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Bats lived in those
trees. When the children walked by at dusk, daring each other to go
closer to the fence, they could see the bats flittering against the
darkening skies. A rod-iron fence, with wickedly pointed spades
along the top, enclosed the trees. The trees were huge Lodgepole
pines. Taller than tall and so wide and dense, hardly anything
could be seen past them. If a child stood near the gate of the
fence, or managed to peek in some space between the trees, or stood
on the hill up the street, he or she could catch only a glimpse of
the Castle.

It wasn't a gloriously tall castle, maybe
just taller than the trees, about four stories high. It was made
from hewn rock, brought all the way from Germany it was said. The
roof was covered with a red tile. Its shape was somewhat square and
compact, with only the leaded glass windows to give it any sparkle.
But a castle it was, and larger than any other home in the
neighborhood. It was The Castle, and the large grounds surrounding
it, filled with the tall trees, thick shrubs and the darkness, made
it the focus of youthful imaginings.

All of the children's observations and walks
past the Castle had only been rewarded with the sight of bats in
the evening. Not even birdsong was heard in the thicket, and the
'Beware of Dog' sign seemed a false warning, though some children
claimed to have heard angry growls as they ran past close to the
fence.

Being children, 'Private Property' was more
of a concept than something that they took into consideration, but
this was one property they had not yet dared to trespass. Their
fears were enhanced by ghostly stories passed down from child to
child in the neighborhood grade school.

The Castle was built in Denver in 1887.
Pictures of those early days seem to show a wholly different place.
They bring to mind questions of why someone would build a castle
here in the middle of the dry, dusty, windy prairie. When it was
built, Denver was miles west of the Castle. Now, of course, the
city has grown and surrounds the property, so that what was once a
tall and somewhat ridiculous monument to grandiosity, is now
shrouded and shrunken within a city's neighborhood, with only a
rare glimpse of it's turreted towers.

Perhaps this is why previous owners had
planted the trees. Not just to break the monotony of what was grass
plains, but to build a screen to hide from the ever-growing city.
Glimpses of light sparkling off of the high castle windows meant
that inside the Castle there was probably some light and warmth.
But on the grounds it was obvious there were not any gardens or
sun-loving plants. Just thick bushes, a pine-needle strewn ground,
and the trees.

No one could remember who first started
talking about scaling that iron fence. But it soon became a
favorite topic of discussion among the eighth-graders in those last
few weeks of school in the spring. Billy was one of them. A small,
thin boy who nonetheless thought he was grown-up enough to no
longer believe in childish horror stories, he and his friends were
determined to disprove those grade school tales and fears. It would
be a moment of passage into those grown-up years of high school
that loomed before them. But it wasn't until the end of June, when
the long summer days weighed heavily upon them, that three of them
decided to initiate action.

Billy's best friend, Jeremy, hailed him from
the driveway one morning. He was already hot and grubby from his
bike ride over, and his golden-brown eyes glowed with
excitement.

"You'll never guess what I've found, Billy
boy!" he shouted. He flung his bicycle to the ground and proceeded
to do the same with his own chubby body underneath the crabapple
tree where Billy was despondently pulling up weeds from the rock
garden underneath the tree. It was one of Billy's despised summer
chores. He was in the mood for any distraction and willingly flung
down a handful of weeds to listen to Jeremy with all due
attention.

Jeremy was not athletic in the traditional
sense, but he had a childish enthusiasm for summertime activity
that was clearly displayed in his chlorine bleached blond hair,
ruddy freckles, and worn, torn jeans. This morning he was sporting
fresh new scratches across his bare forearms, and there was even a
dry leaf or two caught in his unruly hair.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
Tale of Livana

Erica Carnea






