rebuild the Academy (but founding it on spiritual principles only) and do everything that is necessary to bring a revival to Christianity (the land’s only hope against true evil) and to revitalize scholarship and arrive at the best set of Scriptures possible, marrying the Prostitute (who is now the Spotless Bride), etc.).
Part 7 (which might be the epilogue but it’s so important to the plot that the story wouldn’t be complete without it, and an epilogue is usually an afterthought) would be Tiercel and the Spotless Bride’s return to Tiercel’s village. Actually, they’re part of the giant wagon train headed out to the Mentor’s old monastery, where the new Academy is going to be. Actually, actually, I’d like to see Tiercel approach the village on foot, exactly as he’d left it (maybe even wearing the same clothing). I’d like to see him walk through the village and meet the people. I’d like to see him notice how his ideas have been stolen and put into place. I’d like to have him see how ravaged and destitute and spiritually (and militarily) raped they became after his departure and because of the troubles. He quickly diagnoses the town and deals with the remaining evil spirits. I’d like to see the children readily recognize him. I’d like to see him see the one man who did try to defend him (or perhaps that man’s grave). I’d like to see the people try to demean him again and put him in his place (yet this time he is able to withstand their barrage). Then I’d like to see the Paladins ride in and clear the rabble away from their hero. They’d put his armor and cloak on him and bring him his stallion. They’d clear a way for the hero of the realm. Then I’d like to see the Spotless Bride ride up and dismount and come to Tiercel to stand beside him and shower her love on him before them all. She’s also mention that she recognized many of their faces and before judging again the wives here should ask their husbands what they do when they come to town for market—maybe they have some children floating around themselves… Then I’d like to see Tiercel make a brief speech of forgiveness to them, showing what he had learned, offering healing and forgiveness to them all, and telling them that if they would like to find the same sense of acceptance and significance he has found that they should journey west-southwest to where the new Academy will be, and they will find welcome. I’d like to see two of the children he’d helped break away and join them (or want to). Tiercel welcomes them or sends them back to their parents for now, whichever is appropriate. Then Tiercel helps the Spotless Bride to her horse, mounts his own stallion, and leads the entourage away.
In Conclusion

It appears that I really needed a 7-Part structure (or 6-Part with a strong epilogue). Is this something I could and should extrapolate for all stories, or is it simply how this story worked out?

How Epic Is Epic?

Do I then need an Part 1 for all my other story lines? Wouldn’t it be amazing (and potentially confusing) to basically be telling 5–10 novels at once? Having a Part 1–5 for each one. Sounds experimental and cool and Jeff-like. And dauntingly massive.
What would be the other story lines? 
What do I want to do for sure?

· Rabdominius Quayle and his Uncle Max efforts to avenge himself on Rale
· Diabolist Rale and his desire to create chaos and death to prepare the way for the Master’s coming
· The Favored Son and his quest to find true religion
· The Prostitute and her desire just to be a little girl again, and find genuine love

What do I probably want to do?

· The Shadow and his John Malkovich desire to advise Tiercel (or kill him) and to be redeemed
What might I want to do, but maybe not?

· The Celtic Man and his search for his wife and children
· The Celtic Man and his leadership in the Celtic rebellion (which is covertly aided by a nation opposed to the Good Guy nation, which would benefit from not only a weakened nation but from an overthrown government)
· The Celtic Daughter and Son and their efforts to survive behind enemy lines
· The Favored Son and his efforts to find the Celtic Coquette in captivity
What am I thinking I simply won’t do (or won’t do onstage)?

· The Celtic Wife and her efforts to stay alive in captivity

· The Celtic Coquette and her efforts to stay alive in captivity

· Tau-Strinus and his efforts to animate stone, to capture and torture Christians in order to turn Christianity against them when the Master wants to step through, to advance the science of magic, to serve Rale, to save his adepts, and to get free of Rale
Well, what would be the story arcs for these subplots?
	Subplot
	Description
	Story Arc

	Diabolist Rale and his desire to create chaos and death to prepare the way for the Master’s coming
	He’s doing all he can to create chaos, war, dissent, disease, misery, suffering, fire, anarchy, oppression, injustice, and—most of all—death to both ease the Master’s transition from his realm to ours and to welcome his arrival. He has chosen the kingdom he’s chosen because they have the largest minority (the Celts). He’ll stir up old hatreds and inflame new fears and cause them to be rounded up and massacred on the appropriate day. 
	His steps are: 1) gain influence at court, 2) incite them to war, 3) guide them toward incarceration, 4) suggest and guide the Ultimate Solution, and finally 5) trigger the massacre on the right day (meanwhile he’s been working all along to weaken the rift; he’ll need to perform a final ritual in the cave to make it happen, trusting his lieutenants to pull off the massacre).

	Rabdominius Quayle and his Uncle Max efforts to avenge himself on Rale
	His only desire is to avenge himself on Rale for the murder of his male lover. He’ll play Uncle Max and work within the collapsing system, but all the while he’s just trying to hinder Rale’s efforts and finally get close to him. His first goal will be outright murder, but he won’t be able to get close enough to Rale for that, not yet. So then he turns to covertly thwarting Rale’s plans while playing a dangerous game within the lion’s den itself. 
	His steps are 1) try to avenge himself immediately, but when thwarted he turns to 2) a more subtle game of subterfuge and sabotage, leading all the time to 3) getting close enough to Rale so that 4) at the final moment he is able to finally attempt his revenge in a direct assault on Rale in his lair at the moment the Master is to pass through (indeed, this is the final chaos and murder the Master needs to step through).

	The Favored Son and his quest to find true religion
	He wants to find out whether or not there really is anything to this God thing. He’s desperate to prove it true, but he’s afraid of committing. Actually, he knows it’s true but is afraid of sticking his neck out for the truth. He just needs to be pushed into going ahead and leaping. He’s also trying to find the courage to stand up for anything. If he had a backbone at all he’d stand up to his father, refuse the dukedom, and go learn about Christ.
	His steps are 1) try to find someone who holds true faith, 2) have his hopes dashed yet still believe despite the evidence, 3) get pushed around by his father, especially regarding his role as future leader, 4) show his abhorrence for leadership, his latent rebellion, his desire to approve of whatever his father condemns (and vice versa), 
5) show his desire to really believe in God—but his simultaneous timidity to do just that, 6) his encountering of Tiercel and his growing respect for a guy who knows what he believes about God and stands up for it, 7) their growing friendship (though class-inappropriate), 8) his failure to do the right thing and thus coming to like himself as possibly heroic and full of faith (Tiercel casts a heroic vision for him, but he wimps out on it at the crucial moment; at the moment of truth he backs down), 9) having to come back under his father’s thumb, 10) giving in and abandoning his faith, what he knows he should do, and his friends, 11) then finally redeeming himself by throwing it all off and coming to Tiercel’s rescue in the end.

	The Prostitute and her desire just to be a little girl again, and find genuine love
	She was betrayed by her parents, sold into prostitution by a father deep in debt—but not before he’d tasted her first, and not defended by a mother who would pay any price not to be left alone by her man. By the time she was sixteen she’d already been “loved” over 200 times. She hates that she looks attractive, because that only invites more business. She tries to make herself unattractive, but the pimp won’t let that go very far. But he can’t make her eat or not secretly cut herself. Does she wish she could go back to dolls and dress up, to be a little girl again and never know what she knows? Maybe. Maybe not. All she wants is for everyone to leave her alone. She actually envies unattractive people. And while every man may have her body, no man can truly have her. The real her is…well, it’s gone. There’s very possibly some demonic oppression upon her.
	Her steps are: 1) innocent little girl who didn’t care that she came from a poor family, 2) increasing arguments in the family, 3) the father molests her (repeatedly), 4) the father sells her to a pimp to help pay off his debt (she’s 12 when this happens), 5) she’s raised as a star attraction harlot, used to draw in customers in the bait and switch, 6) when the story begins she hates her life, hates her looks, hates her pimp, hates her parents, hates God, and most certainly hates men and sex *** 7) she despises Tiercel and the rest as soon as she sees them (she knows “holy” men are the most vile and violent), 8) she’s just in endurance mode, 9) she begins to think Tiercel might be different, 10) she appreciates, at least, that he might be good at keeping her safe, 11) he does something to her (identifies the demon then prays it away) that makes her feel much better, 12) she starts beginning to hope that he might have something that could help her, 13) she begins dreaming of escape, of another life, of being left alone, 14) Tiercel’s Academy “friends” come to her on the last night before leaving and share her, thus dashing her dreams and leaving her worse than before, 15) the wagons head to the front, 16) Tiercel again protects her (them all), but treats her respectfully, 17) they have a long talk during which she offers herself to him (it’s the only thing she thinks she can give to a man that he would like), but he declines (though not without admitting his attraction to her), 18) she is confused by him and his God, 19) Tiercel is betrayed and sent away, 20) either on his own or because of her invitation, he steals her from the pimp wagon, 21) he prays for her and she is delivered, a new creation, 22) she stands by him in his moments of truth, 23) she finds she truly is reborn, 24) she commits to marry him (but only if they never have sex—she grins) 

	The Shadow and his John Malkovich desire to advise Tiercel (or kill him) and to be redeemed
	John was once as Tiercel is: young, idealistic, full of vigor, ready to take on the world and right every wrong. But he was hurt—terribly hurt—and he came to realize that the world doesn’t want to be righted. The world doesn’t reward those who would right it. The world rewards the strong. The world takes advantage of defects and vulnerabilities. The world is like water or blowing sand: it will find your weaknesses and slowly eat you away. Faith? God? What are they? They can make you strong, but they also make you vulnerable. When you love something, you give it the power to destroy you. What do I love? I love nothing. I don’t love myself. I don’t even like myself. If I die, I die. I don’t hate, either, because hate is like love in that it makes you vulnerable, it leads like a tether to a weakness. The key is to not care one way or the other. You, why should I care about you? I would wish that you could be saved the awful crushing that will come when you are destroyed by the things you love and believe in and fight for. But I’m not going to get too involved. Yes, you remind me of myself, and I wouldn’t wish my pain on anyone. I would like a version of me to go on living in virgin idealism, if I could. Your faith? Fine. Keep it. Just…try not to be devastated when it lets you down and seeks to pull you under. Why don’t you come with me? Come on, just you and me. We’ll get out of here. We’ll knock over some rich man’s treasury and buy us a passel of women and we’ll go off and live in the mountains where no one will bother us, and no one can hurt us. What do you say? Why do I fight? I fight because I’m good at it and it pays the bills—and women love warriors. Plus it gives you a certain license to take what you want when you want it. War is like that. And do you know why I’m good at fighting? I’m good at it because I don’t care. I don’t love my men, so I don’t mind sending them on suicide missions. I don’t love myself, so I don’t mind taking stupid chances. I don’t love promotions or medals, so I don’t take chances that are too stupid. But the thing that makes me best is that I can easily see what other people love. When I see what they love, I can take it from them. I use the power of their love to draw them out, to make them vulnerable, and to destroy them. Poets say that love makes men strong, but I say love makes men weak and easy to destroy. 
	His steps: 1) he’s leading Rale’s mercenary troops (not the Noble Son’s troops, but mercs who fight alongside them; a hired army of cutthroats and brigands), 2) he doesn’t care about anything, so he’s perfect to lead this rot, 3) he’s merciless against those who make him vulnerable by their carelessness, 4) Rale considers him a little rabid pit bull; that’s fine with him; 5) he commands a very fine mercenary band because of his discipline, ruthlessness, commitment to excellence, and repeatedly proven effectiveness (his men trust him to put them in the position to win), 6) he’s  an evil “Sharpe” *** 7) he’s in this country to ravage the countryside and cause mayhem and possibly bring this nation into the war (maybe he’s here to pick a fight; maybe he leaves indications that his force is really from Gildur, the enemy kingdom), 8) his first task was to destroy the Academy and the castle nearby (he was promised demonic aid, and he was not disappointed; with demonic aid you just get the army close to the enemy, call the demons, point them at the enemy, and keep your men out of the way), 9) the Academy attack goes well but there is a delay at the castle (it’s putting up stronger than expected resistance, and the demon troops have all gone home), 10) he encounters Tiercel for the first time and is reminded of himself (this happens during the initial assault, which is repelled, largely through Tiercel’s heroics, 11) he’ll have to start finding the vulnerabilities of the castle defenders—because whatever they love (land, civilians, livestock, crops, monuments, etc.) will draw them out and destroy them, 12) it’s working, too, and the final push comes, 13) during the assault he is able to pull Tiercel aside and have his exchange with him (“They won’t accept you, you know; they never will. And you’re weak to love anything.” That stuff.), 14) Tiercel resists him and they begin to fight to the death, 15) just when Tiercel has been overcome, the Paladins arrive, 16) the Paladins sweep in and lift the siege, 17) John must go to rally his men and pull back (but not without a glance back at Tiercel, who is watching him, 18) he leads his men through the woods and by night until they are back in “friendly” country, 19) Rale (who is upset with him for not razing the castle but happy with him for leveling the Academy and for causing the havoc he wanted) gives him the job of gathering the Celts together so they can be housed and then, later, systematically eliminated, 20) he sets about doing this with the same kind of remorseless efficiency with which he does everything else—and he and his men are excellent at the task, 21) he settles in as commandant, with all the pleasures that affords…, 22) he has misgivings about the torture and the executions, but rationalizes it all, 23) still, he itches for battle again (and, truth be told, he’s not sleeping at night because of the death they’re brining; he wants to get away from it; killing an enemy with a sword in his hand is one thing, massacring innocents is something else entirely), 24) Rale despises him for not having the stomach for the job—and he has been surprised that John has been delaying the mass executions; nevertheless Rale has found others who will gladly do the job (genocide has a way of surfacing such people) so he (with a select group of his men) is free to accompany Rale as personal bodyguard until this is all over, 25) John wishes to be free again, but this at least is better than direct murder, 26) his men are convincing him to try to get free of Rale, and John is ready to talk to him about it, when the whole thing goes down, 27) he’s on alert when Tiercel’s group attacks, 28) he’s able to speak again to Tiercel, who is imprisoned, 29) but something has causes John to doubt, some love has touched his heart (the Celtic Daughter and Son?) and it is threatening to destroy him, 30) Tiercel tells him that such love doesn’t weaken him, it makes him strong; 31) for the love of what he was but lost, and for the chance of being redeemed, he releases Tiercel and strikes a blow for good, 32) but Rale strikes him down. 

	The Celtic Man and his search for his wife and children
	See Discursus 1 below.
	

	The Celtic Man and his leadership in the Celtic rebellion (which is covertly aided by a nation opposed to the Good Guy nation, which would benefit from not only a weakened nation but from an overthrown government)
	See Discursus 1 below.
	

	The Celtic Daughter and Son and their efforts to survive behind enemy lines
	See Discursus 1 below.
	

	The Favored Son and his efforts to find the Celtic Coquette in captivity
	See Discursus 1 below.
	

	The Celtic Wife and her efforts to stay alive in captivity
	See Discursus 1 below.
	

	The Celtic Coquette and her efforts to stay alive in captivity
	See Discursus 1 below.
	

	Tau-Strinus and his efforts to animate stone, to capture and torture Christians in order to turn Christianity against them when the Master wants to step through, to advance the science of magic, to serve Rale, to save his adepts, and to get free of Rale
	I really think this story belongs to the second trilogy. While Tiercel is off trying to find the true Scriptures and deal with all the false religions and sects, Tau-Strinus is trying to end Christianity once and for all, but turning it against itself.
	So the next trilogy would be about seeking the true Scriptures—which will not only revitalize Christianity, it will show how all the other sects are wrong. Massive revival and renaissance. Birth of Scriptural scholarship. Meanwhile, Tau-Strinus is trying to unite the schools of magic (an analogous task as Tiercel’s goal to unite Christendom), defeat Christianity, and turn magic into a science. Can these two men find that they are destined to work together—or will their conflicting realms of belief result in a massive conflagration?


Discursus 1: Do We Need the Celtic Stories?
Question 1: What do I have without the Celtic Husband’s family?
We have Tiercel’s story, which has several parts: village, exile, fog forest, Academy, journey to the front, romance, betrayal, journey to the lair, capture in the lair, confrontation with Rale, victory, confrontation with the Good Guy leaders, return to village.
We also have Rale and Rabdominius Quayle. We have the John Malkovich “Shadow.” 

Much as I hate to admit it (and do all the work), I think we need the Celtic stories to make the story feel truly epic. Besides, this all happens in a genocide and I can’t exactly have the second trilogy be about another genocide, can I?

Question 2: What am I wanting to say or explore with the Celtic stories?

The power of love? The courage of a child? The interventions of God even (or especially) in terrible circumstances? The triumph of love over hate? Man’s inhumanity to man? Faith under fire? 
This set of stories has to function as an actual story. There have to be satisfying character arcs and everything. It has to work as a standalone story that “doesn’t know” it has the Tiercel story to lean on. 

So the brother and sister have to hate each other at first. Maybe the sister resents the younger brother and even prays that he would die. Then through the story they form an amazing bond—and she overcomes her feelings of guilt because she thinks her prayer is being answered in a horrible way.

The Celtic Coquette needs to pull away from God in the concentration camp even as the Celtic Wife pulls toward Him and experiences miracles. 

The Celtic Husband, too, must travel his trajectory. He can’t go from reluctant hero to bold leader because that’s what the Favored Son is doing. That’s his trajectory. What if he goes from Clan Leader to Father and Husband? Though his people need him and he loves the accolades, he must choose family first? No. No way. That’s not him. Okay, so let’s let it be this… 

He goes from desperate husband and father to reluctant Leader of the Rebellion. Just as he’s given up hope on his family and is about to commit suicide upon the sword of the enemy, he receives a sign/word/message/evidence/vision that his children are still alive. He gets the army to a favorable position and secures a quick victory, then chucks it all to go after his children. Yeah, I like that much better.
New Notes Going Forward

· This article (http://www.foxnews.com/story/0,2933,170560,00.html) made me think of the idea of unlooked-for allies suddenly arriving in the camp the day before battle. They have come because they understand that this isn’t really about a border skirmish but that it is the first major engagement in a war that has been brewing for some time. They come because there is more at stake here than people realize. This is about the meaning of life, about the existence of freedom, the free practice of faith (or some such). I like that idea of unexpected allies.

· I like the idea of the male and female aspects of God in this world’s version of Christianity. The male aspect would be all about sovereignty and holiness and subjugation and conquering and might and wisdom and protection. This would be typically served by men in male orders. The female aspect would be all about nearness and comfort and love and serving and healing and encouraging and supporting. It would typically be served by women in the female orders. They would see themselves as complementary. I like the idea of forming the whole religious system about this complementariness. 

· The book Small Unit Leadership has some great passages. In chapter 1 there is a block quotation from a guy who served in Vietnam. He talks about how his squad and platoon started out as a grab-bag of various races, backgrounds, and prejudices, but that the common enemy and common situation brought them all together into a beautiful new family unit. I should do this for Tiercel’s team during Academy.

· The book Battles of the Medieval World said in the introduction that during this time battles weren’t about killing all of the enemy’s soldiers but simply about making him flee from the field of battle. That’s interesting and I ought to make that clear. And maybe one group is dishonorable because they actually kill the enemy even though they had clearly yielded the field and the game was over for the day.

· Thought: What if Tiercel and the cadets (or half of them) go to a nearby castle after the Academy is burned down? What if the attack on the Academy is part of a larger invasion of the countryside? What if the larger invasion was really a diversion and the attack on the Academy was the main point? What if the John Malkovich Shadow character confronts Tiercel in the attack? What if the harlot train comes inside the castle for protection and Tiercel gets to get close to the woman during the castle defense? What if Tiercel and his team get to show their stuff for real in this castle defense? What if the siege is lifted by the arrival of the paladins who show in magnificent fashion (precision battlefield display) why they are feared by every enemy army in the known world? And Tiercel gets to see them in action. Then after the siege the paladins make to ride off for the border because this attack was ostensibly foisted by that nation. Tiercel and the wagon train make to follow, but have to come at a slower pace. The paladins must ride at all speed to reach the front. The others can catch up as they can.

· New Large Idea: What about the idea that the devil has withdrawn here (to this plane of earthly existence) as a last ditch, as a final fallback retreat? That he’s holed himself up and has taken hostages. What if this whole existence is really a hostage standoff? He has no intention of releasing the hostages. Maybe it’s the Branch Davidians and survivalists and they’ve locked themselves in to a fortress and have dug in, building nasty booby traps and hoarding weapons? It’s an entrenched enemy awaiting the foe’s advance. “You want me? You have to come get me. And I’ve had plenty of time to dig in, build defense works, and take hostages.” 
· One way to run with this idea would be to have it be like an enemy who fled here awaiting the inevitable attack—except that attack never came. Now, years or lifetimes later, he begins venturing out, always waiting for the enemy’s strike, but it never comes. They have forgotten about the enemy, so he becomes ever bolder. Then he takes over the weakest neighbor. Then the next. He would expand, always mindful of his safe defensive position at his rear. He would have to be driven back all the way to the evil keep, with all its wicked defenses. However, this feels too LOTR to me. 

· The other way to run with the idea is to simply have him be holed up here awaiting the attack. Then the whole world situation would be how and when to lead the attack to upend him. 
· The application to Tiercel’s world, of course, would be that the Big Bad Guy is this bad guy, holed in his wasteland fortress awaiting the big attack. Instead of a rogue wizard trying to tear the membrane between worlds, it would be that plus a guy who cannot be unseated. Maybe they’ve joined forces. (Too Two Towers-ish?) 
· It’s very common in antiquity for distant enemies to become temporary allies against a powerful foe. The weaker who calls upon the stronger to defeat an enemy usually regrets the alliance.
· Let’s go back to the hostages idea for a moment. That’s pretty cool to me. It sounds like what Satan has done. He’s here, corrupting everything, murdering hostages by the millions, keeping them in slavery, ruining them for their precious Lord. He will pervert them or deflower them or deceive them or turn them against Him—or he will destroy them. 
· It’s an occupation force. The Germans are in Paris. Officially, Germany runs everything here. They control the government, the media, and everyday life. But there is a pernicious underground that will not be silenced. 
· What, if anything of this, can be used for Tiercel’s story? 

· It’s a hostage situation, but someone has given his life in exchange for the lives of the hostages. They’re free to go. Now the hostages are no longer being held captive by the terrorists. Yet still some live like they’re still hostages. They don’t know any other way. There was a certain security in that captivity. (I don’t like that this is feeling so predictable.)
· Speaking of unpredictability, I like that Romans 14 calls Jesus the Lord of the Dead. Actually, the verse says He is the Lord of the living and the dead, but I like using just part of that to bring an unexpected twist to Jesus in Tiercel’s world. I like that one splinter group might latch upon the idea of Jesus as Lord of the Dead and take it to too great an extreme. I like that this feels like what C.S. Lewis was getting at when he said that Aslan is not, after all, a tame lion. 
· What is the central attribute that I love about Jesus? 

· Lord of sovereignty

· Lord of closeness

· Lord of holiness

· Lord of love

· Lord of conquering

· Lord of comforting

· Maybe that can be the radical idea the old men hold to, that Jesus is both Lord of Might and of Tenderness. Maybe the religious establishment would’ve split into two groups (liberal and conservative, female and male, social gospel and evangelism) so distinct that neither group even recognizes the God of the other group. The radical idea is that God is both, that He can be “female” without compromising His “maleness.” That He can be tender without compromising His authority. That He can be Lord of the dead without compromising His identity as Lord of the living. 
· God the lion

· God the lord of the dead

· God the lord of women

· God the lord of the weak

· God the protector of the defenseless

· God the master

· God the judge

· God the ferocious
· God the warrior

· God the baby

· God the consuming fire

· What would be the 2–3 most unexpected images of God?

· God the destroyer (or consuming fire or Lord of the Dead)
· God the homeless (or lame or blind or homeless or the baby)
· God the grandmother (or the nursing mother)
· New first line: We live in the land of three gods.

· New first line: Sometimes doing the right thing will get you in trouble. What about the idea of basing the whole story line on my life at NavPress, that doing the right thing and saying the right thing will get you in trouble. 
· I’m amazed at how my “crusading” and doing what’s right and urging others to do what’s right lands me in trouble. It’s the thing we cheer for in a movie hero. He’s been pushed down and abused, but he’s got right on his side and therefore he will prevail. But in real life, everybody thinks they’ve got right on their side and anyone who opposes that must be the villain. Everybody is the hero and everybody who disagrees is the villain. 
· Right now I’m reading Sharon Hinck’s The Restorer. In it, her male protagonist, Tristan, has just opposed the advances of Cameron, a Council Member who wanted to leer at Susan, our female protagonist. Cameron looks daggers through Tristan, but leaves, after which Susan asks, “Are you in a lot of trouble now?” Tristan winks at her at says, “No more than usual.” We love it. We cheer. We’re thrilled that this hero will brave the enemy’s scorn in order to do the right thing. We’re okay with him bearing the scorn and dislike and resistance of others. We know Cameron will be back, that one day he may have might on his side and Tristan won’t be so lucky. But we don’t look down on Tristan because he made an enemy.
· Why can’t I do that here? Why does it kill me that people don’t like me? Why does it paralyze me when Terry says, “Jeff, you just tick people off”? I want everyone to like me; that’s part of it. But it’s more than that. There is the idea that I’m not a good person if people are offended by me. Now, true, I should learn to do things as kindly as possible. But I need to understand that conflict and opposition and offense will come. Not everyone will like me. But so long as I’m doing the right thing, it shouldn’t bother me. It’s not like everyone liked Jesus, after all. It’s not like He never experienced scorn or opposition. 

· What if the whole story (Tiercel’s part of it, anyway) could be an exploration of learning how to survive and thrive even in the midst of personal opposition and dislike. 

· Here at work I have to try to please everyone. My job is at stake if I don’t. 
· How freeing it would be to just be able to be me—as polite as I can be while still being honest and direct and doing the right thing. How nice it would be if I could keep my job and grow in my career even if people didn’t like me, even with anger dragging around my ankles. 
· Maybe Tiercel’s whole lesson is that he needs to give up on being cowed and timid and afraid of offending, that he needs to give up on the quest to try to please everyone. The fact is that not everyone wants to hear truth, that not everyone will like you or respond well to you, even if you’re the nicest person in the world. Just do what God wants you to do. When you’re in that place, He’ll make your enemies be at peace with you. (“When a man’s ways are pleasing to the Lord, He makes even his enemies be at peace with him,” Proverbs 16:7.)
· To be sure I’m capturing the magic of The Hero’s Journey:

· I need to add a magic talisman that Tiercel receives, something that convinces him that, with it, he really can handle a great adventure, something that gives him an edge (even psychologically) over people and situations he might face (Frodo’s ring of invisibility, Luke’s light saber).

· I need to add a feeling of being consumed by something massive, and of being helpless and overpowered (the Millennium Falcon being dragged by tractor beam into the Death Star).
· I need to show periods of absolute strangeness in the new world, thus reinforcing the sense of being helpless and surrounded by things too awful and unkind to bear if anything went wrong (the cantina, etc.).
· I need to add the protector (maybe the Mentor) who can help teach Tiercel some things to stay safe in this new environment, again reinforcing the sense of being a small child in a scary forest (Obi Wan in the cantina, etc.).

· At the entrance to the fog forest there needs to be manmade stone pillars or gateway, like Neolithic Stonehenge kind of things, but definitely manmade. Indeed, shrouded in perpetual fog there lies the ruins of an entire culture, a culture based solely on The Word. Tiercel’s priest protector had long wanted to explore out this way to see if the rumored lost city was really here, but he died before he could. So he urges Tiercel to go find it. Maybe the talisman he gives is some hand-sized relic from this culture proving it once existed. Inside, Tiercel finds the most powerful of mystic runes—the entire written Scriptures, carved in grey stone tables and cliff faces and cave walls, polished by continual mist and rain, though he doesn’t realize then what they are. Still, there is powerful magic here. He may even have a vision of someone dressed in bright colors telling him that these stones were carved by the hand of God. Only later does he realize what he’s found. Maybe the Mentor finds him here. But not before he has sense the powerful spiritual presence in the place. Where did the culture go? Vanished into the fog. Why did they hide in this shrouded city? Because these were the most treasured things on earth: the Scriptures written by the hand of God Himself. Later he will vow to come back here and translate these Scriptures and get back to the originals because what the people have now is so corrupted.
· I love the idea of reality-casting as the most powerful form of magic. You may think things are one way, but a reality caster can make you believe they are something else. Then there are the clashes of reality, when one person thinks one thing is true and another person believes something entirely different is true. Realities clash all the time, and the most powerful casters are those who can do so without anyone else noticing, yet everyone else ascribes to that person’s view of reality. 
· Tiercel is vastly experienced with this form of magic. He believes he is good and worthy and can offer something to the community. The rest of the village (besides the priest) believes he is a toad that should be destroyed at the first opportunity. The priest is able to maintain Tiercel’s grip on his reality and create a bubble of truth within the village’s reality, but when he is gone that bubble disappears. And even when it was there it could not completely protect Tiercel from feeling the influence of the outside reality. He begins to believe their version, that he is worthless and useless and despicable. He begins acting in line with that version of reality. 
· When he is finally delivered from that—when he is shown that he is not only important but possibly the most important human on the planet—he has a powerful negative reaction. I knew it! I rule! You peons. I’m sick of being talked down to. 
· The guys at the Academy cast their versions of reality. The General’s Son, jealous of Tiercel, is the best and most persistent in this effort (think Allen Cathey). The General himself casts or ascribes to the view of reality that says Tiercel is worthless.

