
S U N S T O N E

CHAPTER ONE
Details of the coming forth of this record and usual disclaimer

1. Wherefore, it is a narrative, abridged from a reformed
shorthand inscribed on the underside of crab shells and from
the memory of the author, whose eyes did behold all that did
come to pass. 

2. Yea, the author’s eyes did scarcely believe all that will be
detailed below. However, to all those pure in heart and brave
in spirit, the truthfulness of the following narrative will be con-
firmed. And behold, let it serve as a warning to all who will
listen, that when Brother Orme doth speak of high adventure,
he is really referring to almost certain death.

3. If there be any fault in this record, it is due to the weak-
ness of the author, whose intent was to document the adven-
ture for the stripling youth described in this record to pass to
their children. And to their children’s children, and so on. If
the following can also serve as a warning for those who might
come into contact with Bishop (now Stake President)
Snodgrass while providing a laugh or two, well, then, okay.

CHAPTER TWO
Adventurers and antagonists identified; accounts of the band’s

travels to the land of desolation; two angels fend off a demonic host

1. Be it known unto all, that a stripling band of young men
representing the ward of Redhawk did assemble at the ap-
pointed time Sunday evening at the home of Brother Orme.

There were eight to ten of them; we were never exactly sure
how many. 

2. Among these great adventurers were: Kip the Konqueror,
Daniel the Destroyer, Taylor the Terrible, James the Younger, Brad
the Barbarian, Nathan the Crab Catcher, Donnie the Investigator,
Alex the Brave, and their youth leader, Ty Turley Trejo—whom
many call Triple T.

3. Accompanying these stalwart youths were grown adult
men, who should have known better (or who could have at
least checked out the Channel Islands on the Internet before
agreeing to participate). Among them were: James the Senior,
also known as Indiana Shigley, father of James the Younger;
Brother Smith, our spiritual guide; Logan the Liberator, the
son of Brother Smith and a pig wrangler by trade; the other
brother Smith, the stiff-necked one, so named for having
broken cervical vertebrae the previous summer in an unfortu-
nate body surfing incident, and father to Alex the Brave; and
the band’s leader, Brother Orme, without whose fearlessness
and devotion to the youth and failure to really check things out
thoroughly, this adventure would not have been possible. 

4. Yea, in fairness to this great leader, he and the rest of us
were beguiled and bedazzled by the cunning and the slippery
promises of the authors of all exaggerated stories, even a
bishop named Snodgrass (Brother Orme’s so-called friend
from a different stake) and the brother of Bishop Snodgrass,
known hereafter as the brother of Bishop Snodgrass.

5. Yea, the youths did assemble at the appointed time at the
home of Brother Orme. And it came to pass that they did
promptly prepare their bedding and they did swiftly and
mightily put their heads on their pillows and their words were
but whispers so as not to disturb the Orme family, though the
accuracy of this account might be questioned by Sister Orme.
And they did snore softly after being lulled to sleep by Brad
the Barbarian’s singing a medley of Jimmy Eat World’s most
popular songs. 
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6. And it came to pass that they arose at the appointed time
to begin their journey.

7. Yea, and all leaders did show up eventually, and the band
did begin its journey, stopping once to get fuel in the land of
Gentiles known as Pasadena.

8. Verily, we did travel without controversy to a place called
Oxnard, or yea, we did arrive at a place by Oxnard, to a pier
next to the great water. We did cross the great water and did
arrive without grievous incident at the Island of Santa Cruz,
hereafter known as the land of desolation, our intended refuge
for the next three sun risings and settings. 

9. And behold, the stripling warriors did form a chain gang
along with the rest of the passengers, a rugged assortment of
parolees and environmentalists, to unload all the provisions
we had prepared for our wilderness sojourn. And yea, they
were exceedingly great, for we did bring with us the comforts
of civilization. 

10. And behold, we did make several trips to the Valley of
Korihor, the designated camping area (or, in other words, the
first campsite we came to). And verily, the loads were heavy,
and we did make many return trips to the beach for our
mighty provisions. We marveled at the primitiveness of our
new land, its jagged beauty, its unforgiving isolation, and that

after all this time—traveling many
miles, crossing the great water, un-
loading the ship, setting up camp—it
was only half-past ten in the morning.
Indeed, we wondered—in this forsaken
land, doth time stand still?

11. Yea, and while we did endeavor
to bring civilization to this most deso-
late of all campgrounds, verily Brother
Orme did prophesize that we could
soon expect a visit from Bishop
Snodgrass and the members of his tribe
(Explorer Scouts), an extroverted gang
of daredevils whose principal vices were
to risk one another’s lives and then find
others to whom they could tell of their
close encounters with the grim reaper
and entice to go and do likewise. And be-
hold, Brother Orme did caution one
and all that should we come across a
member of the Snodgrass tribe, Bishop
Snodgrass himself, or the brother of
Bishop Snodgrass, we should have no
social intercourse, but should flee with
all haste.

