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A Beautiful Girl
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4th Grade




Happy 9th Birthday |
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The Hinesburg Years
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Dad Gets Marmm\







Happy 17th Birthday
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With Family and Frien€
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https://youtu.be/FAfb9ZBGa8U?si=M8zEtawPQvfrskrc







Nancy Gets Money



https://youtube.com/shorts/6CMU5ACzrvw
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Boxing with Kate-Video



https://youtube.com/shorts/BTZAAtUGmgA
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Becoming a Bartender




Working at
Jackie Rey's
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Had a new employee come on board today, very
skilled, very knowledgeable, and took me
completely by surprise.. met me in the parking
lot, "Hey Jes!” | knew that | recognized her..
(name deleted to protect the innocent).. a
completely delightful woman, and I'm excited to
work with her.. All of yvou who know me, I'm
terrible with names, great with faces,.. she came
in, shook my hand, and actually said “it's an
honor to work with you” .. | was taken aback,
most people still ask me what my grown up job
is? When she told her partner that she was
getting the job, his reply was.." that's her bar!
Avresome!” | was instantly humbled, this is a
small town, on a small island, but | felt like a
giant today!! Today was a good day!;)
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Bartending at a Wedd




Award
Winning
Bartender




JESSICA
WRIGHT FROM
JACKIE REY'S
OHANA GRILL B
WINS THE 2014 %
CRATER LAKES F.
BLOODY MARY.
COMPETITION!




Jessica Does It Agaln'

Now withtwoina
row, Jes Wright from
Jackie Rey's Ohana
Grill winsthe 2015
Crater Lakes Bloody
Mary Competition!
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The Pet Whisperer

INSTAGRAM COMNICKGALIFIANAKIGART =

T O(SALIF AN




Rebecca

Cooper & Rebecca-Video
Rebecca Speaks Out-Video

Training Rebecca-Video



https://youtu.be/iNAB-WIK3eg?si=1xMhJAIwvwNpkwbL
https://youtu.be/CG7q3aa3Ft0?si=aeZgof4FZVa13mHl
https://youtu.be/7MH7WWzk0IM
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https://youtube.com/shorts/0bT2Et3V2IU
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Cooper & Penn



https://youtu.be/q-yHK16V2jA?si=oG83y3Ohm_5uf22U
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https://youtube.com/shorts/b_jznUXYVcI
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https://youtube.com/shorts/dU6nHVmtvyY










Jen Jen Gets a Ring-Video

Happy Birthday
Jissy!
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https://youtube.com/shorts/JeHs-voyvB8
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Old Scott
















Street
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Enter code to share your
photos and watch video at:

You
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The Diaz Family
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https://youtube.com/shorts/ADSjLbMwzmQ
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Remembering Tabatha






https://youtube.com/shorts/nGEPVwThdQw
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Gatherings
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Easter Egg Roll-Video



https://youtube.com/shorts/XnBQWipSpzg

Halloween Bar Crawl-Video

\

Haloween Bar Crawl



https://youtube.com/shorts/SkqBUoy7T6s
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The Battle Begins

Jackie Rey’s, Jes Wright, is Fighting
for Her Health, Battling Cancer!

fu!
=4 Jackie Rey’s and Richard Farnham, Jes’s dad, are organizing this fundraiser.

Created 2 days ago « > Medical

Aloha Friends and Supporters,

Jackie’s Reys, Kona, head bartender and longest tenured employee is fighting for her health.
Diagnosed with colin cancer a few months ago, Jes is currently undergoing radiation and chemo
therapies. The radiation phase is winding down, but chemo will contiue for a few more months.
When the chemo ends, she will have surgery to remove what remains of the tumor. The progno-
sis is encouraging, and with a little luck, she should enjoy a full recovery, hopefully by Christmas.

Fortunately, Jes has health insurance, but the uninsured expenses, the cost of travel for treat-
ment, and the likelyhood that she will be out of work for awhile, means that the bills are piling up.
The total is already pretty daunting.

So Jackie Reys and Jes’s dad are working together to help out. Jackie’s is sponsoring this
GoFundMe site and Dad is keeping the books. Please consider a donation, no matter what size.
Every donation is greatly appreciated, and will help Jessica come out the other side, restored to
good health, both physically and fiscally.

Mahalo,

Chad Atkinson, Owner of Jackie Reys, Kona

Richard Farnham, Jes’s Dad

PIE @l@%@ i

+

_i*J

N Silent Auction 50/50 Raffle Pupus Music
Upstairs at Lavern's/Huipy's
3:30 to 6:30 PM

s has been part of the Jackie Rey’s Ohana Grill ohana for
ter a decade and we want to help her as she battles with
ncer. We are asking our Kona friends and family for

Contacts: Lori Yahner (614)332-4854
Alli at Jackie Rey’s (720)380
Chris Verduzco (562)882
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The Going Away Party
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National Farewell e
Tourl

* Reno, NV -9/17

* New Orleans, LA - 9/24
® Philadelphia, PA - 9/27

* Boston, MA - 9/30

* Herkimer, NY - 9/30

* Adirondecks, NY - 10/1

* Burlington, VT - 10/7

* Medford, OR - 10/10

® Palm Springs, CA 10/19

“Best Time Fver”
Philadelphia Inquirer

With Special Guests:
* Coach
* Jen Jen
* Michael
¢ Jill, Jeremy & Mina
¢ Pam, Neal, Karen & Sheila
® Lisa
* Street
* Mary & Katherine

