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CHAPTER 1

 


Andy stuffed the money back into his pocket
and grinned. He had just enough to buy the gemstone. It was rough,
dull grey and oblong in shape. And it fit perfectly into his closed
fist.

“Why do you want that one, Andy?” asked his
mom. She had a smile on her face and pulled his ear as she poked
another rock into his belly to tickle him. “Look at this one.”

It was smooth, very polished, and green.

At least this one wasn’t pink, thought Andy.
“Nope,” he scrunched his nose up at his mom and crossed his
arms.

She laughed and ruffled his wavy hair. “Oh,
you! I don’t know what you see in that ugly thing. But, it’s your
money.” Shrugging, she wandered down the aisle looking at the
myriad of different stones on display.

He didn’t know why he liked it, either. It
just felt right. When he held other rocks, all he felt was a cold,
hard stone. But when he dug his gemstone out from under the pile in
the basket, it was warm. It felt like it was pulsing in his hand.
And he was sure he saw faint flashes of color when the light hit it
just right. Andy felt an immediate attachment to it and wouldn’t
consider trading it for any other stone. With it clutched in his
hand, he continued to look through the other baskets.

Mr. Marley, the Banff Rock & Gem Store
owner, kept glancing at him. He would watch Andy closely when his
mom tried to convince him to spend his money on a prettier rock.
Every time Andy refused to consider one his mom showed him, the
corner of Mr. Marley’s mouth would twitch and his eyes would
twinkle.

Twelve year old Andy was small for his age.
Long eyelashes framed his dark blue eyes and a splattering of
freckles danced across his nose. He constantly battled with a
crushing shyness and pronounced stutter.

When his dad died five years ago, his world
turned upside down. They moved several times since then. Every move
meant a new school for Andy. He gave up trying to make friends
since the combination of his extreme shyness and stutter made him
the brunt of cruel jokes. While quiet and withdrawn at school, when
he was at home, Andy and his mom had a great time. They had a
special bond – the two of them against the world – kind of
thing.

Six months ago, his mom married Brian. Andy’s
new stepfather always had a smile on his face and never made any
comments about his stutter. On the rare occasion that Andy said
anything more than one syllable to him, Brian would just wait
patiently for him to finish talking. And then he’d continue the
conversation as if nothing was different. But Andy was still shy
and uncomfortable around him. He didn’t know what he should call
him – ‘Brian’, ‘sir’, ‘Mr. Crandall’? It just didn’t feel right to
call him ‘dad’.

They left their home in Saskatoon,
Saskatchewan for a two week summer holiday through Alberta and
British Columbia. Andy had been excited for weeks and was impatient
for the day they would leave home and start their vacation. They
were going to camp in the mountains and swim in the ocean. Brian
promised they’d go salmon fishing and build sand castles on the
beach. And they’d brought their ball and gloves with them. The plan
was that Andy’s pitching arm would be so strong by the fall that
the local teams would be fighting to have him as their pitcher.
Andy wasn’t sure how that was going to happen since all the kids
told him he couldn’t hit an elephant. But it was exciting to think
that he might actually be good at something. And Brian could be
such a goof. They usually ended up on the ground, gasping for air
from the giggles.

The drive across the prairies was pretty
boring. But the day they spent at the Calgary Stampede was full of
rides and games, junk food and checking out the many barns housing
lamas, sheep, cows and Andy’s favorite, the horses.

As they left Calgary and drove west, all
three passengers in the car became more excited. The Rocky
Mountains - having a war with towering rain clouds as to which one
would dominate the view - grew larger and eventually surrounded
them as they followed the highway towards the renowned mountain
village of Banff.

 


 



CHAPTER 2

 


The Banff Gondola Ride at Sulphur Mountain
was the first stop. After climbing into their private glass paneled
car, they stood - noses pressed to the glass - and watched as a
panoramic view slowly materialized as they climbed. Snow capped
mountains spread out before them. The higher they climbed, the more
mountain peaks rolled into view.

Andy’s mom turned - face beaming, “Andy,
isn’t this incredible?” Her expression quickly turned to one of
concern when she saw him sitting on the floor, face slowly turning
an odd shade of green. “Andy! Are you okay?”

“Uhhhhh…..uh,uh.”

Brian turned at the sound of Andy’s moaning
response. “Uh oh. Are you afraid of heights, Andy?”