· The Mentor is the one who reveals to him what is happening. It is the Mentor who begins to give him the skills to detect it, resist it, and even to begin weaving it himself—though it is a dangerous art. 
· Who is the greatest reality-caster but the devil and his minions? This goes right along with my spiritual warfare-type dimension of the story. Tiercel begins to see the massive layer of deceit that has been laid over the entire world. Suddenly it becomes brutally visible. Everyone is affected by it. The entire culture is built on the assumption that it is true. And the final deception has been put in place, thus paving the way for the onslaught of the enemy. Psychological warfare on an international scale. 
· Tiercel will come to see, finally, what’s wrong with the world. He will see how everyone has been deceived. They’re all rushing off to deal with the supposed crisis over here, when the real danger is over the other direction, where no one is looking. So Tiercel will head there.

· This kind of magic is something I deal with every day. Because I think it might be true that I really am an arrogant jerk who offends people left and right, and because I really do want to have everyone like me, I’m vulnerable to their version of reality. Maybe they sense my vulnerability, like dogs sensing fear. Or maybe they try it out on me and see that I respond to it as they wish, and so they pile it on knowing they’ve got a juicy victim. 
· This is what’s happening at NavPress. Today (5/18/06), praise God, was Dan Rich’s last day. But before that, he and Terry (and Mike K. and Arvid and Melanie) had pooled their magics to weave the group reality that said Jeff is an arrogant jerk. He is to be resisted, ridiculed, avoided, and finally driven away. If we can make him believe he is awful, so much the better. If we can make him so miserable that he leaves on his own, hurray. We will complain about him and pull him down and snipe at him and oppose him and thwart him because we say he is evil. But the truth is that I’m doing what I should be doing, that I’m actually the hero in this story, that they fear me because I am a force to be reckoned with—and I don’t ascribe to their baloney. But so long as I believe that maybe I am what they say (which is also what I should be doing: being teachable, listening to criticism, listening to corrective lectures, apologizing for giving offense, etc.), I’m vulnerable. I wish I could have an objective person tell me which reality is really true. If they’re wrong and I’m right, I’ll gladly stop listening to their complaints and “suggestions.” But if I’m truly the one in the wrong—if their reality, which says that I do things badly and give offense left and right, is correct—then I want to get that fixed. But what if their reality isn’t right at all? 
· And I felt this at Multnomah. According to the group reality of the assembled VPs, I was evil and needed to apologize. According to my reality, that wasn’t true at all. 

· It’s interesting that a certain reality is strengthened by numbers. If you can get more people together who will ascribe to a certain reality, it becomes more true—at least in that moment and in that place. If you can get 10 against 1, your reality will win. If it’s 10 against 2, yours isn’t as strong. If it’s 10 against 7, either reality might win. So if you’re going to impose your reality on someone, be sure to isolate the one you’re wanting to impose it on. Don’t let that person have any allies who might help him cast an alternate reality that opposes the one you want to impose. 
· Tiercel has to be paralyzed. He wants to believe what he’s wanted to believe all along, that he really is a good guy, that he’s important and worthwhile and has a mission from God. He wants to believe that what people have said about him is wrong. But he also wants to be responsive and teachable. He wants to remain humble and not just assume that everyone is wrong and he’s right no matter what he does. He would love to shut his ears to all those reality-casters who want to tell him he’s evil and low, but he doesn’t dare presume to think he’s perfect and no longer in need of instruction. If only he could get someone objective to tell him which is which, to clear the fog and show him the real situation. He needs God’s perspective. He needs some kind of inner guide (or else a constant companion) to show him which is which. 
· That’s me, too. I want to be done with the liars’ speeches trying to convince me I’m evil—if indeed they’re lying. If they’re telling the truth I want to be teachable. That what they’re saying makes no sense to me and seems contrary to what I meant and what I intended, it’s either because they’re lying and trying to force their reality on me, or they’re telling the truth and it’s just a complete blind spot for me. The problem is I don’t know which is true. 
· Ah, but what if they evil spellcaster trying to deceive you and convince you of a false reality about yourself is also your authority? Your boss or general or king? Or father? How do you hang on to truth and yet stay humble to the one telling you lies? How do you remain obedient to their vision without losing your grasp on the true vision? Do you act cavalier and spurn their “counsel”? To do so would be to be punished and/or removed. Yet you cannot ascribe to their hurtful reality. Still…what if they’re right and I am as they say? What a terrible pickle! A person in that situation must be rescued. Or if he cannot be rescued, then his grip on truth must be reinforced and encouraged. How? Certainly by being away from those casters during down and off times. Being in the presence of others who permit a different reality. Maybe the best solution is to have an everyday relationship with The One who is truly objective. Getting His perspective on reality firmly in mind can be the only means for survival for someone like this. Then he can be humble and subservient, but never for a moment believe anything he’s told that didn’t come to him first from God.
· Wow, I love this.

· My thing may be that I’m too direct in coming to people when I’ve been asked to get something done. Instead of saying something like, “Brainstorm with me” or “Can you explain how X works” or whatever, I just say, “Okay, here’s what I need to have happen. How can we make this work?” Apparently that puts people off. It’s too direct, too much of a hard sell. I need to learn to soft-sell it so I don’t cause people to raise their defenses. 

· Could this be Tiercel’s issue, too? Maybe all his difficulties with people really do have a cause inside him and it isn’t just others who have a thing against him for no reason. Maybe it isn’t about his motives at all but just his communication style. 

· Tiercel, like me, won’t think to do it any other way. It takes too much psychological energy to think how someone else will hear it, to stop and wrap the thing in a sugar coating. It feels too much like duplicity, and he’s no good at duplicity. That’s why he’s a straight shooter. But if straight shooting leaves people, well, shot, maybe he needs to expend some psychological energy every now and again.

· Visioncasting is a form of reality-casting. It’s creating a vision of reality that could come to pass. It can be used for good or evil. Tiercel needs to learn how to use it both ways.
· Artists, authors, playwrights, musicians, orators, preachers, and storytellers are magicians, too, and should be revered for their magical arts. They are capable of creating reality. They see it in their heads and can bring it to pass in the real world. Carpenters and seamstresses and architects possess this power, too. But those who cast a spell with their images or their music or their words can create a suspended reality, a virtual reality, that people can see and imagine and even explore as if it were real—for that time, at least. The greatest artists are also the greatest magicians. 
· Is there a way to work in the idea of the flesh as a beast? I’d love it if Tiercel could stumble upon a village or a cave somewhere in which a terrible monster (a dragon?) is kept chained up and starved. He can’t be killed. Apparently he receives some measure of nourishment from the very air or from our own existence. So all that can be done is to keep him as starved and weak as possible, and under guard. But then someone (maybe Tiercel) foolishly feeds him a little, thinking it won’t cause a problem and that there’s nothing wrong with just this little snack. And of course there isn’t anything wrong with it, per se. What’s wrong with it is that it strengthens the beast. Slowly (or quickly) it’s gaining power again. Now the chains are about to break and the guards are fighting all the time. Why? Who is feeding it? If this continues it will soon break out and destroy us all.
· I like the idea of having a main message or theme in my book. The main theme of Star Wars is that it’s not unreasonable to forsake pure technology and believe in something spiritual. What is my message? Something about realities?
 The Hero with a Thousand Faces

· The foreword writer said that the most powerful mythic stories are those in which the outer world is on the verge of collapse/destruction and when that situation is mirrored in the soul of the hero. The healing of the one brings about the healing of the other. One is, she said, mundane, while the other is mythic. 
· I need to find a way to reflect my theme in Tiercel’s inner soul as well as in the world at large.

· She also said that all the most powerful mythic stories start with a mythic question and all the adventures and temptations and detours and struggles are offering possible answers to that question or are trying to pull the hero off the path to discovering it. Like “How much pain can a soul endure to still redeem a loved one?” or “How do you find your true home?” 

· What is Tiercel’s mythic question? (And how will it be reflected throughout?)
· Is it possible for a plain person of tainted heritage to be the chosen vessel of God for some grand purpose?

· Am I anyone of significance?

· Are there other characters in the story who have their own mythic question? 

· She also said that the soul that has been abused or stolen or trampled or lost is the one with the most power and energy to rise up and get things made right. I took that to mean that a wounded hero has the most mythic power (and, thus, reader appeal) and the universe pulls for him to make things right. The most pure, powerful elements of the soul arise to come to his aid and restore himself to “soulishness.” Integration. Contentment.
· She also said that the most powerful myths are those in which the “precious thing” has been lost. The hero will go to any lengths to recover or restore or rescue the precious thing. Is it a loved one? A way of life? The true faith? A magic item? A realization? A ring? A lost self-esteem? 
· What is the precious thing that Tiercel has lost, that he must recover if he is to retain his tenuous grasp on his sanity?

· He’s lost hope that he could be of any use to God

· He’s lost hope that he is a worthwhile human

· He’s lost hope that he could be part of something important, something God-sized
· How could this/these be symbolized? 

· What if someone who finally believes in him is put in danger? So he has to go after that person because only around her/him can he believe it himself.

· And are there other characters in the story who have lost something?

· The Call to Adventure
· Something comes along that reveals the existence of an unexpected world. It comes from totally outside the hero’s consciousness. 

· The call to adventure comes always when the hero is ready for transformation, when he is ripe for his change. Destiny is summoning him.

· The herald is often (though not always) dark, terrifying, loathsome, or judged evil by the world. A creature of the underworld or some other despised or despicable thing. But though it may be repugnant, it does seem to know about a secret world so strange and fascinating that the hero must investigate.
· The herald only appears to “the psyche that is ripe for transformation.”
· “There is an atmosphere of irresistible fascination about the figure that appears suddenly as guide.”

· “That which has to be faced, and is somehow profoundly familiar to the unconscious—though unknown, surprising, and even frightening to the conscious personality—makes itself known.” It’s like something out of a dream.

· After the appearance of the herald and his call to adventure, the hero’s old life no longer satisfies. It is lame, stale, boring, and unfulfilling. 
· The call to adventure “signifies that destiny has summoned the hero and transferred his spiritual center of gravity from within the pale of his society to a zone unknown.”

· “This fateful region of both treasure and danger may by variously represented as a distant land, a forest, a kingdom underground,” etc., “but it is always a place of strangely fluid and polymorphous beings, unimaginable torments, superhuman deeds, and impossible delight.” In other words, it’s a supernatural realm or a realm of dreams.  
· How to apply this to Tiercel?

· What can come along that might reveal the existence of a hidden and gloriously wondrous world? It has to be something that ties in to the thing he is ripe to do, the thing at the root of his mythic question. If, then, his mythic question is whether or not it is possible for a plain boy of tainted heritage may be gloriously used by (and important to) God, then the item or token must have some bearing on that question. What about something that points to the existence of Paladins? That would be something so far outside his experience, and so perfectly at the heart of what he wants to do and be, that it would be irresistible. Still, why a warrior? Why not just a priest or mystic? Or maybe it should be something that refers to the lost civilization, the one that created the Scriptures. Some icon or relic with ancient writing. That he could discover such a place and be in touch with God there. Hmm. Let’s keep thinking.
· What form could the herald take? Something dark and loathsome and judged evil by the world? It wouldn’t have to be like that. In myth it might be a nasty toad. It’s a herald from his unconscious mind. What might it be? What loathsome creature or thing might be the messenger to Tiercel that there is a great wide world out there where he may find danger and delight? 
· Tiercel is certainly ripe for transformation. He’s ready for a change. What would be an unlooked-for and awful messenger summoning him to a dark and dangerous world? What about just a demon? Suddenly he can see them. Maybe he gets a sudden glimpse of the spirit world and how spiritual beings are touching, influencing, and tormenting the people around him. What if some evil creature (or some undead friend) appears? What if he sees the evil spirits that have been released from the abyss? What if it’s a good spirit but in a terrible form? Ooh, I’m on the verge of something dreamlike and correct here, but I can’t quite find it. What would be ghoulishly fascinating? What would be something he doesn’t want to look at but can’t tear his eyes from? Something repressed from his own unconscious. What about an angry spirit? A vengeful spirit? A spirit that turns beautifully bitter humorous attacks against those who have tormented him? He fights it. He doesn’t like it. But in a way he loves it. He wants it to succeed. 
· Yes, I like the idea of him being granted a glimpse of the unseen spiritual world. I like that he sees a spirit (it can be an angel, but he’ll be ambiguous) playing little tricks on (or making fun of) those who have tormented him. He’s thrilled and humored by the things he does to them. He knows he shouldn’t approve of what they’re doing, but oh what a relief to find out that there’s someone on his side. Then, all of a sudden, he is given a quick flash—less than a minute long—in which he can truly see how the spiritual is interacting with the physical. He sees demons over all of them. Climbing around. Slithering. Whispering lies. Moving people like puppets. Laughing, and very much at ease. The demons are scared of the angel, though. And they leer at him but hiss because they can’t approach him for some reason. When he sees demons trying to gain access to a child he knows and loves, it angers him. Then suddenly the vision is gone. (This is cool.) 
· In this case, he wouldn’t have to receive a talisman at all. He wouldn’t have to receive the call to adventure in the form of a relic or icon, but in the form of a living spirit that shows him (not just represents the existence of) a formerly hidden world. 
· Something about it all will seem oddly familiar, like he’s known this all along but has only forgotten, or he lived in this world in a previous existence, or in his dreams.

· After the appearance of this herald and after this experience, nothing will be the same for him. He will suddenly see those around him in a different light. He won’t be cowed by them. He won’t be afraid of them. Instead, he’ll be able to see them clearly—not as people who know him for a worthless lump, but as bullies who might just get their undersides lit up by an angel’s kick in the rump. They’re mean-spirited bigots who would kick a child when he’s down. They’re even tragic figures because now he knows they’re being ruled by demons. Their old intimidation won’t work on him now, and they see it in his eyes. They see him laugh instead of cower. They see him face them like equals—or as their superior. They see him pity them instead of fear them. It’s unsettling for them. Now all the activities Tiercel used to do—his pitiful attempts to make people like him—are revealed for the foolishness they are, the pathetic cries that both empowered them and enfeebled him. He throws them all out and scatters them in the dust. No more. I’m done trying to please you idiots. I never realized you were as worthless as this. Praise God I suddenly understand. How had I never seen it before? (Whoa, this is so cool.)
· So I guess we have no mummery? Or do we? When does he see the angel? How about that he sees it when he’s waiting to be unmasked? His concentration is drawn by the stranger passing through their midst. And then later he sees the angel again in the inn as he’s eating his victory dinner. Then sometime later he needs to have the big reveal. 
· This is, incidentally, what is happening to me at NavPress right now (5/23/06). Dan Rich has just left for Cook and suddenly I’m seeing all of Editorial as immature mean girls, a whacked out clique that’s all about idol worship. Once I’d seen them for what they are, they suddenly lost the power over me. I was no longer intimidated by them. I despised them, actually, and pitied them. And I realize I suddenly have a new set of friends—all those people who saw editorial clearly even when I couldn’t see it and was cowed by them. That’s reality-casting. And it’s the call to adventure. I’ve seen truth, so lies no longer have their influence.
A break here from The Hero’s Journey stuff. Well, it does apply.
What I should do is figure out all the things from The Hero’s Journey that resonate with me. Get that list of I’ve-got-to-include-these-things together. 

Then I should redo a new ultimate-things-that-should-go-into-the-ultimate-fantasy list.

Then I should combine the two lists. I should sit down and keep working until I have figured out to include every one of those items from both lists into the story.

Including, also, the inner trajectory for Tiercel (and possibly one or more of the other main characters) between what issue he’s conflicted about at the beginning and how the story is perfectly designed to make him deal with it and resolve it one way or the other.

Do all that stuff, and I’ve got the ultimate freaking fantasy. 

Okay, break’s over. Back to work.

Well, not exactly. Here’s The Hero’s Journey stuff, with my notes.

The Hero’s Journey

Act I: Departure

The mythological hero, setting forth from his common-day hut or castle, is lured, carried away, or else voluntarily proceeds, to the threshold of adventure. 

Tiercel is kicked out of his safe home by the villagers. 

I think I like that he sees the mischievous angel. It’s a manifestation of God. He appears to oppose the proud and exalt the humble. He’s a herald, the call to adventure, and an indication that Tiercel will be seeing more of the spiritual realm as time goes by. 

Is the fog forest the threshold of adventure or should that threshold be the boundary of his forest land? If the latter, what is the threshold guardian? I don’t really like the idea of inventing some creature that keeps them in the home area. Maybe it’s just the fear of what’s out there that keeps people insular. He gets to the edge, because he must, and passes through, though he was afraid. Maybe I can just make it that, because I really want him to enjoy the freedom and wonders he finds once he’s beyond the confines of the forest valley.

There he encounters a shadow presence that guards the passage. The hero may defeat or conciliate this power and go alive into the kingdom of the dark (brother-battle, dragon-battle; offering, charm), or be slain by the opponent and descend in death (dismemberment, crucifixion). 

I like the entry into the fog forest as the descent into a mystical world where he can meet and commune with God. 

Could this also be the place where a monster lives? Could the monster also be his mischievous angel? “It’s only me,” the angel says after Tiercel has mustered the courage and wiliness to defeat him. While in his monstrous form he must be truly terrifying and menacing and ferocious, as God is. Tiercel finally braces himself and figures some things out enough to trap and kill the beast (triggering his shape-shifting back to his angel form). Now he’s ready to stand up to other trials in the outside world. 

After he defeats the beast he should receive some kind of talisman from it, like its tooth or tail feather or something. This he wears as a badge of his courage and as a sign that he really can be powerful. When the angel appears he complains that one of his teeth is missing, but that’s okay.

Also after he defeats the beast, claims his talisman, and speaks to the angel, the angel introduces him to the Mentor. The student is finally ready, and so the Master appears. Or maybe he is introduced to God here. Suddenly he sees Him now. He gets a quick glimpse. His vision is improving. His reward is a vision of the Almighty and the Transcendent.

(I’d maybe like to work some form of dismemberment into it somehow, like maybe he is shredded in effigy or something?) 

The trials of the fog forest, including his newfound communion with God, are the very things he needed to prepare him for what is to follow. So, what did he have in him that needed to be burned away? What was it that the beast’s trials were perfectly chosen to challenge and grow? Maybe a timidity? Maybe the conviction that he was a nobody. Now he knows he can be strong.

Act II: Ordeal and Initiation 

Beyond the threshold, then, the hero journeys through a world of unfamiliar yet strangely intimate forces, some of which severely threaten him (tests)…

The tests will be everything that happens at the Academy: training, conditioning, rivals, sabotage, cruelty, prejudice, spiritual training, setbacks, challenges, etc. This is a whole new world. 

Where is the belly of the beast thing, the part where he’s overpowered and taken—against his will—to a strange new land where he is a captive? Is it here at the Academy? It’s certainly him going into a place where he is held like a prisoner, but it’s not exactly something he doesn’t want to do. He doesn’t have to be overpowered and taken there against his will. Still it is an entity, a place with walls and confines, and here he discovers a new world. Yes, it has to be the Academy. He goes in an untried youth and comes out a proven hero, ready for anything that may come. Maybe the entrance to the Academy could be some kind of mouth-like orifice through which they all must pass. Maybe all the cadets are assembled outside the entrance, at night, and are led in ritual captivity through the mouth by the upperclassmen (initiates) and professors (elders). They even use language evocative of being consumed and ceasing to be who they were. Ooh, this is cool. I like it.

He spends time in this new world learning the skills of a hero. He learns leadership and skill at arms. He learns Scripture and how to ride. He is chosen to be an officer of sorts. He is also hand-selected for the pull-out program to learn spiritual warfare. He is initiated into the world of what is really going on in the spiritual dimension. He is growing in physical strength, skill at arms, tactical and strategic thinking, and the brass tacks of being in the field leading men. His team pulls together. There is an ongoing competition with other teams, like the red flag competition in Top Gun. He leads the underdogs. There is much sabotage and unfair treatment. But he pulls them through with his combination of strength, skill, and cleverness. His team wins. 

Their win is the apex of the time at Academy—and once he has won, he doesn’t need the Academy anymore. He is beyond it. He has learned what it was there to teach him. He is ready for the next thing. Which is why the Academy is then attacked and the professors all killed. “Fate” throws him out into the next phase of his journey.

…some of which give magical aid (helpers). 

These are the allies he gains—among his fellow cadets, among the faculty, and among the upperclassmen (if any remain this deep into the Academy cycle). He even gains friends from the ranks of former enemies. He has become a banner of light and all who are good rally to it. 

Here he learns much from the Mentor. He learns, also, that there are two dangers coming against them all. One is obvious but the other is hidden and much more sinister. Tiercel doesn’t get any elaboration on this (the Mentor says this while dying) but later it becomes clear. 

He has entered the Academy as a helpless victim. But he has exited a conquering hero. Pity the fool who stands against him now. But his biggest challenge is yet to come.
When he arrives at the nadir (lowest point) of the mythological round, he undergoes a supreme ordeal…

A big ol’ portion of the book has to be this one bullet point. He’s left the Academy and is ready for whatever comes, but it has all been preparation for this supreme ordeal. All that has gone before has really been preparation. It is merely Act I. Now we can begin the heart of the story. 

So…what is the heart of the story? 

Um… [thinking] Don’t rush me! It’s coming…

Well, first of all, there are really two enemies. One is the obvious enemy, Rale, the man trying to rupture the membrane between this world and the spirit plane. The other is less obvious, and here is where Tiercel remembers the Mentor’s dying words. 

The other enemy is the king of the status quo, the Supreme General. The real enemy is the lie that everyone has chosen to believe, the wool that’s been pulled over everyone’s eyes, the false reality that everyone has believed—and those who have caused this to happen. 

How to defeat this enemy? How to reveal truth to the people? And will they accept it if they see it? Maybe the first trilogy gives Tiercel’s naïve attempt to shock them all into reality. But the second trilogy is what he does once he realizes the conversion won’t be quick. 

His idea, in this second trilogy, is to do a slow change, beginning by creating forums for the leaders of the various (false) sects to debate with the truth, and continuing with his efforts to reclaim the truth Scriptures and get them back out into circulation. He leaves the former in the hands of allies and goes to tackle the latter (his preference, anyway) himself. But while he’s gone things go terribly wrong. A new enemy has arisen. It happens that what Tiercel needs to do to rid the land of this new enemy also furthers his plan. But maybe there’s a temptation to cram the new scriptures down everyone’s throat by force, and he realizes they’ve got to come to it by choice or it won’t be real. Anyway, good stuff to think about for the next trilogy.

Okay, so what’s the supreme ordeal in the first trilogy? Certainly it is the confrontation with Rale to save the world. Here he is alone with God and effects the salvation of all—by his faith in God. 

When the danger is over Tiercel returns to the outer world expecting to find them grateful and ready to hear what he has learned. Instead, they have already moved to plunder and are rushing to take advantage of the vacuum Tiercel caused when he defeated Rale and his allies. They’re not interested in the great deception that has been foisted upon them all. In fact, they’re not interested in Tiercel at all. He’s trouble. He was useful for that challenge, but now that they’ve all grabbed what they wanted to grab, he’s not needed. In fact, he could cause problems. Best to assign him to some ivory tower somewhere—or to have him secretly killed. [But I’m getting ahead of myself.]

What leads up to this final confrontation? Do I just cut away from Tiercel from the moment he leaves the front lines until he arrives at the cave, concentrating on other plotlines? Or is it enough that he journeys from the Academy to the front, facing the challenges and pleasures that arise along the way, and then from the front to the cave? 

Let’s say that’s it. But I don’t want to let this just be filler. If it serves no mythological function, it’s just dead. And really, there is no mythological function here. The Next Big Thing on the mythological map is his ultimate ordeal. 

How about breaking the ultimate ordeal down and giving him more training as he approaches it? If the ultimate ordeal is for him to truly trust that God is there even though it looks like He isn’t, maybe everything I throw at him during this section consists of things that make it look like God isn’t there. He prays but nothing happens. His spiritual friend is nowhere to be found. His great idealistic band of brothers is fractured and bickering. Good people die for no reason. Friends desert. Betrayal and sin abound. Everything appears to be falling apart. Someone whose faith he had always counted on is exposed to be false. Like maybe he finds out that The Woman had as a regular client his old Pastor from home. Just pour it on. 

Then, betrayed and alone, he sets off by himself to try to do what is right. Or, at least, what he once thought was right. Now it feels like a sham. He’s walking out to nowhere to do a useless thing for a God who isn’t there. 

Maybe just as he’s about to despair and walk into certain death, his friends catch back up with him. This cheers him somewhat, but by now he’s so despairing that he can’t lift a finger against the bad guys. He is captured without a fight, a pitiful shell of a hero that brings only derision from his foes. In his cage is when those he has influenced come around to renew his faith. It is gone from him. He has lost all hope. But it is given back to him tenfold by those whose faith he has encouraged. They need him to believe. And if he doesn’t, they’ll do it themselves.

Sprung by someone whose eyes brim with trust in him and his God, Tiercel is freed to go to the final encounter, if he dare. He is renewed, especially since Rale is about to sacrifice The Woman. But he still struggles with doubt and despair. Alone against the night, with only a dying wick of faith left, he nevertheless decides to choose faith and see it to the end. 

He calls upon God, hoping against hope…and God comes through. As if He’d been there all along, just hiding behind the bushes of Eden to see what Tiercel would do. His heavenly friend returns, too. The membrane is sealed, the archdemons are obliterated, and Rale is destroyed. All is saved. In addition, at the moment of truth Tiercel is shown something amazing by God. He receives illumination. He understands. He sees what is wrong with the world and what must be done. And the angel chorus sings.

…and gains his reward. The triumph may be represented as the hero’s sexual union with the goddess-mother of the world (sacred marriage), his recognition by the father-creator (father atonement), his own divinization (apotheosis), or again—if the powers have remained unfriendly to him—his theft of the boon he came to gain (bride-theft, fire-theft); intrinsically it is an expansion of the consciousness and therewith of being (illumination, transfiguration, freedom). 

He comes out as the place collapses. He embraces The Woman, who in the victory celebration will become his wife. He is reunited with the faithful and rewarded by the institution. He is mindful of what he has been shown by God.

But his newfound illumination will not allow him to leave it at this. This is just the beginning. There is so much to be done now. 

Act III: Return

The final work is that of the return. If the powers have blessed the hero, he now sets forth under their protection (emissary); if not, he flees and is pursued (transformation flight, obstacle flight). 

This is a crossroads for me as a storyteller. Do I let the story end here, where everyone wants it to (and where Star Wars ends) or do I keep going (as The Lord of the Rings and the monomyth do)? If the former, then we end with the reward. If the latter, we must go on to the bringing home of the elixir. 

I think I really want to do the latter. But it can be short. Even in the reward ceremony Tiercel challenges the leaders of the institution that is rewarding him. They don’t like what they hear. Even as they prepare his medals they talk about getting rid of him (nicely or not) so they can get on with the business of claiming the land left vacant by the overthrown powers. 

Maybe Tiercel stops the music to make his great speech, but it’s not what they were expecting. He talks about massive changes that need to come. He talks about leaving their old ways and turning to what he has learned from God in his travail. He talks about overthrowing institutions and governments and rebuilding them along radically different lines. Perhaps in his speech Tiercel announces his intentions to begin this transformation at once. But they don’t like that one bit. And so the ceremony is tainted and the leaders oppose him even there. 

[Another question that arises is whether or not we need The Celtic Man’s storyline, complete with the Celtic Children and the Celtic Women plotlines. Maybe we don’t even need The Oldest Son’s storyline. If the real story is Tiercel’s, why do we need these others?] 

They reject his ideas, even while appearing to give him honor. Now it’s feeling like Braveheart when they name William Wallace the Protector of Scotland. They like him as a trained monkey but they don’t want his radical ideas—because it will put them right out of power. Thanks to him they have received great advantage, but they’re done with him now. They know what to do now. 

He realizes this with his friends. He talks it over with them and perhaps decides to form his new Academy not out in their lands but in the lands that have been destroyed? If those in power will not listen to his radical ways, perhaps those who have been broken and need to rebuild would be more interested in trying a new way as they do so? This would be like Paul leaving the Jews and going to the Gentiles with the message of salvation.

At the return threshold the transcendental powers must remain behind; the hero re-emerges from the kingdom of dread (return, resurrection). The boon that he brings restores the world (elixir). 

On his way to the place where he is to begin the Academy, he stops by his home village. He has returned a man and a hero. At first they don’t recognize him, but then they do. They try to bring him back down to what he was, but now their efforts fall off him like pine needles on a turtle shell. 