"Its Been Too Long”

Burlington Free Press

Monday, September 16 “World Class”
: e Palm Springs Desert Sun
o o~ ST b
Friday, October 25 st
Tickets: IfYou Weren't Invited, You Can'’t Afford It! """“")J—

The Farewell Tour
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Visiting Jen Jen
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Visiting Street







Visiting Mary
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VERMOMT DEPARTMENT OF HEALTH

CERTIFICATE OF LIVE BIRTH

r LOCAL FILE MUMBER 1 - BRI NUME/‘M 9
m i
CHILD = NAME FIRST MIDDLE ; LAST DATE OF BIRTH (MONTH, DAY, YEAR HOUR
\ Jessica Hunt Farnham ., October 28, 1976 22122 P,
SEX THIS BIRTH = SINGLE, TWIN, TRIPLET, ETC, IF HOT SINGLE BIRTH = BORN FIRST, SECON D, COUNTY OF BIRTH YERMOMNT
ISFECIFY) THIRD, ETC, (SPECIFY)
3. Female N ™ Single -® so. Chittenden

CITY, TO'WH. OF BIRTH

sb. Burllngton

HOSPITAL — HAME

UF HOT IN HOSPITAL GIVE STREET AND NUMBER)

s. Medical Center Hospital of Vermont  MFU

MOTHER — MAIDEN MAME  Fizs? MIDDLE LAST AGE (AT TImE OF TOWN AMD STATE OF RIRTH oF MOT U5 & MAME COUNTRY
THiS BIRTH)
so. Jill Griswold w 30 |, St. Albans, Vermont

MOTHER'S MAILING ADD

RESS (INCRUDE STREET OB ROUTE HUMBER AND I}

RD # 1, 442 A, Williston, Vermont 05495

T

RESIDEMNCE — STAIE COUNTY CITY, TOWN

IM WHAT CITY

OR TOWHN BOE . . .

fo. MOTHER Azru.-.l.ur LIVE Vermont &b Chittenden 8c. Williston

FATHER — Massk FIRST W DDE 1AST AGE (AT 118 CF TOWH AnD STATE OF BIRTH oF HOT 1H U S & ua;,f COUMIRY)

THES BIRTH)

%0 Righard Hunt Farnham w 30 |, Burlington, Vermont
FIHFORMANT RELATION 10 CHILD
qw Jill Faqnham o Mother

)

l CLETIFY THAT Trif ABOVE M
STATED ABCWVE

| la. 5IGHATURE

T7m 7mwf AT THE PLALE Al TinE & THE DATE

DME SIGHED (MONTH. DAY YEAR) ATTENDANT — MDD O_MIDWIFE OTHER
ISPECIFY]
f Ik C./) Zjd? e m

D. Lewis, M. D.

CERTIFIER — HAME }J//f bf?ﬁf{ﬂ?MﬂW u)i/{_,

WlLING ADDRESS

CITY OR TOWHN, STATE. Zip

.. One Timber Lane, South Burlington, Vt.

27A8

a:msrm?y{;.lu RE
Ia

DATE RECEIVED BY LOCAL REGISTRAR

o 5 /926




Jessica Wright
DOB: 10/1976 Y
Height: 5'4  Weight: .
Hair: Brown Eyes: GRN ;
Issue Date: 12-7-2004
] Expires: City of Richmond
June 30,2005 Occupational Identification Card

P < JESSICA E
| * 8 POBOX 33sp
- = H’All U-ﬂ. Hﬂ"dﬂ- Hr SE740

e S . : PASSPORT
CITY OF RICHMOND SPORT
RICHMOND POLICE DEPARTMENT { . PASSEPORT
Oceupational Identification Card i 2 PASAPORTE

Name .
Surmame /! Ko o -
Date D?-%Lﬂ?h 7:' WRIGHT -_:."\_.l
cr[qr Eﬂ ﬂ!& ﬁmmmmmmsrmm
Wet. Fj't" Hair JESSICA FARNHAH
1 ] Color Color Mationatity / Nationalité / Fhugm.l]u:lad
. e parreed UNITED STATES OF AMEEIEA
Place of Employment Date of birth/ Date de nak:samnqum de nacimienta
. 28 0ct 1976 S : :
4 Fiisoe of birth / Liou de nall;sannim.ﬂw :h nacimisnic Gen/ Sexe [ Seng :
‘JE‘R‘HUNT U.S.A, L F o
* Date of istuie / Date de nélmmurqnh;ae expacdicicn Autheortty/ Autorité/ Autoridad -
mﬂaﬂzm d b .!Fm‘u th:adlﬂld&d U“ltﬂd Etﬂrﬂﬁ_'_-.
= ""F‘"““‘ D t of State
A8 Apr 2027 : epartment of Sta
o En:lumnmis!llﬂﬂmﬁSpﬂ:lahsfﬁndﬂrﬁm T
T smeaeez LSA

- ‘.
Wright, Jessica : S
CON17-279 P<USAWRIGHT<<J ESSI Cn{Fﬁ_RHHAM<<{<<{<<{-¢<<<{<<

VOTAADD . Exp DATE:MAY 2022 5734538702USA7610282F2704184122072929<011916
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Musings

A Lowe That Is Trac

I begin with o lie, ..
Wer all tell thernn.

I Erovss trues Lo,

o coan’t see it

o can”t smell it

Mo cantl taste i,
Touch it. mavbe. ..

Feel It.. .Y es, Oh ... Yos.