Andy peeked outside and looked down. His
answering groan was all they needed to hear. His mom convinced him
to breathe deeply and count to himself. Brian sat beside him the
rest of the way up - insisting he keep his head between his knees.
Andy, eyes closed, listened to Brian’s silly jokes and stories,
knowing it was supposed to distract him from his very nauseous
stomach. When they finally reached the summit, he couldn’t get out
of the gondola fast enough.

“Geez, I didn’t know you were afraid of
heights, Andy,” his mom ruffled his hair.

“Yeah, n-n-neither did I!” Andy’s humor
returned when his stomach stopped doing somersaults. “I sure
d-d-don’t want to go on that th-th-thing again.”

When his mom’s grin slowly disappeared -
replaced by a growing look of concern, Andy’s heart flipped. He
suddenly realized that they had to get down the mountain.

“No! M-m-mom!”

“Uh, Brian…” his mom turned to her husband,
at a loss as to what to do.

Brian grinned good naturedly. “Well, I guess
we’ll just have to toss you down.”

Andy’s mom raised her eyebrows in
surprise.

“Or we could ask that bear over there to give
you a ride down.” He pointed to a neighboring mountain where a
large black bear was meandering across a meadow.

Andy’s jaw dropped. His mom’s eyebrows
lowered over her eyes as she glared at Brian.

“Or, we could walk down that trail over
there,” he pointed under the gondola to a well worn path that
zigzagged down the mountain.

Andy’s mom gave her husband a good natured
slap on the arm while Andy heaved a sigh of relief.

Andy loved Banff. Wild elk wandered the
streets and grazed in the meadows along the highway. Old, chalet
style houses were nestled behind treed yards on side streets called
Rabbit, Fox, Otter and Marmot. Tourists speaking German, French,
Spanish and the occasional American twang crowded the busy
sidewalks. Sports stores and souvenir shops stood shoulder to
shoulder all along the main street. Candy was purchased by the
pound at Welch’s Candy Store and small crowds of people - mouths
watering - watched fudge being made through a plate glass window at
The Fudgery. The fresh, crisp mountain air smelled of pine boughs
at Christmas and newly mowed grass. He couldn’t help but take big
breaths - filling his lungs and slowly letting the air escape -
eyes closed in delight.

When they reached the Banff Rock & Gem
Store, Andy squeezed through the people coming and going through
the front door. Once inside, he stopped and stared in awe. There
were shelves and shelves of rocks. Every color, shape, size and
texture that you could imagine. Baskets lining the walls overflowed
with all sorts of different kinds of rocks. Most of them were
polished until they were as smooth as glass. Others looked like
they had been cut in half. One side was rough and dull looking. The
cut side of the rock was hollowed out with hundreds of tiny
brilliant purple, blue or white square chunks of color all jumbled
together. There were glass cases holding necklaces and bracelets
made out of tiny sparkling stones. By the front door, narrow rocks,
almost as tall as Brian, stood at attention.

Andy had vacation money that his mom had
given him - just enough to buy one of the small rocks in the
baskets along the floor. After looking through several piles, he
finally found his rock.

He was wandering through the store,
captivated by the world of shining, colored gemstones when his mom
interrupted his browsing.

“Honey, we’re going to look at some more
stores. Do you want to come?”

“Uhhhh…,” Andy hesitated.

“You can stay here if you’d like. We’ll only
be gone for about half an hour,” she said.

Andy nodded in agreement. He wanted to see
the rest of the store. And he would keep his head down so he
wouldn’t have to talk to anyone.

“And you know not to leave the store, right
Andy?” She nudged him, eyebrows raised.

Andy nodded again.

“What was that, honey?” his mom asked
softly.

“Y-y-y-yes mom,” Andy whispered, glancing
behind him to see if anyone had heard him. He received a juicy kiss
on his cheek which was immediately rubbed off with a disgusted,
“Awww, mom!”

After Brian and his mom left the store, Andy
pulled the hood of his sweater over his head, stuck his hands in
the front pouch and slowly went from case to case inspecting their
contents. There were rocks called ‘Tourmaline’, ‘Amethyst’,
‘Amber’, ‘Quartz’, ‘Crystals’, and ‘Chalcedony’. He wanted to know
what his rock was called, so he picked up a book from one of the
racks and started leafing through the pages. Apparently, most
gemstones had some kind of power or mystical qualities. Crystals
were thought to have healing powers and were used to tell the
future. The amethyst was supposed to bring good fortune in war and
drive out evil spirits.