He sees that they are still in their distress. He sees it better than ever. But now he only pities them. He explains the new insights and what must be done, but it sounds like lunacy to them and they reject it. Perhaps he delivers a few in the village who wish to be free, but the rest tune him out. A few respond to the message and wish to leave the village to follow him. These he gladly receives into his disciples. 

He says that he has come to realize that the change must be slow, that people must come to this new truth of their own free will. God is there and is real and faithful. He wants all men to come to Him. He has much that is wonderful to say to each of us. But He will not force Himself on anyone. Tiercel and those who will join him have a great work ahead of them. 

He kisses his bride, calls his disciples, pronounces a blessing over the village, and turns away from them leaving them behind. Now to the great work. The great slow work.

The List of Lists

Being the Ultimate and Prioritized Cool Things List for the Ultimate Fantasy

Legend: Uber-Coolness Factor 10; Must Includes; Try To Work These In; Maybe Use These
1. The Hero’s Journey (including Mentor character and the hero’s mystical ability)

2. Fog forest where the hero encounters the Spirit of the living God

3. Using a water-filled Mars map as the map of the world

4. Jeff’s Ultimate Hero Quest: idealistic hero like me who becomes an adventurer; the young hero sallying forth in idealism and naiveté, but in purity of heart; the quest, the adventure, the heroic deed that must be performed; castles and knights-errant; the D&D style of adventurer

5. Tiercel the Holy Warrior: Paladins as elite special forces warriors (but with a Christian bent); academy/seminary for paladins, that is now only nominally Christian; spiritual warfare as an über-elite form of SpecOps Christian training; spiritual warfare as the highest battlefield maneuver; Tiercel becomes a spiritual warfare elite Paladin

6. An alternate form of Christianity (begun here and expanded in second trilogy) 

7. Female love interest/damsel in distress

8. Great battles as a setting for epic heroism and treachery—including at least one in which the paladins fight as a mixed force (and the cavalry tries to steal the glory)
9. Demons from the other realm are trying to get loose on ours

10. The message: God is there, and He knows and cares; God is ultimate reality

11. Castle siege and defense, possibly including the Paladins arriving to save the day 

12. Human villain modeled on Rale/Sting

13. Human villain modeled on John Malkovich—hero’s shadow self

14. A fully functioning, thriving world with kingdoms, history, and rising and falling powers

15. The collapsing pocket while Tiercel does the crucial spiritual warfare thingy

16. The misunderstood hero, maligned and abandoned by all, but ultimately vindicated 

17. I like the fact that the supposed good guys do not intervene in the ethnic cleansing

18. I like the theme of betrayal, especially as it concerns how Tiercel is betrayed 

19. Only Hinted At: Differing realities and reality magic

20. Only Hinted At: Recovering true religion and recovering the true scriptures

21. Only Hinted At: An alternate system or systems of magic and power

22. The swashbuckling hero who gains mastery of single combat with the sword

23. The slow, inevitable advance of the agent of destruction—hurricane time-bomb

24. Human villain modeled on Simon Callow—Rabdominius Qayle 

25. I like the epic scale of this story, which may mean I need lots of parallel story lines

The Secondary List—Things That Are Cool but not Uber-Cool

26. Hero trying to be accepted by the in-group of nobility, but will only ever be a servant

27. Tiercel distinguishes himself in battle and receives a battlefield commission/knighthood

28. Inhuman über villain modeled on cancer

29. Living in a castle as one of its proud defenders 

30. Villains who are after something besides world domination. I just get so sick of that. 

31. The whole story is based on the interplay between human choices and divine intervention

32. The charismatic movement arose as a “corrective” to mainstream Christianity 

33. The so-called feminine hero’s journey (from 45 Master Characters)

34. Fighting against powerful non-human creatures 

The Tertiary List—Things for the Second Trilogy

35. I love the theme of differing realities. Reality magic. 

36. An alternate system or systems of magic and power

37. An alternate form of Christianity 

38. Recovering true religion and recovering the true scriptures

And, Finally, Tiercel’s Inner Journey
His Inner Conflict
The error or “knot” this character has. What he’s repressed about himself. What his conflicting goals are. What false life he’s trying to live. The thing “Fate” has constructed this entire story as the perfect tool to make him face and deal with.
Tiercel wants to believe that God loves him and has a wonderful plan for his life. But everything in his life up to now has painted a different picture. He is deeply conflicted. 
Those around him tell him he is worthless and forgotten by God, if there even is a God. He is told he’s so insignificant that abuse is the best he can ever hope to receive, and he should be grateful for that. He is taught that God probably doesn’t exist, but if He does He simply waits in the bushes watching to see what we will do. It’s His great entertainment. He doesn’t care what we do. He has no master plan. He’s either not there or He’s just not interested in getting involved in human affairs. 
And yet Tiercel longs to believe. He yearns to believe that there is purpose and meaning and direction in his life, that God not only sees but intimately knows, and cares. He wishes he could believe that God has a marvelous, heroic purpose for his life. Tired of being the lowest, he dreams of being the highest. 
In short, he believes both that he is worthless and God doesn’t exist and that he has great worth and God not only exists but has a great destiny in store for him.

The story is perfectly constructed to make him decide which belief set he will choose to build his life upon. Either he’s worthless and should just kill himself (because there’s no God and so it doesn’t matter) or he’s precious to a very real God who has important things to be done that only Tiercel can do. 
First Impressions
The ideal way to introduce this character in order to illustrate this internal conflict.

He should be doing something that shows him trying to give birth and life to the idea that he has worth, that God is real and involved, and that He has an important destiny for Tiercel. Then, when that effort fails or is shot down, show him collapsing back into the other view, that he’s worthless, that God is nonexistent or at least absent, and that his only “grand purpose” is to lick their boots and be glad they don’t kill him right away.
So how about letting the first scene remain the same? He’s in the mummery as the holy warrior. They do the guessing game. He’s full of pride that he is seen as this great hero held in esteem by the whole village. He almost dares to believe that they might really allow him to be this person. He tastes what it’s like. But then they find out who he is and the abuse comes fast and heavy. He collapses in on himself and succumbs to their view of who and what he is and that God is absent or nonexistent, as, therefore, is his destiny.
The Pastor finds him on the edge of the highest hill, the only cliff-type formation for miles around, contemplating jumping off. They talk.

What about this: what if Tiercel desires to show himself worthy? He feels that he must do something incredibly heroic, like retrieve the bones of the child who died on the mountain crevasse, or cure cancer, or redirect the river to save the village. Only then would be considered worthy of equal treatment. 

So he would come onstage showing his heroism, his kindness, and also his pathetic attempt to achieve approval, doing some kind of crazy thing that, if successful, would elevate him to the pantheon of Good People. 

It seems to be working for awhile, but then, of course, it comes crashing down. It fails, perhaps because his own lack of faith (or from overreaching) and he is left in more ridicule and more scorn is heaped upon him than before. 

It should be something that shows his thoughtfulness and strategic instincts. When he’s at the academy he’s going to be known for two things: his empowerment of his subordinates and his strategic sensibilities and innovations. Those are the things, then, that should be shown at this moment.

Perhaps he could be encouraging two young boys so much that they’re willing to try something borderline dangerous for Tiercel. Perhaps he’s devised a new way to protect the village from the wolves that come and the boys are climbing way up a tree or something to enact the plan. 

Just as the demonstration begins, the parents freak out and pull the children away. But they do so at a crucial time and that is what actually puts the children in danger. It’s not perceived that way, of course. So the demonstration proceeds and, though it would’ve worked beautifully if they’d been left alone, now it fails miserably and he’s perceived as more idiotic than before. (Later, the elders perceive what he was trying and they decide to secretly enact his plan. Without giving him credit or praise, of course.)

The Crisis

What needs to happen to correct this conflict. The perfect thing to come along and force him to finally look at this thing and deal with it. The ideal (humorous, even) way to push him to the very edge so that he gives up avoiding it and finally tackles it head on. “Fate’s” way to push him off the fence one way or the other. 
Several events will be placed on both sides of the scale. He will have many things that cause him to lend credence to the idea that God is real and has a plan for him, and therefore that he has worth. But his doubt in his own worth will be as visible to his tormenters as a “Kick Me” sign on his back or toilet paper trailing from his pants. They will only be able to keep him down so long as he secretly believes this is what he deserves.
He will have an epiphany during his time in the fog forest and then in the Academy that causes him to believe God does love him. This will cause his confidence to rise and allow his leadership gifts and courageous personality to begin to shine. People will be attracted to it. He will have an intense hatred of those who abuse the weak or timid, and will become their protector, even getting into numerous fights about it. This will also cause his stature to rise in the Academy. His faith in God will rise to new heights, as well, as he finally dares to believe not just a little but to the nth degree. This will draw still more to his side. 

His old tormentors will strive to keep him down. They will call him Roach King and otherwise ridicule him. But they can’t, at the Academy, very well despise his belief in God. And someone will point out to him that, though they ridicule him, they are doing so because he has become a threat. They may not show their respect of him, but they cannot deny his newfound stature. 
Just when his confidence is at its peak, though, he will have a crash. The Academy is razed. The Mentor and other faculty are killed. He’s on his own and here in the outside world, no one thinks he’s special. The old doubts begin to gnaw. Still, he has loyal friends who don’t know him as anything but brave, and that helps him believe it himself. Besides, he really does have leadership qualities, so he sees what needs to be done and gets the troops marching. 

The cavalry group (the rich boys) take off to the front without him, leaving him to bring the wagon train, the infantry, the baggage, and the harlots.
This is a road of trails. I’d like things to begin falling apart (desertions, troubles, no sign of God, etc.) when the bad guys backed by three demonic warriors attack. 
I would like this attack to be one in which they use proper battle formation and tactics. The infantry and archers draw up correctly, but the cavalry lose patience and gallop out, breaking the plan. They begin to be decimated and come running back to the shelter of the infantry, who then begin winning the battle. I like that this is a full-scale battle. The cadets against the mercenaries. Saweet. 

This is his final trial in microcosm and foreshadowing. He finds he is able to use the things he learned at the Academy, and they work. However, there’s another possible interpretation besides what he thinks he saw and did, and this gnaws on him further. Several people around him don’t believe he did anything, much less the crucial thing. They think he froze up at the most important moment. They take the credit for saving them. His stature drops in some of their eyes. The group begins to splinter.
They arrive at the front expecting to find the troops ready to march in to stop the genocide. Instead, they find everyone lounging in camps. He realizes this isn’t an assault force but a defense force. They’ve dug in and don’t appear to be about to leave. 
He seeks out the commander, only to find out that their only purpose is to keep it contained. There are rumors about going in afterward to claim what’s left over. Tiercel tries to convince the commander to take action, but he will not. And then the commander’s son comes in with the accusations about Tiercel and the harlot and lies about how Tiercel messed up in the battle and even went chicken at the most important moment. Tiercel blows his top and takes a swing at the commander’s son, which is never a good idea. He’s relieved of command and told to scamper home. 
He goes someplace to pray and there receives an insight about what’s really going on. The danger isn’t the genocide. The danger is in a different direction altogether. His friends come to find him just as he’s coming out to find someone to tell him where that lava tube entrance is to the wizard’s volcano. He tells them what he has come to suspect. They’d like to believe him and come with him, but it seems so unlikely and in the wrong direction. Besides, if they go, too, they’ll be stripped of their paladin status, too. He says he would never ask anyone to do that, so he endeavors to go alone. 
He goes to The Woman, wanting her to, I don’t know, go with him or at least be safe, but instead, she’s angry, too, because he promised her one thing and she’s gotten the opposite and now she’s accused of sleeping with him for free and so will be beaten and she wishes she’d never listened to him because all it did was make it hurt more when the other shoe dropped. 
Disillusioned and forsaken, he begins his lone trek to where he thinks the real danger is. But his theory seems a lot less plausible when he’s not accompanied by a host of those in agreement. A kindly stable boy (?) offers him a horse and provisions. And off he goes.
His time alone in the wilderness isn’t good for him. His heavenly friend hasn’t been seen in weeks, his friends have left him, he’s been betrayed, he’s been stripped of the only thing that ever mattered to him, and all along God has been silent. Here I am, doing this big thing for You, and You don’t even help. Maybe You’re not there after all. Maybe I’m of all men the most to be pitied, out here on a fool’s errand chasing roadrunners and tumbleweeds. I should just go home. But I have no home to go back to. I should just lay down and die.
Just then he hears horsemen approaching. He hides, barely able to motivate himself to find concealment. But they find him anyway. It’s his friends! Two or three of them, at least, including The Woman. They’re having a tearful reunion when they hear something and look over a ridge.
And spot the big enemy’s hideout! Tiercel’s “divine hunch” had been right. Halleluiah! Well, then that means— As they’re figuring out what it means and beginning to formulate a plan, bad guys capture them all. They put up a fight (well, Tiercel doesn’t) but they’re captured and brought into the lava tube. They’re finally in the right place at the right time, but now they’re separated and in cages.
The Moment of Truth
What the breaking point looks like. What becomes the last straw, the final insult or last dashed hope, that causes him to deal with it right now. The climactic moment of truth. 
Rale comes to visit them in captivity. Gloating. If there is a John Malkovich character, he comes to visit Tiercel, too. Rale takes a fancy to The Woman and decides he will make special use of her. Don’t know what he thinks of the others with them, possibly just that he’ll sacrifice them along with the rest of the rabble. Tiercel he taunts. “Look at you, the holy warrior. Big whoop. Soon you will be the first morsel consumed by my master.”
The big moment is upon us. The membrane has torn and is almost ripped away. Larger demons are coming through by the second and the tear is widening. Tiercel sees them all with his special vision, and fears for the world. But what can he do? He must get to the…X…if he is going to effect his attack. And he must save The Woman before Rale can do her in. 

When all looks lost, the John Malkovich character turns on Rale (secretly) and decides to let Tiercel out. He even stays behind to fight the guards to give Tiercel time to get to X and do his thing. 
Tiercel has to sneak around and such, but he gets to X. But here there is the final test of his faith. Something comes along that is the most powerful argument yet to prove that there is no God, that Tiercel is worthless, and that his efforts are less than pointless. He will die, and for what—a God who isn’t there? You fool! You pathetic fool! Bwahahaha. The last thing happens that makes it look hopeless and too late.
I’d love it if this were a tumultuous moment: wind blowing, cave collapsing, boat sinking, waves crashing, bad guys converging, good guys falling…

Something, I don’t know what, causes Tiercel to decide to believe. Maybe he just decides it would be better to play this out according to what you once believed, and at least die trying to do what he believes in, than to fold here and go out with a whimper and a doubt. Maybe in that moment there really is no faith left at all. Maybe it all comes down to the anger at Jim Bob back home who said he would never amount to anything and when he died it would be as a coward. “I’m no coward, Jim Jones. I will die believing.” 
The Decision
What he chooses to do. Which way he jumps off the fence.
He chooses faith, of course. He believes. He prays. He makes the decision. He decides that from now on no matter what he will always believe that God is there, God is good, God is intimately involved in life, and God has a plan for his life. He makes his plunge, takes his death-assuring leap of faith, and successfully hits the ring or target or whatever. He breaks the vial or flips the switch or destroys the hourglass. That’s the act the entire story has led up to. 
Now he’s done it. It will either work or it won’t. All he can do now is sit back and prepare to die.

He senses there is a positive shift, but he can’t be sure. Something’s going on, that’s for sure. But then he hears screams of fear and pain and dismay. It’s The Woman. He runs off to try to help her.
The Ramifications

How this change causes him to be different in the resolution of the external conflict of the story.

Now he’s a man convinced. He goes for Rale, who is high against the wall membrane holding The Woman under his knife. Something has gone wrong and the cave is falling in on itself as the great demon tries to get through the portal or get back. 

He doesn’t realize it, but he’s acting out the mummery of the opening scene. Guards come at him, but he is so full of faith and the power of God now that they cannot stand before him. Some burn to a crisp at his gaze. Some see the unseen host coming with him, and go mad. Some oppose him but his faith in God is such that he cannot be touched. The very tide of God is rising behind him, propelling him along.
Rale threatens to kill The Woman, says you’ve stopped my plans but you can’t stop my hand. Pours out the doubts that poisoned Tiercel before. But now they fall off him like pine cones off an iron shield. Tiercel speaks in the name of God and overcomes Rale, thus saving The Woman. The great demon shrieks in pain but, in a last motion, grabs Rale and takes him to the nether region with him. The portal collapses and the cave begins to fall in upon itself. Tiercel gets The Woman out just as it erupts.
The Plot
On June 25, 2006, I sat down to write up the plot, at least enough to be sure that three things “fit” into the story line: 1) The Hero’s Journey steps, 2) the Ultimate Cool Things list, and 3) Tiercel’s Inner Journey. 
What I don’t want to do is so select everything out and in such detail that there is nothing fun left to do or discover when I actually do the writing. 

I also want to get this plot down on paper and then go back through this whole document looking for other cool things I definitely wanted to include that somehow got missed up ’til now.
	Plot Item
	The Hero’s Journey
	Ultimate Cool Things
	Tiercel’s Inner Journey

	Prologue: Rale begins rupturing the membrane
	
	Demons from the other realm are trying to get loose on ours
	

	Tiercel doing the mummery
	Aw, see 
“Plot Table.doc”
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	


Story Notes

Ideas and thoughts that came to me after I began Tiercel’s Journal

Some Ideas for Theme, Character, and Villain

In my conversation today with Mark he said some things that were interesting for the story. They may help me get unstuck.

For a villain, he suggested taking what I consider the worst villain of our age (which I said was militant Islam) and making that the movement of the “good guys,” showing how seductive it is, showing why people join it and become leaders, showing what they’re really trying to do, at least in their minds. 

Also I was telling Mark about that time in Virginia when I was going to throw out my novel and Robin wouldn’t let me. I was in crisis because I thought I had to deny anything I liked in order to please God. I finally decided to write it, but for Robin, thinking that I was disobeying God to do so. As soon as I made that decision, He revealed to me that this was what He’d wanted for me. And so I realized I’d had, in Mark’s words, “An awful and convoluted view of God.” He said I should write about this…

Like I could give to one of my major supporting characters the idea that God calls us to forsake everything we like, love, or want to do, in order to deny oneself and follow Him.

I found myself saying, “Yes, that event showed I had a wrong view of God. In fact, I’ve had a lot of wrong views of God over the years.” He thought that was significant. He thought I should write about that, to a secular audience, to try to help people come out of their own wrong views of God. That would be cool. I could collect all the wrong ideas about God and give one each to the main characters, heroes and villains alike. 

Could every major character be operating with a wrong view of God? This whole event, then, becomes God’s way of correcting them all. I would need to collect seven or eight (or maybe just four or five) major wrong thoughts people have about God, and give them to characters. This is cool.

(Add the “Sometimes God really does hide Himself” realization to the list.)

Wrong Views of God
What are the different wrong views people, even believers, can have about God? And how might these be assigned to characters in this story?

	Statement
	Elaboration
	Analysis
	Solution

	If you are to truly follow God, you must turn your back on everything you desire
	If you don’t, you’re not denying yourself, taking up your cross, and following Him. You’re clinging to your desires and shaking your fist at God’s. Certain desires are considered okay, such as a desire to love God or stay married to your spouse or work hard. It’s only when it comes to “selfish” desires that deviate from everyone else that this rule applies.
	How damaging this one is! God gives us desires. How awful  to think that the thing He made me good at and made me like is something I’m not allowed to do. Indeed, it is precisely the thing I must avoid. Blessed is the man who does not condemn himself in what he approves. 
	Believe that God is like a father and would never ask us  to give up the things we love, especially the things He’s made us love, like, and be good at. Believe that, when we follow Him, He purifies and clarifies the desires He wants us to have—s that He can grant them. God doesn’t want us miserable. He delights to give His children what they like, especially when He caused them to like it!

	God loves you but He doesn’t like you. You’re forgiven and redeemed and all, but that’s not quite enough
	This is the one that gets 99% of all Christians. We believe in God’s goodness and sacrifice, but in our hearts we believe we’re not quite good enough and must do this or that to make up the difference. This is what Search for Significance is all about. Approval addiction, perfectionism, the blame game, and shame.  
	We hear this all the time. The song says “my sinful self, my only shame” and bemoans “my unworthiness.” I understand the sentiment, but what it’s really saying is that I stink and am unlovable. Why are we shocked that most Christians can’t believe in their own worth or in God’s favor on us? Duh.
	Believe that God loves you. Believe that He delights in you like a groom seeing his bride coming forward in the bridal march. Believe that He sees you as His previous child, who causes Him to break into a smile just by walking into the room. 

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	


Coming of Age Story
I was watching the bonus DVD for the original Star Wars trilogy and heard George Lucas say that Star Wars is “your basic coming of age story.” It is. I need to remember that for Tiercel. He’s a youth, with all the powerlessness (being consumed, small, etc.) that goes with it. But by the end he has transformed and become powerful. A player. Master of his own destiny. A king, even. 

Make sure that journey is clear in my story. What is it that will take Tiercel from what he is to what he must become? It may actually be more than just having him trust in God’s goodness. There has to be the idea of throwing off the limitations and safeties of youth and taking a bold stand and a risk to become a man.
Lucas also said that his story was important because of the archetypes he used: the youth, the princess, the swashbuckler, the shadow, and the mentor. Be sure I’ve chosen my archetypes well, too. 

Where Is God?

I was reading in Isaiah 26, and then in Romans 1, about God’s wrath. Isaiah says that when God reveals His judgments, people learn how to live right, but when He gives mercy to the wicked, they just don’t get it. 
It made me realize how in the OT God was always handing out active judgments. But in the NT He doesn’t. That sent me to Romans, where I see that His judgment now is simply in letting the wicked go their own way and receive their just results. In other words, His judgment now is to not judge. 

Is He letting everyone “in” who will come? Is this the age of grace when anyone can get in who will? Is it simultaneously the age when He gives people enough rope to hang themselves?
What if the whole story were about trying to find God? Where is He? In the old days, He handed out punishments left and right. But now…not so much. 

What if my villain is really a desperate person longing to find God? What if, as a child, s/he believed in God’s intervention with childlike faith. Then, when his/her mother was ill s/he prayed in faith that He intervene, but He did not and the mother died. Then s/he began a life of trying to find God and see what it would take to get Him to act. She began with worship and honest veneration. Then when that didn’t work she moved to more manipulative and desperate things, like works and taking great risks for God and so forth. Then when that failed to prompt Him to action, she moved to more flagrant things, like daring Him to take her life or daring Him to stop her from doing certain heinous acts to innocent victims. Until she has reached the place where she is capable of any atrocity as a last-ditch effort to get God to rouse Himself and do something. She tells herself she’s still doing it to regenerate faith among the masses, but really she’s just angry at God and frustrated and confused. The little girl, still. When Tiercel shows up and God appears to be working through him, she’s drawn to him. Between attempts to rouse Him to action she’s checking out the claims of those who appear to see God acting in and around them. She wants to be close. She wants to figure out what she has to do to get God to act on her behalf. It has driven her to madness. In the end, she will realize that He was acting on her behalf all along, that He loves her dearly, but now she is too far gone. (Wow, that’s cool.)
So what if Tiercel’s quest is to find God? His quest is the same as hers. In fact, at a crucial moment they’ll be sharing the passion and joy of basking in His active presence. Anyway, he’s trying to find the God who hides Himself, who has shown His wrath now by not showing it—or Himself. But he decides, despite temptations to the contrary, to come out on the side of faith, not anger.
Wow, has God just given me the key to unlocking my story? What I didn’t like yet was my villain and my stakes. Now I think I like both. Thank You, Jesus.

A New Villain
This person (male or female?) started out just like Tiercel. In fact, they are mirror images of one another. Both began with an innate belief in and love for God. Both aspire to know Him. Both are people after God’s own heart. But the difference is that this villain blamed God for the loss of someone s/he loved.
As a child, believing Villain prayed for God to heal his/her mother of a serious illness. It was a protracted illness. He felt blame for it somehow, like perhaps he had brought in the infection. Mother (or sister or father?) was suffering greatly. Believing Villain (BV) prayed urgently and in great faith for God to heal the ailing loved one. God did not. BV went to the priest who had told him that prayer would change things. The priest came and prayed, but still God did not heal. 
There was something bad going on in the village then, too. Perhaps attackers, or a drought, or a plague. Evil and injustice were happening in the world. Good people were suffering mightily. God wasn’t intervening with that, either. 
BV goes on a vision quest and a fast and begins self-injury in order to be pious enough to get God to intervene for his loved one. The situation only gets worse.
Then, the final injury. On the vision question, BV gets so frustrated and afraid and desperate that he does the thing he would never do. Sacrifices his beloved pet. Then the mother dies. In anguish, BV concludes that God is either heartless and mean, or absent.
He runs away then and begins a lifelong quest to punish God. He’s telling himself he’s seeking out ways to access God, to rouse Him to action. But in reality, he’s trying to provoke God to action. Look at me! Pay attention to me! He never loses his faith. He tries that path for a while, being an atheist, but then he hears of some miracle and he goes to investigate. He can’t help it. He’s drawn.
He blames God for every downward rung he reaches. “You made me like this. You could’ve intervened, but You didn’t. You carefully constructed events to be perfectly orchestrated to break my faith. I believed in You. I trusted in You. And You did not come when I needed You. Yet You come when others call. Why is that? What is it about me that makes You ignore me specifically? Yes, You could’ve prevented this, but You didn’t. And so now everything I do is a result of what You did to me. If anyone suffers, it’s because of You. Just remember that You could’ve prevented it all by granting one little prayer from a child who only wanted to love You.” 
So, he’s angry. But he’s not automatically a villain. He begins as a desperate seeker. He goes from holy man to holy man seeking how he might engage God. He tries various things, from piety to worship to good deeds to strenuous works to sacrificial penance to spreading the gospel or building a church or taking the gospel to new lands. When all the traditional methods fail, he begins looking to the fringe.
He tries out the faith healers and the miracle workers and those who go after signs and wonders. He finds them to be all frauds. Frauds who take his money. And who give him a theology that puts all blame for unanswered prayers on himself and his own lack of faith. He becomes more and more cynical. He seeks out other religious traditions within his own faith, but finds nothing. He seeks out cults and kooks and crazed religious leaders, to no avail. At each step he gets further and further abused, and more angry. 
He becomes a wandering seeker. He rushes out to wherever there are claims of miracles and wonders. He interviews those who claim to have encountered God. What he finds at every step is either falsehood among the claimants—or that something did happen here but he missed it. Always it eludes him.
He begins investigating the claims of other religions. He binds himself to each one with fervor and zeal—until he comes to understand that they are false and induce slavery. 
Only once does he find true power. In with a witch doctor he begins to encounter poltergeist-like activity. He begins checking into demonic possession, activity, and (ultimately) summoning. He’s glad to be back to his own faith, even if it is working for the other side. He finds, through the deception and maliciousness, that these spirits really do exist. They know the hidden God, but they’re not about to take him to Him. In this way he begins learning how to at least find out about God once removed. 
I’d like it if somehow I could arrange it where when we first meet him he’s killing, about to kill, or has just killed a holy man. Allowing himself to hope one last time, he did the thing this holy man recommended. He tried it; really tried it. But it didn’t work—at least not in the way he’d wanted. And so he’s come to the holy man and killed him. For making him believe. 
Perhaps this could be how he is at the beginning. Then he goes off for years seeking other religions and finally demonology. When we catch back up to him, he has changed. Or perhaps this is him at an advanced stage. He enters the church in all his malignancy and has a confrontation with the priest. The holy man doubts such a fallen and evil person could ever treat with God. But it turns out the villain had listened to the priest long ago when he had told him his mother would live if only he prayed hard enough. Now he has come back to make sure he doesn’t say such things again. (Kind of like all the messed-up adults who were molested as altar boys, coming back to not only exact revenge on their molesters but also to be sure they don’t molest anyone else.)
Whether this murder is the thing that finally sets him free to be (as a teenager) evil or is the thing that completes his journey to evil (as an adult), I don’t know. 
The Great Evil of Our Age
Mark asked me to name what I thought was the great enemy or threat or villain of our age. I said “Militant Islam.” He suggested I figure out a way to make that into my villain for the novel. (Actually, he said I should take that and use it as the side my protagonist is on. It’s an interesting idea, but I’m not sure that’s not his plan, not mine.)
How to do that…? 
Militant Islam claims to be a religion of peace and claims to be concerned with holiness and worship of God. It’s all about religious zeal. That sounds nice and cozy, until somebody gets blown up. In truth, Militant Islam is a religion of prejudice and violence and extreme domination. It’s a male-centered religion bent on the rape of the human populace. Bow to our will or suffer. 
Bowing to their will means submitting. Islam means “to submit.” All women must submit to the Muslim man. All non-Muslim men must submit to the Muslim man. 
Militant Islam is a serial rapist (of women, children, and men). It is the prison inmate gang leader bent on raping and demeaning all others until he is supreme. The only thing he respects is any fellow rapist, any other alpha male who might do unto him before he can do unto others. Those, he avoids or attacks subversively or feigns peace with. But always he is maneuvering to gain dominance over.
Militant Islam uses intimidation, terror, threats, violence, subversion, false compliments, lies, and anything else to bend his opponents to his will and trample them beneath his feet.
Militant Islam can never be appeased. Appeasement merely encourages more aggression. 
The only thing that can stop a serial rapist is when another man or group comes along and overpowers him. He must be killed or castrated or confined to leg irons far away from human exposure. Preferably all three. 
Bending over and taking it only gives him momentum to do so to you over and over. He must be opposed. He must be fought. He must be beaten back. He must be treated like a wild, rabid, and extremely intelligent animal that, if allowed inside the gate, will certainly ravage the entire village.
Okay, how can I show this without making it painfully clear that I’m bashing Militant Islam? I need to make it look like something else. Like Eskimos or China or seahorses. Something that throws off the mind and allows people to see it without being distracted by the trappings.
Tiercel’s Inner Journey
Do I want it to be Tiercel’s realization that God likes and loves him? Yes, I think so. Then how do I form that into the shape of a satisfying inner journey? 
His “problem” needs to be that he doesn’t believe God likes and loves him. His wrong belief is that he has to do certain things to achieve the approval of others and thereby gain full approval and can be a good person. 
The inner journey climax, then, needs to be one in which he is sorely tempted to hold onto the old belief and do something huge based on that, or let it go and embrace the new belief and do something huge based on that. The outer journey climax needs to afford him the chance to play out either path he takes in his inner journey climax.
Tiercel was going along fine thinking he could make it with the wrong belief if he just could do X. So we’ve got to come to him trying to achieve X in some extravagant fashion.

