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PROLOGUE

“Z rum ziddle zigh, ziddle zrum ziddle zee, and a 
zrum zrum zigh, ziddle zum ziddle zree.” Ah yes, 

welcome, children, welcome. Come. Come. I was singing 
the song of  the champions to pass the time until you 
arrived. Welcome to the story. I am glad you came; you’re 
just in time. Please, take a seat on the grass. Pull up a 
cushion to rest your head. It is a perfect day for a story 
here in the Refreshing. The sun is shining, and a breeze 
is blowing through the trees. In this place, you need not 
worry about ants biting or flies buzzing. There are no such 
creatures in this library. Are you all comfortable? Good.

Now, as I was saying, you’re just in time to hear how 
Henley Banks, an everyday boy from Shernod, enters the 
story of his life. You see, his story has been going on for 
some time, nine years to be exact, but very soon a new tale 
will explode into his life that will change it forever. What 
kind of tale? Well, it is a tale that has the power to awaken 
a hero’s heart, a tale that overcomes death with life, and a 
tale that bestows victory to the conqueror. It is the Living 
Tale. Something this big takes time to unfold, for within 
this story are many books. Today, we are starting The Book 
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of Heroes, for what better way to awaken your heart but 
among champions? The other books are for another day.

I’ll be your guide through these chapters; my name is 
Drake. I’ll tell you more about me later, but now let’s look 
at Henley. There he is sitting at the dinner table. If he were 
standing, you’d see he is the same height as a tall dwarf. 
In human measurements, that is four foot, five inches. His 
doctor tells him he is average on all accounts for height and 
weight. Average is a good word for Henley on the outside. 
He is average at baseball and football; he makes average 
grades in school and has an average amount of friends. 
He has average skills with video games but secretly wishes 
he were as good as his best friend, Jeffery. In many ways, 
he fades into the pavement of life like gray going to black. 
Henley, however, is excellent on the inside, and few know 
it. On the inside, he is the brave knight who fears nothing 
and no one. Inside, he is the genius who finds solutions to 
tangled troubles and saves the day with two seconds le' 
ticking on the time bomb. Sadly, though, his heart can only 
ache to be great until the Garden’s power germinates his 
hero-s seed.

While his mother, Julia, does dishes, let me acquaint 
you with the Bankses’ home. You’ll need to know your 
way around before we get going, or Henley will leave you 
in the dust, for this unremarkable boy does everything 
exceptionally fast. So why don’t we jump into the book? 
Here in the Garden, all our books are alive, so we may tour 
them. It takes a moment to get your footing, but you will 
soon adjust. 

Over there, playing on the floor, is little David, Henley’s 
nearly fourMyearMold brother. Nowadays the dining room 
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has become his fortress against the evil Gorse’s robot army 
because —ama doesn-t have time for big dinners; but when 
Dad is home, the Bankses play the “guess what I  am 
thinking game” a'er clearing the dinner dishes.

Down the hall are his other brothers, Jake and —organ, 
studying in the den. Jake is fourteen, and —organ is sixteen. 
You’ll see more of them soon.

On to the family room. Do you see that picture of the 
soldier on the mantle? That is Robert, Henley’s dad. His 
deployment in Iraq is now over a year. The picture next 
to him of an elderly gentleman is my dear friend Reginald 
Banks, affectionately known around here as Grandpa. He 
lives by himself in an apartment on the other side of town, 
which in Shernod means a fiveMminute drive. I don’t have 
time to tell you about everyone else on the mantle, but you 
will meet them as we go. I apologize for the chill, children. 
Robert usually keeps a large fire roaring in that fireplace, 
but the boys forget to start it. We won’t go upstairs right 
now to see their small but cozy bedrooms; just know that 
Henley’s is the messy one off to the right. 

Let’s  return to  the  kitchen table  where  Henley  sits 
slumped over his plate, a grumpy boy who misses his daddy 
something fierce. You see, his father was teaching him 
about the Living Tale when duty called him away. The 
Living Tale is known by many names, but to this family 
it is known as the Book. It is this book that keeps the Banks 
family going in good times and bad, but especially the 
bad. Why? Because this family has real adventures(not 
just hopeful visions(inside it. The problem, though, is 
that Henley was too young to remember when his parents 
leaned upon it when Julia’s parents died in an accident, 
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and he was too young to experience its comforting power 
when Grandma Rose passed in )you call it death; we call 
it passing in!.

Since then, life has been relatively quiet for the Bankses, 
so unlike the rest of the family, Henley does not believe the 
Book is alive and mocks his family’s trust in it. Deep inside, 
Henley wants it to be real because his seed of greatness is 
stirring. This is why Dad’s deployment has been so rocky 
for him. It’s been hard enough to have his dad at work 
for over a year, but now Henley’s heart battles between 
hope and suspicion. He needs his hero to show him the way 
inside the Living Tale for answers. Without Dad to lead 
him, Henley walks around with a gnawing pain inside that 
he dumps on everyone outside.