He didn’t find any rocks in the book that
looked like the one in his hand. Returning to the basket where he
found it, Andy kneeled down and started to dig. After a thorough
inspection, he decided - with a mixture of pride and confusion -
that he had a one of a kind.

Andy had been deep in thought, wondering
about the uniqueness of his rock when, all of sudden, he realized
the store was quiet. When he had come through the front door, it
was full of people. There had been a constant buzz of talking,
laughing, ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs’. Now, it was so quiet you could hear a
pin drop. He spun around and looked at the deserted store.

Mr. Marley - the only other person there -
was watching him. The store owner was an odd looking fellow. His
too long and tousled hair was all sorts of shades of grey. In
contrast, his mustache and beard were neatly trimmed and combed. He
wore a black beret - like the French painters. His old fashioned
suit had a gold pocket watch tucked into the vest. Mr. Marley’s
eyes looked like they were black, but if the sunlight hit them just
right, you could see they were a deep emerald green. Mr. W. Marley
was printed in fancy, swirly letters on his name tag.

He slowly approached Andy, hands clasped in
front of him. “All gemstones have names and special qualities,” he
began. His voice was soft and gentle. “For instance, this one,” Mr.
Marley picked up a shiny black rock from a pile in a box, “is
called a tourmaline. It’s said to dispel fear and grief. According
to legend, the tourmaline protects the wearer against dangers and
misfortune. And this one,” he picked up a sparkling pale green
stone, “is called a Peridot. It’s used to help dreams become
reality.”

Mr. Marley peered at Andy over his wire
rimmed glasses and raised his eyebrows as if waiting for a
response. When Andy just blinked, the old man turned and continued
on down the row of shelves. Picking up a sample from each basket,
he would give a brief description of the stone and then gently
place it back where it belonged.

They had wandered to the back corner of the
store - beside the basket where Andy had found his rock - when Mr.
Marley’s mood changed.

“Now, that one that you’re holding is called
a Thunderegg,” Mr. Marley’s voice had become deeper, quieter and
very serious. He gazed into Andy’s eyes.

“It’s very powerful and
trjeklirnkvnenldanshahd fklgjseoirgfeioj…………………”

All of a sudden, some very strange things
happened. Mr. Marley’s words became garbled. Andy saw a flash of
green out of the corner of his eye and heard a giggle. But when he
glanced over his shoulder towards the baskets, there was nothing
there. He brought his attention back to the old man. Andy shook his
head but still couldn’t make sense of what Mr. Marley was saying.
The old man kept motioning towards Andy’s Thunderegg and went into
some kind of long explanation. Bending down so he was nose to nose
with Andy, Mr. Marley’s face had lost all signs of humor, his bushy
eyebrows lowered over his eyes. It seemed like he was asking him a
question, but Andy still couldn’t understand him. He felt himself
nod his head, but had no idea what he was agreeing to. He looked
down at his Thunderegg and gasped when he saw it sparkle - ever so
faintly - as if it was winking at him. Then, sensing a presence
between the shelves again, he glanced over as Mr. Marley
straightened up. He thought he saw something…. Or did he? The air
between two of the baskets had a greenish hue. And objects in the
area looked a bit distorted. Andy blinked and everything was clear
again. Even more confused, he brought his attention back to Mr.
Marley.

“So, your journey begins.” Mr. Marley’s voice
was back to normal. The tall man straightened and clasped his hands
in front of him. “That Thunderegg has chosen you to …”

They were interrupted by the jingle of the
doorbell as some people entered the store, including his mom and
Brian. As Mr. Marley turned and walked over to greet them, Andy
heard another giggle behind him. He spun around but couldn’t see
anything amongst the neat rows of baskets. Just as he was
convincing himself that he was hearing things, he heard the sound
again. This time it was a bit louder and sounded like someone was
in the middle of a deep belly laugh. Andy, heart pounding, slowly
walked along the rock filled shelves - trying to follow the
sound.

“Andy. It’s time to go.”