But “fate” intervenes and does not let him succeed with the old way. God comes in and begins to show him the bankruptcy of that old way.
All the events in the story are God showing him that the old way doesn’t work (and suggesting a new way) and Tiercel trying to shoehorn the old way into the situations where it doesn’t work. Events keep beating him down until he’s finally teachable and begins to understand why the old way has been hurting him and others.
Everything heads toward the moment of truth when he has to decide, once and for all, to hold on to the old way (though it will destroy him) or let go of that and embrace the new way (though it cost him his pride and require a leap of faith).
There’s the story.

I need to keep the Hero’s Journey firmly in mind along the way, though, along with the coming of age story, too. How to do all three? I don’t know, but if I do it will be amazing.

Character Tips from Star Wars
George Lucas said he liked to have characters surrounding the hero who stood as a contrast to him. The idealistic Luke needed the wizened mentor and the cynical mercenary as foils. It provided built-in conflict and disagreement (i.e., always something to talk about) and probably also gave the hero opportunities to express his heart and goals
I think I should do this, as well.

He also brought in two contrasting characters as comic relief. Remember, I need to make the story fun and funny as well as serious and grand and epic. 

He said you’ve got major characters and minor characters, a hero, allies and their sidekicks, and a villain and his henchmen. It’s the great coming of age story. 
There also has to be a girl. Definitely a girl.

Naïve hero enters into the great big world. Suffers lots of setbacks because the game is played at a higher level out here. But he finds new allies in unexpected places, and things seem like they might be manageable. Then he meets the girl. Ah, the girl. But the challenges get fiercer and he comes into more direct contact with the villain, first through his henchmen and then directly. Then the gauntlet is thrown down and he must face the villain alone. His friends can help him so far, but there comes a point where he has to go on alone. Everything hangs in the balance as he squares off against the villain. He must reach deep down and, with the help of some kind of divine intervention, overthrow the villain. And get the girl. He ceases to be a boy with potential and emerges as a man in full. That’s the story. 
What would be good foils for Tiercel? He’s not Luke Skywalker, but he’s close. Young, inexperienced, idealistic. He’s also downtrodden and debilitatingly self-conscious. He’s seeking for a God that most of the world has written off as mythological. 
An embodiment of that cynicism would be nice. Not too Han Solo-ish, but similar. Someone who thinks such pursuits are a complete waste of time. This person eventually comes to hope that Tiercel is right about his faith.
Someone who senses his insecurities and preys on them would be needed. Someone at the Academy, no doubt. Perhaps this one could eventually become an ally?

Someone who embodies (at least in Tiercel’s mind) the ideal of what he’s searching for would be nice.
Someone wise who is further along the same path and can give him good training and counsel would be necessary, too. Not Obi Wan, but certainly a mentor.

Someone who represents what Tiercel could become if he’s not careful might be fun. Maybe several somebodies representing several bad detours Tiercel could take. Like one who becomes the bitter doubter. And another who gets mired in temptation and sin. And another who lets success get to him. And another who, through tragedy, rejects Tiercel’s religion altogether. 
Certainly a girl. A girl who may not be any kind of a believer in Tiercel’s religion. But she needs to be rescued, loved by Tiercel as Christ loved the church. Redeemed. Believed in. Restored and given a new chance. Thought of as worthwhile, as God thinks of Tiercel (and her). 
What are the ways people act out their belief that they’re not good enough? Approval addiction, perfectionism, the blame game, and shame. Hiding faults has to come in somewhere, as do other forms of compensation and distraction. If the whole story is going to be about feeling inferior and unlovable by God, then several characters have to illustrate the various ways that can be played out. 
What could be my comic relief? How about one or two people who take their desire to be significant to an absurd degree. Like the failed mage in Krull. This one is a slave to approval, perhaps, doing all kinds of outrageous things to achieve it. Kind of like Nacho and Skeletor in Nacho Libre. 
The villain is certainly a reflection of what Tiercel could become. His tragic desire to be thought worthy of God’s love, when all along he is, is the key element to the story.

The henchmen could represent an array of possible defenses people might adopt to fend off the notion that they’re worthless. They might seek worth in achievement, obedience, advancement, respect, cruelty, prowess (with arms, drink, and/or women), audacity, courage, wealth, comfort, drugged self-medication, self-rewarding. 

Actually, I think this story should be entirely peopled with characters seeking to erase the sinking feeling that they’re really insignificant and worthless. 

“You worthless fool” ought to be a frequent refrain throughout the book. 

All These Sequences
It’s like I’ve got multiple sequences I’m trying to make work in this one story. I’ve got:
· Tiercel’s inner journey

· The coming of age story

· The hero’s journey

· The ultimate cool things list

· Plus the Search for Significance stuff
· And the comic relief
Sometimes it feels too big. Sometimes it feels too plot-driven (do ya think?). 
[Note, I went over to “Plot Table.doc” to work on this some more. Check it out.]
The McGuffin

George Lucas pointed out that R2-D2 (or, more properly, the plans inside R2-D2) was the McGuffin in Star Wars. It was the thing everyone was looking for. 
I noticed that this device was useful for causing characters to come into contact with one another, for the story to “activate” certain characters, and for lots of movement in the story. It might be something I’d want to use.
More Character Notes from Star Wars
George Lucas said he wanted to make the two heroes—Luke and Leia—to be very different from one another. One was idealistic, the other sophisticated. One naïve, the other worldly wise. One a bucolic farmer, the other a diplomatic leader. Cool.
What characters might be very opposite to Tiercel? 

Lucas also said he wanted to tell the story from the perspective of two characters who were very insignificant: Artoo and Threepeio. This idea he got from The Hidden Fortress. Telling the story through the eyes of the lowly is nice because it gives us the feeling of events being about other important people. It gives it a feeling of being an epic story. Most of our lives we feel like the important stuff happens elsewhere and we see only the tail end of it. That feels powerful.
He also said that there are moments when you don’t really have a choice, when you have to do something because events force it. This is the hand of fate. Ooh, I like that. Fate has chosen Tiercel. He couldn’t get out if he wanted to. Well, he could, but it would destroy him.

What Could the McGuffin Be?
In Star Wars it was R2-D2 and the stolen plans to the Death Star. In The Lord of the Rings it was the ring. What should it be in my story? 
Could the McGuffin itself be the herald or the call to adventure, or both? 
What kind of thing would the world be looking for that would drag Tiercel into adventure? To answer that question, I have to know what’s going on in the world outside Tiercel’s hidden enclave. 
So let’s think about that.
The outside world has forgotten about God. It has been so many years—perhaps thousands—since there has been any sign of His hand in the world. The old institutions remain, but they have fallen into disrepair, disunity, and dissipation. They are no longer respected. They hang on for tradition’s sake only. Even the clergy have lost faith and bright young acolytes no longer give their lives to the church. It is dying out.
In this vacuum, powers long held in check make frightening advances. Initiatives and influences, even in social circles, that would’ve been rejected outright in generations past are now embraced and adopted. And in those countries where the faith had never taken hold, whatever presence had grown has now been washed aside. The world stage is set for an anti-God leader. The one thing that has stood in its way has now been removed. His time is at hand.
Suppose there was a force, a consciousness, that had been waiting for this day for millennia. Suppose there was a spirit who had once tried to exert itself over all the land but had been thwarted, largely because of the church. Furious, it had been forced to delay its plans of world destruction and/or domination. Slowly, with a patience employed through need only, the spirit worked to undermine that power. Like a government covertly funding rebels of an enemy country, it supported every rebellion, every sabotage, every deviancy, working… [jumping to next paragraph here because of inspiration.] 
I see it: It’s a true paladin elite, the spiritual warfare kind, who has been hunted by assassins and is now near death. He tumbles into Tiercel’s forest, his only thought to keep the thing, the McGuffin, from the assassins. Tiercel finds him because he’s out on his own, having been rejected by the village and also because he’s seeking solitude. “You must…get this to…Prine Gorrault. Must…” 
He gives him some kind of thing that apparently has great value attached to it. Unbeknownst to the world, the new contender for king of the world has a great hatred for the church. While publically saying the church has no power and he pays it no mind, secretly all his assassins are deployed to find the last patrol of Christian paladin spiritual warriors who have the thing that could cause his undoing. 
What is it? Something that would revitalize the faith of every human who saw it. A sign of God. The first real sign of God in over a thousand years. Indisputable proof of God’s existence and care for man in the world.
[But actually he doesn’t have it on him. He’s hidden it in a fog forest, and then he’s been running away for days trying to throw the pursuers off the trail.]

When the paladin has explained enough of this to Tiercel to get him interested—and to get his heroic heart pumping—the bad guys come by. Tiercel hides while the paladin goes out. He performs some astonishing spiritual blow and then falls to hand-to-hand against the enemy. He comports himself remarkably, easily the match of six men. But finally he is overcome, perhaps by some supernatural power, and he is defeated. 
The enemy (those who aren’t dead and mortally injured) laugh at him and spit on his body. They search him but do not find the item they’re looking for. (Maybe it’s better that Tiercel have it, after all.) Furious, the enemy commanders order that the paladin’s body be desecrated and returned to…someone.
When should this come? I think it should come before Tiercel is cast out of the village. He’s tried his first thing to gain their approval, but it doesn’t work. So he’s out here sulking, venturing farther away from their village than he’s ever been—right to the edge of the forest. And that’s when he has this encounter. 
He returns home with his new talisman, eager to give it to his priest or bury it and forget it. Perhaps he talks with his priest, who tells him what he should do but Tiercel resists. Or perhaps (and I think this is better) when he gets back to camp they’ve been looking for him because his priest is near death. 
So now, when he finally wants to stay home and not be involved in any adventures, the village casts him out. He knows the enemy army is out there beyond the forest, so he can’t just go waltzing through there. But he also knows he has to get to the fog forest to find what the paladin told him about.
He thinks to just live as an outcast in the forest. But something causes him to change his mind. Perhaps a vision in a dream (no). Perhaps he overhears something. Perhaps he has a change of heart and decides he’d rather die trying to do something important, something that might actually prove that God does love him, than living here like a pitiful homeless person in the woods. So through some good fortune or just stealthy travel, he strikes out into the wilderness toward a hoped-for encounter with the living God.
Ahead of him, looming in the fog-shrouded forest, he feels he will finally meet his destiny. 
He’s right.

The Foil
George Lucas talks about Han Solo as the perfect foil to Luke. Where Luke is young and idealistic and compassionate, Han is older and cynical and self-passionate. The difference between them creates fun opportunities for conflict and dialogue.
I’d like to do this, too, but with a different kind of character foil for Tiercel. 

I was thinking of a Performer character. The Performer’s ESFP is the absolute opposite to the Mastermind’s INTJ. 
The Performer is Billy Boyd from The Lord of the Rings and the Italian father character in Everything Is Beautiful. Everything is a party. Something fun is always happening. Everything should be made fun of in order to have a laugh. Eat, drink, and be merry. 
I don’t know what character this could be. I mean, I don’t have a ready idea of who would be Tiercel’s companion. Maybe someone he meets on the approach to the Academy. 

While Tiercel is always too serious and thinking about weighty things like glory and faith, this character has found the pub and a girl and is currently jamming with the band.

Wargames and a New Leader
On one of the first days of the academy the task of the faculty will be to identify the cadet leaders. One of the wargames will be a capture-the-flag style game with the cadets against the seniors or the nearby castle garrison, or the like. 

Just like in Battlefield 2, when the game starts, all the cadets will run for the enemy flag in a quest for glory. Tiercel will want to run forward, too, but will sense the need to post a guard at the flag. He yells after them, but they don’t listen. So he stays. He gives up glory for the good of the team and the protection of team objectives. (Perhaps the Performer cadet—see previous entry—stays, too, though he would do so just because he has no taste for battle.)
Pretty soon, the enemy comes upon Tiercel. He puts up a valiant but short resistance and is overcome. 
The round ends in a tie because one guy on Tiercel’s team (the son of the great general) led the troops to overrun and take the enemy flag. 

The faculty rewards the general’s son, the one who led the charge and captured the enemy flag. But the achievement is nullified by the fact that their own flag was taken. 
They call Tiercel out, as if to chastise him. They grill him about what he did and why, and he explains. The general’s son (surrounded by some large and glory-seeking cronies) ridicules him as a coward. But then the faculty rewards him greatly, even above the general’s son (which irks him to no end).
For the second round, they put half the cadets under the command of the general’s son and half under Tiercel’s command. Tiercel tries to coordinate with him, but he’s not interested. “You do whatever you think your cowardly ways should demand. I’m going to do the main thing.”
So Tiercel tasks half his force with defending the flag (complete with scouts and a reaction force; and led by the Performer) and leads the other half in a flanking maneuver that skirts the main action and swoops around to take the enemy flag. When the general’s son arrives, Tiercel is already sitting on the enemy objective—and the good guy flag is still held by the good guys.
This means, of course, that we will need at least two major, real battles in which Tiercel can contribute and even coordinate.
Running Gags
Irvin Kershner, director of The Empire Strikes Back, said that the way to have humor in an otherwise dark story is to have running gags. Like C3P0 always getting left behind by the main heroes in this movie. Or the “I’ve got a bad feeling about this” line. I should try to include some running gags in my story, maybe.

Teaching Medieval Battlefield Tactics
Part of the academy training would be teaching medieval battlefield tactics. 
I can see them learning cavalry tactics by riding around a field in which large blocks or wagons of wood were the main centerpieces. These unmoving or slowly moving blocks represent the infantry. They are the base of everything else. The cavalry hides behind them, darts out around them, then comes back to safety behind them. The archers…um…also hide behind them. 

I like a symbolic way of teaching this stuff. I think that would be cool for the reader, too, and would allow me to be a teacher.
Cuss Words Refer to What Represses You

Interesting article at: http://www.washingtonpost.com/wp-dyn/content/article/2006/12/04/AR2006120401286.html. 
“When you get mad, you look for words that attack what represses you,” said Louise Lamarre, a Montreal cinematographer who must tread lightly around the language, depending on whether her films are in French or English. “In America, you are so Puritan that the swearing is mostly about sex. Here, since we were repressed so long by the church, people use religious terms.”

So the French use words like tabernacle, host, chalice, and baptism as cuss words, while the English use words referring to sex. 

I don’t know if I agree, but it sounds like a fun way to play with non-cussing for Tiercel’s story. It also affords a chance to characterize what the nation is feeling repressed by.
Thing 1: What are the major steps of God’s plan?

1. Creation

2. The Fall (with the curse and the casting out)

a. Nothing until Noah

3. The Flood

4. Repopulation of the Earth

a. Nothing Until Abram

5. The Calling of Abram (and the creation of a people)

6. The Journey to Egypt (and the enlargement of His people)

7. The Exodus (and the giving of the Law

8. The Conquest (establishing Israel as a light to the nations)

9. Nothing Planned Until the Messiah, But…

a. Establishment of the Monarchy

b. Fall into Idolatry

c. Exile

d. Return

e. Nothing Until the Coming of Messiah

10. The Coming of Messiah (birth, life, death, burial, resurrection of Jesus Christ)

11. Pentecost and Great Commission (church age)

a. Nothing Until the End Times (Gospel to the Ends of the Earth; current age) 

12. End Times (Rapture? Antichrist, false prophet, tribulation, return of Christ, judgment)

Why did He go through the entire silly exercise? Creating mankind at all seems like a bad idea. The notion that He needs free-will worshippers sounds good, but He already had these with the angels, didn’t He? Maybe creation was to give angels the chance to worship Him freely (or not) and, as a bonus, to add billions of free-will human worshippers. The only down side is He had to permanently torment or destroy all dissenters. But such is the price of free will. 

I’ve always said He did creation to provide a crime for Satan to commit that would justify God’s condemnation of him. But maybe it was all about free will. Adoration means nothing if the adorer has no alternative.

Thing 2: What Was God’s Original Plan?

1. Provide the chance for all angels to worship Him in free will, or not

2. Create creation and humanity as the stage for this choice to play itself out

3. Cast out the disobedient and embrace those who choose Him in free will

4. But what about those humans? Was the entire race created just to be cast out forever? Surely they should have the same choice the angels had. The angels were all of a race together at the same time. They all made an informed choice. But humans were deceived and not given a fair choice. So God, in His mercy, devised a way whereby humans could have the benefit of an analogous choice.

a. First, establish a light that would show the world that salvation can be found

b. Second, establish the way by which anyone who so chooses may be saved

c. Third, give all humanity a suitable time period in which to choose to worship God in free will, or not (we’re in that time now)

d. Finally, terminate the testing period and cast out the obedient and embrace those who choose Him in free will

5. Go through eternity with those eternal souls—angelic and human—who in free will have chosen to worship Him

Thing 3: What do I need to do before starting to write?

1. Finish creating characters:

a. The pastor

b. The villain

2. Decide whether to plot or just go for it

3. Think of the coolest things ever (castle defense, God seeking those to serve Him in free will), and simply decide to include them all

4. Start writing

Something that Both Tiercel and the Villain Could Do

What’s something that could be either an act of faith or a useless work depending on the motives of the doer?

 

              Obedience 

              Good works

              Tithe or giving

              A sacrifice

              Praise

              Evangelism

              Working in the church

              Teaching others about God

              Going on a mission trip

 

If you do it to obtain God’s favor, it’s useless. If you do it because you love God and just want to celebrate that and lavish Him with love, then it’s a pleasing aroma.

 

What would be the ultimate act of faith (or worthless works)?

 

              Surrendering your life for another or for the Gospel

              Allowing someone or something to be destroyed rather than denying God

 

Anything involving death in relation to following or denying God.

More On That
Here I’m copying down a notebook paper of notes I took while in Oregon over Christmas 2006.

What would be the ultimate test of Tiercel’s faith?

1. That God exists, loves me, and is aware and motivated to help

2. That God doesn’t exist or doesn’t love me or know or want to help

How could I draw up a situation to test this? Something that makes him gamble everything.

If he risks it all and is wrong, he dies and all is lost. The choice must be something that requires an all-or-nothing decision.

Even the choice to reject faith won’t be ideal—or should it be? Should it be a choice between faith-with-loss and atheism-with-safety? Once choice is costly but has meaning. The other is inexpensive but meaningless. Safety with despair? 

If so, he should meet someone who chose safety but was left with despair. It should be someone who is the picture of what Tiercel could become.
Maybe the villain himself could be that anti-hero. He was once in the position to become that man of faith, but chose safety—and was left with despair. Now all his strength is bent on grabbing hold of God again so he can redeem his mistake. But God has hidden from him and he’s become more and more desperate. When his chance finally comes again, he’ll discover that he still does not have the courage to choose faith. (Cool.)

So what could be the thing that the villain could do to provoke God but also be a thing of great faith—something that, if done right, could actually be of great delight to God? What about making a great sacrifice (e.g., Abraham sacrificing Isaac)? What about taking an audacious leap of faith of some kind (walking on water, stepping out over a precipice)? What’s something that is either good or bad based on the heart and motives of the doer?
Maybe this is a dead end. I’m not finding the ultimate thing yet. I do like the idea, thought, of the villain and the hero being very similar. No, I really like the whole package. I like the hero coming to the same place the villain once came to, but succeeding where the villain had failed.

I don’t want a deus ex machina ending, even in a story about deus. If the person is dead, I want no resurrection. If the person is sick, no miraculous healing. Maybe the “miracle” is that they make it out alive or that one, and then many more, comes to faith, and hope is reborn. “God using humans to enact most of His miracles.”
[I’m not sure but I think the previous note, about having it be a deadly self-sacrifice, was the thing I was looking for in this note. Like I wrote that one after this one.]
The Villain “Helping” God Along

I remember in seminary the missions professor who said that we could usher in God’s kingdom if we just spread the gospel more widely. What if the villain has gotten it into his head that he can force God to show Himself by taking some whacked approach to Bible fulfillment? 

Maybe he tries to usher in the kingdom by spreading the gospel. On the surface, it looks like a great act of piety, but for him it’s just trying to God to show Himself.

I also remember the passage in Revelation in which the fifth seal is open and the martyrs are told their vengeance won’t come until the full number of martyrs has been reached. What if the villain knows a prophecy like that and decides to take it upon himself to make that part of it happen—by increasing the number of martyrs and hopefully filling up the number. So he goes on a campaign to wipe out Christianity (or so it appears to his Nazi handlers) but really he thinks he’s helping God—or at least is drawing Him out.

Method #3 of Making a Synopsis—The Three-Act Structure in Reverse

If where I want to be at the climax of both the external story and Tiercel’s inner journey is his moment of truth when he has to decide whether or not he is going to choose faith or not, how can I construct the story to build to that point?
At the climactic moment he’s in a confrontation with Lenigo, the villain. The tear between the realms is about to widen enough for the über-demon to step out. Everyone has betrayed and abandoned Tiercel. Everything he thought he could have faith in has fallen away. The last marker he’d rested his faith in God on has also been revealed as a scam. All he has left is the still, small voice—but he’s inclined to believe that’s just his imagination. 
There is a something he can do at this moment. I don’t know what it is, but it’s something that would be a blow for faith if he does it. But it will most likely cost him his life. Will it have efficacy? Is God even there? Is it too late anyway? Will he be throwing his life away for nothing? Will he be sacrificing for nothing the others he could otherwise save? Will he be a pathetic fool, dying for a dream and failing to save those he cares about?
Excursus: 

What if he chooses to do the thing, but there is no immediate effect? The über-demon steps through anyway and doesn’t seem to even notice whatever it is Tiercel did. The good people continue to suffer and die. The heavens don’t open to reveal a legion of angels coming to save the day. He’s going to make his blow for faith, but believe that it has no efficacy. He will believe he was wrong to believe, that he’s been wrong all along. It will be the final disaster, the crushing blow, and whatever fight he had left in him will vanish. He’ll be a man without hope. A man ready to die.
What will he do in that moment? In the blinding wind of the dimensional break, a man without hope will stride forward and destroy the man of lawlessness. In simple anger and despair Tiercel will brave the skin-flaying torrent, consigned to lose his life in this final act, and determine to take Lenigo with him into the abyss. 
He has finally come to the end of himself. No more striving. No more trying to bring it about by his own power. He seeks now nothing but…what? Revenge? The prevention of greater destruction? The assassination of the one who assassinated his love? The rescue of his love?  
Now work backwards from here. If this is his climactic moment, how did he get here? What has to happen immediately before this to set up this moment? And then what would have happen before that?
Being Overpowered

As I watched Star Wars Episode IV on its 30th birthday (5/25/07) I realized how many times our heroes get overpowered by enemy forces. 
Princess Leia (along with all the Rebels with her) gets captured by the Empire. Luke gets overpowered by sand people. Luke gets picked on in the cantina. Leia gets interrogated and drugged by the Empire. Alderaan gets destroyed by the death star. Han Solo and crew get captured by the Empire. Luke is not allowed to journey to the academy because of his Uncle Owen’s authority, which overpowers him. Uncle Owen and Aunt Beru (and the Jawas who sold the droids) get overpowered by the Empire. 

For the most part it is the Empire that represents the overpowering, raping force in Luke’s (and Leia’s and everyone else’s) life. He is also held back by the perils of the world (sand people, cantina people) and the restrictions that come with his age (the authority of Uncle Owen). 
It is the experience of every child that he is weak and easily overpowered by others and other forces. He is on the receiving end of power. He is at the mercy of others and must obey others and must go where others lead him and do what others tell him.

On the other side of maturity he begins to wield power himself and even to have authority over others. 

But it is this transition from one side to the other that is the real struggle. How do you go from weak to strong, from subject to subjugator, from ruled to ruler? 
Joseph Campbell says it involves leaving home, finding new enemies and friends, meeting the mystical force, and confronting the father figure. It may also involve a mystical marriage and, finally, returning to the village with the healing elixir.

I want Tiercel to come of age in this way. I want him to be overpowered left and right. I want that to be characteristic of his life experience: overpowered by the village, overpowered by civil authority, overpowered by forces of nature, and finally taken to someplace not of his choosing. I want him at the mercy of those more powerful than him.

The fog forest is where he begins his transition. The academy is where his transition is worked out and tested. And the adventures afterward are where his transition is fully realized.
What forces could do this? By whom could he be captured? I want someone to get him before the fog forest (wild animals?). Then I want someone to capture him to take him into the fog forest (a fierce current?). Then I want him to be overpowered by something or something in the fog forest (a mysterious creature who ends up being a manifestation of God?). 

That’s actually a pretty cool idea. I’ve already got a warrior and a healer consort as one manifestation of God. Certainly we don’t want another lion. What’s another good way to depict Him? What about a griffon (head and wings of an eagle, body and legs of a lion) or a chimera (head of a lion, body of a she-goat, and tail of a dragon)?
Other combinations made up by me: 

· body of a she-horse, head of a dragon

· body of a she-dog, head of a wolf, tail of a dragon
· body of a ewe, head of a dragon

What are the elements and how are they best represented?

Manliness, conquering, ruling, judge, warrior, might, strength. Represented by lion, grizzly bear, dragon, crocodile.
Femininity, healing, nurturing, mothering, encouraging, consoling. Represented by mother animal of any kind, she-dog, eagle, mother bear.
So…head and torso of a grizzly bear, body and rear legs of a she-dog.

The teats, then, become the main symbol of femininity. Teats for a woman; penis for a man. Could an animal have both? Or should I find a body that does this not quite so graphically?

Male lions look different than female lions. So do male grizzlies, male horses, and, presumably, male dragons. Female lions, however, are not thought of as nurturers so much as huntresses. Wrong image. Or is it?

A male horse is the image of power, grace, and beauty. Could I do it so that the creature looks like a male horse from one angle but like a female horse from another? 
What about just a horse? It is powerful and scary and yet beautiful and graceful all at once. It is capable of gentleness and fury.
But I think it needs to have some hybrid characteristics to seem strange and otherworldly. A unicorn might work, but it’s been done. I also want to steer clear of centaurs.

What about the head and forelegs of a grizzly and the body and rear legs of a she-horse?

Dragon the destroyer; unicorn the wish-granter. Head of a mighty warrior, body of a beautiful woman? Two-headed creature?
Some kind of wild and powerful creature that terrorizes and destroys, paired with some kind of kind and gentle creature that heals and nurtures.

The greatest destroyers: great white shark, mountain gorilla, male lion, grizzly bear, rattlesnake, dragon.

The greatest nurturers: mother eagle, mother dog, mother deer.

The German School of Combat

I found this cool book in the library. It’s an illustrated guide to medieval combat. Tons of illustrations of sword-wielding combatants going at it one-on-one. It’s a medieval martial arts. 

I’d like this martial arts system to be what Tiercel learns at the Academy. It will be fresh to readers of fantasy and it will please the historians among us. Plus I have a wide range of actual moves and countermoves to call upon.
Tiercel will get his first taste of this bizarre but beautiful fighting style when he sees the paladin face off against eight opponents—and hold his own for a long time, until the bad guys cheat and treat him dishonorably and overcome him and move in for a merciless hack job little better than slaughtering a cow.
1  call number:355.547 T145M 2000                        ID:150333466       
     Medieval combat : a fifteenth-century illustrated manual of swordfighting
     and close-quarter combat / Hans Talhoffer ; translated and edited by Mark
     Rector ; foreword by John Clements.
     Talhoffer, Hans, ca. 1420-ca. 1490.

