The Farm Trip

Trip to the farm

Summary:  52.1 miles (1 hour, 44 minutes)


	Time
	Mile
	Instruction
	For
	Toward

	2:00 PM
	0.0
	Depart Poppinjay's at Carillon Point on Carillon Pt (South)
	153 yds
	

	2:00 PM
	0.1
	Turn RIGHT (South) onto SR-908 [Lake Washington Blvd NE]
	1.0 mi
	

	2:02 PM
	1.1
	Take Ramp (RIGHT) onto SR-520
	5.6 mi
	Wa-520 / Seattle

	2:14 PM
	10.2
	Merge onto I-5
	11.7 mi
	

	2:26 PM
	22.0
	At exit 177, turn RIGHT onto Ramp
	0.2 mi
	Wa-104 / Edmonds / Lake Forest Park

	2:27 PM
	22.1
	Keep LEFT to stay on Ramp
	0.3 mi
	Wa-104 / Edmonds

	2:27 PM
	22.4
	Keep RIGHT to stay on Ramp
	164 yds
	Wa-104

	2:27 PM
	22.5
	Take Ramp (RIGHT) onto SR-104 [NE 205th St]
	4.7 mi
	Wa-104 / 244th St SW West / Edmonds / Kingston Ferry

	2:35 PM
	27.3
	At Edmonds-Kingston Ferry, stay on SR-104 [Sunset Ave] (North)
	142 yds
	

	2:35 PM
	27.4
	Turn LEFT (West) onto SR-104 [Main St]
	142 yds
	

	2:35 PM
	27.4
	Timetable below Take Edmonds-Kingston Ferry (West)
	
	

	3:06 PM
	27.4
	At Edmonds-Kingston Ferry, take SR-104 (North-West)
	0.2 mi
	

	3:07 PM
	27.6
	Turn RIGHT (East) onto SR-104 [Washington Blvd NE]
	120 yds
	

	3:07 PM
	27.7
	Turn LEFT (North-West) onto SR-104 [NE E 1st St]
	3.9 mi
	

	3:13 PM
	31.6
	Turn RIGHT (North) onto SR-104
	3.7 mi
	

	3:17 PM
	35.3
	Bear RIGHT (North) onto NE Rainier Ave
	109 yds
	

	3:18 PM
	35.4
	At Port Gamble, return South on NE Rainier Ave
	109 yds
	

	3:18 PM
	35.5
	Turn RIGHT (North-West) onto SR-104
	1.2 mi
	

	3:21 PM
	36.7
	Keep RIGHT onto Local road(s)
	142 yds
	

	3:21 PM
	36.8
	Bear RIGHT (North-West) onto SR-104
	11.2 mi
	

	3:34 PM
	47.9
	Turn LEFT (South-West) onto S Keesling Rd
	0.3 mi
	

	3:35 PM
	48.3
	Turn LEFT (East) onto Center Rd
	2.0 mi
	

	3:39 PM
	50.3
	Turn LEFT (West) onto Eaglemount Rd
	0.2 mi
	

	3:40 PM
	50.5
	Turn RIGHT (North) onto W Valley Rd
	1.6 mi
	

	3:44 PM
	52.1
	Arrive Gibbs Lake Rd, Chimacum, WA 98325
	
	



SUMMARY
Driving distance:  52.1 miles
Trip duration:  1 hour, 44 minutes
Driving time:  1 hour, 13 minutes
Cost:  $4.43
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Bold times indicate PM
Schedule Legend
1
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Monday through Saturday only.
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Monday through Friday except July 4.
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Sails Sunday only.
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Saturday, Sunday, plus July 4.
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Friday night / Saturday morning, and Saturday night / Sunday morning only.
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Non-bold time indicates AM
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Bold time indicates PM
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Menu
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Friday Night Hot Sausage - Pasta Spicy SausageBuns, Sausages