His mom’s voice, calling from the front of
the store, made him jump. Feeling spooked, he hurried towards her -
glancing back several times at the baskets.

“Ready to go?” Brian looked down at him with
an affectionate grin.

Andy nodded at Brian and dug his money out of
his pocket. When he approached the till to pay for his Thunderegg,
Mr. Marley bent down and looked him squarely in the eye.

“Do you understand the task ahead of you?”
the store owner asked quietly as he discreetly pointed at Andy’s
Thunderegg.

Andy was confused at this question, but too
shy to ask for an explanation so he just nodded his head and looked
at the floor. Mr. Marley put Andy’s rock in a black velvet bag and
rang in the sale. When he handed the bag to Andy, he winked and
whispered, “Good luck”.

Back on the highway, Andy made a nest in the
back seat amongst pillows and blankets. He had his Thunderegg in
his hand and was rubbing it between his thumb and fingers. It was
rough, but warmed to his touch. He looked up at the sky and noticed
the clouds had changed from a solid grey mass to puffy white
marshmallows. Carpets of green trees climbed up the sides of the
towering Rocky Mountains. Every once in a while he glimpsed a
waterfall tumbling down a rocky path.

Andy, starting to get drowsy, leaned his head
against the window. He continued to rub his rock ever so gently and
slowly. His eyes started to droop. As he watched the trees and
meadows glide past, he wondered what it would be like to ride a
horse in the ditch beside the car. In his mind, he saw a white
horse galloping so fast it could keep up with the speed of the cars
on the highway. It leapt smoothly over anything in its way. He had
never ridden a horse before and imagined it would be really
exciting. His eyelids sagged and his head felt heavy. Sleepily, he
glanced down at his hand as he felt the stone become warmer. It
started to tingle and sparkle. Andy squished his eyes closed
against the flashes of color that shot out from the dull grey
surface.

 


 



CHAPTER 3

 


WHOOSH! Andy was jostled awake and had a hard
time sitting up. The wind was rushing past him so fast he could
hardly open his eyes. Feeling something warm and moving underneath
him, he looked down and squinted against the wind.

“Whoa!!”

He was sitting on a horse! A horse that was
galloping very, very fast. Andy fell forward and grabbed the horse
around its neck - his heart suddenly hammering against his chest.
The Thunderegg was now a pulsing blue and twinkled in his hand.
Andy gasped then started to cough from the blast of air that hit
his lungs. Digging his heels into the horse’s sides for a better
grip, he whimpered and buried his face in the long silky mane.
Underneath him, the horse surged forward in powerful leaps.

“Uh, ‘scuse me. Could you get your heels out
of my belly and stop choking me, please,” grumbled an irritated
throaty voice.

Andy tensed. He glanced over his shoulder to
see who was talking to him. There was no one there! It was only him
riding this horse that just kept hurtling forward. They leaped over
logs and rocks, racing through the long grass. It was actually
quite a smooth ride, but Andy was so shocked he couldn’t appreciate
the thrill of it.

“What?!” whispered Andy in disbelief.

“I said, please stop squeezing me!”

The horse glanced back at Andy and flattened
its ears. It was the horse! The horse was talking to him! In his
fear, Andy started to let go of the horse’s mane and started to
slide to one side. He scrambled back to the centre of the horse’s
back and buried his face in its mane again.

“Please st-st-stop,” he whispered.

“Nope. Uh uh. Can’t stop till we get there,”
said the horse.

“G-g-get where? Where are we going?
Wh-wh-wh-where are my parents? Who are y-y-y-you?”

“My name is Boo and we’re going to wherever
your dream ends. Your parents are right beside you in that shiny
box.” She nodded towards the speeding car beside them. Her
breathing was becoming more labored as she continued to surge
forward. She answered each question between breaths.

Andy looked to his left and saw the grey
ribbon of the highway. Cars rushed by in both directions. Rolling
right beside him was his parents’ car. His mom sat in the passenger
seat - her head bobbing to whatever music she was listening to.
Brian’s fingers were tapping the steering wheel to the same beat as
his mom’s jiggles. There was a head leaning against the window in
the back seat. It looked like someone had fallen asleep… Wait a
minute, thought Andy. That was him! That was his head leaning
against the window. How could this be? He must be dreaming. He
quickly pinched himself as hard as he could.

“Ouch!” he cried.