The Guy with the Flesh Creature Attached to His Back
Zugo is a deyoskuron (my own spelling of dioskouroi, which is an English transliteration of the Greek word meaning “twin brothers”; see http://bible.crosswalk.com/Lexicons/Greek/grk.cgi?number=1359&version=nas; pronounced “day-OSS-koo-roy”), an extremely rare but not unprecedented birth defect or condition in which a human child is born with a vestigial creature organically attached somewhere to its body, usually the back of the neck. (“Zugos,” from which “Zugo” is derived, means “yoke” or “yoked” in Greek, as in unwillingly joined together.)
The vestigial creature cannot be removed without killing the human host. Each portion of the dualistic body contains some of the organs the whole organism needs to survive. The human part contains the logic and self-control and ability to commune with the divine. The bestial part contains the baser emotions: rage, fear, lust, and aggression. 
Zugo’s beast, which he calls Myaino (“mee-EYE-no,” from the Greek miaino, meaning “to defile with sin, pollute”), or simply Defiler, is joined to the back of Zugo’s neck. Myaino faces Zugo’s back and from a distance can be mistaken for a small child riding on Zugo’s back. The flexible, tendon-like connection between them is tough, muscle-like, and can become engorged with blood and therefore thicker. The connection joins Myaino at the sternum.
Myaino has dark gray skin that is smooth as if scaled like a snake’s. He has a roughly triangular face and round black eyes that stare at you mercilessly, coldly, like those of an alligator deciding when to devour you. He has a long, spade-like tongue that gives him the name defiler. One thrust of that tongue could take a life or defile any fair thing. 

Myaino does not speak. Nor can it be controlled. He reaches for things in Zugo’s hands. He claws at small children or beautiful things Zugo if draws near to them. He grunts and snarls and snaps his teeth. Plus, he moves. Zugo wears him under a heavy jacket, but he likes to peek out through the collar.
Most of the time Myaino is small. The size of a housecat. Wherever Zugo goes, Myaino goes, too. But sometimes—and here is the curse of all deyoskuroi—the beast grows. It’s not that Zugo feeds it to cause the growth. Either Zugo or Myaino can eat and, though they have separate stomachs, the nutrition (or poison) is shared between them. But when certain conditions arise, Myaino can become quite large. Indeed, it has even been known that deyoskuroi bestials have grown to nearly the size of the human host. 
When this happens, the human must battle to maintain control over his bestial. Some deyoskuroi humans have even reported loss of height, weight, strength, and musculature, during the corresponding growth of their bestial. There is even one legend of a bestial who grew so large, and his human shrunk so small, that the bestial’s legs and body became strong enough to become the dominant part of the pair. The bestial lifted his human off the ground and ran into the mountains, never to be seen again.
The conditions and forces that cause bestial growth and human diminuation are not well understood. Most of the knowledge we have comes from the deyoskuroi themselves. Some theorize that certain wild regions of a realm or ill-reputed segments of a locale are infused with a gas or airborne particulate or magical aura that activates growth hormones in the bestial. All the deyoskuron must do is wander into one of these regions and the bestial will become more agitated and energized. Some growth may occur just by straying into these regions, especially if time there is prolonged.
It is unanimously reported that certain things can trigger a sudden and uncontrollable growth in a deyoskuron’s bestial. Usually these triggers are unexpected encounters with stimuli that elicit a strong arousal of the baser emotions mentioned above: rage, fear, lust, or aggression. The unlooked-for exposure to the form of a naked and beautiful young woman is an example of such a trigger. Other documented triggers are the sudden discovery of an intruder in one’s home, the accidental death or endangerment of a loved one, and being unjustly deprived of some deep hope or goal.
In such cases, the bestial displays rapid growth, often tearing the garments they’re concealed beneath and unbalancing the human host. Sometimes these suddenly enlarged bestials have aided the human in fighting off an attacker. Other times they have simply proven embarrassing and have prematurely ended romantic encounters. 
After a period of time ranging from five minutes to two hours, if the stimulus is removed, the bestial begins returning to its normal size. It may also be helpful to leave the area in which the heightened arousal has occurred. 
There are unsubstantiated reports of some deyoskuroi bestials staying in an enlarged condition for longer periods, even days or weeks. It is theorized that the deyoskuron involved has chosen to remain in an area that sustains the bestial’s arousal, or there may be some internal abnormality causing the increased duration of enlargement. It is logical that a continuous diet of rage, fear, lust, and/or aggression would cause the bestial to remain in an enlarged state indefinitely, though this has never been verified scientifically. 
In our story, Zugo is a seminarian. He is at the academy. He wants to be pure and to serve God as a paladin, despite the fact that he is a deyoskuroi. The school leaders know about his bestial but do not make a big deal of it. They reason that all of us contain a bestial component, even if it is not physically manifest as it is with a deyoskuron. 
Through the course of the story, Tiercel and Zugo become friends. Tiercel learns about Myaino and what it is like to be a deyoskuron. Zugo confides in Tiercel, telling him that sometimes he wants to just let Myaino grow. There are times when, if the truth were told, he wants to throw caution to the wind and seek out strong lustful sensation. Because he, the human host, gets all the animal exhilaration that Myaino experiences when he is feeding. But, of course, he won’t do this because it is not using self-control and because the church frowns on surrender to vice.
But sometimes, he says, he even takes a path home that will lead him to the outskirts of a bad part of town, a part of town that titillates Myaino—and where it’s quite possible that he might be confronted with a sensual trigger that would send Myaino into sudden growth. Indeed, Zugo confesses to going on this path with the secret hope that he will encounter such a trigger. What would it be like, he wonders, to lose himself to that exultation and remain awash in a constant flood of good (though base) feeling?
So far, he says, nothing has happened. He gets home every time without incident. But he feels the increased exhilaration shooting through his veins and he finds himself agitated and discontent for the rest of the day. Part of him thinks that if he just tried a little harder he could find that golden rush of ecstasy and—just for a while—enjoy it.
Later in the story Tiercel and Zugo become separated. While Tiercel has been off learning how to save the world, Zugo has managed to find the lustful indulgence he sought. He has utterly surrendered to it now. When Tiercel sees him again, he doesn’t recognize him. All he sees is this ten-foot-tall monster with a triangular head and a wicked, defiling tongue. He realizes it’s Myaino. The beast is rampaging through a ruined city, terrifying hapless fugitive survivors and killing and destroying and defiling at will.
When Tiercel gets closer, he sees a strange baby-sized form dangling from Myaino’s chest as if impaled there. The small form reaches up and scratches its mouth. Tiercel gasps. “Zugo?” 
“Oh, hi, Tiercel.”

“What happened to you?”

“Save me!”

About then, Myaino spots Tiercel and attacks him. While fending him off, Zugo shouts bits of explanation. After he got separated from Tiercel, he says, he went back to that bad part of town. Finally he found the exhilaration he’d been seeking. Things were great for a while, though it caused Myaino to grow. But Zugo was able, through his family’s wealth (or else from pillaging), to maintain his state of exhilaration most of the time. He found that the same things didn’t work as well after time, so he had to move to more and more hard core things in order to achieve the same feeling. In the end, he’d had to give himself over to the pursuit and maintenance of the high. 
And the result was that Myaino had grown impossibly big. Zugo doesn’t remember when Myaino had begun being stronger, but by the time he realized it it was already too late. His own body had shrunk and was powerless to fight against his bestial. Now Myaino, not Zugo, called the shots. Now wherever Myaino went, Zugo had no choice but to go, too. He was carried along, witness to Myaino’s ruthless, ceaseless efforts to seek out and pry open new defilements or twisted pleasures. And these “pleasures” had taken on a decidedly wicked aspect, and now regularly included sadism, homosexuality, bestiality, and pedophilia. 
And all Zugo could do is watch in horror and regret. He dangles before Myaino like an unwilling witness, always given a front-row seat to the defilements. Gone are the days when he could lift Myaino on his back and simply walk over to the church to regain mastery. Now he must go wherever the beast leads. 
He has despaired of rescue. He wishes now only for death. If someone could come along who was strong enough to stop Myaino, he would cheer. It’s out of control now. The thing he began out of his own free will has now deprived him of free will and delivered him to misery and self-loathing. Won’t somebody stop me? Why doesn’t God stop me? For though he realizes it is the creature, not him, doing these defilements, nevertheless he is still connected to it and “enjoys” its brutal delights.
Tiercel wants to save him, to intervene. He wants to overpower Myaino and lock the deyoskuron in a stone dungeon until Myaino shrinks and Zugo can return to himself. 
Whether or not this will be possible is yet to be determined. He may need to simply kill his friend to deliver him. Perhaps he tries intervention first, and it seems to work, but then Zugo walks again to those bad places and Myaino takes over again. Relapse. 

Perhaps the end of this storyline has the deyoskuron locked in a stone tower with nothing but monks around him, visiting the cell to read him Scripture. Zugo is even happier this way. 
“Don’t give me the choice, Tiercel, because I will choose poorly. I am beyond redemption or reform. Only leave me with the monks who read Scripture to me, for this is blessed salve for my soul. Perhaps one day God (who is himself a duality) will heal me utterly. Until then, I relinquish my free will with the final choice of voluntary confinement for my own sanity and the safety of others.”
What Is Your Likeness?

I think it would be cool if the church mentor types had all kinds of systems and alternate names for things. Like instead of spiritual gifts, they say that we have likenesses, ways in which we are supernaturally like the godhead. When we identify these likenesses, and when we employ them willingly, humbly, and with skill, the godhead’s power is released through the person as if the godhead himself were physically present and doing it himself. 
Finding a person’s likeness, then, becomes an important part of raising up new holy leaders. Finding who can do what allows them to task individuals with specific likenesses to tasks and needs and challenges.
Besides likenesses, perhaps they also have a system for 1) primary areas of sin vulnerability (lust, anger, selfishness, etc.), 2) primary tools the godhead uses with you (illness, financial woes, etc.), and 3) the primary area the person needs help with (drawn from Search for Significance: approval addiction, perfectionism, etc.).

Perhaps there is one first year course that is designed for nothing more than identifying these things. It would be taught be someone who loves to pigeon-hole people into their categories. 
Elements of Coming of Age
· Being Small

· Being small and weak
· Not being able to make decisions for myself

· Being told what to do

· Not yet being a “player” 

· Being protected and cared for by others

· Getting caught up in (and overpowered by) events and forces that are vastly larger than me

· Not being able to understand the complexities of the world

· Getting a hint or whiff of a mysterious power or magic in the world; something that is powerful and strange but oddly alluring

· Being held back by a “negative father force,” which might be society or a disability or the way of the world—anything that says I can’t be a hero or live my dreams

· Striking Out 
· The discovery or overwhelming suspicion that there’s something special about little me (Really? You mean really me? I might actually be more than just this? I might be important, even vital? I might have something I have to do to save the world? No…way.)

· Leaving safety behind—volitionally or not
· Leaving someone else’s care and provision and protection behind

· Being alone

· Being afraid

· Coming face-to-face with what might harm me
· Finding a more powerful “negative father force” holding me back

· Feeling lonely and forgotten and raw

· “It’s important that he enter a barren, lonely land just outside of what is known. There is no one here, not even an animal. It leaves him with a heavy, forlorn, empty feeling. He feels as if he might cry, as if it's too heavy to bear. He yearns for affirmation and contact, but none comes. He is utterly alone. Whatever wonder he sees, he leaves without comment because he has no one to share it with. Cold, grey, barren, rocky landscape with no help or sustenance or life. He thinks he may perhaps have come here to die. And no one would know or care.”

· Finding Sea Legs

· Getting fed up with being on the receiving end of abuse all the time and rising up to oppose it (and discovering to my surprise that I am not weak; esp. by using my “peculiar brand of resourcefulness”)

· Encountering others in the same condition

· Learning it’s fun to be able to decide things myself

· Figuring out how to provide for myself and become self-sustaining
· Finding new allies
· Gaining status in this new arena

· Realizing I’m good at some things

· Figuring out what kind of person I am and want to be

· Figuring out what I want to be doing and pursuing now

· Meeting the romantic other

· Finding my “pious powers” (kindness, cleverness, or whatever my “power” is)

· Finding “my own peculiar brand of resourcefulness”

· Becoming a playa, someone who must be reckoned with by anyone who wants to take over this area or push these people around
· Making headway against the current “negative father force”

· Encountering the mystical power of the forest

· Encountering more of the mysterious power or deep magic 

· Encountering it in its raw form for one horrifying moment; through this I realize that it is there, it is wildly powerful, and it has some connection with me and some place in my future

· Delving into its mysteries; beginning my quest to understand it, plumb it, harness it, and conform myself to it

· Finding some facility with it, but then learning that there is a deeper level, a forbidden level, that would connect me with the power in the fullest way, risking being lost to it like a leaf in a waterfall (I would want to discover someone like this early on, someone whose mind was wrecked by the power)

· After this point, the story starts working to develop this power in me; I come to understand that everything hinges on this

· Others have known of this power, especially the deepest aspects of it, but the way to it has been lost and no one has become an adept at it in two hundred years; the elders rejoice to see it arising once more; but some are jealous

· It may be like the two schools of thought regarding Jewish messianic expectation: some expected a purely physical, earthly king like David who would establish the country’s borders well; while others expected a purely spiritual, transcendent, preexisting semi-God who would establish his kingdom only in heaven; if I could unite my physical power with God’s spiritual power, the meeting of the powers would be like a tsunami
· Someone comes along who can teach me the deeper levels of using this power; for reasons unknown to me there seems to be an urgency about teaching these ways to me; it’s almost as if people think I’m important, even very important; it’s almost as if the survival of something or someone depends on me learning to delve in these depths

· Encountering New Obstacles

· Finding new enemies and competitors

· Finding the new limits and restrictions

· Encountering the hardships and realities of life as an adult

· Understanding what’s up against everyone and what the larger issues are

· Encountering the largest and most powerful “negative father force”

· The Big Cast-Off
· Being captured and overpowered by the largest power yet encountered

· Feeling like a child all over again

· Deciding to try to fight it and throw it off

· Calling on the power of the mystical forest

· Calling on the power of the powerful deep magic (finding that I am becoming adept in the use of its power)

· Using cleverness, cunning, generosity, or whatever my “pious power” or “peculiar brand of resourcefulness” is to actually exert force against the powers that be
· Perhaps inspiring others and catching them up in my cause (leadership)
· Successfully throwing off the power and emerging into my own

· The Final Confrontation

· Now that I have emerged as a viable power, I must kill the father 
· There’s one last potent power that must be overcome if I am to live free

· I must overcome the ultimate “negative father force” that is keeping me and everyone else in subjugation and/or threatens to destroy us all

· I boldly stride toward what I previously ran from in fear

· I call upon my “peculiar brand of resourcefulness”

· I realize and call upon the power of the mystical forest

· I come to understand that my only hope is to take the plunge into the forbidden vastness of the powerful deep magic. 

· I stand toe-to-toe with the mighty force—and overcome it
· I rescue the captives and become a hero

· I get the girl and consummate my mystic marriage

· I have become the “negative father force” slayer and can now actually dictate how things are going to be from now on (I’ve become the new father force, but hopefully not a negative one—all power temporarily resides with me)

· The Triumphant Return

· I return to those lesser powers that tried to hold me down, those lesser “negative father forces,” and I throw them down instead 

· I reorder the hierarchy of things

· I set things right and undo injustices and dethrone tyrants where such is needed
· I return to the village of origin to share the good news and unseat the villains

· Because once I realize I can overcome the biggest villain of them all, then all these lesser villains (though they have been of successively greater power as I progressed) are as nothing to me now
· I call out new leaders to follow me

· I go in the power of the mystical forest

· I go with the love of my beautiful bride

· I stake out a new kingdom of my own and set it up as I see fit, where things can be done right and justice will prevail

· Because I am now a man, a major power, a new father force

A Page from My Own Book
I wonder if I need to take some of my own advice regarding this book. I’m specifically referring to Tip #50, which is on how to find your story. It all starts with character, I say.

After all these years of thinking about Tiercel’s story, I still feel stuck. I still feel like there’s an ultimate something missing. The magic is missing. Maybe that’s just a product of being this close to the story.
Here are the things I want:

· I want an original speculative idea (not all derivative)—like that one story in which every night all nightmares come to life and you have to fight them off
· I want a well-crafted story (not a rambling mess or a poorly written diatribe)
· I want a hybrid between a character-driven story and a plot-driven story, but with the emphasis on Tiercel’s character

· I want an epic, but not a sprawling epic

· I want it to be a coming-of-age story
· I want it to be a Hero’s Journey story

· I want it to be Christian in a fundamental (but not surface) sense

So let’s start with character, like my own advice says. What is Tiercel’s journey? 

Where does he need to get to? 

· He needs to get to the point at which he decides, once and for all, whether or not he believes in the existence and involvement of a good God.

· OR: Is there any higher purpose to my existence? Is there any meaning in life?
What’s the alternate path standing before him?

· The path of despairing atheism—that there is no God (or no good and involved God), that there is no special plan or destiny for him as a human, that they are all like little insects crawling on a pile of wet dung.
What would both paths look like in his life?
· Faith: What’s the point? What’s the reason behind this activity? I have to believe there is a reason behind everything. I have to believe there is a guiding hand behind all of history. I have to believe I have a purpose, that I have a destiny, that someone somewhere knows I exist and cares and has a plan for my life that exceeds my current suffering. And so I hope against hope. I maintain the fragile but persistent belief that good things will come to me eventually, that I will finally find my purpose.

· The corollary to this is that he will look for, see, and find meaning and purpose and importance in all things, even things, events, and people that would otherwise be overlooked or are overlooked by the masses. 

· “That Tiercel, always trying to find the meaning behind everything. Tiercel, sometimes there is no meaning behind things. Sometimes things are just random. What was the meaning in Julath’s death? What was the meaning that Hullah’s baby died? Where is the justice?”
· Atheism: There is no purpose. It’s all random and happenstance. There’s no guiding hand behind anything. There is no justice in the world. No external force is arranging events for my good. What I see is all there is. If I don’t make something happen, nothing will happen. I should quit being a dreamer and start figuring out what little piece of happiness I can carve out from the stinking lot that is my life.

· The corollary to this is that he will lose faith that anything or anyone has meaning. Survival of the fittest. Whatever is strongest will survive. Nothing matters but getting ahead, gaining as much comfort or power or whatever else a person could want. An extremely self-centered, here-and-now, materialistic approach to people, things, and events. If there is no purpose, then live for yourself: “If the dead are not raised, ‘let us eat and drink, for tomorrow we [may] die.’” If there is no purpose, then get what you can and forget the other guy.”
The Gift of Faith

The following are from http://www.brotherwatch.com/files/Faith.pdf (or the Bible).
“The gift of faith is the ability to see God’s purpose in a situation and to trust His wisdom and power to accomplish that purpose. Essentially it is the gift of vision which enables one to believe God for what seems impossible.” 

“Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen.”

“We do not look at the things which are seen, but at the things which are not seen. For the things which are seen are temporary, but the things which are not seen are eternal.”

“The gift of faith enables us to see with spiritual eyes. It provides us with spiritual sight.”

“God opened the eyes of Elisha’s servant to literally see the army of angels surrounding him.” 

“The gift of faith knows God’s character and love and the gift of faith sees with spiritual eyes. Through faith we perceive the preeminence and transcendence of God in all circumstances. Through faith we know the perfect character of God can be relied upon at all times and that all His promises will be fulfilled.”

“I will never doubt His promise, though I doubt my heart, I doubt my eyes.” 

“God’s character is the source of our assurance. The gift of faith never doubts His promise. We can doubt our hearts because we are imperfect and we can doubt our eyes because they only see the physical—and they see that imperfectly. But God’s character is perfect and His Word is sure. He can be trusted. Always!” 

“As a result of faith (relying on the faithfulness of God) we can walk boldly into the challenges and trials of life. We can enter the lion’s den. We can endure the desert journeys. We can defeat our Goliath. We can storm the gates of Hell. The end result of faith is courage to surmount the challenges of life, to overcome our trials, and to experience peace in those challenges and trials.” [italics mine]

“Have you ever experienced a moment in time and space when you knew God was with you—while you were walking through the valley of the shadow of death, while you were entering in the lion’s den, while you were experiencing a fiery trial—you knew God was with you and you were at peace? That is the gift of faith. Faith gives us the courage to face anything, knowing that with God all things are possible and that if He is for us who can be against us?” 

Will Tiercel Lose Faith?
This, then, becomes Tiercel’s inner journey. He longs to believe, but will he? Will he choose to disbelieve his eyes and believe in God’s existence, care, and goodness? Or will he listen to the doubting voice that says he is foolish to believe, that there is nothing transcendent and he should take for himself while he has the chance. 
The whole story leads to his moment of truth: will he choose to believe in God’s goodness and presence and care (in purpose and meaning and individualized father’s love), though it cost him his life, or will he prefer to abandon that and save his life and take for himself?

What would it look like if a young man wanted to believe that there is a God but everything in his life made it seem like such was not true?

What would it look like if a young man wanted to believe that this God was loving and good, but everything in his life made it seem like such was not true?

What would it look like if a young man wanted to believe that this God was personally interested in him and involved in his life and destiny, but everything in his life made it seem like such was not true?

What would it look like if a young man wanted to believe that there was purpose and meaning to this life, but everything in his life made it seem like such was not true?

What would it look like if a young man wanted to believe that there was a wonderful plan for his life, that he himself had a grand destiny, but everything in his life made it seem like such was not true?

What Would This Look Like?

· I’d think this young man would be hugely frustrated with his present circumstances. 
· I’d think this young man would be flirting with despair most of the time.

· I’d think this young man would always see worth in the lowly, because he wants so bad for there to be someone in the universe who sees worth in him. 
· I’d think this young man would have a keen sense of injustice and would always be striving for justice to be done, because that’s what he wants there to be a God to do.
· I’d think this young man would be constantly trying to find the meaning and purpose behind things—not so much how something works, but why and what it’s accomplishing.

· I’d think this young man would be a closet optimist, a closet hopeful, despite everything.

· I’d think this young man would hide his optimism and faith. I’d think he would try to shield himself from disappointment because it is way too painful to let his optimism be known—and because people take great joy in ridiculing him for it. 

· I’d think this young man would be the recipient of intense bullying: “There’s Tiercel, the one for whom is a grand destiny to clean gardrobes for the rest of his life.” “Oh, look, Tiercel, a bird pooped on your hat—a sure sign that there is a God and, because He’s sensible, He hates you, too!”
· I’d think this young man would have a terrible life, made more miserable by the lack of parental protection. He is, truly, the lowest of the low. Everyone hates him. No one sides with him. 
· And yet, I’d think this young man would cling to the idea that he does have worth and, yes, a grand destiny. It’s a hope, a dream, and yet it endures. It’s his guilty pleasure, his most secret dream. 
· I’d think this young man would have assembled a collection of wounded animals and plants and other hopeless causes that he has rescued. He saw worth in them when no one else did. He saw their value.
· Someone should even play an elaborate prank on him: “Tiercel, come quick! There’s a wizard rampaging through the village. And you’re the only one who can stop him!” When he bites and comes to town, he finds a pig dressed up as a wizard.” Lots of pointing and laughing.

· This could even be the opening scene.

· Then, when he spots the paladin fighting for his life in the forest, he at first disbelieves it, thinking it another prank to test his gullibility. Plus, it just couldn’t be true that he really could be part of something grand.
So, first, we establish him as hopeful and yet despised, dearly dreaming to believe there is a purpose in his life and yet mercilessly ridiculed for this belief. 

Perhaps his other failing is an intense desire to be liked, approved, and accepted. Why can’t they just like me? Perhaps his desire to have a grand destiny manifests itself such that people think he thinks he’s too good for them. “If you think you’re someone great, then who are we, the simple farmers of Wharram Dale? You put on airs. You think you’re better than us. But I’m here to tell you, you’re not.”

Do I want this? Does it take away from what I’m trying to do? Does it make it too complicated? Does he need to want them to like him? Isn’t it enough that they hate him? 
Why would he want them to like him? Does winning their approval equate to having a grand destiny? Maybe it’s this: maybe he’d be okay giving up a grand destiny if he could just be declared “okay” by this group. If he can just be considered an equal, he’ll be content, even willing to give up his idea of a grand destiny. But how can he think he has a grand destiny in the whole world if he can’t even reach the break-even point in his own hometown?
Maybe my original Chapter 1 is okay.
Tasks: 

· Show that Tiercel wants to believe in an involved, loving God and in a grand destiny for himself

· Show that Tiercel’s present situation and personal history seem to testify quite to the contrary (indeed, his present situation and personal history seem to imply that he is forgotten, that there is no God to bring justice, and that he has no destiny beyond being the lowest of the low)
· Show that Tiercel is the lowest of the low in his village, given the tasks that not only no one else wants but that signify that he is a pariah (something involving manure, mud, and offal—and heaps of humiliation)

· Show that, despite the abuse heaped on Tiercel by his life and fellow villagers, he stubbornly clings to the belief (hope, really) that he does have worth and that he is not, actually, the pile of manure they say he is.

· However, show that his tenuous grip on it is finally slipping
· In fact, at the moment when he realizes he truly has no destiny, when his faith is completely broken down and he finally gives up, the destiny event happens
Great site on the worst jobs in the medieval era: http://www.channel4.com/history/microsites/W/worstjobs/medieval.html.

· The fuller—wades around all day ankle deep in a vat of human urine (in order to drain the lanolin from wool so that it will come out softer to the skin); constantly smells of urine; also involves beating the cloth; usually done only by women
· This could teach him the cleansing and even healing benefits of urine

· The leech collector—wades in leech-infested waters in order to catch leeches for the doctors (you catch them by letting them attach to your legs)
· This could make him accustomed to small pain and the sight of his own blood

· The chain-mail worker—works alone on extremely monotonous task of creating tiny rings and then stamping them together; includes burning your fingertips
· This could give him incredible patience and the ability to see how dedication to many small actions can result in a good final outcome

The Fuller

According to http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fulling: 
· The fuller was also called the tucker or walker. These might be nicknames they use for Tiercel.
· Fulling involves two processes: scouring and milling (thickening). 

· These are followed by stretching the cloth on great frames known as tenters and held onto those frames by tenterhooks (to prevent the wool from shrinking). It is from this process that we derive the phrase being on tenterhooks as meaning to be held in suspense. The area where the tenters were erected was known as a tenterground.
· Originally, this [scouring] was literally pounding the cloth with the fuller’s feet (whence the description of them as “walkers”), or with his hands or a club. However, from the medieval period, it was often carried out in a water mill.

· But Tiercel’s village could decide they must do it the old way to provide for better cloth (and to provide for more humiliation for Tiercel)

· Tiercel could even overhear someone talking about how all the other villages use a water mill but this one village keep using the vats. “Apparently they have some poor slob they want to humiliate so they keep doing it the old way. Their guy’s too dumb to know different.”

· By the medieval period, fuller’s earth (diatomaceous earth) had been introduced. This is a naturally-occurring soft clay-like material occurring in nature as an impure hydrous aluminium silicate. This seems to have been used in conjunction with wash (urine). More recently, soap has been used.

· The second function of fulling was to thicken the cloth by matting the fibres together to give it strength. This was vital in the case of woollens (made from short staple wool) but not worsteds (made from long staple wool). At this stage, the liquid used was water, thus rinsing out the foul-smelling liquor used during cleansing.
· Tiercel could develop a water mill to operate and automate the fuller’s job. Plus it would ensure that all parts would be treated evenly. But of course they would oppose and ridicule him at every opportunity. 
· See the description of fulling/walking mills at the wikipedia entry.

· Fulling is a process of compacting the fibres to make the cloth more coherent and durable. It works on the fact that wool has tiny scales all along the fibres. When the woven wool is “worked” by being beaten, the fibres “ratchet” together and the cloth becomes more compact and solid. If continued for a long time, the end result is felt (e.g., for billiard tables or hats).
· In the early days, the thumping was achieved by men trampling the cloth in a half-barrel (for some 8 hours). Stale urine was used as the wetting agent. The process was not good for the feet.
· Fuller: fuller of cloth; shrinker and thickener of woolen cloth by washing, heating and pressing; a felter, cleaner, and thickener of cloth, one who trampled cloth.
· Walker: fuller; cloth trampler or cleaner
Waulking songs are Scottish folk songs, traditionally sung by women while waulking cloth. This practice involved a group of people beating newly woven tweed rhythmically against a table or similar surface to soften it. Simple, beat-driven songs were used to accompany the work.
A waulking session often begins with slow-paced songs, with the tempo increasing as the cloth becomes softer. As the singers work the cloth, they gradually shift it to the left so as to work it thoroughly. A tradition holds that moving the cloth counter-clockwise is unlucky.
Typically one person sings the verse, while the others join in the chorus. As with many folk music forms, the lyrics of waulking songs are not always strictly adhered to. Singers might add or leave out verses depending on the particular length and size of tweed being waulked. Verses from one song might appear in another, and at times the lead singer might improvise to include events or people known locally.
The chorus to many waulking songs consists of meaningless vocables (syllables with no meaning [heh, hey, ho] indicating the beginning and end of phrases, sections, or songs themselves), serving a function similar to 'tra la la' or 'hey hey hey' in other song forms.
Some waulking songs have a strict verse-and-chorus structure. In other songs, the vocables are sung at the end of each line of a verse. In a song like Fliuch an Oidhche ('Wet is the Night'), also known as Coisich a Ruin ('Come on, My Love'), the last two lines of one verse become the first two lines of the following one.
A tradition holds that it’s bad luck to repeat a song during a waulking session, which may explain in part both the many verses of some songs and the large number of songs.
While waulking is a common practice across the world, it is only in Scotland that music became so strongly associated with it as to become an important cultural feature.
Waulking is rare in Scotland today, mostly confined to the Outer Hebrides where it is carried out as a celebration of heritage. The last true waulking (for the purpose of making cloth) is believed to have occurred during the 1950s.
During the Highland clearances, traditional methods of waulking spread with the Scottish diaspora. In Nova Scotia, and in particular on Cape Breton Island, waulking is known as milling. Although in Scotland women waulked cloth, in Nova Scotia both men and women took part in milling frolics. The practice continues as a cultural celebration today.
When God Breaks Us Down
A muscle has to be torn down in order to grow. The growth and enlarged strength is actually scar tissue.

