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INTRODUCTION

Touching the spirit of a young boy is a wonderful beginning for
all of us who wish to grasp the spirit of a people and even a nation.
My latest work,PE T E RBREAMS AND OTHERWORLDLY
THINGS, is the story of Peter, an imaginative young boy who
desperately wants to escape the burdens, disappointments and,
most of all, overpowering fears that threaten to make his life
unbearable. His journey to a seemingly unattainabletoiis an
apt metaphor for every personods s
to |ifeds unknowns and the agel es
Peterds journey 1S an experience
offered especially to those with an imagination guidtsas
adventurous as fortune itself. His story is one that will surely be
remembered long after the pages upon which it is faithfully
recorded are closed for the night. After all, night is when young
minds dream ofravels on the other side of elephardscret
monsters and the closetdoor Per haps i tdés real 0 |
young manoés i ma@ETERODRBEAMSbriogst | ho
the spirit of youth alive for you and that you enjaurjourney.
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CHAPTER 1

FREEDOMOS PROMI SE

Peter could hear his mother calling out to him, pleaditay
voice sought onlyhat his clear, soft voice acknowledge her
presence, buty ashe might, his frightened words hid in the
depths of his chest and refused to be utteredcdtild not stop
himself from falling through a maze of tangled vines and tumbling
past every prehistoric creature imaginable in the mind of a very
imaginative youndpoy. Just moments ago, he had been running for
his life as a firebreathing bird of prey, a dragon that screxth
lot like his older brotherswooped down from thunderous clouds
thatrolledacross the fields behind his hou$his diaboli@al mass
of susgnded smoke and fiteadchased him through a labyrinth of
deadly traps devised specifically to torment an easily toteden
sibling. Now, however, the snarl vines wisted around his feet
and, even though he kicked as hasch& aching legs would allow,
his battle to escapéid not bring freedomHe coiled and pulled
with all his might away from the eager clutches of a creature he
could not see but orthathad pursued him relentlessly as he fell
and, as is usual with such unseen foes, his valiant ffate in
vain. His friends, elephants thaguallyroamed on the other side
of his closet door but sometimes slept under his bed, trumpeted a
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warning that the secret monster was on the prowl, but it was to no
avail. He was caughitmprisonedike some lovly insect entangled
i n a spideros finely crafted web,
Peter was certain the creature was his brother, transformed in order
to terrorize him all the more.
AnPet er , s hisosnmthér pleaded as ghle tescued him
from the tangled sheets and covers that littered his disarranged bed.

AYoubve had another bad dr eam, Ho
back to me. Youdre saf e, Sweeti e.
Peterdés body went | imp as he pr e
into oblivion by the beast that was his brother. Then, he felt the

beastodés claws turn into hands, w a

his mot her s c¢ al mi-filegyl epevandcsaw herHe o0 p
face vaguely, glowing through moistdaden clouds. He knew

immediately that he was saved and he wrapped his arms around

her neck and breathed as deeply as his chest would allow.

The last year had been a year of dramatic change for Peter. He
had grown taller, but not yet shoulder higheven his mother, and
thinner and stronger than the child of a year ago and more
independent, but he had the same silky hair andhlseaeyes and
the same deep tan of a beio spent considerable time eot-
doors. He also had a friendly smile that welcomed and endeared
him to everyone buthe hada brow that could contort itself down
around his nose and,weeglss at a morm
considerable impatience broke loose.

AYoudre a big boy, noYw,uod lhli sb emot
elevensoonandyyu cano6t bimagihatidn scarathe y o u
wits out of you. | know itds hard
spend so much time with the new baby and why you have to be my
|l i1ttl e man. After all, your broth
youcame al ong. 0O

Peter was ted of hearing about his older brother. He was tired
of hearing about his baby sister. He was especially tired of hearing
about the cotton mill where his father worked and hearing his
mother and father argue about all the jobs that had been lost by the
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familieswhol i ved i n the village around
exactly know how the jobs had found themselves overseas or even
where overseas was, but he knew that his father blamed and hated

t he 0 Repwhodvertheyavéres , 0

Then, there had beenreth " Copper 6 and t he fiKa
had been more than a little concerned by his parents arguing about
the | oss of a dayodés pay when a Co
his dad had run the only stop sign in the village after he had
worked two shifts at theill and gotten off, more tired than an old
plow horse, at about midnight. His dad had pounded his fists, hard
as hard everwas,onhismdos tabl e and cursed o
words Peter wasnot all owed to rep
t hat a d anpré songydhgn he/laad ewsren and a lot
more money than could be repla@asilyby what was in his
mombés cookie jar.