“No kid, you’re not dreaming – I mean this
you isn’t dreaming, that you is dreaming.” Boo motioned with her
nose towards the sleeping figure in the car.

Before Andy could ask another of the hundred
questions popping into his head, Boo gasped, “Okay, hang on. Here’s
a big one.”

Horse and rider bounded into the air and flew
over a bridge. The cars below disappeared for an instant. Andy’s
heart skipped a beat as he held his breath. He gripped the horse’s
mane as hard as he could. When they landed on the ground, on the
other side of the bridge, he glanced down at the Thunderegg. It was
still a beautiful pulsing blue. He loosened his hold to have a
better look just as Boo jumped over a fallen tree. He was caught
off guard and the Thunderegg fell out of his hand.

“Oh, n-n-no! My rock!” he cried.

Boo screeched to a halt. Andy thought he was
going to fly over her head but managed to stay seated.

“You lost the Dreamstone? Don’t tell me you
lost the Dreamstone,” neighed Boo. She spun around to retrace their
path.

“Where did you drop it?” She sounded quite
upset. “Here, get off and look.”

She gave a little shake and dislodged Andy
from her back. He slipped to the ground and landed on his butt.
Surrounded by lush green grass, speckled with wildflowers, he sat
and stared at Boo. He couldn’t make sense of what was going on. Boo
continued to stomp circles around him - snorting and swishing her
tail.

She was a beautiful white horse with flowing
mane and tail. Huge, expressive brown eyes were framed by long,
thick lashes. Her elegant, very female nature was in direct
contrast to her deep, husky voice.

“Come on, hurry - we’re going to lose
them.”

“L-l-lose who?” Andy mumbled weakly. He was
so frazzled, he couldn’t think straight.

“We’re going to lose your parents and, and ….
you! Come on, we have to find the Dreamstone.” She continued to
breathe hard.

Andy correctly assumed it was not from
exertion. Boo was very distressed by this turn of events. Her eyes
were huge – showing white around the edges. She snorted and stamped
her dainty feet. Her ears flipped back and forth and her tail
swished from side to side. He figured he’d better do as she said
and ask questions later.

Scrambling to his feet, Andy started looking
in the grass. The bridge they had leaped over was to their right.
Cars continued to stream under it and disappear down the highway.
There was a river running beside the highway. Horse and boy slowly
made their way towards the river. With heads down, they covered
every inch of the grass. Back and forth. Back and forth. They
zigzagged until they were at the edge of the river.

Andy - getting over his shock - started to
feel braver. He was hot, hungry, thirsty and confused. Without
thinking, he stopped in his tracks and stomped his foot.

“Okay, just hold on a m-m-m-minute. What’s
going on? Wh-wh-where are my parents? How c-c-c-can you talk –
you’re a h-h-h-horse! Why do we need to f-f-f-find the r-r-r-rock,
anyway?”

Boo rolled her huge brown eyes and sighed.
Her head drooped and her swishing tail came to a standstill.

“Your parents are driving further and further
away in that smelly metal box. With you, I might add. And we’ll
never find them again if we don’t hurry up and find your gemstone.”
She talked so fast, Andy’s head was spinning. “You can’t get back
into your own body unless you’re close enough to see it from this
world. And you have to have your Dreamstone with you. And it’s a
Dreamstone, not a rock. You insult the wizards when you call them
rocks. Tch. You should know all this stuff,” she grumbled
impatiently. “Anyone who’s been trusted to carry a Dreamstone knows
this. And when you’re in Dreamland you can understand our language.
Who did you get your Dreamstone from anyway?”

“Dreamstone? W-w-w-wizards? Uh, the r-r-rock
store in B-b-b-b-anff. I think the m-m-man’s name w-w-w-was Mr.
Marley or something. H-h-h-he told me it was a
Th-th-th-thunderegg.”

Boo jumped backwards, almost falling into the
river.

“Thunderegg? Oh my. Oh boy…..I’ve never heard
of a Thunderegg coming across with a Dreamer.” She looked at Andy
with new found respect. “So, what are you supposed to do with it?”
she asked softly, eyes huge with curiosity.

Andy tilted his head as he looked at her,
“Wh-wh-what? What are you t-t-t-talking about?”