So it is with Tiercel. He has stubbornly held onto faith for so, so long—way beyond what anyone else could’ve endured. And yet now, finally, he cannot hold it anymore. Finally, he has been broken.

As he leaves town to maybe go kill himself in the woods or get eaten by wolves, destiny finally comes calling. He sees the paladin fighting for his life.
What Do I Have, Then?

· Tiercel is the lowest of the low in his village 

· He is a fuller; he stands around in an ankle-deep pool of urine for 8 hours a day; the urine is provided by the villagers—they literally urinate on him; he constantly smells of urine; all the nicknames involve urine and his smell; it is a job normally reserved for women; it is a task that has been automated in other villages (by a water-driven mill) but this is a fact the villagers keep hidden from him but which he later discovers.

· Tiercel nevertheless clings to a pathetic belief that 1) he is worth something, 2) there is a good and involved God in the universe, 3) that God has a grand destiny for Tiercel, and 4) there is purpose and meaning to this life

· How can I show this? Is there some item that could represent this hope? A treasured artifact or relic or even a crystal stone formation that implies to him that he has meaning? Perhaps he has found some inexplicable process or phenomenon that, to him, proves there is a God. Perhaps he has solved a number of village problems by assuming there was purpose behind something and discovering that he was right. Maybe he collects something that suggests his hope in one day being taken away from all this: like he keeps his bags packed for when the paladins come asking for him, or he is working out constantly in order to be in tip-top shape when his opportunity to join the army finally comes. 
· The villagers are united in their efforts to crush him

· They constantly deride him, destroying or stealing or otherwise sabotaging his plans and preparations

· They beat him down; they go out of their way to crush his spirit

· They keep him doing things the hard way when he could be given a break

· They even make sure he is not afforded the opportunity he’s been longing for when it finally comes

· They play elaborate pranks on him with the explicit intention of grinding him into the dirt

· They play on his desire to be someone and to believe in God, and they use that to sharpen their barbs and make them more effective
· Despite their efforts to break his spirit, Tiercel stubbornly hangs on to his faith that something good will happen and that there is meaning to his life
· Finally, they are able to break him
· In a step that begins as a cruel joke and then goes over the line to downright hatred (something the more sensitive villagers are upset about but don’t rock the boat over, because they, too, are cowed and bullied by the main bullies), the villagers utterly destroy everything Tiercel has been clinging to, including the destruction of Tiercel’s mother’s last relic 
· It has to be death to his pet, an animal he rescued when everyone else wanted to kill it; a hopeless cause; a reject and runt. 
· I read a story (http://www.foxnews.com/story/0,2933,308619,00.html) about a teenager who took an autistic 7-year-old boy’s pet tortoise and tortured and killed it. The boy’s first words had been to the tortoise. Now the boy is scared someone will come and do to him what was done to the tortoise. The family’s pet dog had also been poisoned. 
· Tiercel would have a flock of rescued animals he’s collected. He’d come home one day to find them all mutilated and dead.
· Tiercel wanders into the woods, lost and broken
· Perhaps he is intending to kill himself or allow himself to be eaten by wolves

· He cries out to God in a last-ditch effort to find a reason to believe

· Instead, he sees some kind of symbolic message that implies his last hope is crushed

· He plunges into despair; the full weight of what it means to live in a universe without God falls upon him

· Tiercel climbs a tree to hang himself

· While up in a tree to kill himself, he witnesses the paladin attacked by bad guys
· He isn’t seen because he’s up there
· He watches in amazement as the paladin fights with glory and honor and faith
· He overhears things about what will become his destiny

· When the paladin is beaten they take what they want and leave him for dead

· Tiercel climbs down and hears the paladin’s final words, including the charge he lays upon Tiercel to go to the academy (or something)
· Tiercel runs back to the village to tell them about this new thing and maybe warn them of this new danger
· But when he gets there, he finds the villagers emptying his home and burning his possessions, and/or officially gathered to banish him

· Fine, I’ll go do this myself

· But he tells at least some of the kids in the village to leave and head for the hills
Alternate Models for Tiercel
There ought to be other characters in the book who represent what Tiercel could become:
· The completely selfish, live-for-the-moment, spend-it-all-at-once, grab-all-the-gusto-you-can-get person; the ultimate hedonist; drop everything and party; work only when there is no other choice; make no commitments; eat and drink, for tomorrow you could die; get it on; there is nothing but what pleasure you can obtain now
· The flipside of this is the utterly hopeless person who decides he is free from all consequences since there is no God and therefore no judgment; so long as he can stay free of human authorities, he has license to do anything he wants; this person’s application of this idea tends toward dark perversions: pedophilia, bestiality, necrophilia, and murder; better to get all the pleasures you can because when it’s over it’s over; theft, abuse, cheating, vandalism, and whatever else can sate his dark appetites; I mean, why not?
· The utterly hopeless person who despairs of life but is afraid of death; this guy wants to kill himself because there is no meaning to life, and yet he cannot bring himself to suicide (because otherwise he would’ve offed himself long before the story began); he is brave enough to conclude that there is no purpose in life, but too much of a coward to do what must be done if that is true; and so he is a perpetual critic and pessimist and cynic, quick to point out the meaningless of everything but too chicken to do anything about it
· The utterly hopeless person who concludes that life has no meaning and therefore decides to kill himself in the most absurd or damaging way possible (to punctuate the emptiness); if life is meaningless, then all of this is just a big cosmic joke; so let’s really show up the absurdity of it all by killing as many children and innocents as possible—after all, why does it matter?
· The despairing person of sinking faith who wants to believe there is a God but cannot bring himself to do so; to show that there is no God I will tempt Him in the most incredible way I can imagine—He will either prove His existence or I will prove His lack of it (this is my current villain)
· The agitated person who feels the shortness of life and the urgency to get to the top of the heap before it’s all over; his only sense of posterity is what he can give his descendents; his only concept of immortality is creating works and monuments of stone so that people will always remember him (like Hadrian’s Wall); he is always ill-at-ease because every “wasted” moment is a moment you’ll never get back and a moment that doesn’t help contribute to your rise to immortality
· The researcher who desperately seeks a way to prolong life and overcome death; if that means poring over scientific tomes, fine; if that means making a deal with the devil, that’s okay, too; so long as it results in greatly extended life and the slow cheat of death, it’s worth doing
· The person of faith who lives with assurance and the confidence that what he does makes a difference in the world; he passes by chances at pleasure now because he is anticipating pleasure later; he sees (and sometimes even just imagines) meaning and purpose behind all things; he is content because he knows someone else is making things work out for the best; even when tragedy comes he does not despair because he believes everything happens for a reason (or, at the least, there is Reason behind everything); this person should be shown standing firm in his faith despite incredible reasons not to; this person would become Tiercel’s hero, even if he doesn’t realize what he’s seeing at the time
· The person (like David Copperfield) who uses his position and celebrity (and money and intimidation and charm) to gather for himself all the pleasures he desires. Why not? You’d do it, too, if you could.

Arousal vs. Contentment

There are things (stimuli) that bring arousal and there are things that bring contentment. To use terms from epic fantasy fiction, one is quick magic and the other is deep magic. 
One submerges you beneath a tsunami of good and urgent sensation, drowning out vision and hearing and rational thought, but leaving ruin in its wake. The other is slow and patient as erosion, the inexorable force God used when He "cleaved the earth with rivers" (Habakkuk 3:9). Its result is a verdant and fruitful valley.

 

There are various kinds of arousal:
· Arousal by reason of lust

· Arousal by reason of risk

· Arousal by reason of fury (bloodlust)

· Arousal by reason of jealousy

· Arousal by reason of danger or fear

· Arousal by reason of greed

· Arousal by reason of victory or success

· Arousal by reason of physical extreme (speed, falling/skydiving, etc.)

· Arousal by reason of chemicals (drugs, foods, alcohol)

All of these have in common an urgency to quickly get to the juicy center of the rush and an inner demand to do whatever it takes to not let those good feelings end.

 

Contentment is boring in contrast. No rush. No thrill. Merely the Epicurean satisfaction that you have chosen wisely. Hardly an attractive alternative to offer to the man enjoying the ecstasy of arousal, temporary and damaging though it may be. 

Clark Gerhart’s comment:
Contentment is boring but it beats crisis. On the other hand, I think God did make us to want arousal, though, so it’s not all bad. I think it’s about control (1 Corinthians 6:12). The problem is that the rush of arousal is so powerful it’s quick to take control.

Cool Things To Include—From the NFL, Military, and Other Sources
When George Lucas was writing Star Wars he wanted to include some of his favorite elements from WWII war movies. Much of the fighter battles and the fighter attack on the Millennium Falcon (similar to fighter attacks against B-17 bombers) were from these. Some sequences are recreated shot-for-shot from Twelve O’Clock High and other movies.
I’ve been thinking I’d like to somehow include my favorite elements from sources I think are cool. Namely, the NFL and certain he-man aspects of the military.
· I love the strength of NFL linemen. I love watching just their legs and arms in close-up and slow motion as they crash against one another with strength and precision and purpose. I love how they work together and employ large-scale tactics and one-on-one tricks and techniques. I love how they have individual assignments within a larger scheme. There’s something noble about large strong men (especially large strong black men) giving their all physically. I love the intensity of strength against strength.
· I would like to use this somehow. Perhaps the paladin infantry forms a phalanx or shield wall that works together like this and goes up against enemy infantry, phalanxes, and/or cavalry. Perhaps they have formations and techniques and “plays” they run. 

· I love how individual stars are always quick to credit their supporting cast. It is the work of the group that allows the success of the individual. Those who don’t honor their helpers are not helped so much next time. Selfishness gets you subsumed. 
· I love how they honor the other team with their words, both before and after a game. If you humiliate them and gloat it’s not only poor sportsmanship it’s also a good way to get them so angry that the next time you two meet they have an extra reason to crush you.
· I love how they moderate their own enthusiasm, even after a crushing victory. Unless it’s the final victory of the campaign, they say things like, “We’ve still go a lot of football to play” and “This was a good win but it’s just one game” and “This win was satisfying, but it doesn’t put us in the Super Bowl.” I can imagine that believing everything else from now on is going to be easy is a good way to set yourself up to lose.

· I love the golden, fleeting moment when the quarterback stands in the pocket and seeks to perform his work of mastery. As the moment increases, the pocket collapses, and if he doesn’t do his thing on time, the team is hurt. 
· I’d like to use this somehow, as when Tiercel needs unbroken concentration to perform his spell or spiritual warfare ritual, and the strong warriors around him vow to give him that moment, though the enemy overwhelm them.
· I love the moment in Aliens when the marines are getting ready to load into the drop ship. They’re gearing up and moving in an orderly way, ending in a disciplined line and then getting onto the ship. It’s restrained violence, disciplined strength, poised warfare. There’s lots of hard slapping and shoving and shouting and other means of getting themselves revved up to go out and do something dangerous and physical.
· I love the moment, later, when they exit the drop ship and perform their beautifully lethal choreography of shooting, flanking, moving, and covering. It’s well-orchestrated, practiced, and honed.

· I need to use that somehow.

Analogy #1: Islam Is a Bully (and Everyone fears Islam and Tries To Appease)
When the Teddy Bear Teacher in Sudan was ruled guilty, Brits expressed “hope it would not raise tensions between Muslims and non-Muslims in Britain.” The government tiptoed around condemnation, though the Muslims clearly had no trouble condemning everyone and everything. 
Western nations are afraid of offending Muslims because they fear terrorist attacks against their own citizens. 

In other words, Islam is a bully (on an international scale) and no one wants to raise the bully’s ire. So everyone kowtows to the bully, and all the while the bully laughs and scorns the weak.
It was one thing when all the Muslims were in the Middle East or Africa. But now that they’ve moved into Western nations en masse, they’ve brought the bully here. We can’t risk defying him because he’s standing in the room.
What’s the only way to deal with a bully? You have to stand up to him. You have to bloody his nose. He won’t become your best friend, but he’ll move off and pick on someone else from then on.
Analogy #2: The Flesh Is Like a Traitorous General
Living the Christian life with the flesh intact is like going to battle knowing one of your generals is a traitor who might choose this moment to throw in with the enemy.
It’s really a crazy way to go to war. You wouldn’t do it, normally, especially if you knew who the traitor was. You’d throw him in the brig and let the courts decide whether or not to execute him. You wouldn’t let him retain a position of influence in your forces.
And yet that’s what we’re forced to do as we try to live the Christian life while the flesh is still active in our lives. At any moment it could burst out and bring horrific defeat. 
Why would you do this? Maybe if you didn’t know you had a traitor in your ranks, that would be one thing. Or if you knew there was a traitor but you didn’t know who it was, I could see you staging something to provide the bait for the traitor to reveal himself. But knowing you had a traitor and knowing who it is and knowing he could sabotage your every effort, why would you leave him in power?
Maybe if you were trying to find out who he was working for, you’d let him do his thing and hope to catch the bigger fish. Maybe if he was untouchable, like the son of the king and the king could never conceive of a son betraying him (and suggesting such a thing would be enough to get you executed), you’d leave him alone but keep an eye on him.
Okay, so let’s say there’s a traitor in your general staff and you know who it is but you can’t touch him. How would you proceed? You are forced to leave him in power but you don’t want to be undone by any of his treacheries. What would you do?
You’d assign trusted people to keep a close watch on him. You’d instruct them to report to you if he did anything even remotely suspicious, much less any overt sabotage. You’d keep him in the dark about as much of the larger operation as possible, in order to limit his ability to completely give your plan of battle and disposition of forces to the enemy. You might even feed him false information about things he can’t verify, so that if those things got into enemy hands they would actually help your own side because they’d be acting on false assumptions. 
The movie Breach was about just such a story. They had a guy high up in the FBI that they suspected was a mole for the Russians. They assigned a young agent to be this man’s clerk, telling him that the man was under investigation for purveying pornography. But in reality the FBI was using this young agent to try to get into the mole’s confidence.

So here we see the organization knowing about the mole but being unable to do anything to him until they could catch him red-handed. They put someone close to him to watch him—but they fed even this guy false information about what was going on, in case he were turned, too. 

When you have a traitor in your midst but you can’t just remove him outright, you put a watch on him and you limit as much as you can how badly he can hurt you. You look for the opportunity to take him down outright, but you brace yourself for a lifetime of watching and limiting. You’re mitigating the damage, all the while knowing that you can’t prevent him from significantly damaging you all along the way.
How does this apply to the flesh? I know he’s there and I know he’s a traitor. I know who it is. I can’t depose him altogether. I’m stuck with him. How do I put a watch on him? How do I limit how badly he can damage me and those around me? I know he’ll cause me significant damage all along the way, but I must mitigate it. How?

How do you put a watch on the flesh? Accountability partners, maybe. Covenant Eyes. Daily Bible study and communion with Jesus Christ. Spiritual disciplines. 
What do you do when even the watchers are turned and want to participate in the traitor’s treachery? You can’t watch the watchers. 

How do you limit how badly the flesh can hurt you? By letting everyone know what might happen and that it’s not you but the traitor? That seems like I’m bearing no responsibility for what I do. The flesh made me do it.

Maybe the best you can do is hunker down and hang on until God comes along and takes him out permanently. 
Picture an admiral summoning a ship for a mission. He chooses one that has an obvious list to the left. 

“Why that one, Admiral? Why not choose one with no obvious defects?” 

“Because, Commander, all ships have defects. I prefer those with obvious defects so I can know how best to use those ships. That ship lists, so keep it away from [situation in which listing would be bad]. For every other kind of assignment, it’s a fine ship. If I were to choose another ship, one with no obvious defect, how would I know what its defect is? How would I know that the assignment I give it is not one that will play right into its defect and result in disaster not only for that ship and crew but for my assignment?”
“Oh. I see, sir.”

“So it is with the captains I choose. Simms is a lush, so I keep him away from assignments in ports famous for their liquor. Carfield is prone to rash violence, so I do not send him on delicate diplomatic missions. Wilson is a womanizer, so I keep him away from my wife and daughter (and you would be wise to do the same).”

“Yes, sir.”

“Every man has his defect, just as every ship does. Some have more than one defect. The trick is to discover their defect. Then you must keep them away from situations that play into that defect. For almost every other assignment, they may be ideal.”

It’s interesting nautical nonsense, but does it work with the flesh? 
We certainly know what my “defect” is: it’s attractive women in person or nude in graphic images. Oh, I probably deal with pride and judgmentalism and arrogance and selfishness sometimes, but those are minor compared to this one. 

What to do with a captain with that defect? Keep him away from situations that play into his weakness. Keep him away from women in person and away from graphic images of nude women. 
How? Well, having him working at home is a great start. No women there but his wife. (This means that having him work at LearningRx, around so many attractive young women in person, is dangerous. Indeed, he has felt attraction to at least three women there and attraction from at least three women there.) 
Keeping him away from graphic images of nude women, through the use of Covenant Eyes, is another excellent help. (Of course he can circumvent those restrictions at will, so it’s not a great defense. But he circumvents only when he feels martyred or unrewarded.) 

The issue, then, is to keep him from feeling martyred or unrewarded. When he feels that he’s been unjustly hurt or deprived or imposed upon or underappreciated or wronged. When he feels that way, he has this mostly unconscious upswell of the need to indulge in his drug of choice. 
Conversely, when he feels he’s done something worthy and he’s feeling extra righteous or virtuous, he feels he deserves a trip to the treasure box, which is also an indulgent plunge into his drug of choice.

Bad thing happens to poor little me 
  =
consolation trip to the treasure box
Good thing I do that I’m proud of   
  =
reward trip to the treasure box

Two things send him to the treasure box, and they are things that will continue to happen to him throughout his life. The task, then, isn’t to keep bad things from happening or to keep him from doing things of which he is proud. The trick is to break the connection between the thing and the belief that he deserves recompense or reward.
Dear Jesus, please make that break. I know that when I do good things I’ve done only that which I ought to have done because I am a humble servant in Your household. I don’t deserve praise or reward because I did only that which was expected of me, and getting to live in Your household is reward enough. You give me everything I need and more besides. I also don’t deserve recompense when something bad happens to me, as if bad things shouldn’t happen to people. No one had more bad things happen to him than You, and yet You bore it to pay for my sins. If anyone deserves recompense, it’s You, not me. Bring Scripture to my mind to support this break. But most of all, perform the break Yourself, please. Thank You. Amen.
Plot Help from a Prophet
I’ve been reading Zechariah. In the first few verses in chapter 14 Zechariah prophesies that a day will come when God causes all the nations to lay siege to Jerusalem. Half the city will be ransacked and half the women will be ravished, but then God will gird Himself and fight as a warrior.
The picture I got was one in which God had intentionally drawn all these enemy nations into one convenient spot so that He could wipe them all out at once. Rather like Armageddon. Half the city is given to them so they don’t think it’s a trap and to cause them to fully engage in the sacking of the city. 
What if the bad guys in Tiercel’s story (like Rale, etc.) intentionally draw all surrounding (and competing) nations to the bad guy capital? They provoke or promise or bribe or challenge, or whatever must be done to cause each nation to bring its strength (army) to one place. It looks to all the world like they’re bringing the mountain down around them, but in reality they’re bringing them together for a coup de grace. They have, you see, a secret weapon with which they want to wipe out all their enemies once and for all.
The secret weapon is probably the arrival of the arch-demon, who demands blood sacrifice and will be given the assembled armies. Rale has probably spent all of the first book going around provoking or otherwise cajoling the enemy nations to gather. Meanwhile, the bad guys also take out the Celts—to grab their territory, wipe out their genetic impurities, and coerce the noble-minded nations around them to come to their defense. 

The idea is to let the demon loose on these armies, thus rendering all these nations defenseless and creating a vacuum into which the bad guy armies will march, resulting in the first superpower of the modern world.
What Tiercel Can Discover About God
For years I’ve said that God’s main attributes are the twins: holiness and love. These, in balance, comprise God’s essential qualities, I’ve said. That’s the basis of the dual-god religion in Tiercel’s world: the male is holy and the female is love. 

But what if God wants Tiercel to discover (or rediscover for the world) what is in fact His most essential attribute? I would have to say that, at base, even beneath holy and loving, God is ultimately good. 
The universe, therefore, is ultimately good. “You are good, You are good, and Your love endures.” “You are good, You are great, and in Your greatness You are loving.” 
What if Tiercel were to blow the lid off the stale and powerless religiosity of the dual-god thing and bring the world back to a monotheism based on God’s goodness? What if that has been God’s plan for him all along?

He’ll later realize that God wasn’t going to let him die in that last big battle because He needs Tiercel to spread the word about how to return to loving the one true Good God. In fact, they could begin calling Him Good. (Nah, that’s dumb.)

The other essential thing about God is not what He is so much as what He bestows: peace. Inner peace. It’s a peace based on the knowledge of His goodness, along with other attributes such as His sovereignty, His justice, His love, His holiness, His power, His omniscience, His wisdom, and the rest. When we believe this about God, He grants us inner peace. And when we have that kind of inner peace, we can handle just about anything that comes our way.
Disturbing Dream
On the night/morning of January 31–February 1, 2008, I had a disturbing dream that may have something to do with Marcher Lord Press and that might be useful for Tiercel’s story.

In it, I was in an outdoor park at night. I had recently been with my dad in a bank, but that might’ve been a separate dream. Anyway, I was in this park and somehow I was suddenly with a nice-seeming other person. Maybe a teenager or tween. I don’t remember what he was trying to get me to do, but I later felt that there was some cajoling or even tempting going on. 
Suddenly he got angry with me and I was instantly surrounded by scores of teen or tween children swarming me and “trying to get me.” I ran and dodged and dashed here and there. I stiff-armed them and swept them aside, but still they thronged me, their blank faces always pointed at me. They were grabbing my arms and legs and I felt that I wouldn’t be able to last much longer. I cried out for help, but no one responded. I cried out louder, hoping to be heard in some of the surrounding apartment-type buildings, but no one responded.
Finally I spotted a doorbell on the steps of one of the buildings. Maybe there was one or even two people in front, I don’t recall. I sprinted for the doorbell and those steps, the crowd of assailants shrieking in my ears and hindering my steps. Finally I pulled away and made it to the steps. I told the person (people?) who was now there that I was being attacked and needed help, and turned to point back at the pursuing crowd.
But the park was empty. Undisturbed. Quiet. As if nothing had happened. The person with me was worried about me. “Are you sure you’re okay?” Like I was a crazy person. 
Then suddenly a car with no one in it came hurtling out of the darkness and slammed into the apartment building at the second floor level. The person I was with was pondering what this must mean—probably a random accident—when his own car, which was right in front of us and quite empty, suddenly took off and then rounded back to us and crashed into the building. The two of us took off running, and that’s all I remember.
I woke up disturbed, obviously. My immediate interpretation of the dream was that it was demonic in origin. In real life I’ve been having intense sexual temptation lately. I’ve been mostly successful in resisting it. More successful than usual but less successful than I’d like. My feeling of the dream was that since their efforts to tempt me had failed, they were turning to other forms of harassment. Why? To stop me from launching Marcher Lord Press, was my first thought. 
Just as in the dream their efforts to thwart me in the park failed and then they turned to violence, so I felt they were telling me that since they’d been unsuccessful in thwarting me the sexual temptation they were now turning to other means of hurting me.
I told Robin about the dream (she happened to wake up, too) and immediately began praying for spiritual protection on me, Robin, our children, our home, our car, those people we care about, and for protection from demonic assault and the assault of those who might be influenced demonically, and from accidents, illnesses, fires, floods, predators, and the like.
As I said, I immediately thought the dream had to be about MLP. What else am I doing that would merit intensified demonic resistance? It gives me encouragement about the temptations I’ve been facing. I thought maybe I’d just been sliding to a weaker and weaker place. But maybe I’ve had more temptations lately as part of an intensive demonic assault. It’s encouraging in a strange way.

I don’t know how this could be used in Tiercel’s story, but it seems like there should be an application. He’s moving closer and closer to the thing that will thwart the demonic will and expand the love and knowledge of God. He’s getting better in spiritual warfare. He’s nearing his God-given destiny. It makes sense that the demonic—which many in his day would say simply doesn’t exist anymore—would be trying many tactics to derail him. If one tactic—their main one with such men (like sexual, with the prostitutes he’s guarding and to whose allure his fellow cadets capitulate)—didn’t work, they’d try something else. He wouldn’t know what’s going on, of course, unless someone told him. And even then there would be debate about what’s going on and how to understand it.
Gather What Has Been Scattered

While reading John 10 I was struck again by the idea that Jesus was regathering something that had been scattered. Namely, the sheep. Somehow they had gotten dispersed (all, like sheep, have wandered astray?) and He was calling them back together. 
I guess technically you’d have to say that the sheep had been left in the sheep fold until the right shepherd could come for them. What is the sheep fold? Perhaps Judaism. That’s Paul’s message in his letters, that the Law of Moses was just a nursemaid to kind of raise the child and keep him safe until his true heritage could be realized. 

Here, use these rules and keep them safe until I get back. You’re just stewarding them, basically babysitting them until my return.
So what if book 2 (or trilogy #2) is all about Tiercel being tasked with regathering that which was scattered? He’s given a message or a ram’s horn or something with which to broadcast his bait and thus draw in the scattered ones.
Maybe the first trilogy is about Tiercel rediscovering the True God. It ends with Tiercel being given the task of regathering the faithful. 

“They have been scattered and deceived. Indeed, they have forgotten Me. Most of them never knew Me in the first place. The enemy thought to deprive Me of them (and them of Me) by doing this. But you will regather them. You will undo what he has done. You will restore true worship of Me in the land.” 

Then the second trilogy could be about Tiercel doing that very thing. 

But at first he’s concerned with recovering the ancient writings from where they’re etched in the rocks. Maybe that’s what the second trilogy is about: recovering the Scriptures.

Then the third trilogy is about regathering the scattered who would follow this God.

Then the fourth trilogy is about what God would do with a regathered church.  ?
Tiercel’s Journal

It occurs to me (9/3/06) that the journey to health I’m on is the same journey Tiercel should be on. 
For years, both of us has believed lies about ourselves, thinking ourselves to be worthless and despicable. Therefore both of us have tried to construct our personalities so that we will be able to convince people otherwise (though we “know” the truth ourselves). 
It results in compensation behaviors, in being desperate to achieve the approval of anyone who withholds it, and (conversely) in sometimes thinking we’re better than anyone and therefore deserving. Spiritually, it results in being addicted to gaining and maintaining the approval of those we care about.
It’s bondage. Slavery. The flesh gets involved and wants more of the good feelings to continue. Double bondage.

Both Tiercel and I will come to understand that this is not God’s way, not God’s truth. Both of us will make a painful journey toward health.
It involves a crisis first, some result of our fleshliness and addictions and flirtations getting us in serious trouble. Then it involves utter rejection from those we sought to please. Then it hurts those around us. 

Finally we meet with someone who can help us see the lie and understand the truth. It’s all been about 1) my own self-effort to compensate for 2) the perceived truth that I am worthless. Getting the lie out of the way helps. Then hearing that all self-effort, even that directed toward good, must cease. That we must accept sanctification the same way we accepted salvation: through faith. Which means we have to stop doing it, too. If God is taking care of it, why am I hovering? Why not go play and come back later when He’s done? 
The Freefall

The lack of trying results in a scary feeling of freefall. I’m no longer being diligent, which means things may get loose again. My mind may not stay in its pen. But I’m trusting. Falling and trusting. 
The disapprovers will come. Family. Those we respect. They will feel we’re getting off too lightly and not being responsible. They will want fleshly steps and a plan for recovery. They will want us to be punished mercilessly. It will be a crushing pain for us, the very thing we’d worked so hard to avoid: that people we respected have “discovered” the “truth” that we are worthless. 
But then we’ll slowly be able to accept the truth of God, that we have been pardoned by God. Anything we’ve done, He’s forgiven us for. Others may not consider us off the hook, but they’re shouting in the wind. Their opinion, we come to realize, is of no importance. Because God has rendered us beyond reproach. Permanently out of the reach of their criticism.
A New Name

One of the most serious attacks on Tiercel early on will be when he hears about someone else who is a total loser, but who has enough similarities to Tiercel that it brings back the old voices. 
I was doing an editorial review on a novel about a guy who never kept a job and was considered a total loser. He and his wife were off alone together after his latest scuffle. His sons commented that the last time their parents had been alone together was the last time he’d been fired. 
It was like an arrow shot straight through my heart. I heard all the accusations and voices again. I heard the words and hatred of Robin’s brothers. In that moment I felt again that I was what they said I was: loser, failure, embarrassment to the family. I actually had a mental image of an demon floating by my ear shouting these things at me. 
But I found the scripture that said words to the effect of “God no longer calls you Outcast or Rejected, but has redeemed you and now calls you Beloved and One Whom I Sing Over.” I kind of got on a roll with the scriptures and was using them to drown out the other voices that had made that sour feeling arise again in my throat. 