Sat. am Pancakes, Coffee,eggs Bacon Butter, Bacon, coffee

Sat. Mid sandwhich Fruit Salad Fruit, lunch meat

Sat. PM Hamburgers Pesto/pasta Patties, Buns

Sun. am Coffee,eggs sausage,potatoe Bacon potato

Sun. Mid Left Overs Left Overs Get rid of what's Left

Snacks Chips, Salsa


	Shopping List

	1. ICE

2. Snack food

3. Beer


	Buy in Kingston
· Fruit

· Hamburger/hotdog  buns

· Bread

· Potatoes

· Marshmallows

· Lamp Oil/Torch

· Eggs




Bardic
The Dream
Finding the Dream 
by Colin of Tighan 
One fine Saturday morning, MiLord woke up and realized he was missing something, something very important to him. Saddened, he suited up in his armor and went out to be inspected. 
Sir Knight walked up to him and said, "Good Morrow, MiLord! How fare you this day?" MiLord was dejected. "Sir Knight, I've lost The Dream." Sir Knight nodded sagely, having seen this before. "Indeed? Well, try a few bouts with my new squire. He needs a few pointers, and I think a few good fights will take your mind off it." And so it was that for a time MiLord worked with Sir Knight and his squire, and each gave the other something new and useful. When it was done, however, MiLord's feelings of loss returned to him. 
Lost in his thoughts, he wandered the camp until he came across Mistress Laurel. "Poor lad! Such a long face you bear! Whatever can be wrong?" MiLord told his tale, and Mistress Laurel clucked sympathetically. "Perhaps a new song will lighten your heart! And you can help me with this tunic I am making for a new person in our group." They sang and made merry, even when he had to hold still while she used him as a model for the tunic, and for a time his search was forgotten. When 'twas done, however, his mind returned once more to his problems. Seeing this, Mistress Laurel laid a hand on his arm and said, "Perhaps Master Pelican can help you find what you seek." 
And so he did seek out that worthy. Master Pelican listened gravely to MiLord's question. "Where to find the Dream? Oh, my. Well, now, I believe I saw it at Pennsic, could you have lost it there? Or perhaps it was at dance practice, I know I saw you with it then. Oh forsooth, MiLord, I grieve that you have lost the Dream!" MiLord nodded soberly, for by now all his joy had fled. Master Pelican spoke on. "MiLord, I tell you, I think it can be found...but for now, I see someone who needs your Service. Why not ask her?" Master Pelican smiled, and gestured toward a tear-streaked Little Girl who stood helplessly watching them both. 
This was not where MiLord expected to find the Dream, but a damsel in distress still deserved his help. He knelt before her and said, "Little Girl, I have lost the Dream. Have you seen it?" Little Girl looked up at him and sniffed back a tear. "I've lost my Mommy." MiLord saw that his plight was as nothing compared to hers, and with a flourish he swore a great oath that he would not rest until Little Girl was reunited with Mommy. Delighted, Little Girl forgot her tears, and together they sojourned forth in quest of her, and soon enough they found her, likewise distressed at the loss of Little Girl. Bowing, he placed Little Girl in Mommy's arms, and turned to go. Before he took two steps, Little Girl's voice stopped him. "You oughta ask the King where your Dream is. He knows *everything*." 
MiLord considered this, and turned his steps toward the King. Soon he knelt before the Throne, and having given proper obeisance, asked, "My Liege--I have lost the Dream! What am I to do?" The King smiled down at MiLord, and said, "Have you now? Look behind you." MiLord turned, and behind him stood New Person. New Person was wearing that same tunic he had patiently been the model for. In his hand was a copy of the song that he had sung. His expression was bright, but a little uncertain. "MiLord...MiLord, I don't know what to say. I watched you fight with Chivalry and Honor, and tried to learn from what you showed that squire. I want to be like that, too! I loved the song, and I thank you so much for the tunic! Master Pelican told me how much you have done for everyone, and that Little Girl...you treated that Little Girl like a great Lady. I wept to see it. Please, MiLord, how can I be like you?" MiLord was shocked. Was this, then, the Dream? Was it right here, all along? How could he have missed it? He heard the King's voice, soft and wise. "Do you see now, MiLord? The Dream is not something you have." "It is something you *do*."
Star Trek Aliens as Pagan Sects
Gene Roddenberry went to his grave, telling stories that, although 
   they supposedly happened light years away, were relevant to our every 
   day lives. From the beginning, he claimed that the characters and races 
   on Star Trek were parallels for people here on Earth. Little did anyone 
   know that the characters were actually taking on traits of Neo-Pagan 
   sects across the country! Was Gene Pagan? Who knows, but sit back and 
   enjoy this little trip, where no Pagan has gone before... 
  
