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To human canaries everywhere

and the heroic souls who care for them.






Once upow a time v o place not too- for awoy —welly
okay, Right Here actually—there were two- pleasant
young peasonty who- met and fell in love and decideds
to- make their way together thwough the journey of
life. (We'lll call themy Hero- and Heroine, because this
i their story, and everyone ought to- be the hero or
heroine of their oww story.) They didn't hawe a pile
of money, but they were richv in every other way that
mattered, and like everyone else;, they came with o
unique set of gifty and talenty that only they could
contribute to- make The Whole Thing work.

@%




With the help of o down payment
from Hero’s Fairy Grandmother,
they bought av howses inv v
Friendly Little Village and settled
doww to- make their modest
fortune and raise their modest

(though incredibly
talented and attractive)

offspring. (We'll call her

Sprout, becoause that iy what
she: wanty to- be: called, and
ol childven should, hawve v
noume that swity them.)




House
{in a Friendly
Little Village)
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Everything seemed fune for the Peasanty. Sprout way
growing like o weed, (albeit o powticulowly talented
and attractive one), and Hero- and Heroine had good
work and good friends and good fur just hanging out
together. The whole Peasant family looked forward to- o
Rosy Futwre in the Friendly Little Village.



But all way not fine, for unbeknownst to- Peasantkind,
the Powery That Be had visited o scourge upow the
land, inv the form of ov helpful and agreeable looking
creature that they called Progress—but we'll call it the
Insidiouy Chemicall Chimeray, for that iy truly what
it was. The Chimera, being awv insatiably curiowy
and creative sort, delighted inv generating ever morve
nwmerowy ands elaborate
versiony of itself, and soon
i way growing evew
foster (ands decidedly
weedier) thaw
the talented, and/
attractive Sprout.




Day by day the Insidious Chemicall Chimerow grew
bigger and more prolific, chuwning out helpful
onds allwring devices that Peasantkind way rapidly
conwvinced it simply couldn't do- without. And the most
insidiows thing of all way that the Chimera, whose sole
purpose way to- make life easier for the peasants, was
so- fascinated by ity ownw clevernesy that it way paying
absolutely no- attention whew things stoawted to- go-
decidedly wrong.




Blisstlly ignovant of the haww it way doing, the
Chimerav spread, ity Affluence throughout the land,
eagerly assisted by the mesmeriged peasanty. But

withy eachy new convenience it created, it exhaled w
bawely detectable Whiff of poison; and ay the Chimera
advanced, so- did ity venomouy breath. Slowly but
swrely the Chimerw’s malignant emanationy multiplied
wntill they coalesceds into- anv Invisible Toxic Cloud that
blanketed the towny and spilleds into- the: countryside:






Among the first to- sucowmb- were those peasanty with
exceptionally keew senses; the descendanty of a special
group of Ancestors knownw ay ESPs. In ancient times,
these Enwvironmentally Sensitive

) EP Testing Facili’rvj
Peasonty were responsible for
insuring the welfove of their
people by locating safe sourcey of ¢
food and water, and wowning
of potential contmwminanty i
the enwvironment, and their sensitivities were regowded
ay valuable gifty to- be: murtured and honorved. But
with the birthv of Progress; the peasanty begow to-
spurw the natwrad wisdom of the ESPy as inferior ands
old-fashioned. Their sensitivities, now considered w
nuisance, were eventually relegated to- the status of
myth, and their very existence way all but forgotten.




Which i why, whew their descendanty begaw to- foll
victim to- v mysteriowsy dness, hawdly anyone noticeds
(except, of cowrse; the ESPy themselves, who- couldwt help
but notice). The effect way L don't
subtle at furst. Thingsy that |\t good!
once gave them pleasure—

their fovorite foods, the
smell of perfume—stowted
to- make them feel sick, and they grew tied and achy.
Day by day, their sensesy grew move acute; until it
seemed, that theve way nothing safe to- eat, nowhere safe
to g0, and no- one safe to- be around. The Chimera’y
Inwisible Toxic Cloud assaulted themv from every side;
and their world, became smoller and more hostile ay
they retreated from awn enemy whose face they could not
sees ands whose existence only they could detect.