I have a new name, a name that means God delights in me as I do when I see my children after an absence. Which means Tiercel has a new name, too, and must learn to listen to that voice instead of the voices of hate. 
The Reminder
I went to lunch with Tim Frye (the finance guy), who is still at NavPress. He was nice, but he said that he had been told that my “flirting” was perceived as more than flirting. What’s more than flirting? Making a pass at someone? I guess. He more or less confirmed (by not correcting me when I made the assumption) that it was Kim who made the complaint. 
I told him that I had been out of control and that it was a mercy for God to intervene. I said counseling was going great, etc. I asked about NavPress using me as a freelancer or even taking me back. He said I had radically violated trust and it would take a miracle for them to trust me enough to use me again. 

I mentioned that NavPress didn’t exactly operation in an environment of grace with me and that the image of little pious everyone else being set upon by lecherous me wasn’t exactly accurate, that everything I did (while inexcusable) was nevertheless encouraged and matched by the accusing party. 

Tim was nice and I believe genuinely cares, but I walked away from the appointment feeling very, very low. No, I felt like trash. 
That same morning I had learned that the B&H job, which I thought was basically mine, had already been offered to someone else and I was maybe going to be added to the list if I was lucky. Two of my big hopes—that I would get the B&H job and/or that I would be offered my job at NavPress again, or at least massive freelance with them—were dashed in the space of three hours. That didn’t lift my spirits.
I felt so terrible that day. There was this crushing heaviness on my shoulders. There it was again: my awfulness, displayed for all to see. It was a brutal blow. It was only with immense difficulty that I sought to hang on to what I’d been learning, that God loves me and delights in me no matter what. It was the most serious challenge to my new thinking yet, the most blistering attack yet. 
Nevertheless, I clung to His truth. Desperately, I clung. I wrote out new passages from the Old Testament. The greatest was Jeremiah 32. Some key verses:

37 “Behold, I will gather them out of all the lands to which I have driven them in My anger, in My wrath and in great indignation; and I will bring them back to this place and make them dwell in safety. 38 “They shall be My people, and I will be their God; 39 and I will give them one heart and one way, that they may fear Me always, for their own good and for the good of their children after them. 40 “I will make an everlasting covenant with them that I will not turn away from them, to do them good; and I will put the fear of Me in their hearts so that they will not turn away from Me. 41 “I will rejoice over them to do them good and will faithfully plant them in this land with all My heart and with all My soul.” 42 For thus says the Lord, ‘Just as I brought all this great disaster on this people, so I am going to bring on them all the good that I am promising them. 

I heard from Joyce Hart, whom I’m coming to know as a mighty prayer warrior, who, when she heard what I was going through, said, “Get into the Word and tell Satan he is a liar. Satan knows what will hurt us the worst. But Jesus is our victory.” I needed that.
Then I heard “The Battle Belongs to the Lord” ringing in my head, so I went and played and sang it for about 20 minutes straight.
When the power of darkness comes in like a flood, the battle belongs to the Lord. He’s raised up a standard, the power of His blood. The battle belongs to the Lord.

When your enemy presses in hard, do not fear. The battle belongs to the Lord. Take courage, my friend, your redemption draws near. The battle belongs to the Lord.

We sing glory, honor, power and strength to the Lord.

We sing glory, honor, power and strength to the Lord.

By three hours later, I was feeling normal again. But, man, what an attack.

Sacred Romance

I’m getting a lot out of reading Sacred Romance (just as I did from Search for Significance). Here’s a passage that stirred something in me.
Satan uses the Arrows that strike all of us this side of the Fall and weaves them into a story line to convince us that we cannot live without the disguise of our false self, the role we are playing out in what John and I have been calling our “smaller story.” Our smaller stories are constructed along the plotlines of control and gratification. Once we begin to live by this false self, Satan and his minions sabotage the story to make sure we are exposed. Then he mocks us for our foolishness and hypocrisy for hiding behind such a façade in the first place. Other times, he simply leaves us to die in costume. (p. 118)
The book goes on to say that both control and gratification are ways of living these false lives. We either try to control it (perfectionism, etc.) or anesthetize it (through pornography, competition, thrill-seeking, gluttony, materialism, etc.). 

But God has used the act of “Satan and his minions [sabotaging] the story to make sure we are exposed” to actually bring us to our senses and present us with a choice. Do we want to go back into our slavery to these little stories in which we might be the hero (but enslaved), or do we want to go down the road not taken, the road God calls us to, though we have no clue what it holds and though we will have to cast off all the roles and costumes that have “worked” for us in the past. 

That’s what I want.

Dennis Korn
I went to lunch with Dennis on Tuesday, September 12, 2006. One thing he said was that he feels “God gives us one major opportunity to get ourselves right with Him, and we’d best take advantage of it.” 

That’s so true, and I think it’s something someone could tell Tiercel. This is my once chance, my smack to the side of the head. I want to use it as my onramp to a life pleasing to God. (Which may mean I have to show Tiercel in some kind of sin, even if it arises out of his desire to be approved.)
That’s one thing I still can’t understand: how is it that my eyes still seek out beauty? Sometimes I’m seeking because I want that person, who is beautiful, to validate me by feeling pleased that I’m looking. But what about when I look and I’m not seeking eye contact? That feels like pure lust extraction, and I can’t understand how that fits into the feelings of poor self-worth. 
It also scares me a little because I think God’s plugged my hole with the self-worth thing (He loves me so much), but if this part arises from something else then I’ve got some separate bad thing rolling around inside me. And I thought I was done with all that.
Dave and Penny
At home group this week Dave said, “Some people say that stress forms character. But I say that stress reveals character.” This is so true. I need to work it into this story—and probably into my character generation system.
Deserving but not Entitled
Is it possible to feel valuable without also feeling deserving? One of my problems in the past has been that when I’m not feeling like a worthless toad I’m feeling like I’m way ahead of the game, replete with bonus points, granted a free pass and access to the treasure box. This is when I have sinned by taking for myself because I feel I am deserving. (Which is, actually, why I sinned when I was feeling awful about myself, too. Interesting.) 

Just now I felt a wave of “Hey, I’m great. I deserve sex or a sexual rush.” I immediately took that thought captive to obedience to Christ. But it left the question: How can I be unashamed like Adam was before the Fall, and feel as valued (and therefore as deserving) as a child of the king, and not feel entitled? It’s like I’m deserving but not entitled. How?

I don’t want entitlement, but I also don’t want to deprive myself of that wonderful feeling of knowing that I am a privileged child of the King. 
This is something Tiercel could wrestle with, too. Along the pathway to health are obstacles left there by the one who ruled in his sickness.

Helping People
In The Sacred Romance the authors say that we can discover what our real purpose is. If we follow God utterly, He will lead us to it. It’s akin to our “secret name” written on that white rock that Jesus gives us in heaven. There’s something of beauty and astonishing worth placed inside us.
And, the authors say, it will always be something that helps other people. 

What is Tiercel’s?

Feeling Martyred = Feeling Justified
Last night I was at a skate party for the kids’ school. I didn’t want to be there. I wanted to be having “my” downtime at home. Instead, I worked on creating the character for Ken Ruettgers’ fictional blog. It was hard work (instead of play), so I was doubly removed from play. 
I was feeling pretty cross about the whole thing. And, what do you know? Women started looking mighty good all around me. I did fine—didn’t gaze or lust or sin. But I did notice that feeling down and wronged led to exactly the same reaction I got when I was feeling better than anyone: I’ve earned (or in this case, “I deserve”) a free trip to the treasure box. 

It’s amazing, actually, how many paths I’ve beaten to the treasure box. 

Each of us must have a treasure box, a drug of choice, a most-preferred reward that we treat ourselves to when we’re feeling downtrodden or righteous, virtuous, and deserving. Maybe something in the character creation system ought to take that into account.
When I Don’t Trust, Bad Things Happen
It’s funny to me how, when I get worried and anxious it’s because I’ve taken out of Jesus’ pack what I’d previously committed to Him to carry. I start fretting about getting well-paying freelance work and start worrying when things I thought were going to happen don’t pan out. The anxiety itself is my warning sign that I’ve taken things back into my own lap, things I can’t possibly control or make happen (hence the worry).

It’s also interesting to me that when the anxiety starts, all kinds of other bad things happen, too. Like I get peevish and selfish and feel martyred that I can’t sit around and play games all day long. And I start feeling the tug of the female form. 
All of these are the deeds of the flesh and are clear signals to me that I’ve started trying to figure things out on my own, that I’ve taken back into my hands things I can’t possibly handle, things I’d given over to God. The flesh is in control and the flesh messes things up. 

The solution is to remember God’s love toward me and to entrust those things back to Him. 

Because I am not my own. I’ve been bought with a price. I’m a servant chosen because the master had work to be done. If He’s purchased me, He’ll tell me what to do and provide for me as I do it. It’s not my job to figure out the work or the timing of it, nor is it my job to figure out how to be compensated. That’s His job. I just wait until He calls. And until He calls, until He’s got work for me, it’s still His job to provide for His servants.

“How many of my father’s servants have more than enough bread, but I am starving here with these pigs. I will go to him and say, ‘I have sinned against heaven and in your sight. I am no longer worthy to be your son, but please take me as one of your servants.’”

Bad Dreams
Actually, they might be considered good dreams because they’re about sex. Seems that lately I’ve been having dreams about sex or sexual encounters. Last night I dreamt that I was pursuing an affair with Reagen Reed. She was single, or at least available, and certainly willing. I showed up at her house fully feeling that this was what I wanted and even that it was right. We went inside and I was just getting comfortable in her home. Also having fun with the feelings of flirtation and impending sexual contact.
In retrospect, the interesting thing about the dream was that I realized midway through that this was wrong, that it wasn’t what I wanted, after all. 
Nothing sexual happened in the dream and I remember protesting. But I don’t remember what else happened. 
I woke up feeling that I had sinned (in the liking of the idea of the sin, if nothing else), but when I realized I’d resisted and turned away from the sin, I felt better.

Still, I’m disturbed that such things seem to keep coming out in my subconscious. 
The Woman at the Park

Yesterday I was with Nathan at a playground and I noticed an attractive young mother there, too. I felt a real zing because she was pretty, and lean, and had a T-shirt that, while not provocative, clearly revealed her attributes. I had to keep looking away.

I don’t think I had that second look, that lustful gaze. But in tracking Nathan I had to keep roaming the playground, and my eyes kept landing on that woman, and I kept feeling the zing, and I had to keep looking away. I kept having the first glance again and again, but don’t think I pursued that second look.

Still, I’m bothered that I would be enticed. I’m bothered that I would feel the zing, mainly because in the past that was almost always the portal to sin. I don’t want to feel the zing anymore. I don’t want to be wondering if I’m giving that second look, the look that amounts to rape and extracting lustful feelings from the gaze. 
Or am I crucifying myself for something that is normal and won’t go away no matter how sanctified I become? I get scared that these dreams and zings mean that the bad stuff is creeping back in. I don’t think it is, but it scares me just the same.

The Woman at the Park, Part 2
At counseling today I told Mark Sellers about the episode with this woman. He said that right now I’m still objectifying women, seeing only their sexuality and not their full personality, and still thinking they can “give me life” (through their maternal body parts, which are powerful life-givers) instead of realizing that they can’t give life, that only God can. 

He talked about the woman at the well who, he thinks, was coming on to Jesus. She was probably beautiful and flirted with Him shamelessly. But Jesus saw through her beauty and allure (not neglecting her femininity) and had compassion on the life path that brought her to this point and made her this person who would flirt with a Jewish rabbi deep in the heart of Samaria. 
He wanted me to begin thinking of an attractive woman as a whole person, a little girl grown up sadly, a daughter of Jesus Christ, and to begin wondering with compassion who the person behind all that might be and what her hurts are. 
I guess he’s saying that when I’m feeling lust or attraction for a woman it’s because I’m not seeing her as a person but as an object of desire. The zing and the “Oh, no; am I lusting?” thing is saying that I’ve objectified her. It should be my cue to start thinking of her as a precious daughter of God and trying to think of her compassionately, as a real person with faults and hurts. 

All My Memories Are of Being Embarrassed

I realized today in counseling that all my childhood memories revolve around being ridiculed or feeling stupid or worthless. His eyebrows rose and he said, “That’s important.” 
Like when I was in kindergarten and I wore leotards for a play and kids says, “I can see your underwear” and laughed at me. Like when they were playing smear the queer and I tried to run with the ball but fell on my face, and kids laughed. Or when I was trying to spell “kite” and instead of saying “k” I said “key,” and kids laughed. Or when I spelled “stereo” wrong and the teacher ridiculed me. Or the infamous year at the bus station from Gehenna. 
I also remember Dad holding me out over the cliff at Big Bend National Park. Why did he think that was something I wanted to do? I remember photos of me on that trip being bold before then, but I sure don’t remember feeling bold after that.
Calling Out Your Excellence
Another thing Mark said today that I liked was this: “There is excellence in you, and I don’t think anyone has ever really called that out in you.” 
He said it with such conviction that I almost believed it. Really? Is there really something more in me, something special or wonderful or as-yet unseen? That would be cool.

Lord, let it be so.

Hey, Sailor

I find myself checking the mirror and thinking, “Now, who wouldn’t be attracted to that?” or the like. It brings back old memories, telling me that I’ve been doing that for a long time. All I can think is that I’ve wanted to maintain my fitness and handsomeness in order to attract more attractive women. What a jerk.

If I’m complete in Christ, then I don’t need anyone else to complete me. Which means I don’t need to maintain attractiveness in order to attract anyone. I might still maintain my fitness and weight, just to honor the Lord’s temple. But I shouldn’t be doing it for any other reason. 

Lord, take away those stupid thoughts.

For His Glory

Today I was struck by the Gospel of John and how often Jesus speaks about being on earth only to do God’s will and complete His work. The only things He said were the things He’d heard from God, which He knew gave life. The things He heard from God, these were the things He said to the world. 
Could that be true of me, too? Could I have the same mission He has? Could He tell me (or teach me, through my life) things that He then wants told to the world (through my fiction)? 

I have many things to speak and to judge concerning you, but He who sent Me is true; and the things which I heard from Him, these I speak to the world.
For I did not speak on My own initiative, but the Father Himself who sent Me has given Me a commandment as to what to say and what to speak. I know that His commandment is eternal life; therefore the things I speak, I speak just as the Father has told Me.
That Sinking Feeling
For probably the first time since leaving NavPress seven weeks ago I’ve had a couple of temptations to look lustfully at women. The first was the woman at the playground the other day; the second was at Skate City a while back; and the third was yesterday at On the Border after church (oh, and there was temptation to look at church, too). 
I think I’ve noted a common denominator. In all those times, I was feeling deficient in some way. Either cheated or not rewarded or, surprisingly, anxious or even scared. 
At the playground, I was feeling a little martyred because instead of having my day to play or spend as I wished, I was there babysitting Nathan so Grace could be with her Sunday School class. I was being selfish, of course, but I’m pointing out what may’ve been behind the increased inclination to look lustfully.
At Skate City it was the same thing. Instead of having my evening to play, I was out at Skate City for the entire evening so Grace and Nathan could be there for their school. Boy, I’m pretty selfish, aren’t I? But in my “I’m not getting what I want” mode, I was more inclined to look.
At church yesterday, and later at On the Border, I think it was slightly different. Here I was feeling anxious and a little fearful that we haven’t been getting the kind of money through my freelancing that I was hoping we’d be getting. We’d just had an expensive weekend—Grace’s birthday party, mainly—and I’d lost a check from one of my freelance jobs. I was feeling nervous and insufficient. There wasn’t enough “in me” to cover what was needed. I think that could’ve been the trigger for the temptation to look.
Could it be that the very temptation to look could be my signal, my clear warning sign, that I’m feeling deficient in some way? Either that I’m feeling ripped off, insufficient to supply what is needed, or deserving of reward I’m not getting. 
And what should I do in those instances? Mark’s idea of thinking about these women’s backstory doesn’t seem to be helping. I don’t want to wonder how they got here or what it is about their lives that brought them to this point. I don’t want to be thinking about them at all. It may be that the problem isn’t that I’m objectifying these women. It may be that my problem is that I look to lust when I feel insufficient and want to look to fill up what is lacking.
Perhaps the solution, when I sense the pressure to look, is to turn my mind to how God has supplied all my needs according to His riches in glory. He will give His angels charge over me. Jehovah Jirah careth for me.
Update: A couple of weeks after this entry I had a dream. I was inside a house that was at the top of a sloping street. Other houses or objects were leaning against it, urging it to break into freefall down the slope, but for now it was holding. I looked at the inside wall of the house facing the pressure and, as I watched, cracks began to form in it. I knew the wall was about to burst from the pressure and the whole thing was about to come loose and go careening out of control. (Needless to say, it scared me! It made me think my self-control was about to give way and I would fall again into sin. But then I realized that it is God’s responsibility, not mine, to maintain me in this. And He will.)
Two Issues, Then—Not Just One

It seems, then, that there were at least two cup-with-a-hole-in-the-bottom issues for me. The first was the identity piece: I’m worthless and undeserving to exist. That caused me to do all these behaviors to prove that that wasn’t true (or at least to prevent anyone from finding out). The flirtation came from this, as did the compulsion to be sure people thought of me in the way I wanted them to. 
But the second piece, I’m thinking now, is this thing that causes me to look with lust when I’m feeling deficient or lacking in some way. This isn’t the ultimate, identity kind of lack, but a more immediate, surface thing. It’s not, “I’m unworthy,” it’s “Hey, I got ripped off.” 

This causes me to act in gimme-gimme selfishness ways to fill up the goodness that is lacking because God hasn’t provided it or some other person or force has prevented me from getting it. The primary way I “get what’s coming to me” is to look with lust. That’s the main thing I do. But the secondary thing would be to spend more time gaming. 
The pressure to look with lust, as I said before, is my indicator that I’m feeling ripped off or otherwise not correctly rewarded.
Just as I tell Grace, I need to think about what I’ve got, not what I don’t have.

But the Helper, the Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send in My name, He will teach you all things, and bring to your remembrance all that I said to you. Peace I leave with you; My peace I give to you; not as the world gives do I give to you Do not let your heart be troubled, nor let it be fearful.

Update: By the way, this didn’t work. I was in a situation shortly after this when I was feeling ripped off. I pulled out (mentally) the verses reminding me of all the things God has done for me. It didn’t work. My willpower gave a big fat, “So what?” and that was that. So will be the fate of any flesh-powered “solution.” 

Not Encouraging Me

Two months after my downfall and job loss I’m feeling much better. I feel, in truth, like a changed man. Coming to believe in God’s absolute approval of and favor for me has been revolutionary. Then coming to understand the two components (the identity piece and the martyrdom piece) has helped me feel like we’re making real progress. And the real delight has been to feel the almost total absence of lust or desire to look. Even with the content safeguards turned off on the computer for 5 days at a time, the only times those temptations have come have been when I’ve felt martyred, and even then there was no temptation to do any illicit looking on the Web.
So it was discouraging to me when Robin remembered we didn’t have the content filter on and said, in a condescending way, “Well, we need to get that on right away.” I’d been ambivalent about it because I’d been doing so well without the filter (the one through IE, btw, not ContentProtect, which was still on) and the filter is such a nuisance, I wanted to leave it off. This troubled Robin greatly and she said my waffling sounded like the waffling “here’s what I’ll do in Denver” plans, which she “knew” meant I was sinning.
I can understand her hesitancy. She doesn’t want to get burned again. Fool me once, shame on you; fool me twice, shame on me. She doesn’t think it’s possible for a lifetime of wrong behavior to be changed in two months. Plus, she’s been put in the role of policeman, so she’s erecting what she referred to as a jail for me. But still…
It discouraged me that she, of all people, did not believe in the change. I wanted her, my wife, to believe the best about me and cast a vision of health for me. Not to accuse me of being right now at my lowest and most depraved. I would never do this, because I’m walking with God on this now, but it almost makes me think, “Well, if everybody thinks I’m a sexaholic and I don’t get noticed for improvement, why not be what they are all punishing me for being anyway? 
That’s a wrong thought and I’m glad it’s come to light. 
I talked to Mark Sellers (counselor) about all this. Then also talked to the sexaholics recovery group he hosts, which I went to for the first time this week. Their feeling was that Robin was right, I wasn’t changed. They said that if the situation were reversed, I would do just what she has done. I felt I wouldn’t, that I would make myself more vulnerable and trust for her to work it out between her and God. But they didn’t think I was right. The feeling I got was that I couldn’t possibly be as changed as I was thinking. 
I understood their point, that all Robin has to go on is track record. And I certainly know that I’m still capable of all manner of sin. Several of them said they’d gone 6 or 7 or more months “sober” and then still fallen off the wagon, so 2 months is nothing. Mark just watched me and listened to them attack me (in love). 
I guess they must be right. But I believe, before God, that I am healed and different. Besides, I’m doing this for Him, not to convince anyone else. They can think what they like, but I know God has a history of truly changing people on the spot. 
Still, it’s hurt me. It feels like my support network has undercut me. It’s discouraging and disheartening. 

But maybe it’s best that the only encourager I have in all this is God. He’ll love me no matter what, even if I dip back into sin. Others don’t have unlimited grace.
Too Cavalier
I wrote an e-mail yesterday that gave me pause. I wasn’t sure why, but I had the sense that I was doing or saying something I shouldn’t. It was an all-too-familiar feeling. Saying too much to be thought of in a certain way and/or saying something I shouldn’t and yet showing it to a female to try to gain some advantage from her seeing it (exhibitionism?). 

Before sending it, I deleted the paragraph I felt the worst about. But even then I continued to feel like it was too much. I read it all again and convinced myself that it was what this person, Debbie Marrie, needed to know and, indeed, it was what I’d told Bert (Debbie’s predecessor) when he was there. So I sent it.
I felt badly about it, but quickly buried it with busyness and thought no more about it. I think I did have to take an ibuprofen, though. Tight neck and shoulders.
Then last night—this morning, actually—I started from a dream. In it, I was at a hotel for something. Now that I think about it, it was the ICRS convention (isn’t that interesting…?). I kept looking for my room but could never find it, largely because my room number was in the 400s but those rooms were all on the 5th floor, or something like that. 

Somehow I ended up standing behind the chairs of two women. It was as if we were watching a speech or waiting for a presentation to begin. I had my hands on the shoulders of the woman in front of me who, in the dream, was Robin. I think. Anyway, before long I was reaching down from her shoulders and absently fondling her breasts, like I do with Robin. 
But suddenly it wasn’t Robin anymore (if it ever had been). It was Debbie Marrie. 

It’s important to note that Debbie was someone I was moderately attracted to at Strang. She was a large-breasted blonde who enjoyed lifting her arms over her head to show off her breasts (I mean, to stretch) while in conversation with me. I got the distinct feeling that she was very impressed with me. She was always about 15 pounds overweight, which helped temper the attraction I felt for her then. Okay, back to the dream.

Debbie was mildly perturbed that I’d done this. I sat beside her and asked her to forgive me. But then it was Robin. Robin was saying she was a little upset that I’d done this to her (Robin), but was fairly okay with it. I felt sure she was going to go off and tell someone what I’d done, and I would be history.

I woke up extremely alarmed. I knew immediately what I’d dreamt and that the dream had been about that e-mail I’d sent to Debbie. Thinking back to the fact that it was partially set at ICRS, I realize that my mind was linking something about that e-mail with my out-of-control behavior at ICRS, which was the site of my downfall. 
I was very afraid, not that Debbie would say anything that would get me in trouble with Robin, but that I had repeated the same thoughts and behaviors and Holy Spirit-squelching that I’d done at my worst. 

It’s terrifying. 

Lord, please deliver me from this. Thank You for convicting me about something I’d managed to sweep under the carpet. Dissect me. Show me not only where I went wrong but what it was that caused it. I never, ever want to go to any of the same places I got to before, and if this is the way such a journey begins, please help me leap back onto the right path.
So let’s look at how this developed. Here is the e-mail from Debbie that I was responding to (the title of the message was “Wendy Alec”):
Jeff! How’s it going? With Bert gone, guess who gets to keep Realms going? That’s right, yours truly. I feel like I’ve been asked to adopt your baby! (By the way, thanks for the heads up on Daughter of Prophecy winning that award. I passed the info along to sales and marketing.) 

I’m emailing you to see if I can get an update on where we’re at with Wendy Alec’s new book. I’m trying to catch up on all of the projects Bert had in the works when he retired. Barb told me that you’re doing the edit? (The irony of it all…) 

Hope to connect with you on this soon. We have an acquisitions meeting Monday and I’d love to give them an update. Thanks.

Debbie Marrie 
Imprint Editor for Siloam, Frontline, and Realms 
407.333.0600 ext. 3614 
debbie.marrie@strang.com 

So let’s take this apart a little. First, it was from Debbie Mare, so on some level I should’ve been on my guard that this was someone who had been a danger to me before. But I proceeded cavalierly, believing I was “totally fine” to talk with her in an unguarded way.
Second, the message was about Wendy Alec, toward whom I’m already negatively indisposed—for being a prima donna, for being a less-than-wonderful writer and yet claiming she got everything from God, and for not paying me for 66 days for services rendered. So, going into the conversation, I was inclined to give somebody a piece of my mind. I was inclined to say more than I should. But I didn’t see this, so I went forward blindly.
Third, the fact that this was someone who knew me and who knew the history with Wendy Alec, and with whom I’d had gripe sessions in the past, made me even more prone to say what I really thought. In other words, because of this I was even more predisposed to say more than I should.
Fourth, somewhere in the back of my mind I remembered that, in the past, Debbie really liked it when I got upset or “passionate” about something. She gave all kinds of nonverbal signals that she enjoyed my tirades. Maybe she “rewarded” me with extra arm-raising-breast-displaying moments when I got especially hot under the collar about something. This was one more thing that encouraged me (I see now) to go on a rant about Wendy Alec, for Debbie’s enjoyment. And my reward?
None of these things was I conscious of in the moment, of course. I just found myself having written things that, for whatever reason, made me feel bad and then, later, that made me have a scary dream. 

Connecting the event and the dream, I have to say that what I wrote to her was my way of doing what it took to get the breast squeezes I apparently wanted from her. 
Please, Lord, help! This is not who I am. This is not what I want. Make this just a remnant from before. Let this be Your warning to me, Your gracious pointing out of something that You want to sanctify next. And, Lord, please sanctify it. Have complete access to this point. Make me holy. Make it so all I do is glorify you.
I woke up feeling that I’d done the one more thing that would send Robin and everyone else out to lynch me. I felt I’d betrayed her once again. I was so frightened she would hate me for this thing. And I did know it was troubling and something was wrong with it, but I did it anyway. Lord, please save me from myself! You do the cleansing.
Back to Debbie’s e-mail. I know what she meant by this sentence, “I feel like I’ve been asked to adopt your baby!” but now that I look at it, it feels a little inappropriate and suggestive. It sounds a lot like, “I feel like I’m having your baby,” which would imply an intimate connection between the two of us, so intimate that it could result in an illegitimate child being born. I think that idea might’ve registered to me on a subconscious level, further encouraging me in the direction I was predisposed to go.
Her statement here is almost laced with sexual promise, too: “Hope to connect with you on this soon.” If it had been written by a male, I don’t think it would’ve had any impact on me beyond the words themselves. But maybe on some level this sounded like an invitation, and maybe on some level I responded to that. Why? Why, Lord? Make me different.
Then her final sentence, “We have an acquisitions meeting Monday and I’d love to give them an update,” told me that whatever I said would be repeated to the group. Well, it’s a group of women with whom I felt I held some status and male prowess: Lillian, Jevon, Debbie Moss, Debbie Marrie, and Barb. Maybe on some level I imagined them sitting around that conference table thinking fondly of me and wishing I was back with them. This probably encouraged me to be even more bold or opinionated or cavalier in my message.
Analyzed like this, it was a disaster waiting to happen. But it all went so quickly and none of it registered to my conscious mind. I was most of the way through my reply (below) before I even had the “check in my spirit.” 

Here’s what I sent:

Hi, Debbie. Good to hear from you.

I’d heard (from Bert, then Debbie Moss) that you had inherited Siloam, Realms, and who knows what else. You’re plenty capable of it all, but I pity you, all the same!

Seems like Realms is dead. I know the recent on-again/off-again thing pretty much irrevocably severed ties with Miles Owens and Theodore Beale, and probably others. Are you still going forward with the Alton Gansky project? Wasn’t there another project, too? If so, I’d be happy to volunteer to be your freelance editor for those projects.