Al f youdre going to pladetteawi t h Ti
get ready and be quick about it, o0
Pd er 6s back andototrkeldettahirs d&d&buo
before supper, 0 she warned and ge
hand as if to admonish her still young son for not quite accepting
his new role in the family, at least not yet.

NnO. K.egro rPepgl i ed. Al ove got a | ot
we have to make our plans. 0

Peterds mom watched as he twiste
leaping to the floor and landing on its feet, completely independent
and oblivious to the darkness that ailuded upon aery
unusual, Fridayfternoon nap. She saw her son as a bundle of
contradictions, ever changing but always in need of more attention
than she could give and that brought immense sorrow to her heart.

*kkkk

Though their short journeythmog h | i f eds <chall enge
southern of smalCarolinamill villages had yet to define the men
that Peter and Timmy would become, tihegd been friendsaf
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longer than their collective memories could recall. The boys knew
they had celebrated theirtindays together every year that there
had been a celebration and their mothers had told them of things
they had done before their memories had begun to file even
important events away. There was the time they had gone to
Charleston together amdarveledat the limitless expanse of the
Atl antic Ocean. Timmyodés dad had t
immigration from Spain and how his lifend his language had
changed beyond all comprehension as soon as their boat had sailed
from Barcelona. There was alfw ime they had gone to
Washington, D.C., to see Abraham Lincoln and Thomas Jefferson.
Those trips may have been more for their moms and datthe
experiences were some of their earliest memories and the boys
knew they had been friends for at least tbagl

They had played together, sometimes slept together and had
evenbeenb at hed together witole Ti mmyos
importantly, they had promised each other they would always be
friends. This promise had been made more than a year before the
mill laid off almostl0OOp eopl e and Ti mmydés dad
to find work at the tire and rubber plant. It had been made even

before Peterods |l ittle sister had
moveintohi s ol debedobm ot her 6s
For somdnexplicabler eason, their dads hadr

fun afterthe mill began having problemand Samanthaasborn,

but that was beyond what little boys were supposed to understand.

Li fe at Peterod6s home had become u
Samantha appeared, but idharned doubly worse after Peter

beame t he favorite target of his b
into the world of the victorious conqueror and the unconditionally
defeated foe. Peter was, unfortunately, always the latter and his

bruises bore testinmy to the misfortune that had befallen him. He

had become the middle child and, while he could not possibly
comprehend the benefits his brother derived from being the first

born son or the relevance of his
and heart of & father, he was, nonetheless, very much aware of
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his having been |l ost from his par
concerned, he had been lost from their affec@asnwell.

Ti mmyQgs tlhiofugh quite hhdfferent t|
undergone a cataspbe of similar magnitude. His grandfather had
moved from the small farm he had worked for ne&flyears to
| i ve with Timmyos mot her and f at
death of Timmyoés grandmot her. Th
interest in Timmy and apecial bond had been forged thmatially
made life for each of them more enjoyable than either had ever
contemplated. The relationship had soon been called upon to
endure the wrath of Timmyos mom,
Raphaehad come to placesagnificant amount of the blame for
the death of Timmyds grandmot her
nothing the old man could do that was right in the eyes of his
daughter and the closer the relationship between the old man and
Timmy grew, the more diffidtiit became to keep peace in the
Ra p h aheusaé s

*kkkk

AWebve got to try, o0 Peter whi spe
convincing voice. Alf we dondt go
Look at this. This i s where he hi

Al deeddanyt hing, o Timmy responde
there?o

AYes, |1 O6m sure, o0 Peter said incr

How could anyone, let alone his best friend, not see the wound
from t he pr eviPeterrad waichgpdthekrotriseat t | e
on his arm a#tr taking the blow. It had risen as high as an egg and
sent excruciating pain through his entire body.