“Anyone that comes across with a Dreamstone
has a chance to do something they’ve always dreamed of. But a
Thunderegg is another story. They’re rare. And I don’t think
they’re like Dreamstones. I don’t quite understand how this is
supposed to work.” She shook her head as if that would help bring
her answers. “Marley the Wizard must have told you what to do with
it.”

“Mr. M-M-Marley said something about a
j-j-journey. But most of the t-t-t-time he talked it sounded like
g-g-g-gibberish.”

Boo stood there quietly. Her head tilted to
one side and her large, unblinking brown eyes glazed over. Andy
felt like she was looking right through him. He started to squirm
but for some reason couldn’t take his eyes away from hers. All of a
sudden, it felt like she was inside his head. The memory of his
time in the rock store replayed in his mind. It was almost like he
was watching a movie. The strange thing was that he wasn’t the only
one watching it. Boo held his gaze as he remembered the excitement
of seeing the shelves and shelves of rocks. The colors, textures
and variety of shapes and sizes were overwhelming. He remembered
the allure his rock had on him. He watched himself shake his head
when his mom tried to convince him to consider a prettier, shinier
rock than the one he gripped in his hand. Andy remembered the
confusion and awe when he thought he saw his rock twinkle. Mr.
Marley, or ‘Marley the Wizard’, as Boo called him, came into focus.
He remembered the feelings of discomfort as Mr. Marley kept
watching him. As the scene played on, it slowed down. He remembered
being surprised when he turned from the shelves and discovered that
no one else was in the store except for Mr. Marley. The old man
started to speak – showing Andy the different gemstones. Then, as
he began to explain about the rock in Andy’s hand, things slowed
down even more. He watched Boo’s head jerk up. Her ears twitched
back and forth like two fuzzy antennas. She took a step back as she
continued to stare into Andy’s eyes. The scene finished playing
when Andy’s parents returned to the store.

As if on cue, Andy was released from the
spell and the world around him came back into focus. He could hear
the birds chirping in the trees and the water gurgling over the
boulders in the river.

It took a few moments for Boo to relax. She
quivered and puffed through widened nostrils as she continued to
stare at Andy. She cleared her throat and quietly said, “Oh my. You
are ….special. Yet, there was some kind of interference with the
Wizard’s magic. This is not good….”

She was quiet for a few minutes. When she
noticed Andy’s bewildered look, she sighed and explained how their
two worlds were connected.

“Dreamstones are a tool or a key for humans
to come into our world. It happens when the human is sleeping and
for short periods of time. So, only a part of them comes – in their
dreams. When they wake up in your world, they leave this
world.”

“All Dreamers are supposed to know this stuff
before they come….,” she mumbled again. Sighing, she continued.
“Dreamstones allow people to have adventures that they’d always
wanted to have. The adventures are more than just dreams, though.
Dreamers really LIVE the dreams.”

She went on to explain how people from his
world couldn’t see what was happening in Dreamland when they were
awake. And Dreamers traveling in Dreamworld could see the real
world only when they were close to their ‘real’ bodies. Andy spun
around and looked at where the highway used to be. Now, there was
only forest and meadows. The car, his parents and his ‘real’ body
were long gone.

Boo was quiet for several heartbeats, and
then whispered, “Dreamers must be touching their Dreamstone before
they can return to their own world.”

It took three more heartbeats for this to
sink in. When it did, Andy plopped down in the tall grass and felt
very, very tired. He looked over at where Boo was standing, staring
off into the distance. Besides her mane and tail gently floating in
the breeze, she didn’t move a muscle. A magpie came and landed on
her glossy back. It waddled around in circles for a minute, then
lifted its tail feathers and pooped before flying off. Boo didn’t
flinch.

Several minutes passed by. Andy’s eyelids
started to droop. It was getting harder and harder to stay awake.
He slowly sunk down onto the grass and pillowed his head on his
arm.

 



CHAPTER 4

 


Andy woke several hours later to a gentle
warm breath on his cheek. Slowly, he opened his eyes and looked up
into two rather large nostrils. He blinked once before letting out
a loud shriek. Boo jumped back and snorted - her ears flattened
back to show her displeasure.

“Geez kid, you don’t have to scream! I was
only trying to wake you up slowly.” Boo snorted again and waited
for him to wake up enough to talk to him.