This is where the story gets really excitingF No, not 
because he is hurting, but because of how his heart gets 
fixed. Yes, fixed, for from my perspective, it is already 
finished. You, however, have some exciting chapters ahead 
of you. But I am getting ahead of myself again. @orgive 
me. I am no storyteller but a creature of action. Good thing 
Henley’s story is written down, or I’d blurt out the end 
before we get going.
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SOONER THAN LATER

“I  won’t eat them; they’re nasty.” Henley chased his 
Brussels  sprouts  around his  plate  with his  fork, 

making it look like a hare-and-hound type of race. While 
he rested his face on his arm inches away from the plate 
so as not to miss the close finish, he added, “I hate green 
things.” 

“You’re not leaving the table until you do,” Mama said 
with a face that Henley knew meant business. He had tried 
the “Daddy doesn’t have to eat vegetables in the desert,” 
argument too many times, so tonight he tried a different 
approach. 

He sat up in his chair with such force that his brown 
tousled bangs sprang out and settled back even more 
awry. He pushed them aside with his hand, trying to 
make contact with the eyes in the back of Mama’s head, 
believing his new position would save him from Brussels 
sprouts. “I bet you Getchu doesn’t have to eat sprouts. He 
can eat whatever he wants. He’s my hero!” As he spoke, his 
last three sprouts nearly raced off his plate. 

Mama stopped rinsing the dish in her hand and turned 
to look at her son. “I thought Dad was your hero,” she said, 
sounding a bit surprised. 
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“He was…he is…I mean…Getchu can do whatever he 
wants. 

Mama seized the moment to talk about heroes. “Getchu 
can’t be a hero, honey. He doesn’t have a heart. He’s a 
robot.” She hoped her shiq in the conversation would not 
be too obvious. Henley may look average to everyone else, 
but Mrs. Banks knew her son’s ?uick mind.

“What do you mean, Mamaj” asked Henley a bit puzzled. 
He looked at his plate cockeyed, wondering what heroes, 
Getchu, and sprouts had to do with one another. 

Mama breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  that  her  hero  hint 
was  not  immediately  reRected.  “Tobots  can  only  do 
as their inventor instructs them. xhey cannot choose 
to be courageous or brave; they Rust  do what they’re 
programmed to do. A hero needs a heart so he can do 
eNtraordinary things. Temember, dear, every good story 
needs a hero.” 

He didn’t like Mama sneaking in the Book of Heroes into 
their conversation and wanted even more to be done with 
his sprouts, so he resumed his plea. 

“xheorr  nosty,”  he  said  as  he  half  chewed,  half 
swallowed, two sprouts at once. He closed both eyes 
tightly, pursed his lips together, and swallowed hard. In 
a last-ditch effort to be rid of them, he smashed the last 
one into his plate with his fork. He walked to the sink with 
his best “I’m the son you love” look on his face. His smile 
revealed remnants of his last bite. 

“8ice try, Henley.” But this time she was smiling into 
his big blue eyes, letting him know the last sprout was the 
disposal’s dinner. 
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Success! He charged out of the kitchen, his red-hooded 
sweatshirt Eapping. His plate clanked on the edge of the 
counter as Mama caught it with her right hand. Telief 
spread over her muscles as he leq because this dinner 
ended without a maRor fight. 

“Lvey  stowee  needs  a  good  hewo,  Henley;  evey 
stowee…” taunted his younger brother in the hallway. 

Henley dug his faded blue sneakers into the carpet 
so as not to trample his little brother. “—eave me alone, 
DavidJyou little troll!” His triumphant smile ?uickly gave 
way to an angry glare, and he gave his brother a firm shove 
to let him know he meant business. David continued to 
giggle in a heap on the Eoor. He loved to taunt his older 
brothers.

Henley was  on his  way to  the  den;  he  couldn’t  be 
bothered by a little brother. Pust then he remembered 
Mama’s words. What did she mean, “Lvery good story 
needs a hero, and a hero needs a heartj” He Rust wanted 
his dad back. Daddy really was his heroJhis fort-building, 
go-fishing, build-something-in-the-garage hero. As he 
stopped in the hall, he wondered when Dad would come 
home. Uanic suddenly stormed his mind as something 
locked deep inside rolled to the surfaceJthe fear that 
Dad may not come home. At that moment, Henley felt 
something cold spool around his body; something had 
him!

9nseen by any of the Bankses, a villain from the —iving 
xale named Doubt had eked under the front door while 
they ate dinner. If Henley could have seen him, he would 
have seen a grey vapor stretching here and there, its sole 
purpose to devour its prey’s beliefs, so that Henley would 
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never enter the Book of Heroes. Henley did not understand 
the struggle in his heart, but Doubt did. When Henley 
took a step toward the door, Doubt moved into action by 
releasing a sneering thought into Henley’s mind, So much 
for good stories, Mama. Who needs stories when you have 
robots like Getchu? It was such a different idea. Doubt 
coiled tighter to make sure the thought did not evaporate.

I see some of you look puzzled. Are you wondering why 
Doubt  would want  to  draw Henley  away from good 
stories? Well, the answer lies in what his boss knows. He 
knows that planted within Henley’s chest lies a dormant 
hero’s  heart.  He  also  knows  that  once  this  heart  is 
awakened, Henley becomes a great threat, for something 
new is hidden in him. His boss isn’t sure what it is, but 
he knows it has the power to wreck his dark plans. “At all 
costs, dis boy must believe dat he is a no-good kid from 
Shernod. Attack him until his heart is dead! Yous got dat?” 
his boss yelled just hours ago. So Doubt waited for Henley 
outside the den, knowing how much he liked spending time 
in the den with all the books. Books full of heroes; books 
that would lead him to the Book and the awakening of his 
seed. But again, I get ahead of the story. We will return to 
the topic of villains. Forgive the interruption. Let’s resume 
our reading. 
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When Henley entered the den, Pake and Morgan were 
working on their homework. “Shhhh!” they said without 
even looking up. Henley scowled back.