I kKnosww true loswe,

Hhe"ll die for you.

Passion is true lowes,

e that will transcond space and time.,

Orne whose heart is truae,
She’ll take o hit for you-
FHwven when it hurts.,

Avnything for lowve
Acnyihing for pleasure,

Mewver looking bhack
For just one muore. ..
W will continue

C ey,

Just let o,

OF THE CRIMSON KING

parade marching through my world.
in my mind, their cries echo in my

rwd coatq.
7 their

body as I witness

1€, on. both knees they pray.
display, insane with power.

to their ki
2ir pitiful
mind in a beautiful body.

arms as if to strike them, and they watck

Alr uC;nt with awe.
F 5. outs his gospel, warp
OWIl.

R == R
e promises,
But I stay hidden.

Frightened of their insanity.
E watch from & distance.
Behind quﬁ_hjnb ey
Shades of .E :ar, |
Blendi 1

ing their minds, conforming them

!y I long to scream to them.
wented dreams

&4

emotions clash.
royal blue, shining gold.

my brain
reaching., pulling
» my own mind, my own
hatred holds me ever

my soul.
rs.

Jas Far

\/C

THERE'S NO SUCH PLACE AS FAR AWAY

Hello.

Can you hear me?

A man in the distance spins idly in the wind.

A cloak of many shades whips wildly around.

Alone and afraid, hidden in a darkened room, a woman dies alone.
A small child runs from her nightmares, weeping unshed tears.
Waltzing through an endless dream, a body without a soul.

A corpse in life, a mummy in death,

Oh God please help me, don't let me die alone!

Are vou listening?

Can vou help me?

He's here again, the man in black.

Help! He's come for me, trying to steal my heart.

Run,

I'm trying, Lord help me I'm trying.

Show me your secret, show me a place 1o run.

There's no such place as far away.

Jes Farnham
3/23/92



REVENGE

The cool breeze was running through my hair, bringing with it the sickly sweet smell of fresh
flowers and grass. 1 could feel the soft warmth of the sun on my upturncd face, and the caress of the wind
on my arms and legs. An old song of the elves floated through my mind and forced its way through my
lips. Just as the second verse of the mystic tune began to come forth, my mind started to slip away.
Farther and farther, my memories wandered. Out of nowhere a soft nicker broke my reverie, and brought
me rushing back to the present.

"Hello Fireheart, hungry are you?"

A relatively large blood bay stallion with a matching mane and tail was walking to my side. As
I turned to look at him I was caught by the magic of his eyes. They were of the deepest green, like liquid
emeralds, and they seemed to reflect an intense knowledge. A smile flashed across my face for an instant
as I reached out to touch his strong jaw, it was quickly wiped away by a grimace of pain. I dropped my
arm quickly and the burning sensation began to subside. A large sword wound graced the flesh of my
upper arm, a result of a run in with a nasty tempered dwarf. My entire shoulder was beginning to turn a
fierce red in color and throbbed like it had its own heart. Like a sudden fog, a blanket of concern settled
on my mind. I looked up at Fireheart with a playful smirk,

"Tt's fine Heart, stop worrying."

The Tendrils that so tightly gripped my brain began to ebb away, but they remained at the back of
my mind, tugging at my thoughts. I stood up and winced at the snapping of my joints. After a moment of
strecthing I walked to his side and mounted with careful deliberance. With Fireheart's added height I
could better take note of my surroundings. The landscape that stretched about us was breathtaking, To
the east lay the mountain range known as the Teeth of the Devils. Beyond the mountains lay the kingdom
of Zornsfall, and to the north and west was the desert of Rage. My destination was to the south, towards
the Valley of the Moon. It was on this location that my eyes were locked. From admist the lush green of
the shallow valley four spires of old gray stone sprang up . I could see the pale light of the suns reflecting
off the river that gurgled happily through the greenery , making jubliant colors that danced on the clouds
above. Reflected in my eyes, those colors began flashing brighter and more brillant as my anger
intensified.

"I'm coming for you ."

The words seemed to drip off my tougne, and the air around my head vibrated with fury. The
spires of the castle stood out among the mountains, as if to tell all of thier mighty power. It was to this
castle that I would ride, to the home of the royals. Royals, such an ironic title, they were murders, and
they would pay. The sour taste of anger began to form at the edge of my jaw and I spat bitterly .

"Only three more days Fireheart, then we shall have our revenge.”
“Save your anger for the royals love.”

The words swam musically through my mind and touched my heart. He turned his head to look
at me and I could see the magic in his eyes, eyes that were so like my own. [ leaned forward to wrap my
arms around his supple neck, and my anger melted away. All I could feel now was the love that my
compainion instilled in me. Fireheart was all I had left now, and he was my life.

"Come Heart, let us ride.”

He tossed his long mane lightly and trotted through the foliage. Coming out upon the open road
we stood for a minute, I quickly pulled back my long red hair into a tight bun so that the firce heat would
not be so intense. Fireheart began to prance nervously and I turned to see what was the matter.

