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CHAPTER ONE 

Scores of protesting farmers poured into Chestnut Town Square on 
Tuesday in what had been expected to be a peaceful protest during 
holiday celebrations and a military parade overseen by the mayor 

Some farmers broke with the main march and used tractors to 
dismantle police barricades. Many farmers carried long pitchforks, 
tridents, sharp daggers and battle axes. 

Police commanders deployed officers carrying assault rifles. 
They stood in the middle of main roads, tear gas swirling around 
them with their rifles aimed at the crowds. In some areas, the police 
beat protesters with their batons to push them back.  

A man wearing what appeared to be a pumpkin mask led the 
charge of protestors. 

“Down with full scale destruction and dismemberment of 
sensate produce, down with pumpkin mutilation, down down 
down...” he chanted waving a large banner over his head: 

 



 

 

Lacy turned down the sound on this wild turn of events. 
She’d need to talk to someone about this fiasco. And she knew just 
who also. 

“Look Gobby, I’m sorry, okay? How did I know those 
vengeful spirits would do that to you?” 

“Nice words, Lacy. But let me tell you, doesn’t sound like a 
sincere SORRY to me.” 

“I am sooooo sorry, better?” 
Gobby looked at me with an expression between shock and 

hurt. 
“You have no idea the torment I went through while you 

continued meeting their challenges.” 
“Not bad, right? I mean, I did finally—” 
“This is going in circles.” 
When we started this adventure, this travel between worlds 

adventure, it was a different time. A time when kids in fifth grade 
knew only about the things that fifth grade kids know about: school, 
friends, school, friends.  

Nothing else mattered. Anything else came in last in the race 
for our attention.  

Then, this spirit world thing kicked in. Getting inducted into a 
perpetual troupe of afterworld warriors or something. Miss Emeline 
and Principal Walters were never entirely clear.  

Maybe that was the point. 
So there we were cast into the lion’s den with nothing but a 

“good luck” essentially. Suddenly, hello fifth grade never sounded 
more foreign and scary. 



 

 

Then why is anybody, especially Gobby and I, surprised that 
some unknown untold undeclared prohibited line was crossed? 

In the twenty/twenty clear vision of retrospect, I can now 
notice and declare this loudly from this high mountain peak of 
opened eyesight.  

But clear vision and clear understanding of the prohibitive 
rules is not how this Pandora’s dilemma began… 

The door opened and what appeared to be a man wearing a 
large pumpkin mask and dark cloak swept into the room. Hello 
Perilous Lovely. He caught my startled eyes and glanced at the 
Television. 

“So, I see you’ve been keeping up with me.” 
My jaw literally dropped. 
“Look at this face. Does it look happy?” 
“No, can’t say that it does.” 
Gobby meanwhile watched this whole affair unfolding before 

him and could not believe his eyes.  
“Uhm, excuse me Lacy. What exactly is this guy up to here?” 
“You can ask him yourself. 
“Okay. What are you up to Perilous?” 
“I’m all up in arms about stopping the practice of carving up 

pumpkins for Halloween. It’s cruel and unusual punishment—” 
Gobby shook his head is if to align his marbles which 

appeared to be shaken loose. 
“For sentient pumpkins like you, maybe. But the majority of 

pumpkins on this planet are nothing more than regular old squash!” 
“Regular old squash? Now wait just one minute, little man…” 



 

 

“Well, this looks like a day of surprises then,” said Lacy, 
jumping into the ring, “Gobby Evžen meet Perilous Lovely, for the 
second first time.” 

The two stared each other down as if just introduced to the 
Sphinx. 

“Perilous Lovely, yeah we’ve met.” intoned Gobby, feeling 
his temperature rising. “It’s hard to believe he’s involved in this PLM 
business, gotta tell you true. Definitely is,” he says, staring holes into 
Perilous. “But I still think you’re not who you say you are, and I 
believe you did not come about as you say you did. Warlocks and 
janky spells? Been using the Green Box, have ya, Lacy?” wild eyes 
boring holes into her. 

“Of course not. Not possible. Perilous and I met when he 
blasted into the room where I was being kept and—” 

Gobby shook his head in disgust. 
“Okay,” said Gobby, “I can see this is going to be a long 

winded long bunch of stuff I’d rather not hear.” 
“He saved your life, Gobby. Saved mine too.” 
“So I’m an ingrate then.” 
“Whatev, Gobby. But he’s a new ally to our purpose.” 
“Our purpose?” 
“Yeah, you know, the Spiritist Brigade?” 
He had never heard this before so it caught him by surprise. 
“Just came up with that, did ya?” Gobby chortled. 
“Yep,” I said, a wide smile growing across my face. 
“So, a new member of our team.” 
“Why not? And anyway I think he’s got like something to do 

with my father? Like, maybe my father cast a spell up in Chestnut 



 

 

that brought Perilous to life? Evidently there’s a whole pumpkin 
patch of sentient pumpkins? Except as far as Perilous knows, he’s the 
only one with a fully functioning body?” 

All this repetitious question speaking style was making 
Gobby’s brain dizzy. 

“Okay, okay. There’s a lot to know.” 
“Yep. Still learning myself.” 
“And don’t forget about Marnie,” Perilous interjected, “She 

could also be helpful. 
Blah blah blah blah blah… 
But I’m getting ahead of myself. Not that this isn’t 

fascinating stuff. It’s just that this new twist actually began two days 
ago…or two weeks ago. This shifting timeline stuff is so 
confusing… 



 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

I don’t know how to explain it. I mean, you know how something 
happens to you? Something that from your skin down to the deepest 
marrow in your bones you can feel so strongly, so intensely, so much 
greater than anything you have felt like EVER, something so all out 
powerful you’re absolutely SURE everyone can see it? There it is. 
Right there. See it?  