   Wiccans - The United Federation of Planets 
  
   The Federation means well. They let just about everybody into their 
   little social club, so long as they agree to play nice. They don't talk 
   about rules much, but keep referring to one Prime Directive that all 
   other laws are based on. That said, they frequently violate that rule 
   when the need suits them. Often heard speaking in various UK accents, 
   even though they're not from the islands (Et tu, Jean-Luc?) 
  
   Asatruar - Klingons 
  
   Obsessed with honor and combat. Have no qualms with eating meat and 
   eat it with obvious relish. Insist they did everything first ("But 
   Hamlet is so much better in the original Klingon.") And who wants 
   Klingon opera, when you can have Wagner's Die Neibelung? 
  
   Ceremonialists - Vulcans 
  
   Have you ever heard someone say, "Excuse me, I was reading this and 
   wanted to tell you: "anal retentive" has a hyphen in it."? Everything 
   is very orderly in their universe. No room for untidy things like 
   emotions 
   and the like. 
  
   Druids - Bajorans 
   (with special guests: the Tuatha de Dannan as The Prophets) 
  
   You cannot separate the Bajorans from their faith. Religion permeates 
   the very air they breathe. Although this should be a unifying force on 
   their devastated environment, they are constantly fighting with one 
   another.  Like many other races, they are subject to charismatic 
   leaders. 
  
   New Agers - Betazoids 
  
   Profoundly psychic when you don't want them to be; dense as a rock 
   (crystal) when you actually need some help. Spend an awful lot of 
   time talking about "vibes" and are perpetually concerned with how 
   others 
   feel.  If they weren't so damn cute, you'd just want to smack them. You 
   only see the women of this race. 
  
   Numerologists/Kabbalahists - Binars 
  
   Numbers are everything, don't you know. Can loudly pronounce a given 
   number (93!) and have people laugh at it like it was a punch line. 
   Draws all sorts of really interesting links between things based on the 
   numerological significance. Socially uncouth. The only difference 
   between the Binars and numerologists is that Binars have mates that 
   understand them. 
  
   Setians/Satanists - The Skin of Evil 
   (the oil slick that killed Tasha Yar) 
  
   A long time ago, a race decided to sluff off all their evil, mean and 
   nasty emotions. They physically excreted these emotions into a big 
   pile of black ooze. The race bailed off the planet, leaving the ooze 
   which, over time, became sentient... sort of, and delights in causing 
   fear and pain in others. 
  
   Dianics - The Women of Angel 1 
  
   Imagine a planet where women are in charge! It is a wonderful, 
   peaceful place. Everyone gets along all the time and no one ever goes 
   hungry.  Yeah, right. Behind the facade of perfect love and perfect 
   trust and gyno-unity, there is an iron fist in that velvet glove. And, 
   surprise, surprise, the gynarchy is subject to the same power struggles 
   and in-fighting that the rest of us are. 
  
   KayOs MagicKians - The Children of Tama 
   (Damok & Jilad on the ocean) 
  
   I know I'm speaking English, and I know that they are speaking 
   English.  However, sometimes, you just can't seem to understand what 
   these souls are trying to tell you. Although they have something valid 
   and wonderful to share with the Federation, what they have to say is 
   mired in a language that excludes more than it includes. Fnord. 
  
   Llewellyn Publications - the Borg 
  
   Resistance is futile, you will be assimilated. Your history and 
   beliefs will become part of the Borg Collective, where they will be 
   watered down and spread out evenly between everyone in our race. Lower 
   your shields and hand over your money; resistance is futile.

A eulogy: 
It is with the saddest heart that I must pass on the following news. 
Please join me in remembering a great icon of the entertainment community. 
The Pillsbury Doughboy died yesterday of a yeast infection and trauma 
complications from repeated pokes in the belly. He was 71. 