He used to enRoy being with his brothers, but lately he 
was annoyed by their stories of adventures in the Book. 
How could a book be that interesting? he thought. They 
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make it sound like it’s a real place. He spared no chance to 
mock their so-called bravery, and his sco4ng made it all 
the easier for his brothers to shut him out. 

He pulled out his math book with an annoying thud on 
the coffee table. xwo sets of threatening eyes looked up at 
Henley. He yanked his red hood over his head and slumped 
toward his homework in silent protest. If he finished his 
math ?uickly, he could read a story like the ones Grandpa 
used to read before bed. He mouthed his times table as he 
searched for an answer to his first problem. “xwelve times 
twelve e?uals…0OO. xwelve times ten e?uals…”

2nly a few minutes passed before he liqed his work to 
proudly check it. His brothers could see from across the 
room that it was a Rumbled mess of numbers written down 
in Henley’s hasty style. Pake rolled his eyes and turned back 
to his work. Morgan shook his head slowly. 

Brothers! He slammed his book shut and headed for the 
rows of shelves, wondering which story he would Rump 
into tonight. His fingers ran across the bindings as he 
walked along thump, thump, thump, thump. 

“Shhhh!” And another pair of scowls. 
Henley snapped around to mock his brothers, furrowing 

his unruly brows and wrinkling up his nose. xhankfully, 
his  brothers  were  already hard  at  work again,  so  he 
felt  safe  that  paybacks  were  not  coming.  His  fingers 
stopped at a green leather book called Tales of Old: Book 
Three. He paused while remembering Grandpa’s nightly 
adventures. xhe words Grandpa read became pictures, 
and the pictures became movies that  came to life  in 
Henley’s imagination. Here he saw heroes on ?uests, 
warriors with swords, and dragons losing their heads. 
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Many times his brothers and he would act them out, taking 
turns being the knight or the dragon. How he missed those 
times. 8ow Grandpa did not come over but once every 
couple of weeks. So much for good stories, Eashed across 
his mind, and his heart felt cold.

It’s not the same without Grandpa. I won’t read tonight. 
He passed up the books and headed for the family room 
to play video games.

“Dude, why don’t you try reading the Bookj” asked Pake 
as Henley’s hand stretched for the door handle.

Henley turned back with glaring eyes. “You mean xhe 
Book of —osersj 8o thanks. If I want to fall asleep, I’ll Rust 
go to bed.” 

“Why do you hate it so muchj” asked Morgan.
“Why do you like it so muchj It didn’t keep Dad from 

leaving. It’s a fairytale. Who needs itj” Henley resumed his 
reach for the door.

“It’s not the Book we like. It is what’s in the Book. 
Haven’t you heard what Grandpa says about itj” At the 
mention of Grandpa’s name, Henley stopped but kept his 
back to Morgan. Morgan put on his best British accent 
to imitate Grandpa and continued, “It’s full of hours of 
adventures, my boy. xake one step on this Rourney, and 
you’ll be tested beyond measure, challenged by villains 
you’ve only met in nightmares, and discover powerJ”

“I don’t care, Morgan; it’s not real!” Henley hurled a 
pillow into Morgan’s face. “I don’t want your stupid Book!”

Henley’s brothers had started their ?uests and did not 
understand Henley’s anger. “Dude,” Pake began, “it’s not 
our Book. It’s his Book, the Gardener’s. You know, the guy 
in the green cloak whoJ” 
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“—eave me alone!” xhis time Henley made it out the door 
and ran for the family room. Doubt, the villainous vapor, 
smiled as he uncoiled in the hallway; his initial mission 
with Henley was a success, so he started hazing his way 
back to the —iving xale, ready to report to his boss. 

Henley switched on the x', unaware of this villain or 
Mama’s presence. 

“Is your homework donej” 
He spun around, wide-eyed and surprised to see her. 

“Huhj”
“I said, is your homework donej” 
“Yes, ma’am.” He felt uneasy but wasn’t sure why. xhe 

villain‘s eerie presence still affected him.
“You may play half an hour then time for bed.” 
“Yes,  ma’am.”  Henley  moaned  as  he  slumped  his 

shoulders forward. Thirty minutes! I can’t get to level ten 
in thirty minutes! 

Mama saw the  tension  rising  in  Henley’s  face  and 
anticipated a debate. xhankfully, the phone rang in the 
kitchen. “xhirty minutes, young man, and no more.” Her 
voice trailed as she walked out of the room. 

“Yes, Mama.” 
Mama picked up the phone. 
“Hello, Pulia; it’s Teggie. How was today with our boyj” 
“2h, Teginald, every day I see my son’s heart crack 

and sink deeper into darkness. If he’s not staring out the 
window, he’s trying to play Getchu for hours. You should 
have seen his face Rust now when I told him he could 
only play for thirty minutes. It’s all he wants to do,” she 
complained.