EW, they say. How can she go around like that with that huge 
ugly don’t know what it is that everyone can see? 

I mean this is how strong the thing I was feeling is. Like I 
figure, hey, shouldn’t have no trouble talking about it ‘cause 
everyone can SEE it anyhow. 

Well, that’s what I thought. How I began by trying to put this 
thought stream together. And you know what? I couldn’t do it. Like I 
was smack dab in the middle of it, looking all around me, could feel 
the icky water, could smell the gross mold and dying things and all, 
could like experience all these things like all my senses were 
involved. Heck, I could even SMELL whatever this was I was 



 

 

surrounded by. And you know what? The words would start in my 
head, travel down to my mouth, and somewhere, I don’t know where, 
take a shortcut or sideways back-turn or something and get lost along 
the way so what I ended up with coming out of my mouth was 
bupkus.  

I guess what maybe sums it up is this thing my mom has said 
to me before, now that I am reaching that age of twelve, which she 
tells me is a momentous time. A time I will remember from here 
forward. A time I will never forget, right?  

Yep, sure mom. A time I will never forget but yet at this 
moment in my early days of twelve I can’t string two words together 
to get my story out.  

Ok, so she says it’s like this, you’re up to your backside in 
alligators when you suddenly realize your first objective was to drain 
the swamp. Meaning, I guess, you’re so deep in it you can’t find your 
way to shore and you’re saying to yourself, hey, why am I stuck in 
the middle of this swamp with chomping alligators to the left of me 
to the right of me in front and in back of me and now WHOA I can’t 
get out! 

Ok, yeah, I guess that sums it up nicely. I’m up to my butt in 
alligators and I forgot that I came in here to drain the swamp. So, 
now that I’ve realized this, does it help me gather my thoughts, give 
them a good talking to, say, hey, settle down and cooperate? 
Well…not really. 

So I’ll just jump right in. 
You know how sometimes you like are sleeping, right? 

You’re sleeping, just cruising along there, sitting somewhere or 
running somewhere or driving (driving now? I’m only twelve) and I 
don’t know, anything you might do when you’re sleeping and 
suddenly out of nowhere you feel all twisted up, hurting real bad, like 



 

 

you can feel this hurt from the tips of your hair down to the tippy tips 
of your bigiddy big toes.  

Except this pain I’m talking about ain’t got nothing to do with 
your hair. I’m talking from the waist down you feel like someone or 
something has been having at you and maybe you’ve never DONE 
this kind of thing before but best you can figure you were in a big 
knock down drag out fight and you lost. Lost real bad.  

And all you know is when you move your leg, it hurts. You 
move your waist, it hurts. You hurt SO bad you don’t know how or 
IF you will ever get up and walk again. Without intense pain that is. 

Whoa, you’re creeekin’ and croakin’ so bad you swear you 
gained twenty years overnight. That old! 

Ok, so there you are, lost in this feeling and not sure how you 
got that pain and wish with all you got to whoever to just please 
please pretty please with 10 pounds of sugar on top please let me go 
back to dreamland. 

Well, whoever you were talking to in this moment of severe 
pain and confusion must have been listening because time passes, 
you don’t know how long, and next thing you know you open your 
eyes, really open your eyes now, and know with all that’s in you that 
you absolutely ARE awake and guess what? The pain that was so 
intense you thought it’d never leave is gone like a train you missed at 
the station and it ain’t never coming back.  

This moment of paralyzing terror brought to you by one of my 
vivid dreams. 

Yeah, that’s what happened. And that’s where I’m at now. 
Feels good finally spitting it out there. Suddenly I can’t remember 
why it was so HARD to get the words out when all of a sudden I’ve 
already GOT the words out and I’m thinking what’s the big deal, 
words, huh?  

WHAT WAS YOUR PROBLEM?  



 

 

--n’t --ow 
Ok now that brings up something else I been meaning to talk 

about and since you’re here, I’m here, and I’ve got a yammering 
mouth that won’t quit, lucky you, I get to tell you. What’s up with 
those letters popping out of nowhere?  

Now I know I get all these words come popping out of 
nowhere, or used to anyhow, popping out usually because there’s 
something so big, something so strong I guess that I can’t or won’t 
express the words so they just up and do it for me. Least that’s how it 
used to be. In fact, I can’t even right now remember when the last 
coherent words or thoughts popped out into the clear blue right out 
there in front of me.  

Does memory start to fade at twelve? 
Then I get these weird letters pop up and I have to go on 

some kind of secret collect the clues and decode ‘em kinda hunt. 
But…but. Oh wow. I must be tired still. All gooey sleepy eyes and 
stuff. Okay, I’m gonna back track now. I had just got all uppity and 
was saying to myself, well, the WORDS part of myself was saying 
something like, suddenly I can’t remember why it was so HARD to 
get the words out when all of a sudden I’ve already GOT the words 
out and I’m thinking what’s the big deal, words, Huh? What WAS 
YOUR PROBLEM?  