About three hundred feet behind us was a long caravan, it was moving quite slowly and the
sounds that emanated from the seperale carts was amazing. Firehearl had a great fear of large numbers of
people, and this looked like trouble.  We pulled back into the bushes on the side of the road to wait for
the procession with out being seen. As the caravan drew closer I realized how small the carls were.
There were about thrity of them and each one was painted with obscencely loud colors. However the
volume was muted somewhat by the amount of road grime that caked the sides. It drew closer and closer
until I could finally make out the large and beautifully written words on the side of the first coach.
"MOTHER MASTIFF'S TRAVELING DELIGHTS." A small gasp escaped my lips as I realized that we
were walching a gypsie caravan, probably one of the last in exsistence. The carts were just in front of us
now and the small ponies that were pulling them began to snort as our scent pervaded the air.  There was

a small man driving the first cart and he began to swear profusley as the ponies sheid away from our
hiding place in the bushes.
"Damn nags! GIDDAP!"

It was useless to hide any longer. As though we were sharing the same thought, fircheart burst
through the bushes and reared to his full height just in front of the first carrige. The two twin ponies
squealed furiously and began to run in the oppisite direction. With this sudden jolt the small man who
used to have control of them promptly lost his seat and fell to the ground. The ponies began to come
around again and were headed right for the man on the ground. Iimmediately realized that if T didn't do
somcthing fast that he would be killed. Senseing my thoughts, Fireheart ran full tilt towards the man, he
began to scream furiously. When we were directly next to him I reached down, and using the speed of
Firchearts run, I scooped him up and landed him gently on the saddle in front of me. We stopped by the
side of the road and I dropped him to safety, then without listening to hear what it was that he was saying,
We raced off again to queit the ponies. By this time they had disrupted the whole caravan and all hell was
breaking lose. Fircheart ran to catch up with the runaway cart and when we were parallel to it, I climbed
on and grabbed the reins. Fireheart ran off to gather up the other runaways and I steadied my charges.
They soon ran themselves out and I had them under control moments later. When they were calm
enough, T walked them back to the rest of the group. All the carts had been settled and about one hundred
tiny people were gathered in the center of the road. The man I had saved was standing in the center and
trying to calm everyone down, he appeared to be of some authority but was doing little to soothe the
crowd. Fireheart trotted over to me and I climbed down from the cart and walked with him to the
babbling mass of people. His hooves rang out softly on the hard earth of the road, and the throng was
hushed as they watched our appraoch. My hair had fallen during the scuffle and it now swayed gracefully
around my ankles as I walked. I realize now as I look back upon that day what we must have looked like,
and I understand why the people were staring. A giant stallion, his coat glistening like blood in the sun,
mane and tail flowing beautifully in the wind. Next to him a small women with long hair the color of fire
and one set of brillant green eyes adorning each of their faces. As we drew closer still the magic seemed
to lift, and a small murmur passed like a wave over the awe-struck crowd. I could feel the nervousness
radiating frem Fireheart's mind so I placed one hand on his neck to calm him. A path appeared in the
mass and we proceded through to the center. The man who was standing there bowed as I approached,

"I owe you my life, for that I am in your debt,”

"Thank you, but you nced not feel obligated to me."

"Whether I need to or not is not your concern, it is the custom of the gypsic people. If you will stay I will
explain more."

I looked about me, the people were slowly moving closerand a very few were brave enough to try
to touch Fircheart. He began to prance and snorted angrily.

"Please keep your beast in control, he has done enough damage."

Fireheart shot a firce glance at the man taking one step toward him. He jumped back and tried to
hide behind one of his people.

"Be careful what you say, my "beast" is called Fireheart, and he can understand every word you speak.”

He crept out from behind his guard and steped forward.

"I apoligize for insulting your horse, if it caused you any discomfort please forgive me."

At this Fircheart scemed satisfied and turned his attentions back to the people surrounding him.
He soon realized that they would be no trouble and allowed them to pet him freely. I noted that every
thing was alright, so I turned back to talk to the little man. He was obviously disgruntled so I decided to
ask him some questions so that he could regain his authority.

"My name is Yakeenan, who are you?"

"I am called Shatly, and T am the leader of this band."
"Well if you are the leader then who is Mother Mastiff?"
"I am Mother MastifT."

I turned around quickly to see a tall woman walking towards me, her hair was tied neatly in a
long braid that was hanging gracefully over her left shoulder. It was the color of the purest snow. Her
face was finely lined, she looked to be about fifty years of age. Her lips were colored the brightest red, as
she talked you could see her teeth beneath them, they were small and rounded except for her two canines.
Perhaps it was just a trick of the light or maybe the way she spoke, but they looked almost like fangs. The

>
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thought was unsettling. She had very high cheekbones and her face looked as though it had been carved
from living marble. Her eyes were peirceing, I felt as though she could see my very thoughts. The
strangest thing was their color, they were black as ebony. Her skin was olive in color and was beautiful
to look at. Hanging around her neck was a small silver chain and swinging slowly on the end of it was a
pendant. It looked like a tear, frozen in time, the sun glistened off it's shimmering surface. Suspended
across her shoulders was a heavy shawl, it radiated a deep blue color. Under the shawl was a pale tunic, it
looked as though it had once been white, but the years had not been kind. She had on a long flowing
black skirt that was cinched tightly about her waist. As she walked closer to us I noticed a slight limp in
her stride. "Yakeenan. Yakeenan, where are you?"

I crawled out from my own private hiding place among the rose groves.
"Coming mother."

I ran towards a short elven women with strawberry blond hair that reached almost to her ankles.
My own hair was almost waist length and the color of the setting sun, a brilliant fire red. I was clad in the
normal attire of the elven folk, a short green tunic and brown hose. On my feet were a pair of knee high
soft boots made of morc skin.

"Hurry up, it's time to go."