On the Wendy Alec project, I did a review of her rough draft back in June. I should’ve known better than to do it without a contract because I didn’t receive payment until 66 days after turning in my invoice. Sixty-six days of almost daily reminding, questioning, “following up,” harassing, invoicing, international calling, and general pestering until they finally paid up. I have decided, if they do ask me to do the final edit, not to give them the finished product until I’ve received payment. That’ll streamline their excuses, I’m thinking.

Originally I was told that the entire project—both halves of the edit—had to be turned in by September 1. Then Shirley Ferrier (I haven’t had any direct contact with Wendy) told me it would be more like January before I saw any revisions. I know you’re trying to figure out a release date for it, but if I were you I wouldn’t. You could plan on fall 2007, perhaps, but be sure everyone knows the date is on skis. 

It’s pretty awful, fyi. Nowhere near the quality of The Fall of Lucifer, and I wasn’t very fond of that one! Scattered and splintered and just about entirely missing the title character. Multiple time lines and framing devices. As with her original thought for Lucifer, here she begins the next book in the middle of this one instead of stopping where the natural break is. More of her schmaltzy writing. It’s going to require a massive rewrite to fix, which is another reason I’m guessing she’s delaying. 

Hope that’s helpful.

Jeff

P.S. Is that balding guy (John, I think) still in charge of the Realms Web page? If so, please have him follow through on his promise to revise the main Realms page. Before I left I had asked him to take off the front page all the instructions about how to download and install wallpaper. Why, I wanted to know, was 3/4 of the main page dedicated to obscure instructions no one was going to read? Put those off on a subpage, I said. 

P.P.S. Check out my new Web site: www.WhereTheMapEnds.com. 

Analysis. Okay, it was good to hear from her, but that could have a double meaning. Was it good, as in nice, to hear from her? Or was it good, as in personally pleasing, to restore communications with her?
The “you’re plenty capable of it all” comment: was it necessary? Did I need to give her a praise? Wouldn’t I do so if it were a male I was communicating with? But this isn’t a male. Giving her a compliment might not have been the wisest move.

The next paragraph is probably okay. I’m trying to drum up some freelance business. But then again, it could be seen as me trying to establish more regular connections and communications with her. I don’t think that’s what I was doing here, but it’s possible that it was happening on some level.
In the next paragraph my anger toward Wendy and Shirley comes out. I wouldn’t tell this to just anyone. In fact, I probably shouldn’t have put it in print, as e-mails have come back to bite me in the past. I was certainly cavalier in my comments, wasn’t I? I am assassinating Wendy’s character and implying that she’s stingy and difficult to work with. The latter might be true, but the former isn’t. Here I was falling back into the habit of griping with Debbie, something we’ve already established that I knew, on some level, she likes. I shouldn’t have said this much.
The next paragraph is the reason for the e-mail. Here I’m giving her an idea about the scheduling on the book. It’s pretty straightforward, though I’m giving her counsel (another role I was in with her, which might be dangerous) and with the “skis” comment I’m trying to be funny and clever (which is what she liked about me). 
Man, I see now that in this note I’m so trying maintain in her eyes an opinion she had of me, one I liked and one that resulted in sexually-charged attention from someone to whom I was attracted. 

Lord, this is awful! What needs to change so this never happens again? Maybe having Robin proofread any notes I plan to send to any women I have or have ever had attraction toward or from. Taking a long pause before sending. Doing the kind of analysis that I’ve done here. That time, I went so quick. I just fired off a response. But maybe I went so quickly because, had I paused, I might’ve realized some of this and not sent the message as that part of me wanted to send it.
Lord, what’s going on? I thought “that part of me” was exorcized by realizing Your love for me. Why did I seek it again here? I don’t need the affirmation of Debbie or anyone else. I don’t need to extract sexual attraction. I don’t need to maintain in anyone’s mind a certain image of me. Was this response just an automatic response, a response born of habit? I’d much prefer that over the conclusion that it arose from a continuing need to do this junk. Please, Lord, make it just a habit thing—and then crush this habit. If it’s something deeper…well, then please fix that, too! I don’t want to be like this ever again.
The next paragraph is what I should’ve cut. If Debbie had wanted to know this information, I could’ve sent it later. But I sent it here to sound superior and smarter and wiser and cavalier. I’m so smart and Wendy is so dumb. Why can’t everyone be superior like me? I’m again assassinating Wendy’s character. 
To my credit, I did remove a sentence speculating that Wendy would never do the revisions and would default on her contractual obligations. Even in the midst of this quick letter that appeared to go too far. I should’ve cut more, though.

Why did I write the first P.S.? Trying to extend my influence in a place where it no longer belongs. Trying to show my superiority and instruct her on how to be an imprint manager. Trying to throw my weight around in one of the few places where I might have any. Disgusting.
The second P.S. is okay, I guess, though unnecessary. 

On the whole, I didn’t fare too well in this correspondence. Hence the conviction in the moment and the dream this morning. Lord, please change me in all those ways. I want to be utterly different. I want to never do this kind of nonsense again. Sanctify me in the places that have caused this to show its ugly head again.
Now, what to do? Do I write back to her, extending a communication that should be done with? Or do I just let it go, allowing the damage to be unaddressed? If my mistake last time was going in unprepared, hastening through my own hesitations, and saying things I shouldn’t, then shouldn’t my reply be measured and sober? 

Certainly I don’t need to bring up any of the attraction or influence issues. What damage has been done? Everything I said was pertinent. It’s just how I said it that was wrong. I suspect that bringing it back up again to draw attention to it wouldn’t be the right move. Just let it die. If she writes back, eager to continue the conversation, I can kill it there.
Lessons learned. First, whenever you’re faced with a conversation with a woman to whom you are or have been attracted, or from whom you’ve received attraction, you must stop. A red flag must go up. “Uh, oh! Stop and think time.” The desire to get more of that from this woman will be high, and you may not even realize it’s back there.
Second, when you’ve stopped, sit down and think about what image you liked to portray for this person. Analyze that. Get it up on the table. Be aware of it so you can be sure you’re not working to build that image in this new conversation. (To get more of that lovin’ feeling.)
Third, what kinds of things does (or did) this woman like about you or encourage from you? Get those onto the table, too, so you can be sure you’re not doing them.
Fourth, what kinds of “favors” does (or did) she offer you in exchange for giving her the behaviors and image she wants from you? Just be aware of the rewards she offers so you can be sure you’re not seeking to do the things that will gain you those rewards. 
Fifth (should be first), get God into this situation. Be sure you’re right before Him. Concentrate on His absolute approval and favor for you. Rest in His love. Remind yourself that you don’t need anyone else’s approval or validation.
Sixth, examine her message for clues that she might be sending enticing messages, providing the onramp for the old communications you used to have. Look at those for what they are so you can be sure you’re not taking the bait or even being juiced into saying more than you should or responding in kind to feed the “good” fleshly feelings.
Seventh, be sure you’re not assassinating anyone’s character to make yourself look good.
Eighth, be sure you’re not saying something to play into the old roles you used to have with this person.

Ninth, be sure you’re not saying more than what the person needs to know. Stick to the facts. Unembellished. 
Tenth, be sure you’re not trying to throw your weight around where it doesn’t belong.
Eleventh, evaluate your body. Are you feeling tense? Agitated? Irritable? Do you have a check in your spirit? Stop! You don’t want another one of these nasty dreams.
Twelfth, remember that your adoption rests on this. Yes, your adoption. Saying more than you should to a woman is tantamount to fondling someone who is not your wife. And that will cost you your marriage and your family, which will also cost you your adoption. In fact, keep it always in your mind that everything you do could cost you your adoption.

Lord, please strike this out of me with lightning. I want it gone forever. I want to only be holy and pleasing to you in my thoughts and actions and words. I want only to glorify you. Please make it so. Do the work you need to do in me to make that true. Just, please, allow me to keep my marriage, my family, and this adoption. Please, Lord. But I value being correct with You over anything else. Just…please have mercy on me, a sinner.
The God Who Hides
I was reading in Isaiah 8 and saw that the prophet said he would keep looking for the God who had hidden Himself. I thought, yes, that’s what I feel like. I’m crying out to Him to show me what to do, how to glorify Him, and how to provide for this family, but it feels like He’s hidden Himself. He’s hiding from me!

It sent me on a tour of the Old Testament, looking for instances of when someone says God has hidden His face. Usually it’s because of sin, and always there is a statement of either judgment (less common) or grace that will follow His hiddenness. Finally, in Psalm 143, I think I figured it out.
Verse 7 was where I started, but then I looked above that to get to the context. In short, what it says is that the psalmist is longing for God as a parched land, but He has hidden Himself. It occurred to me that the psalmist’s soul longed for God as a parched land because God had hidden Himself. It was God’s act of hiding Himself that produced in the psalmist an intense hunger for God’s presence.

God hides to cause us to hunger for Him. God has hidden from me to increase my hunger and thirst for His presence. So I will admonish myself as David admonished himself at the end of Psalm 27: “Wait for the Lord. Be strong and let your heart take courage. Yes, wait for the Lord” (v. 14).

Slippage?
For about two weeks or more I’ve been feeling this wonderful absence of temptation. It’s been really strange, actually. I desire to abstain. I want to look away and remain pure. Perhaps it’s related to God increasing in me the desire to give Him glory—a secret work of His sanctification. 
This feeling of contentment and calmness and peace and absence of that irritable urge to look certainly soared when 1) I realized that God does hide His face, to increase our thirst for Him, and 2) the very next day the big-paying job came in. My confidence in His attention on me and love for me swelled that day. That night (Tuesday) I went to Mark’s S.A. group and told them, truthfully, that I hadn’t had any temptation in a week. I don’t think they believed me, but it was true.
But since then, on Wednesday and Thursday (I’m writing this on Friday morning), that holy contentment dipped and I’ve felt again the growing urge to look, to seek out sexual stimuli and then indulge in enjoying it. 
I guess I first felt it Wednesday night as Robin and I were watching two episodes of Lost, Season 2. The first episode didn’t get me, though certainly I noticed “Libby” in her T-shirt. Looked away, but you can’t help processing what your eyes see. The second episode was harder to look away from, though I don’t know why. 

That night I told Robin about it and she suggested we temporarily put the content filter on again. I said that would be a good idea. She then forgot about it, but I did fine the next day while on the Internet. No temptation.
Then yesterday (Thursday) the kids were off for Fall break and Robin was away at a class. Grace went off with one of her friends, leaving Nathan and me alone. We went to the mall for lunch and then to the playground. I had been feeling that push, that heightened irritability that often goes with the desire to look, so I took with me to the mall my Bible. As Nathan played, I sat there and read. That was important, because I was surrounded by young moms, some of whom were not unattractive. 
I did mostly fine there. I think I let my eyes linger a millisecond too long one time, and went straight into that prayer I’ve not had to utter in a wonderfully long time: “If we confess our sins He is faithful and just to forgive us…” I didn’t like having to bring that one out again.

The rest of the time I did great, but that was a real struggle. I don’t know why.
That night, watching Lost again, was a struggle, too, but not as bad as the other night. Still, when Anna Lucia took her shirt off—then later put it on (showing her entire bare torso from the back) it registered pretty highly. 

Robin and I had sex that night, so that helped relieve the pressure. In fact, we’re back to having sex every other night, so that really helps.
Still, what caused the shift? Why the new pressure when it’s been mercifully gone so long? 
Some of it may be related to getting the big-paying job. Maybe I’m feeling deserving of going to the treasure box. Some of it may have to do with telling the group I didn’t have any temptations. Maybe that’s someone’s sense of humor for me being so brazen (Oh, yeah, well then what about this?). 

Some of it may have to do with the fact that on Wednesday I was invited to attend the 2007 Mt. Hermon Christian Writer’s Conference. I’ll bet this is it. Rachel, the organizer, said they’d received such amazing feedback about my wonderful teaching, and they had to have me back again. They’re even going to pay my way. 
I’ll bet this was it. “Hey, didn’t you know, I’m Mr. Incredible. Everybody loves me.” I know I got a positive jolt when I read her message. And the thought of going to Mt. Hermon again to be a rock star—a returning and much-requested rock star—probably sent me right off. “Yeah, I rock.” I’ll betcha that’s what did it. So then I was thinking, “Since I had that nice rush and since I’ll have more rush then, I’ve got to maintain that elevated level of rush by augmenting it through looking lustfully.” Which explains the sudden rise in the push to look. 
Lord, this cannot be. Strike it down, please. My flesh wants the fame of being a much-requested seminar teacher at Mt. Hermon, but the rest of me sees the danger of this. It’s one of those situations that have caused me trouble in the past. Break the flesh on this one. Mortify it. Crucify it. And then the feedback, too, has upped my rush intake. Break that. Bring me back down. I don’t want that rush. I don’t want the irritability and the urge to bring in more rush that go with it. I want that serenity back. I want that content and holy peace. Please make it so. If all of this means I shouldn’t go to Mt. Hermon, that’s totally fine with me. I want You more. Amen.
Lesson learned: When I feel the increased urge to look, the agitated frenzy and lack of holy contentment, I need to look for the thing that has recently given me a “Hey, you’re really greater than other people” rush, and take it to God.
Remember, everything you do could cost you your adoption.

Lesson learned: Every time I get an unexpected “hit” (rush) to my flesh, it basically kick-starts my flesh again. It’s like if an alcoholic were to be slipped an alcoholic drink. When it gets into his system, his system knows what to do with it, and all the old mechanisms come to life again. Or like when I’d gotten “full” of NutraSweet and then, months later, got that NutraSweet-laced dessert at the Gilberts’ house, suddenly my body felt as awful as it had at its worst. 
I’m not able to prevent unlooked-for flesh hits. But I am able to notice when they’ve come. And that’s when I need to run to God.
For Your Glory
I love the feeling that comes with the absence of that pressure to look. It’s like, wow, is that really how most people live? I could get used to that. The agitated urge to look and grab and self-reward was so pervasive and so incessant that I forgot that life could be any different.
I like the feeling, too, of really wanting God’s glory. Of being in moments when I could go down a lustful path but thinking, “No, I want Your glory.” It’s incredible. Sometimes my best defense is to remember that everything I do could cost me the adoption. But I like it when I have a positive thing I want (to bring God glory) rather than a negative thing I’m avoiding.
Today I was in prayer asking God how I could further His glory, and the phone rang. It was a security guard company (at which I’d applied last week) asking if I was still interested. He basically offered me the job over the phone. Was it God calling? Or just a coinkydink? 

The Hidden God Intervenes Through People
In my story I want to avoid the deus ex machina of having God conveniently come through at the crucial moment. On the other hand, that’s what the story is about. 

I like the idea of God hiding Himself. I like the idea that everything I touch (for my own glory) turns to mush. 

I like the idea of illustrating these through the story. Maybe Tiercel is searching for the hidden God. Maybe the climactic moment has him testing his faith: have I been right to trust all along, or am I a grand fool and no one is there? Then, when he makes his choice to trust, come what may, God does intervene, but through people. Through the ones whose lives have been changed by observing Tiercel’s faith.
Yeah, that’s cool.

The only thing I feel the story still lacks is a good bad guy and a good OR-ELSE thing. I’ve got Rale, who could be the typical villain or could be the composer guy, and I’ve got the demons-stepping-through-into-our-world thing for stake. But I’m just not happy with them. I don’t know what I’m looking for. These are pretty good fare, as fantasies go. I don’t know what would be better. 
That Blessed Neutrality
I was describing to Mark that lack of agitation, that absence of fleshly pressure, that blessed equilibrium and neutrality that has come upon me now and is my regular state of being. He said, “You know what that’s called? It’s called freedom.” 
It was for freedom that Christ set us free; therefore keep standing firm and do not be subject again to a yoke of slavery. (Galatians 5:1)
Mark said, “Just be aware that you have made Satan mad. He’s going to be coming after you now. You’ve figured out some things that have thrown off all his old attacks. He’s going to be persistent and creative and relentless in bringing you back under his thumb.”
That Delicious Angst of New Love
I’m editing a novel that takes place in London during WWII. There’s a budding romance going on. As I walk around in my non-editing hours, I find myself wondering, “When can I get some of that fun?” The hunt. The thrill. The blessed agony of seeking and finally gaining entrance into a woman’s intimate closeness. It’s wonderful. 

But, um, I’m married. There’s no blessed agony with Robin, which is as it should be. We’re married. Familiar. Comfortable being intimate. 

Maybe Tiercel can be broken of his addiction but then, after hearing a comrade’s love connection story (or account of his time with the brothel), start longing for some of that for himself, though he knows he shouldn’t be wanting it.

Is it possible to love the thrill of the hunt, the seeking of intimacy, and be faithful in one’s heart to one’s wife? Or is it one more effort to be validated by someone else?

How Am I Flying?
How is it that I do not have the urges I once had? I honestly don’t know. I mean, I understand that God did something to me on the identity side. I understand and believe that He loves me and approves of me, and now I need no further validation. That appears to have been the light switch that has turned all these urges off.
And yet it’s so not-me that has done this that I keep wondering if it will stop working. It’s like I’m flying above the neighborhood with no apparent wings or craft. I love it. I’m happy for it. But since I don’t know how I’m doing it, I keep being afraid that it will suddenly stop and I’ll have a terrible fall.

This fear isn’t helped by the fact that people around me do not always believe I have changed, that I’m “flying” at all. They think I’m just the same old way I was before. 

I can understand that. I mean, to them, I look the same and all but now I just say I’m different. Why should they believe that? They have no reason to. And yet, because I know I’m different, it’s disheartening when folks don’t believe me.

Today Robin accused me of starting to flirt with a woman I’m working with. This because I’d sent an e-mail to Amanda Bostic (whom I’ve not met, except via e-mail and on the phone), someone at Westbow I’m working with on the Ted Dekker books. In my businesslike e-mail, which asked for some books to be FedExed to me, I included a photo of the blizzard we’re having today. I said, “P.S. Here’s what it looks like outside my front door today.” 

Robin was very bothered by this. To her, it was me starting up a flirtatious relationship with this woman. “Why did you have to have add that personal touch? All it will do is cause her to say, ‘Wow, that’s bad. Tell me more,’ and you’re into a personal relationship and conversation with her that is beyond professional and therefore inappropriate.” 
I can see her point. Perhaps I need to not add that personal touch in communications to women I work with. I can treat guys that way, but not women. Okay, I get that, I guess. And it’s true that I should be more cautious in situations that, in the past, led to problems. Yet not all my friendly conversations with women led to flirtation “before.” Still, I don’t want to discount her fears. And because this wasn’t something I considered, I need to at least consider it.
I just know that my motives were different this time, and I wish she would’ve assumed that, instead of assuming I was rushing down the wrong path again.
But my ability to “fly” is not based on Robin’s belief that I can fly. My ability to fly is based on God and what He is doing and has done in me. Even if every person were to believe I’m the same old, unchanged, me, I know different. Nor can I let their false beliefs give me an excuse to feel wronged and martyred and therefore deserving of reward. That would just make their false beliefs true.

Lord, I want to be kind and understanding and appreciative with Robin. I also want to keep flying, though I don’t know how You’re doing it. Just…keep doing it. I love You and I need You, Father. Keep me flying. Amen.
When Others Think the Worst of Me
It’s so difficult when Robin (especially, but anyone else, too) doesn’t believe I’ve changed. When she assumes I’ll fail. When she assumes I’ll lust and commit adultery at my first opportunity. When she assumes I’m lying. When she assumes I don’t want to do good things for the family. When she does those things, it hurts.
I understand it, I guess. What has she to go on but the past? (Though was I really that terrible before?) She’s been hurt and is trying to prevent herself from being hurt again. Perhaps she’s punishing me or trying to wield power over me by causing me to have to prove my innocence. Perhaps she’s being the policeman again.
It hurts, and the hurt begins to scrape at the edges of this resolve I’m feeling. It begins to make my eyes want to wander and look. Woe is me, I think; even my own wife thinks I’m at the bottom still. So…why not do what bottom-dwellers do? If being right doesn’t change anything, what’s the point of being right?
That’s crazy talk, I know. I want God’s glory. This is between me and God, not between me and Robin. If Robin thinks poorly of me, it’s only my fault. These are consequences of my past choices. But it won’t change unless she sees me different over the long haul. And, really, I can’t worry about that. That’s her issue. Me, I’ve got to concentrate on walking with God. It’s Him I want to please. And He knows what’s true about me, which is that I’m changed.
Lord, please don’t allow me to use Robin’s or anyone else’s low opinions of me to affect the freedom I experience when I’m walking with You. I desire to be right with You no matter what. This freedom I’ve experienced is too precious to let it go simply to self-reward over a petty hurt. Change Robin, please, Lord. But keep me walking with You and for Your glory.
Watch for Those Little Victories and Little Abuses
It’s when I get a little boost to my ego or when I get to feeling a little virtuous that I have trouble. Also when I’m feeling abused or ill-used.
Those two things—feeling a little better or more important than normal and feeling a little less appreciated than normal—seem to be my triggers. When I find myself feeling the urge to look lustfully (usually as a reward or compensation) I can always trace it back to feeling well-deservingly higher or undeservedly lower than usual.
Like when I looked at my CovenantEyes report card for the previous week and saw that there was nothing in either the “has mature content” or the “may contain mature content” categories. I felt virtuous and healed and very proud of myself. Not long after, I noticed I was feeling the urge to “get some” as a reward. Unbelievable. 
I know it’s strange, but the feeling of being temporarily elevated does make me feel like I have a gift card at my favorite store. I feel like I can go in and spend some free money or points and not have it impact my bank account. It’s a bonus. 
The opposite is true, too. When Robin was being short with me and unfairly condemning me for things that were no big deal (like when I rescheduled the appointment to change to our snow tires because I couldn’t get out of the house—and didn’t want to shovel the drive—on the day it was originally scheduled). When she treated me unfairly I found myself wanting to lick my wounds and assuage my “hurt” by getting something I enjoyed, something just for me. 
In both cases, my drug of choice is always sexual in nature. The bizarre thing is that I can get a sexual temptation because I’m feeling so good that I’ve avoided sexual temptations!
Lord, thank You for showing me that this dynamic is at work. Please, please, please, I don’t want to ever act on this again. As it says in The Message, “Offer yourself to sin and it’s your last free act.” I love this newfound freedom—and the ability to glorify You—too much to let go of it. Please break this dynamic. Show it to me more quickly, then break it and take it away. No matter what good or bad happens to me, I am forever “at zero” and indebted to You (which means I don’t deserve a reward), and I’m forever loved (which means I don’t need recompense). I want to live on that balance, honoring You always. Amen.
My Urges Triggered By Hearing Someone Else’s Story
The last two times I’ve reviewed manuscripts with romantic elements (Gary Varner’s Where Valor Lies and Ted Dekker’s Black) I’ve found myself feeling an increased urge to “get some” in my own life when I’m not reading. 
The feeling of wanting “romance” (the thrill, the rush, the delight of entering into the intimate space of an attractive woman) in my life spikes in those times. In both stories, the protagonists are single and they’re flirting with single women, so it’s all okay for them. But I’m married, so the desire for similar flirtation is wrong. I’d like to channel all that desire into my love for Robin. There’s no risk there, of course, because she’s already committed to me. But the desire for romantic thrills and entering into intimate spaces belongs only with Robin.
It’s good to know one more thing that sets me off, however: reading romances. Could Tiercel be set off by hearing about other people’s romantic encounters, even in epic stories or songs?

The Dreams that Indicate Some Fears
Last night I dreamed that I was trying to get up a hill but couldn’t. I kept sliding down, though I needed to get up there. It scared me.

I also dreamed I was having a long “making it right” conversation with Kim Welge. That’s good, in a sense, because it was restoring a relationship. But not so good because that’s a relationship I don’t need to be renewing, especially when the stories I’m reading have been causing an increase in the desire to experience “new love” (see previous entry).
Both of these dreams scared me. I also think they’re both caused because of my fear—my fear that I’m slipping and won’t be able to prevent the big fall that everyone seems to think is in my future.
Dear Jesus, I can’t do this. You have to save me. You have to do this just as I count on You to do my salvation. If it’s left to me, I will slip and fall. I can’t hold this together. I can’t get up that hill. I can’t keep flying. But You can do all that for me easily. Please do! You’re in charge of this, Lord. When I rely on You, I fly. When I put myself in charge—that is, my flesh—I begin to slip. And why should it be any different? If you put the inmates in charge of guarding the prison, the bad guy is going to get free. But when I rely on You, I’m safe. Amen.

The Four Things
It has been more than a month since my previous journal entry. In that time I have isolated the four things that caused (and could still cause) me trouble or, when done right, give me help.

First, the validation piece. This is the thing I still feel controlled 85% of my problem. I felt I was unlovable and had to secure extra love and validation in order to prove, for that moment, that I was lovable and worthwhile. Targeting certain individuals and groups whose affection I craved, and then achieving that affection (validation, approval, etc.), especially by having those individuals or groups pursuing me (seduction, recruitment, drafting, etc.), was what it was all about. I’m helped when I realize that this was going on and that I’m permanently validated by God.
Second, the fleshly addiction piece. This one’s purely physical. When I get the elevated rush, I want to keep them. The first rush may come unexpectedly, as through an unlooked-for praise from someone, but the desire to maintain that artificially elevated feeling of rush—and to avoid those horrible feelings of it going away—was what got me into trouble. I would do all kinds of sinful, rush-inducing things to try to keep myself from coming down from the high. I’m helped when I realize this is going on and when I allow the rush to wear off.
Third, the pendulum at “zero.” When I thought I was at a -1 or a -2, I was in the doghouse and felt I wasn’t allowed to have pleasures I normally enjoyed, much less the “extra” ones. When I felt I was at +1 or +2 (either because I felt I deserved a reward or because I felt I’d been deprived of something deserved), I felt I had bonus points and had license to dip into the treasure box and cookie jar. I thought that even if I got busted I would be okay because this was just bonus money. At worst, I’d be back to zero, which is a place of balance and normalcy. Of course it didn’t work that way. Any trip to the cookie jar (which, for me, always involved “acting out” sexually) resulted in -1 or -2 doghouse time. Because the bonus points were an illusion. A deception. I’m helped by always telling myself: “You’re at zero. You’re not at +1 or +2. You’re just at the regular setting. No trips to the treasure box for you. You’re always at zero.”
Fourth, the realization that God is in charge of my sanctification. When I think about my salvation, I don’t worry about it. I don’t think I’ve got to maintain it or keep doing something to make sure it “takes.” I simply trust that it’s a done deal, and I move on. I’ve realized that the same thing is at work with my sanctification. I get so uptight about improving myself and eliminating the bad behavior, but all that does is energize my flesh and give it the strength to do what it wants. Now, I just go, “Man, I’m glad I don’t have to fix that. I’m so glad God’s taking care of all that.” It’s amazing how that removes all stress and pressure and fleshly power and the temptations go away. I’m helped by remembering that.
I have to always be on guard for all four of these. Like feeling entitled, either through achievement or perceived deprivation. Entitlement leads me to want to self-reward. Sometimes situations come along and I find myself behaving in ways I don’t like in order that I will be perceived by someone in a certain way. And when unexpected “hits” come along, I have to be aware of them and not try to maintain the high. All four of these areas could trip me up again, but when they’re monitored and controlled (by God, not me) I seem to be walking right.
Mark is cautious that this is just me using my strengths (analysis) to create a fleshly system, which is doomed to fail. I don’t know how to answer that. I don’t want to analyze it too much. All I know is that these four things give me help.
Ask Yourself This Question Before Sending Any E-Mail
Am I, in this e-mail, trying to portray myself in a unrealistically positive way in order to position myself in a desired way in the mind of the person I’m sending it to?

Am I being too cavalier or candid or clever in hopes of winning more favor and approval and acceptance from this person?

Remember humility. Remember integrity (Mark says to lead with integrity instead of self-aggrandizement). 
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The Cancer Creature


I think this is the section I was referring to in the Contreras-Kennedy ms.


Replication errors and typos, even small, can change a message of hope into a call for World War III! The elucidation of such abnormal or erroneous pathways has and continues to be, extremely complicated due to the heterogeneity of tumors. In other words, a malignant tissue is made up of many different types of mutated cells; moreover, the mutations never stop and are absolutely unpredictable!


Now, in the trillions of cells our body has, unimaginable numbers of cell divisions for regeneration are constantly taking place. Information replication errors (mutations) are not uncommon, but our system generally is capable of correcting them. Here is one miracle of the human body. We all have special genes called mismatch repair genes. These genes are part of the intricate molecular machinery, a sort of genetic liquid paper, which fixes the cellular DNA when, for some reason, cell replication doesn’t work correctly. When mismatch repair genes go awry, the result is commonly cancer. 


Understanding how genetic instability arises in the common human cancers has been a hard and tedious enterprise, but finding the genes responsible for the instability represents, in the present scientific paradigm, the hope of future cures. It is no small task, and scientists have no timetable and no specific deadlines. 


Genetic instability certainly is a mighty strength of cancer that has oncologists around the world baffled. Is there no Achilles heel in this mighty opponent that can open the door for opportunities? Well, I think that we should look first at how we can restore stability. 
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