12. Yea, soon upon landing, we did
also observe the sea kayaks, the very in-
struments which would nearly prove to
be our destruction. And had we under-
stood the peril in which these vessels
would place our lives, we would have
burned them upon discovery. Amen.

13. But behold, our faith and
strength were renewed by a wondrous feast (chili dogs). Yea,
and such fortitude was required, for our first night of camping
was indeed eventful. 

14. For verily, it did not take the forces of darkness long to
learn of our whereabouts; for behold, as soon as the last ray of
sunlight disappeared beyond the harbor, we were visited by
the spawn of Satan in the guise of wild island pigs, the fero-
ciousness of which we were ill prepared to counter. Eagerly
did they seek our garbage and food supplies. Their snorts and
grunts and pounding hooves did strike fear into the hearts of
all as we lay upon our bellies within our tents and awaited
death—hoping that when our time was upon us, death would
come swiftly. 

15. And it came to pass that the Lord was merciful, and
caused two holy angels, one clothed in flowing raiment, white
and shining beyond all description, the other wearing what
looked like striped boxer shorts, to command the unholy ma-
rauders to cease and desist, sending them scampering up the
hill behind our tents and into the darkness from whence they
had come. As the pigs were retreating, the author doth believe
he saw these two angels enter the tent of Brother Smith and his
son Logan the pig wrangler. And it came to pass that the au-
thor and his son Alex the Brave did run hither and enter the
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tent so as to catch a glimpse of the holy angels. But alas, as
quickly as they entered, they were gone, leaving us to find only
Brother Smith and his son.

16. But behold, this was not to be the last test of our mettle
against the pigs. Alas and verily, we resolved to be better pre-
pared for our next encounter with these unholy beasts, ob-
vious fence-sitters in the pre-existence who had lost their
chance for human tabernacles.

CHAPTER THREE
The warriors fall victim to the enticings of an ecclesiastical 
but maniacal leader and the siren songs of sea creatures 

promising cool and fun stuff; blessedly, all survive

1. And behold, this is where everything starts to blur 
together.

2. Yea, a great day dawned for the stripling warriors, for on
this day, they would become stripling men. On this day, these
warriors did things that would cause lesser mortals to flee,
their mothers to faint, and their fathers to contact their attor-
neys. 

3. And it came to pass that after a succulent meal of scram-
bled eggs and butchered meats in packaging labeled Not for
Sale, grog, and a syrupy mixture composed of ten parts Tang
and two parts water, our band was ready to test our mental
and physical limits. For surely, as Brother Orme had prophe-
sied, we did soon meet up with the wily Bishop Snodgrass and
the brother of Bishop Snodgrass. And ignoring the wisdom to
flee with all haste, it was on this day that after a full five minutes
of kayaking instructions from these tempters, the youths and
their leaders did set out on the kayaks upon the great water in
search of high adventure and the world’s largest sea caves. 

4. Yea, we did all reach the first cave together. And, behold,
Bishop Snodgrass and the brother of Bishop Snodgrass did en-
tice us to enter the cave with such utterings as it will be cool and
fun and many other things parents warn their children against
when imploring them not to yield to peer pressure. And thus
they lured us to pass through the small opening in the wall of
the sea cave when the swell was down, adding that we should
lean backward rather than forward as the chest can take more
pressure than the spine can and that if we heeded these in-
structions and did not panic and were very, very lucky, we
would not be counted among those who damage their necks
and have to be helicoptered out in shame. (As the day pro-
gressed, though, this became an increasingly attractive op-
tion.) And lo and behold, each did hold to the iron rod,
speaking figuratively, for the paddles were made of aluminum,
and did survive this test of manhood.

5. And buoyed with newfound confidence, we did press on
until we were gathered in the place of relatively calm, seal-in-
fested waters to receive further instruction from Bishop
Snodgrass and the brother of Bishop Snodgrass. It was in this
Cove of Temporary Calm, as it is now known, that we were re-
minded who controlled the waters and—more to the point—
who didn’t (us); for it did become clear to us that each member
of our band would have to paddle for his life, fighting breakers

and fatigue, yea, to stroke mightily so as to reach the calm wa-
ters past the Point of Despair and Utter Hopelessness, lest we
be thrown against the protruding rock cliffs or blown out to
sea—yea, lost forever. 

6. And behold, each warrior did gird up his board shorts
and forge ahead. For verily, stroking safely past the Point of
Despair and Utter Hopelessness required every reserve of en-
ergy. Lo, each warrior learned in this moment of truth that
each must take responsibility for his own progress, comforted
by the strength and encouragement of his fellows and faith in
his Maker, to whom fervent prayers were offered. 