Doughboy was buried in a lightly greased coffin. Dozens of celebrities 
turned out to pay their respects, including Mrs. Butterworth, Hungry Jack, 
the California Raisins, Betty Crocker, the Hostess Twinkies, and Captain 
Crunch. The grave site was piled high with flours. Aunt Jemima delivered 
the eulogy and lovingly described Doughboy as a man who never knew how 
much he was kneaded. Doughboy rose quickly in show business, but his later 
life was filled with turnovers. He was not considered a very smart cookie, 
wasting much of his dough on half-baked schemes. Despite being a little 
flaky at times he was still a crusty old man and was considered a roll 
model for millions. 

Doughboy is survived by his wife, Play Dough, two children, John Dough and 
Jane Dough, plus they had one in the oven. He is also survived by his 
elderly dad, Pop Tart. The funeral was held at 3:50 for about 20 minutes. 

And God Said

And it came to pass that God visited the earth, and He did behold a 
series of billboard ads attributing to Him utterances of such banality 
that they would never pass His lips in a billion years. And it came to 
pass that God in His wrath considered a libel suit, but in the end opted 
simply to mount a cantankerous, self-contradictory ad campaign of His 
own. . . . 

I never said, "Thou shalt not think." 
—God 

Okay, you've got multiplying down. Now let's try replenishing for a 
while. —God 

I don't care who started it. Just stop it. 
—God 

If you seek to know my ways, read a damn science book. 
—God 

You'd better have stopped fighting by the time I get back, or you're all 
grounded. 
—God 

Six days? Yeah, right. I'm a scientist, not a magician. 
—God 

If I wanted you to have seven kids, I would have given you a bigger 
planet. —God 

You're not tracking those bloody footprints in here. 
—God 

E=mc². Yeah, that's one of mine. 
—God 

You can have another kid when you learn to take care of the first one. 
—God 

The dinosaurs didn't believe in you either. 
—God 

Excuse me? Where do you see my name on the front of the Bible? 
—God 

Only six thousand years old? Oh, that's a good one. 
—God 

Just look at this planet! Do you expect me to clean this up? 
—God 

I love Marilyn Manson, too. Maybe more than I love you. 
—God 

Here's a clue—if they say they're doing it in my name, they're lying. 
—God 

I'm flattered you liked my book so much. Now why don't you read something 
new? 
—God 

I'm concerned about children's education. I favor lower child-to-parent 
ratios. 
—God 

I gave you a bigger brain for a reason. Start using it. 
—God 

Want to know how old the earth is? Ask the earth, not the Bible. 
—God 

If you don't clean this place up, you won't get another millennium. —God 

I don't blame video games when my children start shooting each other. 
—God 

I like to kick things off with a bang. A Big Bang. 
—God 
If you didn't hear it straight from my lips, take it with a grain of 
salt. —God 

All this will someday be your children's. 
—God 

There is no such thing as killing in my name. 
—God 

Stop smirking, America. I'm talking to you, too. 
—God 

A woman’s Vocabulary

A woman's vocabulary

 FINE

 This is the word we use at the end of any argument that we feel we are right about but need to shut you up. NEVER use fine to describe how a woman looks. This will cause you to have one of those arguments.

 FIVE MINUTES

This is half an hour. It is equivalent to the five minutes that your football game is going to last before you take out the trash, so I feel that it's an even trade.

 NOTHING

 This means something and you should be on your toes. "Nothing" is usually used to describe the feeling a woman has of wanting to turn you inside out, upside down, and backwards. "Nothing" usually signifies an argument that will last "Five Minutes" and end with the word "Fine".

 GO AHEAD (with raised eyebrows)

 This is a dare. One that will result in a woman getting upset over

 "Nothing" and will end with the word "Fine".

 GO AHEAD (normal eyebrows)

 This means "I give up" or "do what you want because I don't care". You

will get a raised eyebrow "Go Ahead" in just a few minutes, followed by "Nothing" and "Fine" and she will talk to you in about "Five Minutes" when she cools off.