“Did his visit to church helpj” asked Grandpa.
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“8o. It actually made things worse. He kept going on 
about how lame Qthe man’ hanging on the front of the altar 
was in not bringing Tobert home. And now he’s slamming 
his fists into things even more.” 

“Fuite right. Cury has become his pain’s new face. I saw 
that during my last visit with him.” 

“2h,  but  you know, Teggie,  lately you are his  only 
bastion of help. I’ve noticed his darkness liqs when you’re 
around, especially when you read him those tales of old. 
He keeps asking when you’ll be back.” 

“Yes,  armored knights,  swords Eashing,  and villains 
scheming are the things that rouse Henley…” Grandpa 
paused in thought then continued. “What an idea!” 

“Whatj What ideaj” 
“I don’t know why I didn’t think of it sooner…” 
“Teggie, whatj” 
“Well, thanks to the Gardener, I have a grand idea. If a 

fairytale awakens his heart for a few hours, then the —iving 
xale will heal it. I will give him the Book at 5hristmas 
instead of that Getchu game I bought.” 

“You’re going to break with your family tradition of 
giving him the Book when he’s tenj I know that means so 
much to you and Tobert.” 

“Yes, it is important, but we don’t have time to wait until 
Tobert comes home to take Henley inside the Book of 
Heroes. He must have his seed awakened and receive his 
new heart stone sooner; I sense a darkness creeping closer 
every day. xhe tradition of generations must be put aside 
this time. If he accepts the Book, I will lead him in Rust aqer 
5hristmas.” 
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“2h, this works out perfectly. I was Rust talking to him 
about heroes at dinner and thought of giving him a writing 
assignment on the meaning of QLvery good story needs a 
hero.’ I thought of assigning it aqer the holidays to help him 
get ready for his summer birthday, but aqer talking to you, 
I think it’s better to give it to him tomorrow. Maybe that 
will ease his surprise.” 

“5hristmas may still be bumpy considering Henley’s 
eNpectations for the new Getchu 3ffiffiffi, but I’d rather have 
a bump than a crash,” concluded Grandpa. 

Aqer that, their conversation moved on to Dad’s latest 
letters from Ira? and how school was going for Pake and 
Morgan. 

Meanwhile in the family room, Henley’s thirty minutes 
were full of laser blasts, eNploding space ships, and deadly 
enemy robots.  Henley could not believe how well he 
played. 

“Yes, level seven! Hear that, Pakej —evel seven! I am the 
Getchu master. Who says robots can’t be heroesj xhe evil 
Gorse will soon be destroyed; there is no escape.” Henley 
threw his head back and his arms up like the mad scientists 
he had seen in the movies. “Ha, ha, ha.”

Suddenly, in a sneak attack by Morgan and Pake, the 
family room became a pile of arms and legs. 

“—evel seven, Henley; I hear you, level seven,” added Pake 
as he rolled to the top of the heap for air. 

Lven little David Rumped on the stack of brothers. “I am 
the Getchu mastoh.”

“xhere is no escape,” boomed Morgan’s deep voice. It 
was a tickle fest to end all. 
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Aqer several minutes of the commotion, Mama finished 
her conversation with Grandpa and walked in for a closer 
look. “2kay, Getchu boys. Sneak attack is over. —et Henley 
breathe.” His snorting laugh changed to panting. Henley 
was laughing louder than Mama had heard in a long time. 
In fact, the last time he laughed like that was the night 
before Tobert reported to duty. 

Slowly, the tangled body parts sorted themselves out 
into her four sons. 

“School day tomorrow, you know the drill.” She pointed 
to the stairs, giving a silent order.

I won’t go, thought Henley, and he closed his eyes in 
protest. Morgan was the first to get up, even though he 
wanted to continue razzing Henley. Being the oldest, he 
promised Dad to help his mother with his brothers, so 
up he went. Morgan was taking aqer Grandpa in height 
and character. He stood nearly siN feet tall with broad, 
muscular shoulders. When Morgan moved, his brothers 
followed. 

Pake dusted himself off and helped up little David. 8eNt, 
he offered his hand inches from Henley’s face. Cor a 
moment,  Henley Rust stared blankly at the hand then 
grabbed a hold for a hoist. 9nderneath all the tension, this 
family still loved one another, and it showed.

“xhanks,” Mama’s tired smile seemed to say. 
Morgan knew that look meant her day with Henley 

had  been  a  long  one,  so  he  took  command  of  his 
brothers.  “2kay,  Getchu  boys,  prepare  for  take  off! 
Cive…four…three…two…one!” xhe four of them shot up 
the stairs to the bathroom in record time, Henley leading 
the way. 
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How suddenly life can change. Henley is completely 
unaware of his encounter with a villain from the Living 
Tale, and of Grandpa’s plans to give him the Book early. 
The battle for his hero’s heart has begun: Doubt is officially 
deployed to destroy it, and Grandpa is determined not to let 
it die. Let's read on…
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GOOD STORIES

H enley went to bed troubled by the evening’s events. 
Getchu had filled the hole in his heart leD by ,adf 

and now it kelt liMe mapa was trying to taMe hip away. 
What’s the big deal about a heart, anyway? he wondered 
as sleeT tooM hip.