Yeah, that was it. And just out of the clear blue it slapped me 
upside the head and I KNOW what those jiggedy jaggedy letters that 
seemed to mean nothing at all were saying. I asked what was your 
problem and I, the words part of the real me, said: 

--n’t --ow  
Which I can see now means don’t know. Was just missing a 

couple of letters. Ok, was missing the do and the kn so it didn’t make 
any sense. So there. I got it.  



 

 

But see? That’s another thing that’s been working at my 
mind. All those words. The wild unpredictable colorful sometimes 
embarrassing words that used to come out of nowhere and invade my 
world have seemed to up and disappeared. And now the best they can 
do is spit out an “almost” set of words that does not make a complete 
thought and just leave ‘em hanging out there for me to build like 
some kind of whack puzzle?  

Well, yes.  
Exactly. 
Oh whoopedy doodah. Another gift for turning twelve. Full 

words disappear and what are left are “almost” words that don’t 
make it through the mind chipper and come out all mangled.  

Well you know what? If that’s all you got, then keep ‘em 
away from me. I’ve got enough to fill up this twelve-year-old mind 
of mine and I’ve only just got started reeling out all I want to say. 
And in there lurks the part of me that hasn’t changed all that much. 
Questions. Like my middle name.  

Yeah, like my name could be Lacy Questions Sparrow. Weird 
name, right? But a name is as a name does and all that sort of 
malarkey.  

Oh, talk about embarrassing. It’s like I’m changing like daily. 
My body doing all this whack stuff I didn’t ask it to do but it goes out 
and does it anyway leading to very uncomfortable things like when 
I’m talking to someone. That someone being my steady companion, 
Gobby. And having to say stuff like, “HELLO! My EYES are up 
here!” 

Flaming. Flaming. Flaming heat shoots up my body and I’m 
shamed and I don’t know why. I mean, what did I do to you, huh? 
What did I do so wrong to you, body mine, that you see fit to pop 
these things out on my…uh…chest, that makes people…uh, boy 
people, do a double take and stare like they’ve just now noticed I was 



 

 

there. When of course I was always THERE but suddenly there’s a 
new interest brewing right below my neckline.  

And speaking of things happening right below… 
Uh uh. I don’t feel that comfortable talking to you just yet, I 

mean, do I even know you? Like what, you just lope into a girl’s 
room, set down on the edge of her bed and think she’s just gonna talk 
to you? Say things to you she like don’t even tell her momma? Is that 
what you think? What the hey is WRONG wichou?”  

People just wandering into your room. Something wrong with 
that. 

Then things get wackier still as I decided ok, still early, quit 
jawing and lay back down thinking, hey, it’s early, let’s catch some 
more shut eye. Great idea, right? Well, woulda coulda been ‘cept the 
neighborhood barnyard had already risen. You know, the NOT 
roosters but acting like nobody told them they weren’t roosters. So it 
turned into who let the dogs out on Collingwood circle as they began 
their chant: 

“Bark bark!! Hey wassup Burt?” 
“Wha…wha…oh, bark bark bark. Okay you uppity pup?” 
“Hey now. What’s that about, I mean…?” 
“Oh heck, never mind me, you got me pre-coffee.” 
“Pre…what? D’jou say coffee? We’re dogs, we don’t drink 

coffee.” 
“Oh! Now the pup’s gonna tell ME what we dogs don’t 

do…and I got woke up early for this SASS…” 
And on and on it went till it was only too clear that more 

sleep was something I was not going to come by at all in this 
neighborhood barnyard. Mother will soon be calling and on I go into 
another day of middle school. 



 

 

Throughout the day that stupid episode of dreaming then 
waking up all mangled and twisted in serious pain lingers with me 
and won’t leave me alone. So I keep dwelling on it, and dwelling on 
it.  

Then in a cold blue electric flash it shined the light of truth on 
me. 

That twisty mangled feeling I had this morning was MORE 
than just a dream. I was strolling once again in the city of the dead 
and the pain was to remind me of something or other, though I’m not 
sure exactly what. Except maybe that I had spent too much time there 
already? I do know that after my first visit it was a free-for-all, and I 
thought I would never stop being pulled in through dreaming. 

Didn’t you have to train yourself to go astral traveling and 
stuff, or was I just lucid dreaming? 

That night, a thousand frogs encircled our house. They 
opened their throats for me, swallowed my dreams, and called for 
me. All night, it seemed, they called, Lacy, Lacy, Lacy, so I would 
never forget the city of the dead, or lucid dreaming or whatever it 
was that wouldn’t let me be. 

 



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE 

King Middle School is where I go at this stage of my academic 
career. Could have gone to PS22 like most of my former classmates, 
former classmates like bullies #1, #2 and #3 that will remain un-
named. 

Mom as always had other ideas. But the one thing that 
remains the same is the guild Gobby and I were inducted into super-
fast at the end of 5th grade. And you better believe my mother had a 
few choice words for Miss Emeline and Principal Walters when they 
arrived to deliver the message. “You want my daughter to do WHAT 
for WHAT and WHAAAAT? Are you out of your gourds?”  

Those kinds of fire words. Now you might think that 
changing schools would get me away from this guild I was inducted 
into. Nope. Wrongo. Seems that King Middle School is the next level 
school for guild activity. So, I was promoted you could say.  

Did my mother know this guild connection when she 
registered me for school the middle of my 5th year? For some reason 



 

 

I don’t think so, and based on her reaction when the two messengers 
came to our door to deliver the message, well, I guess you could say 
she almost tried to kill the messengers.  