 LOUD SIGH

 This is not actually a word, but is still often a verbal statement very

 misunderstood by men. A "Loud Sigh" means she thinks you are an idiot at

 that moment and wonders why she is wasting her time standing here and

 arguing with you over "Nothing".

 SOFT SIGH

 Again, not a word, but a verbal statement. "Soft Sighs" are one of the few

 things that some men actually understand. She is content. Your best bet is

 to not move or breathe and she will stay content.

 OH

 This word followed by any statement is trouble. Example; "Oh, let me get

 that". Or, "Oh, I talked to him about what you were doing last night". If

 she says "Oh" before a statement, run, do not walk, to the nearest exit.

 She will tell you that she is "Fine" when she is done tossing your clothes

 out the window, but do not expect her to talk to you for at least 2 days.

 Oh" as the lead to a sentence usually signifies that you are caught in a

 lie. Do not try to lie more to get out of it, or you will get raised

 eyebrows "Go ahead" followed by acts so unspeakable that I can't bring

 myself to write about them.

 THAT'S OKAY

 This is one of the most dangerous statements that a woman can say to a

man. "That's Okay" means that she wants to think long and hard before paying

you retributions for what ever it is that you have done. "That's Okay" is

often used with the word "Fine" and used in conjunction with a raised eyebrow

"Go Ahead". At some point in the near future when she has plotted and planned, you are going to be in some mighty big trouble.

 PLEASE DO

This is not a statement, it is an offer. A woman is giving you the chance to come up with whatever excuse or reason you have for doing whatever it is that you have done. You have a fair chance to tell the truth, so be careful and you shouldn't get a "That's Okay".

 THANKS

 A woman is thanking you. Do not faint, just say you're welcome.

 THANKS A LOT

This is much different than "Thanks". A woman will say, "Thanks A Lot"

when she is really ticked off at you. It signifies that you have hurt her in some callous way, and will be followed by the "Loud Sigh". Be careful not to ask what is wrong after the "Loud Sigh", as she will only tell you "Nothing".

Cheez-it

Here are the lyrics. Remember this should only be sung with a

Sacred wafer held aloft in your power hand and preferably held to the

 Sunlight (moonlight).

   During full moon celebrations there are substitute lyrics

 included in parenthesis below. Recipe for strange popcorn (the other early

  snackrament of the CAW) can be had from Oberon (original) or

 can be made  by shaking butter moistened popcorn in a paper bag with Spike,

 yeast (OZ  may cringe) garlic powder and/or pepper. The paper bag is

 crucial to the  taste. Cheese on the sacramental bread is the first heresy of

 the Christian Church and one we encourage which is part of the

 reason for the development of this song. The ancestors referred to in the

 second verse are members of the CAW who were there at or near the

 inception of the church. When the song is sung it is customary to first

 serve a  snackramental wafer to the member present for the longest time

 in the Church and to point to the oldest members when singing "our

 ancestors". True ancestors must have visited the temple in St. Louis or

 have slept with Tim prior to his name change to Otter. Sacred Fridays

 refers to the first nest meetings of CAW which took place on Star Trek night

 and involved imbibing the snackraments and watching Star Trek

 religiously.

     The sacred cheezit is also useful for viewing a solar eclipse.

 To do so hold the sacred wafer in such a way that you can project

 (through a lens) the light of the sun through the hole in the middle. Let

 this focused image shine on a white piece of carboard. You can watch

 the shadow cover the sun without damage to your eyes--proof of the

 sacred nature of the snackrament. I wrote this song under the

 influence of a  box of solar cheezits at Ancient Ways in 1993. Enjoy.

Types of Cheez-it

While there are emerging regional variations of interpretation of cheezit brands, the No. CA branch divides them in the following ways:

· original cheezits: solar cheezits

· white cheddar cheezits: lunar cheezits

· hot and spicy: tantric cheezits of delight

· party mix: eclectic cheezits

· low fat cheezits: heretical cheezits

 The substitute lyrics for full moon celebrations are in parentheses.

(This came directly from Maerian.  Wording only slightly different from

 what's been posted here.)  