It was time to go to the bazaar again. The bazaar was a trade fair for all races that lasted for six
weeks during the season of the sun. This time mother was taking me with her to help her sell our morc
skins. As I ran up to her she handed me a pile of skins and a larger one to carry them in. As I struggled
with my load she quickly braided her hair and tied it with a small strap of leather. I looked up at her with
bewildered eyes, the leathers were spread around me and I couldn't seem to get them together. She
smiled and gently touched my head, then with lighting hands she gathered up the skins and bound them to
my back. She strapped on her own pack and we started to the bazaar.

"Yakeenan wait!"

A sharp cry from behind me stopped my trek, and 1 turned to see my brother, Yalen, running
towards me.

"Take this with you, and try to sell it." He panted breathlessly.

He opened his tiny hand and gave me a bracelet made of dwarves silver. It had three small
pieces of black sapphire on the front, and the whole thing seemed to be almost alive with an inner
warmth.

"Oooohhhhhh, pretty!" I cried in a small girlish voice.
"Well if you don't sell it then you can keep it."
"Come Yakeenan!" My mothers voice rang out in the quiet of the wood.
"I must go, thank you Yalen."
He waved me off and bid me farewell.
"Good journey young one, be good."

I returned his wave and chased after my mother who was already only a small speck in the
distance. I stopped only once to look back, and saw him still standing there. I waved once more and
rushed away.

"Time to camp, love."

I jumped back to the present with an almost audible snap.

"Alright Heart, find a spot will you."

I looked around and noticed that many hours had gone by. The two pale pink suns that circled
overhead had gone down some time ago. The only light now was that which radiated from the one huge,
dull, blue moon that was now showing it's massive face. Fircheart had trotted off to a secluded spot
amongst a small rose grove, and was patiently waiting for me to release him of his load. I dismounted
slowly and removed the saddle and traveling bags from his back. Unlike other steeds, Fireheart does not
wear a mouthpiece, nor did I need one to control him, as he is much more intelligent and responsive than
a mear horse. He snorted a brief thank-you and trotted off to find food. I picked up my belongings and
walked to a small clearing in the left corner of the grove. As I walked the rose petals made small crushing
sounds beneath my feet, and small animals scurried out of my way. I dropped the travel bags in the
clearing and carefully set down Firchearts saddle, which I would clean carefully before anything clse. As
I began to lay out a small cooking fire, I was almost knocked unconscious by an immense blast of pain and
anger searing through my mind.

"Fircheart!"

I scrambled to my feet as another bolt of anger blasted through my head. I raced blindly through
the roses ahead of me, praying that I would arrive in time to stop whatever was happening. Iburst
through the edge of the grove flashing my twin stilettos, which I had managed to free from their case
while I was running. Hovering before my eyes was a large tyskynn, and rearing on his back hooves was
Fircheart, with a long gash sprcad across his ribcage. He was fighting heroically, but he was slowly
losing, and I knew my time was running out.

"Fircheart!"

I screamed once again, and rushed into the fray. Dancing underneath flashing hooves and a
thrashing tail, I managed to drop one of my stilettos. The giant lizard was now eyeing me hungrily,
surely an elf would be much casier to kill than a horse. A rush of panic surged through me. AsI dived
for my knife, a massive scaly forearm knocked me out of my flight in mid-dive. I hit the ground with a
smack, and heard rather than felt one of my ribs crack on impact. I rolled over in time to see the beast
make its final decision, give up on the horse and come after me. I fumbled for my folding crossbow, and
managed to release it. Unfortunately, I had forgotten to reload it when I had used it last. I scrambled to
find an arrow in my belt pouch, but I knew that there would never be enough time for me to load, aim,
and release, before I became a meal to the overgrown snake that was approaching at ever increasing
speed. Fircheart saw my plight and surged back into the battle. With the animal momentarily distracted,
I knocked an arrow, took aim, and let it sail. It landed with a solid thud in its upper torso, and an blood
curdling screech pierced the air as it penetrated the thick hide. I scrambled to my feet and drew my sword
as I approached the now wounded creature. Walking slowly towards it I looked down upon the monster
that was now writhing in pain on the ground. It was large as tyskynns go, a good ten feet long. It was
amazing how the tiny wings that sprouted about a foot below the animals head could carry that immense
weight. Other than the wings, two powerful forearms, and the three horns that graced its brow, a tyskynn
looked like a giant snake. It was an incredibly ugly animal, but it was good to eat, and the meat traveled
well. I managed to avoid the flailing limbs and tail and neatly slit its throat. I scooped up a handful of
damp leaves and wiped my sword clean, as I straightened up I noticed that blood was running down my
arm. [ realized with dismay that my sword wound had opened again. T ripped a small tourniquet from my
tunic and wrapped my arm as a scowl spread slowly across my face. Twisting around stifTly, I looked
back at Fireheart. He was standing tiredly a few yards off from the body, and his side was bleeding badly.
I stumbled to him to inspect the wound. It was not decp and the bleeding would stop soon, so I decided 1
would dress it later.

"Thanks for the help." Fireheart managed to mumble into my mind.
"I am here to serve.”

1 turned to look at the reptile again, and mumbled out loud to no one in particular,
"It looks like dinner came to us this time."

1 walked back to the body and began to search the area for my other stiletto, I found it half buried
and returned it to its case. Fireheart had gone back to the campsite, and I decided to gather some wild
grain for him later. With a huge sigh I sat down to skin the massive carcass.