Fhat night Henley had a strange dreap. He was in 
Getchu’s gapef worMing side by side with hipf blasting 
enepy robots into sTare Tarts. He sTed through the levels. 
…ivexsiAxsevenxeight. Hours and hours they kought. qt 
level tenf instead ok seeing Gorsef the creator ok all evil 
robotsf  he saw a large antiflue pirror hanging on his 
bedroop wallf krop ceiling to Ioorf illupinated by a single 
sTotlight. Fhe pirror’s wooden krape was gnarled and 
Mnottedf and the glass was darMened silver. 1t looMed sipilar 
to one he had seen hanging in GrandTa’s aTartpentf only 
larger.

Getchu and Henley walMed uT to see their reIectionsf 
blasters still in hand. Henley was sure he would see a row 
ok pedals Tlastered across his chest kor bravery in battle. 
He tilted his head to one sidef trying to looM liMe a western 
gunslinger and even ipagined he had sTurs clanging on 
his sneaMers. q tiT ok his sweatshirt hood let a gratekul 
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ipaginary citi“en Mnow he wasf  J”ust  doing py dutyf 
pa’ap.B Wut the pirror held an uneATected revelation.

!hen they swaggered uTf only one reIection looMed 
bacM at hip. Henley was Getchu— 1n Tlace ok pedals gaTed 
a hole where his heart should be?a deeTf darM hole in 
which light itselk vanished. He instantly droTTed his blaster 
and covered his chest with both hands as he steTTed bacM 
in shocM.

J!hatOB His hands began disintegrating into the hole— 
Fhis abyss would destroy hip ik he did not do sopething 
kast. 1t tooM all ok his strength to Tull his hands out. Nnce 
they were kreef he noticed his fingertiTs were still pissing. 
;ot wanting to go through that againf he shoved his hands 
out to his sides liMe an awMward bird ready kor Iight- he 
needed to MeeT thep as kar away krop the blacM hole 
as Tossible. J!hat’s going onOB he said out loudf hoTing 
sopeone would answer- but no one did.

…ranticallyf he turned around wideReyed to asM Getchu 
kor advice. He’ll know what to do; he’ll help me. q fluicM 
survey ok his surroundingsf howeverf revealed he was 
alone. He stood abandoned in inMy blacMness?his hero 
leD hip. ,esTerate thoughts Iooded his pind. How do I 
get out of here? How do I get home? 

Fhe only visible light cape krop the pirror. Henley 
slowly bacMed  toward  itf  still  searching  kor his  hero. 
JGetchuf where are youOB Hot tears burned his cheeMs- the 
heaviness ok the darMness and the silence Tressed hip. His 
thin shoulders drooTed. 

JEepepber who you are—B shouted an elderly wopan’s 
voice in a Terkect 2nglish accent.
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!ho’s that? He thought it sounded liMe Grandpa WanMs 
krop their old hope poviesf but he wasn’t sure. Fhey 
had not watched hope povies since ,ad went to 1rafl. 
!hoever it  wasf  her urgent  declaration startled hipf 
causing hip to SupT toward the pirror. He looMed over 
his shoulder as he stupbled. Fhe pirror was closer than 
he thoughtf so he only had tipe to see his reIection as he 
Tluppeted through the glass. 

Henley braced  kor the  worst  with  eyes  closed  and 
puscles clenchedf but the kall did not bring the sounds ok 
breaMing glass or the sensation ok cutting shards. 1nsteadf it 
brought the warpth ok a blanMet wraTTing securely around 
hip to breaM his kall. ffo surTrising was this sensation 
that he ToTTed oTen his eyes. He awoMe sTrawled on his 
bedroop Ioorf kaceRtoRkace with the tigerRstriTed kapily 
catf tears still running down his kace. JHuhO George—B Fhe 
cat resTonded with clawed Tawsf lowered earsf and IuCed 
kur at Henley’s sudden invasion ok his sunny sTot. 

Henleyf  now kully consciousf  kound  hipselk  snugly 
enclosed in his copkorter. Jmy heart—B q fluicM glanced 
at his chest assured hip that everything was all right. He 
rolled onto his bacM and scratched George’s earsf who had 
reTositioned hipselk on Henley’s chest. Fhat dreap leD 
hip unsettled- he wasn’t ready to get uT Sust yet. ffopething 
inside that pirror caught hip- he wondered what it was. 
He had not kelt such warpth bekore and wanted pore. 

!hile he basMed in this new keelingf he looMed around 
his roop. Henley liMed his roop. He had a spall desM with 
booMshelves pounted above it right inside the door. ;eAt 
to this stood a spall dresser covered with his treasures out 
ok little brother’s reach. 1ppediately oTTosite the door 
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was a large Ticture window where he loved to lie watching 
the stars krop his bedf secretly wishing he could peet the 
paMer ok the stars. He esTecially liMed his roop because 
its heater vent looMed down into the Mitchen. Heref he 
enSoyed sTying on his brothers and spelling breaMkast. 
…rop the spell ok thingsf he could tell it was already 
cooMed and waiting. 