7. And verily, all did make it to the gaping mouth of the
world’s largest known sea cave. And there was much rejoicing
until that tempter of fate, even Bishop Snodgrass, uttered the
following words: We’re going through the painted cave two at a
time, then one by one through the next hole in the wall. Everybody’s
got medical insurance? Don’t worry, it will be cool and fun. Does
anybody not have life insurance? Brother Orme? Everybody signed
the waiver, right?

8. And again, by the grace of the God of Abraham, Noah,
Neptune, Ariel, Sinbad, and Popeye, each who entered the
narrow passage deftly positioned his kayak through the
opening, lying as flat as possible so as to avoid knocking the
light off his helmet and clutching the cave ceiling, waiting for
the surge to subside to pull himself through the total darkness
into the mouth of the main cave.

9. And verily, in the prophetic words of Bishop Snodgrass: It
was cool and fun. And harrowing.

10. And it came to pass that after the successful exploration
of the caves, Brother Orme became an interpreter for a herd of
seals. For upon hearing his whistle, they would respond with a
cacophony of barking, a siren’s song luring us to a mystical
beach where one could ride his kayak to shore on top of even
bigger breakers. Bishop Snodgrass assured us that the interpre-
tation was correct, and that these were honest seals as far as he
could tell. The stripling warriors were encouraged, and most,
including Brother Orme, followed Bishop Snodgrass in the di-
rection of this mystical beach. Again, we were promised that
this would be cool and fun. However, as this beach was in the
opposite direction of the camp, the more intelligent members
of the party headed toward camp.

11. And it came to pass, as the day neared its end and the
seal-called warriors straggled home, that our band was run-
ning low on ice; so we drank mightily and with varying de-
grees of enthusiasm all the remaining Pepsi, except for that
needed to caramelize the onions for hamburgers cooked in cel-
ebration of eight to ten Varsity Scouts returning from almost
certain death. And there was much rejoicing.

CHAPTER FOUR
The Ormites encounter crabs, a ranger, and a hatchet-wielding

environmentalist; they bear mighty testimony; they struggle
mightily and triumph over the devilish land pigs 

1. Whereas the foolhardy Snodgrass tribe demanded the
use of the kayaks for more adventures in sea spelunking and
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the Ormites offered no opposition, the
brave band of warriors spent the third day
of their adventure hiking and eating sand-
wiches made from the butter of peanuts and
the flesh of strawberries, and snorkeling
and fishing in the Bay of Scorpions. 

2. And lo, a large king crab was captured
and brought to shore, its presence creating a
great commotion, even to attracting a large
crowd. And soon a zealous guardian of the
law (a park ranger) charged the length of the
beach, and taking the strap off his 9mm
Beretta, he instructed the surprised Ormites:
Put the crab down. Step away from the crab.

3. And it came to pass that after checking
that no Ormite had a crab in his possession,
his spirit was soothed and he told them to
go ahead, catch anything they liked as long
as they didn’t already have one (including a
crab, as long as they were going to eat it).
Thus, the Ormites returned to crab har-
vesting and caught two big ones. 

4. Upon retrieving the second one, it so
happened that a hatchet-carrying tourist
rose to instruct seven to eight Ormites to put
the crab back in the water, as all creatures
associated with the park were protected.
And verily, he was ignored as the stripling
fishermen carried their catch in a crab
cooker. Then this protector of crabs ran to
the ranger to tell of the supposed crime but
was rebuked by the officer who had no fur-
ther interest in harassing or debating with
Boy Scouts.

5. And it came to pass that upon entering
the hallowed campsite, the stripling fish-
ermen were besieged by the hatchet boy
with threats and taunts and blasphemies
too vicious to relate about their having
caught a crab. And having already been lec-
tured earlier by the hatchet boy for the crime of chasing off the
pigs who belonged to this land while we were the intruders,
the youth did the worst thing they could have done. They ig-
nored him again.

6. And verily, the young warriors did cook their prey in a
frothy, boiling cauldron and they did feast on crab legs and
spaghetti noodles covered with a delicate sauce made from
tomatoes, mushrooms, garlic, and fruit cocktail, and the meal
did finally end with dessert quesadillas. And it was all very
good.

7. And it came to pass that the band did gather in a meeting
in which mighty testimonies were felt and borne. Specifically,
testimonies on service and kindness and leadership and
praying and blessings and faith and making good choices and
honoring the priesthood and drawing closer to Jesus Christ
and serving on missions and making progress and helping

each other. And it was very good.
8. And it came to pass that upon the conclusion of the

meeting, the wily Bishop Snodgrass did challenge the youth to
a contest called flashlight wars. And whereas this contest has
similarities to the Gentile game of capture the flag, at no time
beforehand was it explained nor expected that should Bishop
Snodgrass ever be flashed, he would call the opposing team
cheaters and end the game. This occurred with greater fre-
quency whenever the stripling warriors were poised to win.