Andy rolled onto his back and gazed up at the
sky. Memories of the events that led him to this strange place came
flooding back. Part of him just wanted to go back to sleep so he
wouldn’t have to deal with it all.

He felt a hard lump under his back, but no
amount of squirming found him comfort. With a sigh, he rolled over
to see what he was laying on. A faint glow shone through the
flattened grass. After carefully moving the long blades aside, Andy
gasped and jumped to his feet.

“Hah! Boo! Look!” Andy grabbed the shining
gemstone and held it over his head in triumph.

As soon as Boo saw what Andy held in his
hand, she started prancing, snorting and spinning in circles. Andy
whooped and jumped, waving his hands in the air. He gripped the
rock so tight the rough edges bit into his hand. Running to Boo, he
threw his arms around her neck.

“Good boy!” She lowered her head and with a
weird fling of her neck, swung Andy onto her back. Horse and rider
pranced in circles, yahooing and snorting their excitement and
relief.

Finally out of breath, Andy slid off Boo’s
back. Gripping the Thunderegg in both hands, he said, “Okay,
B-b-boo, tell me how to get b-b-back. I’ve got it – I’m
t-t-t-t-touching it. What do I have to do? How d-d-do I get back to
m-m-my world?”

Boo stopped prancing and lowered her head.
“Uh, well, there’s more to this than what I first thought, kid. You
see, your Thunderegg is different than a Dreamstone. Normal
Dreamstones let you live out a dream here, for a short time. But I
don’t know how Thundereggs work with dreams. Things have been
strange around here lately… there must be something big going on …
“ her voice drifted off as she glanced around.

“B-b-but, but … what d-d-do I have to do?”
demanded Andy.

The horse blinked, bringing Andy back into
focus.

“I know Marley the Wizard would never send
anyone here unless he was sure they understood and wanted to be
here. From what you told me – and what I saw - there were some odd
things going on in the wizard’s shop. You see, wizards are very
powerful and no one dares to play around with their magic. But,
someone or something was interfering with Marley’s charm.”

She looked at him for confirmation, “You said
you saw the color green…” When he nodded, she continued.

“And a sound like someone was giggling?”

Again, Andy nodded.

“Well, knowing what pranksters the little
people can be … one in particular … I think what happened was a
faerie trick. When Mr. Marley was initiating you into this, a
faerie was doing some kind of magic that garbled his words so you
wouldn’t hear it. I just can’t figure out how one of us could be in
your world….it’s just never happened before. Strange…” Boo drifted
off in thought again.

Andy brought her back to attention by pulling
on her mane.

“What am I s-s-supposed to do?” Andy tried
desperately to clamp down on his panic.

“Well, I guess we should go to Faeritonia.”
Boo squinted into the forest behind her. She took a deep breath and
said, “Yup, that’s what we need to do. You better put that
Thunderegg somewhere safe so we don’t have another scare.” She
shook off the apprehension that had begun to settle around her.

As Andy pulled the black velvet bag out of
his pants, he asked, “Fairi – who?”

“Faeritonia. It’s the largest Faerie City.
Where the Faerie King lives.”

“T-t-talking horses, now f-f-faeries.
R-r-right,” mumbled Andy as he dropped the Thunderegg into the bag
then shoved it into the deepest pocket of his pants.

Boo kneeled down - something that Andy had
only seen done by a circus horse. She urged Andy to climb onto her
back. He hesitated.

Cocking her head to one side, she said, “I
guess its time for some riding lessons, huh?”

Andy still didn’t budge.

Softly she urged, “Haven’t you always wanted
to ride a horse?”

He gave her a tiny nod.

“Don’t worry. We’ll start slowly. You’ve done
really great so far.” Boo sounded patient and comforting.

Puffing out his cheeks and slowly blowing out
the air, Andy took a tentative step towards the kneeling horse.
Gently, he flicked the dried bird dung off of her broad back. He
was startled, then burst into a nervous laugh at the horrified
squeals of ‘eughhhhhh’ and her turned up lip. After climbing
aboard, he grabbed onto her thick mane and they started off.

They crossed the river and headed into the
forest. Andy glanced back, but there was still no sign of the
highway. He was worried about moving farther away from where he
last saw his mom and Brian. On the other hand, he was curious about
this strange world. He knew he should be terrified about this turn
of events but it was a dream, right? His real body would be
sleeping. No one would miss him. Might as well enjoy it, he thought
as he lifted his chin. And, he was riding a horse!