Al't must be the Iight, o Timmy r €

Timmy rose from the rug beside his bed and took a few rapid
steps toward the lantpat stood near his chest of soldiers and his
cowboys and Indians. Before he could make the slight motion
required to illuminate his room, Peter stopped his reach just short
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of the light switch by lunging acro$ise growing void between
themto lay a cruking tackleinto hisbackside
ANo! 0 Peter cried. ANo | ights. o
AWhyeadaot Ti mmy demanded as he sea
breath that Pet er 0mthdrovergeneloasd f or c

body.

AYour mot her will see idayor Peter
mot her will do if she catches wus
AP Iannién?g;‘) Wh antmy ajamamWeat are vy
tal king about ?0

Al 6m | eaving, 060 Peter said blunt/
know i f youére coming with me. o

Al havenoye had Tsmmperetorted. il
anywhere unt|I | 6ve had supper. o

Peter was flabbergasted. His best friend was more concerned
about missing a meal than helping him escape the tyranny of his
older brother.

AYou told me your liveovithamdadlhst | mp o s s
you hated your mom for the way she treated your grandfather.
Di dndot you tell me that Jjust yest
than he intended.

nYes, but | never really thought
conceded. AWhere would we go0?0
AWebre going up to that ol d ditoc
side of your | ake, 0 Peter sai d wi
will think to | ook there and wedol
wonot believe whatodos in hdmat pl ac
ri fl e and even some shells up the
AHow do you know that?06 Ti mmy as
dad finds out youbve been up ther
yours. o

AHeds not going to find out, o P
and, besidesyour dad never uses that <cat
AWell , whose gu I's up there?o
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Al dondt know, but al l of your o
| iving room, 0 Peter asserted. nAT
not ?0

Peter ptked himself up from the floor where he and Timmy
had landed after colliding just short of the light switch. He turned
to |l ook out Timmyos bedroom windo
prevented him from seeing the part of the woods where the cabin
waswaiting As he stepped forward, hi s
abandoned shoes and his unanticipated loss of balance threw him
headlong into the dresser that stretched across the bedroom wall.
Everything that Timmy owned that
specklel floor had been painstakingly preserved on the top of that
dresser. The unmistakable crash of each object as it plummeted to
the floor reverberated through the bedroom and into the hall and
the surrounding rooms.

ALook what youove edashestunbledi i mmy S
barefoot past his dazed companion in a frantic but futile effort to
preserve his most valuable possessions.

ANot so | oud, 0 Peter pleaded as
minimize the damage he hhdoughtupon himself and his best
fri endbs treasures.

The calamitous event was over in about the same time that it
took Timmy to come faceo-face with PeterTimmy knew that his
friend had many of the same treasures that he held as dear as
anything else in life, pluseter had a musal box that had been
handed down for generations and was considered by Peter to be a
mystical protector that watched over him whenever fear found a
way to pound within his heart and steal the air from his lurigs. |
Peter 6s tr eas uhisexh, himndy krnew reenvouldi t hi n
have scatterethem from ceiling to floor, but seeing as how that
wasnot possi bl e ,andhihew &ponohithtae d up hi
narrowly missed crushing Peterds
misdirected swing had the effedtwrappingT i mmy 6 s ar m ar
Peterdés head and pinning his nose
struggled to pull loose and assert his unstated but mutually
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acknowledged dominance over his friend. The insipient hostilities
had barely gotten underway when  $at distinct knock floated
toward the boy@everalert ears. The disagreement was
immediately, though prematurely, suspended and the two
combatants miraculously assumed the posture of only slightly
tarnished angels in both look and manner.
AnMayonme cin?0 Timmyods grandfat her
against the door and pushed his head through the narrow opening.
Before either boy had an opportunity to do more than cast their
guilty eyes in his direction, the old man had quietly stepped past
theopen portal and taken a position overlooking the carnage that
lay on the floor. His eyes inspected the various aspects of the
unruly scene and his
calm face showed
the continence of a
man evaluating
every piece of
evidence before
drawing any
conclusions. li$
hand imparted a
slight push to the
door as he released
it and, with its click
back into its frame,
the room became
totally still and
Isolated.
Al thought |
a ruckus in here, but
it appears you boys
were only gitod
rambunctious, 0
odman said. ABO
need enough room



