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        This book is dedicated to my Grandson Lucas.

        I love you so much.
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      Mid-morning on September 11, 2009, my Grandson Charlie arrives into the world, weighing a healthy six-pound eight-ounces. Our faces are streaked with tears as they river themselves down our cheeks. My wife, my daughter and I are beside ourselves with contentment, peace, and joy to meet this wonderful gift of life. My wife and I stand around my daughter's bedside, looking down at her. My wife's hands caressing my daughter's forehead as she holds this bundle of joy close to her chest, smiling proudly, knowing she is a mother. My offspring had a rough go of it, being on bed rest the last couple of months of her pregnancy. All of us experience relief when Charlie is born. My name is Ben and from the instant holding this little breathing life in my arms, he becomes my best friend.

      People say they witness love at first sight; that's true because I am in love the minute I see this little guy. Charlie is a good baby, eating and sleeping well, and never crying at night. Sue, my wife, and I keep him as much as possible as we love him being around. He spends the night often.

      As Charlie grows, he smiles, frowns, and laughs when he hears familiar voices. He observes everything. The moment we turn on the television or music, that little boy looks towards it and smiles. He loves music. When the radio plays, he hums to the music with his baby sounds. Charlie tries his best to sing.

      I have forgotten how hard and tiring it can be taking care of a little one. Just as we relax on the couch, he cries, and one of us has to get up and go check on this baby. Usually, we both get up and creep down the hall to spy in to see what he is doing. Many times, he is looking at the ceiling kicking his little legs all around, his blanket thrown to the corner of his crib.
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      Time zooms by, and Charlie can sit up on his own. Sue and I take so many pictures as we are proud of him. Even at this young age, he likes to come to Grandma and Grandpa's to spend time with us.

      Soon enough, he crawls, getting into everything. This is when I have to childproof the house by covering the plugs and such. Perhaps a little overprotective as our place is like Fort Knox secured from any harm to our little grandbaby. Since the moment he crawls, showing autonomy, he doesn't like anyone holding him and will squirm his way loose, and off he crawls. I figure his character will be that of independence, freethinking, and curiosity.

      Charlie begins walking at an average age for children and moves quickly. The wife and I take him out in the backyard, and he takes off, running as fast as his little feet will carry him. Believe me, it feels exhausting chasing after him, making sure he doesn't trip and hurt himself. Charlie spends the night with us every Tuesday as Geri, my daughter, works the night shift. By the time Charlie falls asleep on Tuesday nights, my wife and I are ready for bed as well.

      Charlie is a late talker. He knows what various objects are but doesn’t voice what they are. When he wants his sippy cup or a toy, he points to it and grunts. Even though he doesn’t talk much, he has a keen sense of observation. He notices everything from a new picture on the wall to flowers his grandmother just placed on the table.

      When he finally does start speaking, his first word is Mom, which brings my daughter to tears. Shortly after, he peers at my spouse and says, "Grandma." A week or so later, bouncing him on the bed, he looks at me and says, "Pah Pah," then I cry. Kids always come up with their own names to call their grandparents.

      One evening, Charlie and I are rolling a ball back and forth on a blanket spread out on our front yard's grass. Charlie laughs and giggles as he swats at the ball, doing his best to roll the ball back to me. Sue and Geri sit nearby talking when Charlie points towards the city, which is visible from our front yard and says, "Albuquerque." He says this word so clear; it is impressive that such a complicated name is his fourth word.

      "Did you hear that?" I ask them. They stop their chatter and listen.

      We ask him to repeat it, and he does. After this, the kid talks non-stop.

      Being a writer and telling him stories, it isn't long before Charlie becomes a storyteller. The names this kid makes up in his head, such as Sneener, PoPo, and Meno, are fantastic. Another character of his creation is Goo Goo Ga Gus. When I ask about these characters, he says they are his friends. He insists that Sneener and Goo Goo Ga Gus are boyfriend and girlfriend. I enjoy playing along with these tales and made-up characters.

      Charlie has such a vivid imagination and God's given the benefit of creativity to this boy. At first, his stories consist of general things that boys make up in their imagination. However, around six years of age, his stories become very exact, more specific than what matches his age. Charlie describes scenes and characters beyond his age group's imagination. I ask where he gets these ideas, and he says they are real. I play along. What am I going to do? Tell a six-year-old little boy I don't believe his fables. Charlie has a blessed gift. I will never discourage it by suggesting I don't believe him.
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      Tuesdays are my favorite day of the week because Charlie spends the night. I see him almost every day, but Tuesday nights are the best because he stays over. Charlie loves water, water hoses, PVC pipes, washing machines, and vacuum cleaners. He is not your typical kid. Most kids his age love toys such as cars and trains; he prefers constructing things with pipes or hoses.

      He and I connect them across the backyard and throughout the house. He enjoys connecting pipes into a sturdy frame and then spreading a sheet over them, making a fort. Every week we build a blanket fort and fall asleep in it until morning. This is our special thing to do, and I hope that Charlie will remember these times spent together.