“Okay. So the trick to riding is to stay in
the center of my back. You just have to move with me,” Boo
explained. “When we go faster, squeeze a LITTLE,” she glanced back
with a twinkle in her eye, “with your upper leg. Imagine your legs
as an upside down V.”

Andy wiggled a bit, sitting up
straighter.

“Yeah! That’s it! So, your upper body is
going to move – just a little at a time – with my body. Forwards.
Backwards. And side to side. You just need to figure out how to
balance with my movements.”

They traveled for several hours in the quiet
forest - climbing over fallen trees and squishing through soft
green moss whenever the trail disappeared.

Finally, Andy’s curiosity overcame his
shyness and he asked, “How d-d-did you get a n-n-name like
‘Boo’?

“My first Dreamer couldn’t say my real name
so I’ve been ‘Boo’ ever since.

“What’s your real n-n-name?”

“Booriquzilah.”

“Booa – who?” asked Andy.

“Boo will do,” chuckled the horse.

She told him of different Dreamers she had
hosted. “Most of them have always wanted to ride a horse, so I give
them the ride of their lives,” she said this with pride. Then, for
some reason, she let out a weary sigh and fell into a melancholy
silence.

Along the way, they stopped to drink from a
bubbling stream. It was surrounded by wildflowers and butterflies.
Andy slid off her back and picked strawberries along the bank. They
were big and juicy and filled him up quickly. He would have liked
to have stayed for awhile, but the break was short lived. Boo was
anxious to find the faeries.

Andy often had to lay on his belly as they
traveled through the trees, so he wouldn’t be knocked off by
overhanging branches. Once in awhile, Andy heard rustling in the
underbrush. Boo’s ears would flicker back and forth and Andy could
feel her body tense underneath him. But she didn’t say anything, so
he relaxed and trusted that she would know if there was danger
nearby.

As dusk turned to darkness, Andy drifted into
sleep. He lay on his stomach in a semi-spread eagle – an arm and a
leg flopping down on each side of her back. She glanced back at him
and grinned only as horses can. Boo was growing attached to the
little Dreamer. Usually humans only stayed in Dreamland for a few
hours before waking up in their own world again.

She was just about to cross a small open
meadow when a huge apparition flew overhead.

“Oh!” Boo gasped and swung back around to
hide under the trees.

The thumping sound of large wings circling
overhead had her shivering in the shadows. When she dared to look
up, she saw blood red eyes searching the ground below. An evil
power whirled through the air, whispering through the forest.

Boo stood quietly, barely breathing. She was
thankful that the Dreamer on her back was asleep or she might have
been pressed to explain things that she didn’t understand
herself.

Eventually, the creature disappeared into the
dark sky. Boo didn’t move until she was sure it was gone. Even
then, she tiptoed around the meadow instead of going out into the
open.

The horse trudged through the night - taking
the long way around some rocky areas. She didn’t want to wake the
boy up with sudden or jerky movements.

Not long ago she would have been able to go
for days on end - through any terrain - without needing rest or
feeling tired. Now, she felt exhausted after only a few hours. She
planned on stopping soon - to rest and get directions to the
faeries glen from an old friend.

Andy had no idea how far they traveled since
he was in a deep dreamless sleep.

 


 



CHAPTER 5

 


Voices woke him. They were muted and muffled.
Occasionally, he heard words such as, ‘strange happenings’,
‘Thunderegg’, ‘wizards’, ‘faeries’, and ‘chosen one’. He sat up and
looked around. They were at a large pond surrounded by a thick
forest. Tall green and brown cattails stood at attention along the
perimeter of the water. In the small meadow surrounding the pool,
multi-colored wild flowers basked in the sun. The quiet hum of
insects droned steadily in the background. There were water lilies
the size of dinner plates floating in the pond.

Boo swung her long neck around so she could
look at him with her huge brown eyes.

“Sleep well?” she asked softly.

“Yup, thanks,” Andy mumbled. “Where are
w-w-we?”

“We’re at my good friend Ziggy’s place.
Ziggy, this is Andy. Andy, Ziggy. She nodded toward the ground.
Andy squinted but couldn’t see anything but green moss.
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