Anyways, all’s well that ends well and we’re all set with 
certain understandings and expectations. It is understood that 
sometimes I will get pulled away to attend to guild business. Mom 
understands this, as she understands/demands that I will always 
return to her unharmed. She also expects that my schoolwork will not 
suffer because as she says, “Now Lacy. It’s not easy to get an A+ 
ranking at school. But it’s real easy to LOSE it.”  

Which makes it EASY to see she will not tolerate me slipping 
from my hard won ranking. Well, I don’t plan on letting that ranking 
slip anytime soon. Let me rephrase that. I will not let that ranking 
slip EVER! 

But mother was not easily satisfied that the school or the 
guild needed me. “Why my sweet little girl?” she asked, with a bite 
in her voice. 

Principal Walters spoke: “All my life, I’ve heard about people 
like this. My mother said this kind of thing is supposed to run in 
OUR family, but I never saw anyone with the gift this strong and 
with one so young.” She touched the tip of her finger to my forehead. 
“Some people—not many, but some—get the gift of talking to the 
dead, of walking through worlds and seeing things regular people 
like you or I don’t even know about. The spirits love these people, 
telling them ‘do this, do that.’ But they hate them, too, jealous of the 
living.” 

What are living people to ghosts, except ghosts themselves? 
Night fell hard and straight from infinity to depths far below. 

A droning voice roiled on as backdrop to my nightmare of dark and 
light, of day and night, of was and will be, of rules and insanity. In 



 

 

the midst of swirling red blood seas, churning bits and pieces of long 
gone humanity…  

I woke more tired than I had begun.  
Time was racing by at dizzying speed and I was learning that 

me and dizzy needed to limit our time together because my stomach 
said, “No thank you. No dizzy for me, please.” Obviously not all of 
me was on board for those rides. Never thought twelve would be 
so…unsettling.  

But as with all things in the world of Lacy Sparrow, mom 
comes first. 

Surprise surprise. Tumbling all drowsy fresh from bed after 
running through the rituals of brushing teeth and straightening up my 
sleep sloppy self, I thought I might come down to an empty 
downstairs. Don’ know why I thought this. Mom was usually the first 
one up and at ‘em every day. 

Sliding into the kitchen I find mom at the table, cup of coffee 
firmly in hand. Hair a disordered mess of curls and swirls and 
windswept, sleep swept wildness; a whole array of direct from bed 
dishevelment of hair. Sounds disastrous, right? Wrong. She looks so 
straight from fashion world magazine gorgeous, messing with her 
hair at this point would be a serious fashion faux pas.  

Gotta say didn’t make me feel that I could stand up to that 
competition.  

And I had spent a good amount of time putting my mess of 
hair in order. Thought I looked pretty good for morning face. Really 
spent some focused time. Then I bounce into the kitchen to find this 
picture of future lovely waiting for me. That’s how I saw it anyway. 
Staying positive and hopeful that mom’s instant beauty is something 
I would inherit. 

But this picture of motherly beauty was deep in thought, 
barely registering me when I made my grand entrance. Okay, not 



 

 

GRAND entrance, I just walked in. Still, it was unusual to not be 
acknowledged immediately. I was feeling like I’d dropped a notch on 
the importance scale. 

She looked up at me so abruptly, so unexpectedly I popped. 
“So, what was your question?” 
That caught me sleeping. My question? I didn’t ask a 

question. Got one now though. 
QUESTION 

“While you’re thinking about it, please pick up that 
inquisitive word sneaking toward your foot before you squash it 
flat.” 

“Whoa, whoa. What? You can see that?” 
She looked at me like I had lost my mind. 
“Of course I do, sweetie. Mommy’s got eyes, you know.” 
OMG! I had come downstairs to talk to her about my weird 

dream and stuff. Then she pops this “I can see words” news on me? 
Now things were beyond WEIRD! 

Oh, but the story of weird had just begun. 
“Seeing as you’re now by happenstance etcetera involved in 

the family business, I see no reason to not place all cards on the 
table.” 

Family business? What the…Oh no, getting woozy. 
“Um, you’re looking a little white, baby. Please sit down 

before you fall down.” 
“Good idea ma…” is all I got out before I sat down…HARD! 
The chair rumbled and danced as I dropped so clumsily upon 

it. Like a minor ground tremor. 



 

 

“Poor little thing. A lot to take in so early?” 
“Uh, moment please,” I said, waving her off and slumping to 

the table forehead against my hand. Things were moving way too 
bullet train fast in directions I could not see coming. Been going 
through that kind of thing a lot lately. 

My stomach was doing the waves of nausea dance. 
“Here, have some crackers,” mom said, stuffing some saltines 

into my limp hand. 
After gobbling all three, loud open mouth crunching and all, I 

felt much better. 
“Okay,” I began, wiping crumbs off my lower lip, “Still 

thinking about you being able to see words…” 
“Of course you are, sweetie.” 
“And then you throw in this family business thing…” 
“I know. I see no need to dodge the issue.” 
“Then…then,” tears began to pour out, “I don’t know, mom. I 

don’t…” my voice and words faded as a full-scale torrential tear 
storm struck. Immediately mom was up and right there holding me, 
hugging me close, and telling me all the right mom things to still the 
roiling seas churning inside me. This day had not gone at all the way 
I saw it going. I felt like a wide eyed newborn, felt like I knew 
nothing. Please, mom, educate me! 