The job completed, I began to trudge back to the campsite. I had taken only what I could carry
comfortably, and left the rest for the other creatures of the forest. I entered the grove and before I could see
the campsile, I could hear a voice. [ burst through the brush with the thought of vandals fresh in my
mind. Iarrived at the clearing to find Fireheart calmly waiting for me with what appeared to be a captive.
It was his voice that I had heard, he was yelling 1o be let free, and shouting some derogatory remark about
horses. The man was laying face down in the dust, pinned there by one of Fircheart's massive hooves. I
signaled for Fircheart to let him up, and as soon as he was unburdened he leapt to his feet and drew a
knife. For this he received a swift kick and I promptly removed the knife from his hand. As he tried to
regain his bearings, I swept his feet out from under him. A small cry escaped his lips and he landed with
a bone jarring thud. He stood back up and began to ask questions in rapid succession.

"Who are you? And what right do you have to keep me prisoner? I have done no wrong."

I regarded him with curiosity. He appeared to be of elfish origin, though not pure breed. It is
possible that a human had entered his family line somewhere. His auburn hair ended at his shoulders, and
framed a gracefully handsome face. His almond éyes were amber in color, and showed a ficry anger
within. The skin of his face was darkly tanned as was the skin of his arms. He had high delicate cheek



bones and full lips. I looked at him as he was standing and noticed his height and build. He was
approximately five feet tall, and had a wiry body that seemed to imply a hidden strength. He was wearing
a short tunic and light hose, on his feet were leather soft boots that had almost worn through in several
places. The one strange thing was his voice. It had a strange lilt to it, almost musical. It was an accent [
had never heard before, but it almost seemed royal.

"Hungry?"

"You are not answering my questions, you have no right to keep me here."

"I will ask the questions from now on, and if you want to leave here in one piece, I suggest you lose the
attitude, Fireheart does not approve."

He quickly turned around to see the huge horse regarding him with what seemed to be extreme
annoyance. He was visibly shaken at the thought and quicted down immediately.

"I have never heard that accent before, where do you call home?"
"I call no place home, but I was born in Zornsfall."

I turned quickly to look at him, and noted that my first assumption had been correct. He was of
elfish origin, but the elves of Zornsfall were different, they were more human then anything else, and they
were not well liked. I turned away again and set the meat down on a clear spot on the ground.

"What is that?" The man asked.
"If T tell you then you won't eat it, and you look pretty hungry. By the way, little man, what is your
name."
"Who are vou calling little man, wench?!"
In response to this he got another swift kick from behind and quickly added,
"My name is Zannen."
I began to set a fire to cook breakfast when Fircheart spoke to my mind.
"I like him Yakeenan, I think we should take him with us.”

I looked down at Zannen, who was rubbing his but and grumbling about horses. The sight was
so pitiful that I had to choke down the laughter that was bubbling up my throat. Turning back to Fircheart
I said,

"We can't take him with us, what if he doesn't want to go?"

"He wanis to go.”

"How do you know?"

"Look at him, you tell me.”

"Perhaps, but he would only be trouble, he can't even fend for himself."

"Maybe so, but I know you're dying to know what's going on in his mind, and he may turn out to be of
some help afier all. If he's not, then you can go ahead and get rid of him, but we might as well give him a
chance.”

Fircheart was right, my curiosity we eating me up. Besides that, his wary strength would be
useful.

"Zannen, where are you headed?"

He didn't answer immediately, and I finally noticed what was wrong. He had been watching me
talking to thin air. Ibegan to giggle and I explained to him that I was speaking to Fireheart and that the
reason he couldn't hear his response was that he could only speak telepathically.

"Are you completely insane?! Your talking to a horse!"
Fireheart stamped his hoof indignantly.
"A horse!"
"Fircheart is anything but a horse, he is my companion and his intelligence greatly surpasses that of your
own."

Zannen's beautiful amber eyes threatened to pop out of his head. I laughed again and resumed
my task of cooking breakfast. The smells of cooking meat seemed to jog Zannen's mind, so I asked him
the question again.

"So, where are you going?"
"I'm on a mission."”

His voice rang with self appointed authority. I shot a sharp glance at Fireheart as his laughter
penctrated my mind.

"Well where would this mission be taking you?"

"T can't tell you."

Once again Fireheart began to snicker, this time almost setting me off as well. '
"Well my companion and I are headed towards the valley of the moon, would you like to join us?" *
"Are you crazy?! After being held prisoner! Not a chance.”
"Very Well, But from the looks of you another three days in this territory will be the end of you."
"I can take care of myself, thank you......."

A sharp glance from Fireheart stopped him in mid-sentence, but he continued to grumble,
"I would love to." .
"Alright, we leave tomorrow."

1 tossed him a steaming hunk of meat on a roasting spit, and watched as he set to it ravenously. 1
ate my own breakfast in silence, Fireheart stood peacefully in the corner and sucked down his oats like
they were water. I walched this man as he ate and it surprised me how much he reminded me of one of
my brothers. As I watched him sitting there I began to think of the past, and the world fell away from
view.

It was almost dark now, and soon mother and I would be leaving for home. The bazaar had gone
well for us, Almost all of the morc skins had sold, and we now had many glass beads to use for trade with
other clans. 1hadn't sold Yalen's bracelet, mostly because 1 wanted to keep it for myself. Suddenly
mother stood up from our small area in the bazaar and began to walk away.

"Mother, where are you going?"

"If I am not back by dark then go back to the village without me."

"Yes mother."