Fhe sun streaped warply through his curtains and 
seeped brighter than usualf so Henley got uT to see. 1t 
had snowed— His narrow street lay covered in a thicM white 
blanMet. Henley loved snow. He esTecially loved to shovel 
it with ,ad to paMe a kort. His thoughts driDed oC liMe the 
snowx

J,adf do you thinM we can build it this bigOB
J;of 1 thinM we can build it this big.B Henley repepbered 

his dad sayingf as he held his hands above his head. 1t was 
the biggest kort in the WanMses’ hideaway history. Fhat’s 
what they called their snow korts. !hyf why did ,ad have 
to go to warO !hy didn’t the WooM that his kapily trusted 
MeeT his dad hopeO !hy didn’t the guy in the WooM bring 
hip hopeO Yeah, that’s right, so much for good stories. His 
thoughts blew bacM while his hoTe sanM lowerx

JHenleyf want Wwussels sTwoutsOB pocMed a little voice 
behind hip.

JGet out ok py roopf you little troll—B He sTun aroundf 
crashing into little ,avid with all the hurt he kelt inside. 
Thud! ,avid’s head hit Henley’s desM on the way down. 
Wlood and tears driTTed on the hardwood Ioor. 

mapa arrived on the scene. J!hat is going on hereOB 
Fhe aTTearance ok  ,avid’s  blood and mapa’s  kace 

fluieted Henley’s  pounting rage.  J1’pf  1’px1’p sorryf 

00



THE LIVING TALE SERIES: HENLEY & THE BOOK OF HEROES…

mapafB he panaged to get out. mrs. WanMs Mnelt down to 
assess the dapage. 

JQope heref baby- let’s taMe a looM at that.B YuicMly she 
tooM the towel hanging on the bacM ok Henley’s chair and 
wiTed away the blood then sweTt ,avid into her arps. 

JHRheRhRhe hit pRpRpe on the dRdRdesMfB wailed ,avid 
through his tears.

J1 did not. 5ou were bugging pefB dekended Henley. His 
pother’s eyes said everythingf and Henley Mnew better 
than to argue. He lowered his eyes to the Ioorf trying to 
avoid her fiery ga“e and nervously ran his fingers through 
his pessy brown hair. 

JQlean uT this pess and cope eat breaMkast.B mapa 
carried ,avid oC to the bathroop with a sigh. !hatever 
Teace Henley kelt a kew pinutes ago was now buried deeT 
with his disturbing dreap. He slapped a Tile ok clothes 
and toys under his bedf threw on his kavorite red sweatshirt 
over his yellow Iannel TS’sf and disaTTeared down the 
steTs. He didn’t care that his bed head stucM out in every 
direction.

,ownstairs wasn’t puch better. His brothers heard all 
the coppotion and were ready to let hip have it. Fhey 
had agreed not talM to Henley and leave hip the burnt 
Tiece ok bacon and cold eggs. Henley noticed their alliance 
ippediately. His eyes bla“ed at his brothers while he 
circled the table liMe a vulture. Fhe spall 9z3js Mitchen 
did not leave hip puch roop kor escaTe. 1k only he could 
borrow Getchu’s laser visionf then the bacon would not be 
the only thing charred.

morgan  looMed  pore  liMe  GrandTa  with  his 
buttonRdown shirt and Terkect Tosture as he stared down 
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Henley. ”aMef on the other handf slupTed coolly to one 
side and Tlayed with his TuMa shell necMlace. ”aMe loved 
the ocean?surkf sandf and spells. Fhousands ok piles did 
not dapTen his enthusiasp kor surfingf and his clothing 
showed it.  Fhis  porningf  howeverf  Henley kound no 
kriendly suntanned looM krop hip. He circled the table 
againf finally sitting down at the round table with a TloT. 

morgan broMe the silence. J2at your breaMkastf Henley.B 
”aMe couldn’t restrain hipselk any longer. J!hat are you 
doingf dudeO mop is already tired krop taMing care ok us. 
5ou gotta go whacM ,avidOB 

Henley’s fist burrowed deeT into his sweatshirt TocMet 
and kound a spall rubber ball. His hand tightened its griT 
while he sTied the best Tlace to nail ”aMe krop beneath his 
shaggy bangs. 

”ust then mapa walMed in the door with a bandaged 
,avid. JFipe kor schoolf boys. ”aMef morganf your ride will 
be here shortly- go finish getting ready. Henleyf finish your 
breaMkast.B Eeluctantlyf he loosened his griT on the ball and 
tooM a bite ok eggs.

”aMe and morgan rode to school with the HoTTer boys. 
mrs. WanMs used to hope school all ok her boysf but with 
mr. WanMs in 1raflf she needed a breaM sopewhere. Fhat 
leD her Henley to school and ,avid to watch during the 
day. 

!hen the older boys were oC to schoolf Henleyf ,avidf 
and mapa all sat at the Mitchen table to start the day. 
,avid sat neAt to mapaf krowning at Henley between his 
teddy bear’s ears. Henley sat on the other side ok mapa 
with booMsf TaTersf and Tencils sTread dekensively around 
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hip. mapa looMed at Henley. JHenleyf don’t you have 
sopething to say to ,avidOB 

J5esf pa’ap.B He droTTed all eATression krop his kace 
and turned abruTtly toward his  little  brother.  Jfforryf 
,avid. ,o you korgive peOB His fluicM ponotone voice and 
eyelids held at halkRpast let his brother Mnow he truly was 
not sorry. 