“I feel like I’m breaking into little pieces!” 
“Wow,” my mother said holding me tight, “I had no idea you 

were in this deep, and so soon.” now she started crying, “And you’re 
still my little baby…” 

OMG. Torrential tear storm erupted from both directions 
simultaneously. Mine had just started to slow down, my emotions 
still tender and skimming the surface.  



 

 

Then she starts and…well…when this cry out ended we’d 
both needs lots of Gatorade. 

“This is ridiculous,” mom finally managed, “I’m a grown 
woman…and I’m…Oh my god….!” 

And the tear storm renewed its strength.  
“You’re only twelve and I’ve already lost you!” 
“Mom…mom…MOM!” I shouted, inappropriate maybe but 

this crazy train had to stop. “We gotta stop, mom. I have no more 
liquids!” 

Her eyes opened wider than I’d ever seen, her tears stopped 
immediately, and she started laughing loudly which got me laughing 
loudly and just like that tear fest went to loony laughing fest.  

It’s like time suddenly stood still. 
OMG. I don’t know if I’ve EVER laughed so loud, so long, 

and felt so all around GREAT. I guess it’s true. Laughter is the best 
medicine. 

“Look at us. A couple of real loons. If anyone saw us now, 
they’d lock us up.” 

My mom. Always with the choice words. 
“Yeah, but…doesn’t it feel good, all this laughing?” I said. 
My mom nodded her agreement. 
“So, about that question.” 
Like a trip switch had been flipped, mom started giggling. 
“No, mom. Can’t start THAT again.” 
“Ok…ok…sorry baby.” 
“So you can see words too. And here I thought I was the only 

one, like your own personal little freak show.” 



 

 

“Nothing freak show there sweetie. It’s just the way we’re 
built.” 

Comforting, maybe. But once again… 
QUESTION 

Mom saw it pop up and kicked it aside. 
“You just wait right there please,” she said as the word 

jittered in acknowledgement I guess? 
“Whoa. They answer you?” 
“Of course, they do.” 
OMG. What was happening here?  
“Ok, mom. This is going way off the rails. Let’s talk one day 

all about the wild and wonderful words we appear to be able to create 
at will and COMMAND them too. But what really got my attention 
and what got my stomach dizzy, you know, like when I slumped 
down on the chair?” 

“Uh huh, how could I forget,” she said with a very tiny but 
perceptible giggle. 

“Well it was that bit about the family business.”  
And I didn’t feel weird enough already. 
“Well, I didn’t talk much about your grandma, Kwazaar 

honey.” 
“You didn’t talk about her at all.” 
“True, didn’t talk about her at all because…because,” she 

started rubbing her chin wildly looking for a good answer. “Well, she 
was a spiritual adviser, tarot card reader, astral travel instructor, 
psychic with a crystal ball, the whole works, an honest to goodness 
mystic, but most saw her as a crazy lady with lots of long dark gowns 
heavy Goth makeup and way too many cats.” 



 

 

OMG. My destiny. 
“A crystal ball even? Wow. She was the real deal.” 
“Yes, she was and most likely still is. And just in case you 

were thinking about going all crystal ball questioning, I’ll answer as 
your grandma herself did many times, with a sneer. ‘The ball has no 
magical powers that will tell people’s futures. Like tarot cards, it is 
only a tool that helps us psychics get in tune to spiritual vibrations.’” 

“Wasn’t gonna ask, but thanks. And you never talked about 
my father either, but I know I have one…or DID anyway.” 

Now she turned totally red apple red like I’d never seen her 
do, like she was a little girl again. 

“Uhm…him…yes, I’m surprised you never asked until now.” 
Now that she mentioned it, so was I. Maybe I felt like she 

was enough for me? 
“Welcome folks. Let the doors to the past swing open wide, 

‘cause here we go, buckle in for the ride.” 
She really did it up. Standing up, spreading her arms wide, 

and adopting the thousand-yard stare and monotone oracular voice. 
“Yes, your father was such a romantic and is a master wizard 

living high up in the local mountains where he…we, had to flee 
when things got…oh how do I say this, when things got too hot. You, 
see his fame spread so far and wide people wouldn’t leave him alone, 
wouldn’t leave US alone. And we were trying to build a life there in 
Chestnut but the fame just got to be too much. It was a recording on 
auto repeat. ‘Oh great warlock cast me a spell to get me this, or make 
me a spell to get rid of that. Or help this one or hurt that one or or or’, 
like he was everyone’s personal magic machine. And it just got, well, 
too hot.  

“So, we left or FLED more like it Chestnut, moved here, and 
your father, well, he stayed in the mountains in a far distant town, so 



 

 

high up he called it his home…OUR home, in the clouds. When you 
looked out any window all you could see below us were clouds. We 
were WAY up there. The plan WAS always to come down and bring 
us up so we could be a family…together. But well life just has its 
own plans and things just didn’t work out that way. So you would, 
WE would, need to go on a perilous quest to find him up there and 
bring him back here, or, better yet, we find him and stay with him up 
there.  

“Oh one more thing. Fuzzy, your pet tarantula? You had 
found her crawling around the pumpkin patch on Halloween and just 
had to take her along with the pumpkin. Odd you liked her because 
when I was little I was TERRIFIED of the creepy crawlies. So I 
didn’t much care for her. But you were daddy’s baby girl and if you 
wanted her, he had to let you take her along with us. I didn’t think 
she would live long anyway. Was happy about that. But what do I 
know about tarantulas? And like almost to spite me she became 
Supersize Tarantula. Could swear I heard her snicker at me.  