9. And finally, as we bedded down for our last evening, we
could hear the Satanic army of the land pigs determinedly ap-
proaching. And verily, as the land pigs approached, they be-
came bolder and bolder, for they sensed our time on the island
would soon be ending and the prospect of plunder would
evaporate. 

10. And lo, we did tremble and quake at the terrible on-
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slaught which was near upon us. For verily, we knew it would
either be us or them who would survive the night.

11. And the warriors prepared the best they could by
stacking the ice chests and taping down food containers. But
alas, it was not enough. For the murderous hoard descended
the mountainside, oinking what sounded like a battle cry of
Four legs good; two legs bad and proceeded to knock over fully-
grown eucalyptus trees (thereby really giving the hatchet boy
and others of his ilk something to complain about). The flash-
lights only made the beasts more determined, nor did the
thunderous snoring of the other Brother Smith have its in-
tended effect. And while the stripling warriors fought bravely
with handmade spears and sharpened sticks, the battle for the
garbage was about to turn into a pogrom. 

12. But, as our band was about to give up the fight, we were
saved (and thus the way for this record coming forth was pre-
pared) by the quick thinking of Daniel the Destroyer, who over
the previous three days had been painstakingly conducting
clinical trials for a land pig repellent. 

13. And lo, mistaking the repellent for human garbage, the
leader pig (named Snowflake) ate the entire batch and fell into
a coma. Believing him to be dead, and full of cannibalistic
fervor, for such doth the devil’s spirit cause, the other pigs ate
him. And their carnal desires sated, they waddled up the cliff
above Potato Harbor, plunging into the depths of the great
water—or so we imagined for it was really dark, and we
thought we heard splashing. Thus our lives and our refuse had
been preserved. And there was much rejoicing.

CHAPTER FIVE
The band returns across the great waters; a bittersweet parting

with their garbage; this record will stand as a testimony 
of the truths of the Ormite adventures

1. And came to pass that only after much foolish speech by
Bishop Snodgrass and the brother of Bishop Snodgrass riling
the youth about the chance to see more caves, Brother Orme
and the Other Brother Smith and Ty did test the winds and
stood firm in their conviction that an attempt to reach the
caves and return in time to catch the last boat out was pure
vanity. And thus were all dissuaded from pursuing this folly,
and the pernicious designs of these tempters were, for once,
foiled.

2. And it came to pass that the return trip to the shores of
the great land was uneventful, except for the band learning
that dolphins are small whales. Hmmm.

3. And it came to pass that upon arriving to land, we did
handle the luggage as a chain gang might do so. And we did
rejoice at the opportunity to help our fellowman as well as
ourselves. And behold, much to the envy of the other warriors,
Alex the Brave stopped being a longshoreman long enough to
pose for a photograph with an exotic Asian princess (at the re-
quest of one of her handmaidens).

4. And verily, after carefully packing all of the garbage for
which we had so valiantly fought the night before into his van,
alas, because there was no space left for human beings, Brother

Smith was compelled to surrender the hard-won refuse to a
dumpster. While this writer will not swear to it, he thinks he
saw tears well up in Brother Smith’s eyes as these battle spoils
were unloaded from his vehicle. Following a moment of si-
lence, the band journeyed homeward.

5. And it came to pass that the Ormites did assemble a final
time at the first In’N’Out Burger they could find. Double-
Doubles Animal Style. Fries. Cokes with ice. And, yea, it was
all very good.

6. And verily, the adventure was over. We learned about
each other and about ourselves. And we learned about and ex-
perienced the gospel in action. Stripling warriors became
strapping young men. These adventurers will no doubt tell
their posterity of their heroics, and as some of this band may
be prone to exaggerate as time dims memory, it is for this
reason that the truth has been recorded. And lo, behold, even,
verily, and yea, it was all very, very good indeed. Plus it was
cool and fun. Amen.
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WHO’D HAVE THOUGHT THE
OWL SO FIERCE?

(Rembrandt)

At night, when the whole flock herds together,
each shoving her way to the warm center,
the sound of stronger wings descends.
There’s commotion in the flock—the talons
of a great horned owl select the tired or the weak,
sink the claws in deep, lance the life
with a hold that won’t lose her in flight.
Those nearest the victim cry out a defense.
When the chicken is lifted away,
the others quiet down, return to their low sounds
and shoving. I sleep soundly; the dog
has merely raised his head.

I sleep through the night without you now,
but these dreams, when I remember them,
frighten me. The days are plain.
Our son, who continues to grow, starts from his sleep,
a crying from which there’s no soothing.
But these, you’d be happy to know,
grow more and more infrequent.

—STEPHEN FRECH
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