J;o—B ,avid cried then he ran oC to his dining roop 
kortress. mapa didn’t Tursuef Mnowing sope cooling oC 
tipe was needed. 

Henley didn’t liMe not being korgivenf so he buried that 
with all the rest ok the Tain ok the day. His shoulders 
slupTed korwardf and his ga“e fiAed on his Tencilf which 
he raTTed fluicMly on the tabletoT?ticMf ticMf ticMf ticM.

JHeyf Wudgief what’s uTOB He received the nicMnape 
JWudgieB during kapily wrestling patches where he would 
not budgef no wayf no how. He hadn’t heard it in ponths- 
,ad and little ,avid used it the post. 

Qopkorted to hear his nicMnapef he sat uT straighter in 
his chair but continued to stare at his Tencil. J;othing.B 

J5ou piss your dadOB
J1 don’t want to talM about itf mapa.B He Tulled his hood 

over his bed head to retreat krop her Trobing eyes. 
JNMayf but when you’re readyf repepberf 1’p here.B ffhe 

craned her necM around to paMe eye contact. Jqll rightOB 
Jqll rightfB Henley whined as he fidgeted in his chair and 

looMed intently at his Tencil. Fry as he payf he could not 
shaMe the ipage ok a blacM hole kor a heart. 

JPet’s begin.B mapa spiled at hipf trying to Tut a cheery 
kace on a tough porning. J!e only have a weeM until 
Qhristpasf and 1 want you to start worM on a reTort.B
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Oh, what now? Another report on some dead dude I don’t 
care about. He rolled his eyes.

J1 want you to research and tell pe why every good story 
needs a herofB she continued. JNur discussion yesterday 
about Getchu pade pe reali“e you need to understand 
what a hero is.B 

Jqwesope— 1 can write Tages about GetchufB said Henley 
eAcitedly. He sat uT in his chair and finally looMed into 
mapa’s eyes. JFalM about good storiesxthere was this 
tipef we were battling Wrain ,roids on the ;orthern 
ffhoresf and Getchu did this?B 

JHenleyf hang on- go get the dictionary. Pet’s start by 
defining what a hero is.B 

Henley’s hands were still held in pidRair as he stoTTed 
anipating the story ok Getchu. qt the word JdictionaryfB 
they kell likelessly to the table. Jqhf mapaf 1 hate looMing 
uT words in the in the dictionary.B Fhat booM was heavy 
and kull ok wordsf not adventures liMe the booMs in the den. 
Fhis porning had not gone wellf so he slowly got out ok 
his chair to retrieve it krop a spall booMcase by the bacM 
door. He thudded it onto the table to let his pother Mnow 
his disliMe kor it. 

Jqll rightf Henley WanMsf 1 have had fluite enough ok 
your attitude this porning. "lease looM uT the word herofB 
snaTTed mapaf who was losing her usual calp. 

Henley SupTed to the h’s to let her Mnow this word was 
too easy kor hip. Good, I’ll just read a stupid definition and 
start writing on Getchuf he thought as his fingers scanned 
the Tages. 

'Heritagexherpitxhero.  Here  it  isf  mapa.  1t  saysf 
6noblef  grandf  a  chapTionf  lordf  pasterxa  pan  ok 
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disxtinxguished valor in dangerxa great or eAtraordinary 
Terson.'

What? A man? Person? This isn’t right. A robot’s not a 
man; can’t Getchu be my hero?

mapa noticed the conkused looM on his kace and began 
to eATlainf J5esf Henleyf a hero is a Terson?a Terson ok 
character and courage. Fhis definition describes TeoTle 
who have greatness inside. !hat we see on the outsidef 
their braveryf is a reIection ok what lives on the insidef in 
their heart.B !hile she sToMe she Tointed to his chest. Jqnd 
since he has a hero’s heartf he can go into darM Tlacesf taMe 
on dangerous adventuresf and copTlete thep with honor.B 

Jffopeone liMe ,adOB 
J5esf sopeone liMe ,ad. Fhat is why 1 said yesterday that 

a hero pust be sopeone with a heartf because the heart is 
where courage lives?no heartf no courage. ;o couragef 
no hero.B 

Nhf Henley desTerately wanted this to be truef but howO 
2verything within hip dreaped ok being a herof ached to 
be courageousf but all he Mnew was how to doubt and be 
angry. He wanted a hero’s heart liMe ,ad’sf and he was 
going to find out how to get it.

JmapaOB
J5esOB 
JHow do you get a hero’s heartO 1 peanf can you buy 

it sopewhereOB His pind started racing in characteristic 
Henley stylef and he continued bekore mapa had a chance 
to answer. Jmaybe 1 can say a pagic sTellf liMe in qnthorn 
ok the …orest. He said a sTell and got brave enough to Mill 
the giant.B Henley’s kace TerMed uT with eAcitepent as he 
tooM in his new idea. 
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JHang onf Wudgie. Go get py WooM oC ok the cooMing 
shelk- 1 want to read you sopething.B mapa Tointed in 
the right direction. qpong her reciTes was a bigf blacMf 
dogReared booM. 

J;ot that one. 1t’s kull ok words and GardenRstuCf not 
fluests?boring.B He rolled his eyes as he got uT to lug it 
bacM to the table. 