I watched her form retreat into the distance, slowly blending with the throng of people that seemed to
stretch for miles. It was about another two hours until the suns set, so I sat and waited for someone to buy
the last of our morc skins.

No one came and there was only a short time left until dark, so I began to pack up the things that
remained. I strapped my pack to my back and gathered the glass beads into a small pouch which I
attached to my belt. It felt good against my side, and I felt proud to be wearing it. But it wasn't smart to
leave your money where people could see it, so I tucked it away under my tunic. Mother would be so
proud of me for taking such responsibility.

It was now an hour after dark. I had decided to wait a little longer in case mother came back, but
she never did. The bazaar was still in action and the noise was unbelievable. We had been in a far corner
of the area, but I had to go through the middle to get out. As I weaved my way among the mass of body,
the noisc increased to a steady persistent buzz.

A sharp slap against the side of my head pulled me back from my dream faster then I cared for.
Fircheart had been using his tail as a fly swatter and had made a slight miscalculation.

"Sorry love, I wasn't paying attention, these horseflies are everywhere!"
"It's alright Heart, I'll live."

The sun was growing increasingly hot and there was little shade to be found. I crawled under a
rose bush and found the air there to be comfortably cool and sweet.

"Fircheart, I'm going to take a nap, keep an eye on Zannen, and wake me at nightfall." I mind called
softly.
"Your wish is iy command, sweet dreams."

His words filtered through my dream clouded mind. The breeze blew softly by as I drifted into
blissful sleep.

The next two days went by peacefully. As it turned out Zannen was an amateur thief/assassin.
While he had stolen a horse from a farm some miles back, I still had no real proof of his suggested
abilities. Nevertheless, he had become a wonderful friend, in more than one way. I trusted him enough to
tell him the real reason that we were going to the palace. At first he was shocked and threatened to leave,
but after an explanation, and the threat of death from Fireheart's hooves, he agreed to travel with us and to
help when we got there.

The closer we got to the palace the more my spirits rose. I was finally going to avenge the death
of my family. At first it had been almost impossible for me to believe that they had been killed for such a
trivial reason. I later discovered that other villages had been destroyed in the same way, for the same
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reason. It seems that the Duke had a passion for red tapestries, her also had an extreme disliking for elves
of any kind. A red dye had not yet been found that would suit him, so one of his advisors came up with
the idea of using the red hair of the elves for the tapestrics. The Duke thought this was a wonderful idca,
not only was the hair very strong, it also came in many different shades. Several advisors were sent to the
elven villages and proposed the plan to the elves. They had planned on cutting the hair of all the elves
and offering money in exchange. Of course the response was a resounding no. The Duke was furious
when he heard this, and ordered the villages to be destroyed. So it happened that hundreds of elves were
murdered. Only my mother and 1 had escaped, even though I had never found her I somehow knew that
she was alive.

The mass of people surrounded me and I struggled to get by, but no one notices you when you are
only four feet tall. Just as I was breaking through the crowd, a sharp whinny from my left side caught my
attention. I pushed my way through the crowd that was surrounding a small tent. I managed to get to the
front and saw a disgustingly obese man with a small colt. The colt was beautiful, all black with a red
mane and tail, almost the exact color of my own hair. The man was whipping the poor colt to the point
where it was bleeding. The crowd was laughing hysterically, and continued to further provoke the man.
"STOP!"

The world seemed to stand still as the crowd turned 1o look at the person that came with the
voice.

"Stop it, I'll buy that horse, just don't hit him anymore."
"Leave child, you don't have enough money to buy this horse."

I took out my bag of glass beads and threw them to the ground.
"Is this enough?"

The fat man stared at the money for what scemed an eternity, then he snatched it up and handed
the horses reins to me.

"He's a beast, you'll never be able to control him you stupid girl."

I looked at the man, my eyes filled with resent. Then I looked at the animal I had just bought,
and at that instant I saw his eyes, the color of the greenest grass, and they looked into mine with
something like friendship, maybe something like love.

I led him away, and was all the way out of the bazaar before I realized what I had done. 1 had
just spent all the money that my mother had worked for to buy a horse that may be wild. Then I looked
into those eyes again and I knew that I had made the right decision. Mother would understand, she had
to.

"Yakeenan, were here."

I looked up sharply and saw the palace walls looming up in front of me.

"Thank you Zannen, I was dreaming again."
"I know."

Zannen was clad in a suit made entirely of black leather, and it fit him like a second skin. I was
suited in black leather armor that had been made for me many years ago.

Fireheart was prancing with excitement and adrenaline was rushing through my veins. This was
the moment I had been waiting for. Ever since that day, and that moment that I would never forget.
"Well Zannen, how do you suggest we get in?"

"If this is like any other castle, there should be a tower on at least one end of the wall. My plan is to leave
Fireheart here so that the two of you can communicate from the outside, and the two of us can scale the
tower and take over the inside."

"And how do you plan to have me scale a tower in armor?"

"T'll go up first, then I'll throw you a rope and you can climb up."

"Alright then, lets go."

I dismounted and bid farewell to Fireheart. The wall looked much more intimidating from the
ground. Zannen his stolen horse, and we began to make an ever tightening circle around the castle walls
looking for a tower. As luck would have it this was not like any other castle, and there was no tower.

"I don't get it, where do they watch from if it's not from a tower?"
"Don't ask me, Master thief." My voice dripped sarcasm.

I was not going to stop now, not when I had come this far.

"Well, whether your coming or not, I'm going to scale that wall."