The healery of the realm; baffled by the ESPs ever-
multiplying awray of symptoms, declowed that their dlness
wag ‘ol v their heads.” Friendy
ands neighbors, irritated by their

requesty for help in avoiding the
cherished, Chimera's poisonouy
effects, complained that they were
“standing v the way of Progress,”

ands refused to- accommodate them. Evew their families,
frustrated by their worsening healthy and the growing
burder of dealing withv their sensitivities, begaw to- turn
their backs. Unable to- work or cowe for themselves, they
that way dear to- them. The ESPs, once so- revered by

Peasantkind, were becoming Exceedingly Sicks and, Poor.
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Ay luck would hawe it, Heroine was awnv ESP. Alwayy o
sensitive child, she had neverthelesy beew av very healthy
sort and rawely suffeved the frequent coldy and other
maladiey that had afflicted mawy of her friends. Just
likes Sprout, she had groww to- womanhood: ay a bright
ond, gifteds girl withv owv apparently rosy future; untily
weakened by o difficudt (though brilliantly successful)
pregmancy, she succwmbed to- the spreading influence
of the Chimera. Thus, ay Sprout grew stronger and
move vibront, her mother grew progressively weaker,
leawving Hero- to- assume move and more of the load of
responsibilities that she had once helped to- cawry.




And so- it

went. Sprowt LH:;?’:E‘?
o o wndb o

went forthv inv
seawrchv of her oww
Song. Heroine; no-
longer able to- sing her
Song, spent her days in retreat
from the Chimera’y ever-widening influence; searching
for the keyy that would enable her to- understand and
overcome her ness, and desperately seeking refuge
from the Inwisible Toxic Cloud that permeated the once
Friendly Little Village and penetrated every crack and
crevice, driving her ever deeper into- av exile from
which there was no- appawent escape. The house that
had beew her sanctuowy now became her priso.



Hero, desperately working to- Make Ends Meet, abandoned hiy
Song altogether, to- focus all of hiy energy ow digging out
from under a steadily growing Mountain of Debt. But hiy
shovel was small and the Mountain was zealowsly guowded
by an Insatiable Penadiies and Interest Monster which took
great delight i building it up even faster thawv Hero- coulds
reduce it. The only things separating the Peasanty from total
despair were their love and devotion to- each other and the
Jjoy they took: in their precious Sprout.



Day after weary day, Hero battled the Mountain and
struggled to- appease ity voracious Monster, only to-
wakch them grow so- lawge and, powerful that they
threatened to- bury the once-fortunate house and
Heroine along with it. He dug and he dug witiv all
of hiz might until hiy little shovel, never adequate to-
the task, broke under the strain and he could dig no-
longer. Brokew willeds and, brokenw heawted; he crieds
out for help, and though Heroine cried withy him, their
voices were so- weak that nobody heard and nobody
answered...






Well, that'y the Story so- fow. Ay yow caw see; things are looking pretty
Grimwm(1) for the Peasants. Ordinarily, this would be the part of the
story wheve Hevo'y Fairy Grandmother would magically returw to- Set
Things Right. Unfortunately, Fairy Grandmo- hay long since relocated
to- the Heavenly Acrey Retirement Village; leaving o critical gap v our
Cast of Chawacters.

With no- Fairy Grandmo- to- banish the Penalties and Interest Monster,
demolish the Mountain of Debt, and whisk the Peasanty away (inv o
exwirovumentally friendly Hybrid Chawiot, of course) to- their very oww
Healing Woodland Sanctuawy fow removed from the clutches of the
Insidiows Chimeray, thiy Frog of av story will never hawe the Handsome
Prince of awv ending it deserves.

That's where yow come in. Your mission (showld yow choose to- accept it)
iy to- asswme the role of Swrvogate Fairy Gramdmo- and use the Power of
Youwr Prosperity to- repair thiy woefully fractured fairy tale and give the
Peasanty their well-eawned Happily Ever After!