The Song

What a Friend We Have in Cheezits
 What a Friend we have in Cheez-its

 Saffron wafer of delight

 Golden (silvery) square with central vision

 Guiding us to clearer sight.
 When you hold your wafer to the bright and shining sun (moon)

 You can see the light rays pouring through

 What a friend we have in cheezits

 Snackrament we love to chew.
 Long past in the time of legend

 When Star Trek had newly found its birth

 Our ancestors met to honor

 Sacred Fridays with sweet mirth

 and the snackraments went round the temple

 strange popcorn and the tasty golden squares

 What a friend we have in cheezits

 Pass on what the ancients started there.
 other version:
 What a friend we have in Cheez-Its;

 Saffron wafer of delight!

 Golden square with central vision,

 Bringing forth our clearest sight!

 If you hold your wafer to

 The bright and shining sun,

 You'll find a light beam shining through!
 Long past, in the Time of Legend,

 When Star Trek newly found its birth,

 Our ancestors met to honor

 Sacred Friday and sweet mirth!
 And blessed Snackraments

 Were passed around the Temple-

 Strange popcorn and tasty golden squares. (chorus : "golden

 squares!")
 What a friend we have in Cheez-Its;

 Pass on what the ancients started there!

 In Her Erotic and Laughing Service!
Bonus Song

 CheezIts loves me, this I know

 Sunshine Bakers tell me so!

 Golden wafers taste so fine

 Go real well with chilled white wine.