“She lived and still lives with your father. We didn’t think 
that a three-year-old girl with a pet tarantula, especially one of 
gargantuan size, was going to help us achieve the ‘normalcy’ we 
were looking for. So once again, sorry baby, Fuzzy stayed behind in 
her mountain home keeping your father company.” 

I vaguely remembered her, the way she’d crawl up my arm. 
Maybe with all the moving around we were doing I just forgot about 
her. Odd that a three-year-old would forget her pet. 

“Not so odd, honey. You played with her sometimes, yes, 
even though tarantulas don’t bond with their owners so I’m pretty 
sure she just wanted to be left alone. Try telling DON’T TOUCH to a 
three-year-old. But as with all pets, she was more your parents’ pet 
when it came to care. You were there for the playtime 
parts…exclusively.” 

“Wha wha wha? You heard what I was thinking?” 



 

 

“Oops, sorry. I slipped.” 
“OMG, mom. Is there no PRIVACY in this family?” 
“Oops, oops, and triple oops. There are ways to achieve 

privacy, takes training though. We’ll need to work on that.” 
“Uh, YEAH!! I don’t believe this!” 
A twelve-year-old girl entering the bramble bush jungle of 

teenage years and NOW I learn that my thoughts are like an open 
book? OMG! And I thought someone peeking at your diary was a big 
invasion. Who knew there were BIGGER privacy betrayals? 

“I know it feels horrible to find out this way, baby. But think 
of it this way. Would you rather I did not tell you at all?” 

“No, no, no, a thousand gazillion to infinity times NO!” 
“So, you see. It’s better this way then.” 
My wonderful mom, always putting a positive spin on things. 

Usually I didn’t mind at all. In fact, I was very thankful, typically. 
But this? I have no words. Kinda feels like I had been reborn into a 
family of mystical gypsies. A vagabond family with no secrets. 

Of course I had just found out about a father I didn’t 
remember and a weird grandmother too. Maybe my father had… 

“Yes, honey. Daddy zapped you with a forgetting spell.” 
“Now I’m being spell zapped.” 
“Well, no. You WERE spell zapped, I guess. But that was 

nine years ago.” 
“How about we save some translation time. I’ll think it, you 

storm my fortresses and…umm…seize my golden thoughts and save 
wearing out our mouths.” 

She started giggling. 



 

 

“Very cute. You do have an active sense of humor. To match 
your very advanced imagination abilities. Maybe one day you’ll…” 

Uh oh, feeling a vibration. A strong one. Getting bigger and 
bigger and bigger. Whoa, my limbs are shaking. 

Then it comes roaring in through a brain fog. 
No mom, no plans to have a crystal ball, thanks. 

CRAaaSSHHH!!! 
Coffee cup hits the floor and explodes. 
Mom is staring so open mouthed at me I think her chin will 

touch her bare toes. 
“Okay, you got me, little girl. You got me. Topped my 

accidental ‘news’ about thoughts being an open border and showed 
me up by getting me back. Now I’ve gotta be careful.” 

How does it feel? I thought. 
“I heard that honey.” 
“Thanks mom. Just checking.” 
And you have all this ability at twelve. Took me until I was 

fifteen to grasp this ability. 
“Boy did I hear THAT loud and clear. Guess I AM talented.” 
“Yes you are, honey, yes you are.” 
“Kinda cool and kinda creepy hearing your thoughts.” 
“You’ll get used to it.” 
“Okay, mom. Time to hang up this line.” 
“Agreed…” 
Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz



 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR 

He would slide off the counter and hit the ground bouncing. Hoping 
he was still ahead of schedule his mind clicking like a steel trap bent 
on snaring the biggest baddest prize in the field... 

Of course, none suspected he would be in this race at all. 
Picked, punched, hauled in like a slimy slug he was among 

the unlucky—well, lucky is as lucky does—pack when the avaricious 
Lumpkin brothers went at the task that big daddy had assigned them. 
And looking at these flat head high sloping forehead imbeciles, 
straight line descendants of troglodytes, one could feel a little sad for 
the poor slobs. Almost. But not him. No. He had not the luxury of 
entertaining the tender emotions. He knew all too well: the soft get 
run over. 

So he had landed here at the supermarket half price 
Halloween pumpkin sale. 

It was a beautiful cloudy day with just enough sting in the air 
to let him know something different was brewing. Something foul 



 

 

was afoot. Yet when the children were all gathered around the bin, 
eyes gleaming and glistening as they eyed the stockpile of fresh 
pumpkins, well, his little pumpkin heart frittered and flopped as he 
watched their skizzy kid eyes playing across the pristine pumpkin 
plethora. Could see his reflection in their greedy eyes. “Oh look at 
this one”, the dirty faced boy said as he grabbed at him, “he’s like got 
a face. See it there? The nose? Kinda like some eyes there?” The girl 
next to him; curly red hair, sunny smile, beautiful in a wholesome 
Midwest kinda way to bring a tiny tingle to the heart, caught his 
attention immediately and raised his hackles.  

He did not trust her. 
“Look,” she glowed to the boy, “this one here? With the 

shiny bumpy top? Like a monster ready to be freed? Whoa! This one 
is way way way bestest than that one,” and stuffed it into his hands. 
The boy was stunned by this forthright girl but her blazing eyes of 
childhood wonder sucked him into her cleverly devised scheme. 
“Yeah, you’re right. You can have this tweeky one,” he said, letting 
the first one he had been so impressed with drop back into the bin 
with a thud.  