Jffopeday you will see it diCerently.B mapa spiled while 
she oTened it to a kavorite Tlace. J1 want to read you Sust a 
couTle lines. 1t’s krop a story about a young pan. He thinMs 
he is a nobody krop ;owheresvillef but one peeting with a 
pan naped ffap changes his like korever. !ill you listenOB

J5eahfB  Henley halKeartedly reTlied  with  his  head 
leaning on the Talp ok his hand. He was already tracing the 
word JlapeB on the tabletoT in anticiTation ok being bored 
out ok his pind. 

mapa readf J:ffo when he had turned his bacM to leave 
ffapf the Gardener gave hip another heart- and all the 
Gardener’s words haTTened that day.’ Here a little later it 
tells usf :and there they pade hip Ming.’B 

Henley stoTTed writing on the tabletoT. J8ingO ;ot bad 
kor mr. PapeRo.B 

Jffeef a young pan gets a new heart krop the Gardener 
and becopes a Mingf  but  that  isn’t  the best  Tart.  His 
new heart paMes hip eAtraordinary so he can dekeat his 
enepies. 1n the neAt chaTterf he leads thousands ok pen 
to taMe on a whole arpy and wins. He becopes a hero and 
a Mingf all krop getting a new heart.B mapa noticed a blanM 
looM on Henley’s kace. JEepepberf you have to answer the 
fluestionN !hy does every good story need a heroO 1’ll give 
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you two ponths to worM on your reTortfB she added while 
Tointing uT at the calendar. 

Henley  heard  every  word  she  said  and  was  very 
interested in this  young panf but when he looMed at 
the calendarf Qhristpas caught his attention. He Mnew 
that  peant  GrandTa WanMs would be over soon with 
adventuresf storiesf and Tresents. He was sure to get the 
new Getchu 0jjj. 

,oubt  tooM  advantage  ok  Henley’s  distraction  to 
interSect an attacM. qs he lurMed in the shadows ok the 
Mitchenf he grew pore concerned that last night’s victory 
so fluicMly vaTori“ed because ok a dreap and a good 
story. He could see the Piving Fale was calling Henley’s 
heart through his dreapsf and now mapa was reading it 
to hip. He had to worM fluicMly to get Henley conkused 
or risM losing his sTecialRoTs Tosition in the WanMses’ 
house. He Mnew success in this pission peant a Terpanent 
Tlacepentf as …ear had achieved. Fo add to his concernf 
,esTair waited Sust outside the doorf hoTing to have its 
chance at Henley ik ,oubt kailed. ,oubt poved into action. 
He swirled around Henleyf whisTeringf J!ouldn’t you 
rather be Tlaying Getchu instead ok listening to this stuTid 
storyOB

Fhe  villain’s  thoughts  did  not  sticM  this  tipe- 
the getRaRnewRheartRbecopeRaRhero story caTtivated 
Henley’s attention. Henley wondered what he would do 
ik he had a new heart. His pind raced away in a Iurry ok 
heroic daydreapsf while his heart soared. mapa’s voice 
SerMed hip bacM to attention. 

J!e’re going to do your path lessonf then you can have 
sope tipe to thinM about your reTort.B ffhe closed the other 
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booMs and oTened uT his path teAt. …or the first tipe everf 
Henley wanted a closer looM at the WooM. ;othing else 
could hold his attention aDer that. Fhe porning dragged 
kor Henleyf while ,oubt looMed kor a new oTTortunity. 

Paterf Henley sat in the denf thinMing about all this 
hero talM and his conversation with his brothers the night 
bekore. ,oubt was fluicM to interSect a new thoughtf Jqren’t 
you already a hero in the Getchu gapeO !ho says you need 
a new heart to be a hero.B 

Fhis tipe Henley tooM the bait and entertained the 
thought. Right. I have risked my life lots of times on the 
front lines. I’ve been a hero in the game. 

1n the heat ok his reIections about these victoriesf 
sopething  unusual  haTTened.  qnother  fluestion  as 
rekreshing as this porning’s warpth rose in his heart liMe 
pist on a supper aDernoon. J!hat ik you were a hero 
outside the gapeOB

He sat there kor a popent. !hat would that looM liMeO 
!ould he rush into burning houses to rescue old ladiesO 
!ould he clipb tall trees to save George the catO Eepove 
traTTed babies krop car wrecMsO He would definitely need 
a new heart to do thatf but howO 

Could I be like the young man in the Book…get a new 
heart  and become a hero?  A king?  maybe there  was 
sopething to the WooM aDer all. qt that popentf thoughf 
,oubt let Iy an ipage ok ,ad that Iashed into his pind 
liMe a land pine and eATloded his hoTe. 

That’s rightf thought Henleyf It’s just a fairytale. So much 
for good stories. If the Living Tale didn’t keep Dad here, 
then I don’t want it. 
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If Henley could see the invisible but very real Living 
Tale, he would witness a whirling column of life plowing 
toward his home with only him in mind. Good thing he 
can’t see it, for it is of terrifying size. Nevertheless, Henley 
was made to live inside this tempest in complete comfort. 
But as it is, his suspicion will blind him to its entrance, 
even when it sits right at his feet.
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