 Yes, CheezIts loves me, x3

 Sunshine Bakers tell me so
The Bravest night

The Bravest Knight

Description

In the Kingdom of Britain, King Edward sent out a decree, calling for all the knights of the land to gather in his court, with their stories of great bravery and self sacrifice.
The knights travelled from all the far corners of the land, enduring great peril as they made their way to King Edwards court.
As they gathered in the court of the King, they all compared their stories of bravery and triumph.
Sir Gerald of Suffolk, told the king of how he fought not one but two of the largest and most angry of dragons. 
“For five days I fought them, amid the brimstone and fire that belched from their great toothy mouths. The first one I slayed, came at me from behind, and as I turned I could only see his great teeth gnashing and chomping as it charged toward me. I quickly drew my sword and leaped to the side and with a single stroke, drove my sword into its skull. It lurched and jumped and fell to its death.”
All the court gasped as Sir Gerald told his story, but the King remained unmoved from this tale of great courage. Sir Gerald saw this and continued with greater enthusiasm, trying to inspire the King.
“The second was more ferocious than the first. It flew in from the sky, with its fiery breath and sharp talons, screeching with the most unearthly noise any man could stand. Had I not been so brave I too would have run for my life, but no! I stood my ground and as the great beast flew over the top of me I lifted my sword and sliced the great beast down its belly. Its insides burst out and covered me with vile smelling slime and blood. The beast slammed so hard into a cliff that it shook the earth and caused a land slide from the mountain above and that is where the beast is buried for ever”.
The King looked over and sighed as he adjusted himself in his chair, unmoved by this great story of courage. Sir Gerald sat, satisfied that no one in the court could match his story of great bravery.
The King turned to Sir Roger of Scotland and asked, "What story of great bravery do you have to offer?"
Sir Roger stood up and in a broad Scottish accent, told of his great bravery.
“Sire, it was not more than a year ago when the kilts from the north came knocking at my door step. Ach, if there was 20, Sire, there was 100. They came bearing weapons of all descriptions, pitch forks, as sharp as a dragons tooth, sickles, hoes, spears and arrows, swords of all types. They held me captive in my castle for 3 months, encamping themselves outside my door. It was starvation they were after in the end as my walls were far too strong for them to break down. In desperation after a week of no food or water and my army long since deserted, I snuck out of the castle via an unguarded secret entrance, and as they slept. I slaughtered all but a few, who I sent off running back to their primitive hovels with a warning, never to trouble the doorstep of Sir Roger again”.
Amid cheers and acknowledgments for his bravery, Sir Roger took his bow and with a slight look across at Sir Gerald, sat back in his seat, pleased with his applause and feeling him self far superior to all the other Knights.
Yet the King was still unmoved, not seemingly at all impressed with this story of great bravery.
Many other Knights told their long tails of bravery that evening and as the evening was about to conclude, the door to the great hall opened, not a great amount, but just enough to allow a young squire in to the hall.
The King noticed this and ordered the guards to bring this insolent squire before him. The squire was thrown to his knees and the king looked down on him.
“How dare you come to the court of the King so late. As a squire you of all people should be here before even your master. What have you to say for your self, before I have you removed and beheaded.
The young squire looked up at the King, and with a tear in his eye, spoke softly.
“Please forgive me Your Majesty, I am not worthy of your audience”, there was a laughter that filled the hall as several Knights made comments such as “The truth well told there”.
“Well”, said the king. “Why are you so late”?
The young squire looked up at the king, and through sobs of tears and emotion told his story.
“Sir,, for three years now, I have devoted one hour of my day to sit and tell my father, who is blind and bed bound, the stories I hear in this court. Stories of great crusades and great victories over barbaric tribes. Stories of Dragons and Princesses. But tonight sire, as I would have normally done, I visited my father, with the permission of my master, only to find him in a terrible state. He had a fever and was not clear in his speech. I asked the doctor, what is wrong with my father, but the doctor just told me to be with him, for this is the time he will need you the most. So Sire, I had to make a choice, come to this hall and listen to the great stories of the knights of your court, or sit with my father and tell him the stories I know already, aware that to disobey your orders will mean certain death. 
I chose to sit with my father, as I know sire that should this have been his last day on earth, it was more important to be with those who I have great love for than to sit and listen to many great stories. This sire is where I have been” The squire lowered his head as a tear fell from his cheek.
“And so young squire, did your father live or die?” the King asked.
“No sire, I am sorry to say that my father died not more than an hour past, I sat with him to the end and as he died I was telling him of your adventures in France and how you crushed the French with your mighty armies”. The young squire sobbed as he looked down at the floor, watching every tear fall into a small puddle.
The King was silent for a moment, and then, from the inside corner of his eye, a small tear formed and started to trickle down his face.
“Young squire, you do know the punishment for being late for my court?” the King spoke quietly to the squire.
“Yes my lord, death by beheading” the squire answered.
“And yet you chose to sit with you father while he died, and face the consequences of being late for my court?” the King spoke louder, so that the whole court could hear him. A number of smirks and chuckles echoed around the hall.
“Yes Sire” the young squire answered.
“What is your name young squire?” the King asked.
“It is John sire, John of Cornwell, son of Sir Phillip of Cornwell” the squire spoke out with great pride in his voice.
With this the King stood, reached down and slowly drew his sword from its scabbard. There was a deathly hush around the hall as all expected the King to draw blood and take the head from this young squire, there in front of all.
The king lowered his sword, touching the young squire once on the left shoulder, once on the right and once on the head.
“Arise, Sir John of Cornwell” the King bellowed out in a loud voice. 
“Join me at my table as a Knight of the realm, as you have shown greater courage, bravery and self sacrifice than any man in this room”. 
The surprised knight stood, still shaking at the thought of loosing his head, and still with the tears he shed for his father on his face. He looked at the King and noticed a smile and a tear on the face of the king.
It took a squire with a true story of bravery to move the King that night. The moral of this story is made up bravery is a fine story, to be told to amuse children and ignite the imagination, but true bravery comes from the heart, in the smallest actions, in the least expected way, but always out of love. 

The End
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				For me		To Share		Needed

		Friday Night		Hot Sausage - Pasta		Spicy Sausage		Buns, Sausages

		Sat. am		Pancakes, Coffee,eggs		Bacon		Butter, Bacon, coffee

		Sat. Mid		sandwhich		Fruit Salad		Fruit, lunch meat

		Sat. PM		Hamburgers		Pesto/pasta		Patties, Buns

		Sun. am		Coffee,eggs sausage,potatoe		Bacon		potato

		Sun. Mid		Left Overs		Left Overs		Get rid of what's Left

		Snacks						Chips, Salsa