The wily girl gifted him another broad smile and sent him 
bumbling away with his catch. She snatched the “face, nose, and 
kinda like some eyes” pumpkin and happily skipped away to pay for 
her prize at the checkout counter.  

“Boys are easy as eggs,” she sang to herself as she bounced 
along, “one firm press and they crack!” 

Once more luck had smiled on her twice over as she had not 
only captured her prize pumpkin but also enthused away softly 
singing a victory song that none were around to hear. Couldn’t let 
this cat out of the bag. Couldn’t let the drooling nose picking boys 
get a clue to her talents. Talents that continued to serve her well. A 
carefully constructed witch’s brew of spells that always gave her the 
upper hand. Not to say that “magic” was involved. Save for the 



 

 

magic of social engineering at the instinctual level. A natural ability 
she had first noticed at birth when she had popped out, wide eyed, 
broad smile across her cherub face, capturing her parents with a 
winning trait that not only didn’t quit, but became stronger. What 
used to take much effort she now accomplished with one of her 
carefully applied signature smiles. A feature one could say she 
“weaponized”.  

Crafty, clever, beauty resplendent to boot, she was everything 
and anything she needed to be exactly when she needed. A panther in 
curls and bows. Yet so abundantly sweet. 

Now Perilous was spinning out his monologue. 
“Tweeky one the flathead moron had spit out. Tweeky?!! 

Indeed. I am a jewel box pumpkin.” 
“I can see that,” cooed the cheeky redhead girl, “which is 

why I had to steer blobkin away from you.” 
“Yes, a blob. A tactless twit and flipping drool bucket he is.” 
She furrowed her brow and smiled. 
“Ticked off are we? Well, energy wasted is best directed 

elsewhere, I say.” 
He liked this...girl, though he still did not trust her. So 

deceptive and charming. Could charm the life out of anything; 
anyone. Bonny. Blithe. Deadly dangerous. Did not. COULD NOT 
trust her! Yet he needed her at some intrinsic level. 

In his slim acquaintance with the small human clan he had 
found that among children the female was superior, there was no 
escaping the mysterious allure and frightening repulsion of the 
unique, multi-faceted, girl child; a true paradox. He could not 
pinpoint it exactly, maybe something to do with their breeding 
capabilities?  



 

 

But he noticed that while the females slid in silent and likely 
scheming, the male children were rambunctious, impulsive, brutish 
and weak. Easily led by the more powerful female child. Had seen it 
played out time and again as he came to fruition in the farmer’s field. 
The children wandering through. Eyes hungrily scanning the 
pumpkins to be. The girls soft and silent floating along leaving barely 
a sign of their passage. The boys loud and lunkish thumping and 
stomping leaving deep footprints and wary girls in their wake.  

All in all, it made for an awkward afternoon.  
After watching this decidedly alpha female display, Perilous 

found it mind-boggling that girls/women in the brutish sectors of 
society are considered at the opposite end of the power spectrum 
from boys/men; and considered lower, weaker, and inferior. 

He was so ultimately perplexed by this peculiar dichotomy 
that he came to one inevitable conclusion: humans are fools. 

The Halloween coming promised to be a full moon heyday 
like no other. A time when spirits ruinous and vengeful would scorch 
the earth with blood red river spite. Confusion and chaos run amok. 
Humans scattering and dodging every which way. Barely a splinter 
crack of light visible in the gaseous gloom. Precisely the time for him 
to unleash his power play. 

And with the help of this girl, he would succeed most 
successfully. 

“I was sickened when you selected me from the masses. You 
thought I was a creature who could enhance your life. Instead I was a 
creature who could end your life. Now, looking at your face, I feel 
anything but disgust.” 

A single white bird flits aimlessly across the grey sky. 
Cooing, chirping, squeaking, a symphony of bird sound piercing the 
airspace. 



 

 

Marnie looks skyward, an ambiguous smile on her face. The 
dust kicks up and gets into her eyes. He imagines she’s never in her 
life envied anybody else—but right now, she does. She wants more 
than anything else to be that bird. To spiral away into the sky, 
destination unknown. A free soul riding the winds to somewhere 
anywhere. He’s not sure why he imagines this scenario but 
something about her smile is sad and winsome.  

It’s started raining softly. Thunder can be heard off in the 
distance. The bird alone was late in joining the flock that had flown 
to shelter in advance of the storm. Maybe this explains the 
melancholy look on Marnie’s face.  

Not yet noon, but it’s so dark it’s like early evening. 
It’s starting to thunder again. Still far away, but gradually 

getting closer.  
“When I was nine,” says Marnie, “all I wanted was to go off 

to some other world, a place beyond anybody’s reach. A place 
beyond the flow of time.” 

“Big thoughts for a nine-year-old, wouldn’t you say?” 
“Maybe. But I’ve never been typical. Never have been what 

someone would expect from a girl my age.” 
“But there’s no place like that in this world.” 
“Exactly. Which is why I’m living here in this world where 

things are continuously damaged, where time flows past without a 
break.”  

She’s silent for a bit. 
“But you know,” she goes on, “When I turned ten I thought 

there had to be a place like that in the world. I was sure that 
somewhere I’d run across the entrance that would take me to that 
other world.” 