"Alright, but let me go first."

Zannen walked forward and took a good look at the wall, then like a cat in a tree he began to
climb at an amazing rate. He dropped over the far side of the wall, and a few moments later a rope sailed
over and tumbled to the ground. I raced forward and grabbed the rope, afier testing it for strength I began
to climb. The top of the wall seemed miles away, but it came up soon enough. With excruciating
slowness, I pulled mysclf up over the wall so that just my face was showing. Zannen was standing below
me and he singled for me to jump. With the rope clenched in my teeth. I jumped to the ground, making a
safety roll as I landed. A sickening pain spread through my side as I landed on my broken rib. Ihopped
to my feet and followed Zannen to the bushes on the side of the wall. It wasn't until he pointed it out that
I noticed the guards that were strolling the grounds.

"Fireheart, how are things outside?"
"Fine here, and you?"
"All's well."

Zannen slowly drew a tiny blow gun from the recesses of his cloak. From a small pouch he
produced a dart with a long string attached. Taking careful aim, he released his dart and watched as it
sailed and pierced the skin of the closet guard, with a quick jerk of the string he retrieved it. Within
thirty seconds the guard crumpled to the ground, dead. We moved closer to the castle and Zannen felled
another guard. More and more of the guards dropped to the ground as we drew closer to the castle. When
we were finally up to the castle wall itself, Zannen replaced his blow gun and drew a grappling hook.
With a powerful throw he arced the hook through a window almost thirty feet above. He jerked the rope
hard several times and began to climb. I waited patiently for him to reach the top before I began to scale
the wall.

“He}"! "

A loud shout from behind me startled me and I fell from the rope, landing lightly on my feet. I
turned to see a guard standing behind me, sword drawn. He began to advance and stopped suddenly when
a dagger bloomed from his chest. He fell to the ground groping for the knife. I retrieved my dagger and
scaled the wall, much faster this time. I dropped into the window and pulled the rope up behind me. The
room was empty. Zannen looked at me with bewilderment.

"What took you so long?"
"I had some company."

We moved out into the hall and once again the place was empty. At a light jog we covered the
rest of the palace. When at last we came upon the ballroom, T knew at once what I was going to do.
"Be prepared to run." I told Zannen.

"What?"

1 took off to the back side off the ballroom and scaled the balcony from the outside. I sat there in
my hiding place and looked down upon the party below. The entire royal family was having a feast with a
few hundred of their close fricnds. Sitting at the head of the table was the Duke. I freed my crossbow and
took aim with a poison bolt. As I sat there with him in my sights, I thought of all the pain this beast had
caused me.

The village was in ruins, bodies littered the ground, and blood flowed like rivers in the dry sand.
Everywhere I turned there were the people I loved, dead. Tears streamed down my face, as I walked
among the mass of corpses. I turned a corner and there was Yalen, in a heap on the ground. I fell to the
ground beside him, and let go a cry of anguish. The sky above me was filled with smoke, and the smell of
death and blood. Standing beside me was my newly acquired horse and in my hand was a tiny silver
bracelet. I looked to the ground to the side of Yalen's body and saw a scrap of the uniform that must have
belonged to the murderers. I picked it up, and holding it tenderly in my hand, I swore my revenge.

A high-pitched laugh from below pulled me back, and I looked through my sites at the man
below and as the trigger clicked a single word escaped my lips, REVENGE. A shrick echoed through the
hall below as the Duke fell.

"Fireheart, it's over. We have won."
"Good job love, now hurry out."”

I looked down at my wrist and the small bracelet that lay there. It was Yalen's, and now I could
wear it with pride, my mission had been completéd. I scrambled down the balcony wall and began to
race along the floor of the palace when another voice floated into my mind.

"Thank you, young onc."
The voice lingered for a instant then floated away. I was free at last.

"Your welcome Yalen." Jessica Famham
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Thoughts from Michael

We all lost an amazing woman on Christmas; Jessica Wright. Or as she preferred to be called, Jes
Wright; with one S. She used to have this little joke about telling people that. Waiting for the per-
son she was talking with to ask, “Jes Wright or just right?” Her reply was simply “Yes, my name is
Jes Wright, with one S, and I'm always just right.”

She was brilliant, witty and charming. She was friendly, giving and the most selfless person I've
ever met. Everywhere we went she would make new friends. People were drawn to her, she had
akind ear and a big heart. She was fearless and met life head on. A true warrior, she taught self
defense to women, for free most of the time, in her free time; something of which she had very
little of. Even though she usually didn't have much free time, she would never turn anyone away
that needed help and always put others first.

Fall was her favorite time of year and we were lucky enough just a couple of months ago to spend
a week in a cabin in the Adirondacks. Every night we built a big fire and watched the sunset. It

is one of the greatest memories I'll have to carry forward with me and we had made quite a few
over the years.

In my mind she will always be just as beautiful as the first time [ ever saw her, way back in 1998
on her first day at a new job in Carthage, NY. Walking past me she took my breath away and I
had that same feeling every time I looked at her.

We started every morning with a “Good Morning Beautiful” and ended every night with a

“Goodnight Babe.” Never goodbye, even when there was an ocean between us. So [ won't say
goodbye now either. Goodnight Babe, rest; your fight is over. I will forever remember and miss
you, I will always love you. I will see you again someday Jes Wright with one S. I can't wait to see
that smirk of yours again.

Love,

Your Bear.
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She Loved Those Boots
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“Sweet Dreams, Baby Girl>