      On Tuesday after dinner, Charlie and I go to the hardware store to purchase some roofing repair materials. As we walk by the PVC, I hope Charlie doesn't see the pipes because if he does, he will want me to buy some for that night's blanket fort. Sure enough, Charlie notices the pipes and talks me into buying new ones, six-foot ones. This means when arriving home, I will have to cut them into sections and smooth the ends down so that the size will be right to build the fort in Charlie's bedroom.

      Once home, I put the roofing materials away, stacking them neatly in the corner. I set up my sawhorses, get my little saw, and begin the cutting. Charlie sits on the garage floor and watches, handing me another pipe when I am ready. I cut the pipes into smaller pieces, examine the ends for rough edges, and give them to Charlie. He sands the ends smooth with sandpaper and then stacks them neatly in the middle of the garage. I watch him as he organizes them and finds it amazing that he takes the time to do that. Excited, my grandson helps me carry them into his bedroom, and we build the best blanket fort ever. Blankets lie over the structure of PVC pipes as if sleeping.

      Within fifteen minutes, together, we have constructed the evening's fort. This fort is our best one yet, sturdier than expected, and the blankets take the shape of the frame well. Scotch tape and shoestrings secure the blankets to the PVC frame and bedposts. Bedtime rolls around, so the two of us situate ourselves under the blankets, and I read him a story, and we laugh and tell jokes. I love to hear Charlie laugh, and he loves to listen to me laugh. I am the happiest man alive to have this little youngster in my life. We are the best of friends. Together we've built many forts, but this one is different. Charlie says these pipes are magic, and he is correct.

      As I mentioned, Charlie has always been a great storyteller with a keen imagination; he insists his adventures are real, and I play along. But, one Tuesday night all of that changed. What I am about to say to you is true. I was there.

      "Pah Pah, this fort is magic."

      "Oh yeah, how so, grandson?"

      "Let's go to sleep and you will see when you wake up Pah Pah."

      "Ok, Charlie, I love you."

      "Love you too, Pah Pah."
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      The slightest of breezes wake me at sunrise, which is strange because I can't figure where the breeze is coming from. I know I didn't leave a window open, so I throw off the covers stepping out of the fort to the most peaceful sunrise.

      "What the heck, where are we? Wake up, Charlie."

      Charlie rises, rubbing his eyes, sits up, and says, "I told you this fort was magic Pah Pah."

      "Do you know where we are, Charlie?"

      "I don't know, but not at your house, let's go."

      Charlie sprints off, running full speed across what is the most delightful green meadow I ever encounter. Both of us feel peace and safety; I wish everyone could feel it. How did Charlie know this? Somehow, we wake up in this strange land that Charlie can't wait to explore. Chasing after him, urging him to stop and wait for me, he just keeps running. We stop at a river where the most beautiful blue water flows. The taste is sweet as I swallow. Behind us, a carved-out tree trunk full of drink and fruits.

      "What is this place, Charlie?"

      "Magic, Pah Pah, it's magic."

      "Good day fellows," a voice sounds.

      Startled, we turn to see a strange-looking being. This fellow, or thing, or something, resembles tumbleweeds blowing in the summer winds back home in New Mexico except for being pink with green stripes around it. It bounces like a ball over to us, introducing himself as Sneener. Sneener holds out a bristly arm, shaking our hands, welcoming us.

      "What is this place?" I ask.

      "The earth of Torrox, we've been expecting you, and receive you with open arms."

      Hundreds of pink creatures emerge from the woods, chanting a welcome chant.

      "What are they saying, Charlie?"

      "They are saying welcome from King PoPo."

      "Why do you understand them, and I don't?"

      "Because I am a kid, Pah Pah."

      Sneener leads us to a castle to meet King PoPo. The castle is plain, but its peacefulness makes it beautiful. Never have I felt such calmness. My limbs are relaxed and limp. Charlie's excited and giddy, happier than usual. Once before King PoPo, we take a seat at a massive table of food. King PoPo says the kingdom has been expecting us.

      "Why are we here?" I ask.

      "To have fun, Pah Pah."

      "I'm asking King PoPo."

      "You are here for a reason which will reveal itself in time. Just know we want to share our land with you because we feel you and your grandson have goodness in your hearts."

      "How do we get back home?"

      "Just ask, but stay a while and enjoy? You can return home anytime you wish, and no time will have passed, it's as if you never left."

      Charlie begs to stay for a while. I give in, so that's what we do. That night we sleep in a lovely room overlooking a brook, flowing with harmonious sounds of birds and violins and wind blowing through tree branches in harmony. The land is beautiful, but it will take a while to get used to the strange creatures. These creatures refer to themselves as beings. The males pink with green stripes and the females green with pink stripes. They have bristly arms, and their appearance reminds me of a spray-painted tumbleweed. Whenever they want to move short distances they hop around. To move long distances, they tuck their arms in and the breeze rolls them like a ball. When the wind is blowing hard, they stay indoors because it blows them away out of their control.
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