 

 

“Maybe the entrance is in the back of your closet.” 
She turns serious and he can see the wheels in her mind 

spinning. 
“Are you talking about Narnia? Like with the lion and the 

witch?” 
“Hmm. I think I am.” 
“Funny you said that because I tried that. Beat and pounded 

on the walls until my dad thought I’d lost my mind. I was so 
disappointed when I couldn’t find the magic entrance.” 

“Were you lonely when you were nine?” 
She pauses for a moment and grows darkly pensive. 
“I guess. I wasn’t alone, but I was terribly lonely. Because I 

knew that I would never be happier than I was then. THAT I believed 
for sure. That’s why I wanted to go—just as I was—to someplace 
where there was no time.” 

“So let me understand this. You wanted to go, at nine years 
old, exactly as you were, to a place where there was no time, so 
you’d never grow older, never have boyfriends, never get married, 
never have kids, never have anything beyond your nine-year-old 
life.” 

“Exactly! See, at nine boys were just dirty, gross, slobs, 
annoying pests, like the buzzing of flies. I had never thought of them 
as anything but as something to avoid. The way I saw it, best for me 
to leave them as they were and move along. Didn’t care about their 
supposed ‘crafty charm’” 

“Ok. Got it. So you’d go to this other world to live as your 
nine-year-old self…would anyone else be there?” 

She looks at the ground and gets a deeply serious look on her 
face. 



 

 

“I was nine. I didn’t think that far ahead.” 
“Maybe you just like being alone.” 
“I didn’t enjoy talking with other kids my age. Still don’t. 

They were…are, on a different wavelength. So I spent most of my 
time in my room, still do. Just went out today to get a pumpkin.” 

“Then you got me.” 
“Yep, then I got you.” 
“And you found you could talk to pumpkins.” 
“Sure did. Didn’t expect that, though.” 
“I suppose you can talk to cats and dogs then.” 
She thought a moment. 
“Cats, yes. Dogs, no. They’re too much like boys.” 
There’s a flash of lightning. It’s so close it lights up the sky, 

bathing her face in a garish yellow color for an instant. 
“Wow. That’s close,” she says, “Better get home.” 
Rain begins pouring down steadily.  
“Yikes,” she squeaks. And with that she pulls her hood over 

her head, wraps her arms around the pumpkin in a protective hug and 
darts through the streets toward home. Not sure how far away home 
is, Perilous gets a brief trill of fear that she might drop and squash 
him on the way. Maybe his power play is destined to be fate 
interrupted failure after all? 

The clap of thunder hits a moment later. This time it’s closer 
than before. And now things have got really dangerous. Rain 
pounding down. Cars splashing by. People running.  

Marnie flies along faster than safety would dictate. Jumping 
puddles and curbs with the solid footing of a mountain goat. 



 

 

“Oops! Excuse me,” she says as she sideswipes an old man. 
The old man barely registers her. He’s crouched under his 

hooded coat safe and secure, shuffling along. 
Time seems to stand still as Perilous stays frozen in terror. 

Running. Splashing. Dodging. Shouting. She is a bundle of wild 
energy frenetic and free among the oblivious masses. Maybe Perilous 
had closed his eyes and tuned out for longer than he realizes as 
suddenly the running stops and he senses her coming to a stop.  

She heads up some brick stairs to stand for a moment under 
the overhang. 

“Whoa,” she says, “Glad I’m wearing my hoodie. Still 
drenched though.” 

She still has the pumpkin tucked in tight against her. She 
looks at him and smiles proudly. 

“You didn’t think I would drop you, did you?” 
“Umm…” he says, swallowing with a loud gulp, “did cross 

my mind.” 
“Well, we’re here now. I need some hot chocolate.” 
The rainstorm continues to batter the house for another hour. 

The thunder is so incredibly loud that Marnie is afraid that the 
windows will shatter. She sits at the table, hunched over her mug of 
hot chocolate, her hooded head bent forward like a bowing druid. 
Every time a bolt of lightning streaks across the sky the window in 
the kitchen flashes. Marnie’s shadow, like a dark and imposing 
omen, appears on the white wall across from it. The jagged items on 
the table splash in bold chiaroscuro against the side wall. This quaint 
suburban dwelling had suddenly become the dwelling place of 
haunting agitated spirits.  

Perilous sits on the table where she placed him, unsure of 
everything and trusting nothing. The cracks of thunder make him pop 



 

 

up then down with a dull thud. When fierce storms happened in the 
field he came from there was plenty of rain and lightning and thunder 
at certain points in the season. Typical mountain weather. But he was 
snuggled in amongst the leaves and close to the ground so he had felt 
fairly safe and untouchable.  

One time he had seen an air to ground lightning strike 
explode his friend, Eddie. After seeing this he’s never felt safe in a 
storm. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE 

The day was unusually warm for the time of year and I was having a 
pretty good time thinking about my inter-world travels and 
wondering if it was something I could get good at. Not GOOD AT 
like good at enduring them once they began. Good at bringing them 
on myself. You know, having some kind of control? Instead of being 
called while awake or receiving commands and/or messages in my 
dreams? Seemed to me almost like my calling or supreme right of the 
spiritually gifted.  

Yet what occurred next happened seemingly innocent 
enough. 

“So, explain to me again why you believe it is a good idea to 
experiment with crossing over at will?” Gobby asked in a very sharp 
tone, like he didn’t believe I could fully explain WHY it was a good 
idea. 

“I believe it because I want to believe that my gift will 
transport me to a new world and rescue me if I got in trouble.  
I also live with the secret hope that I have inherited a distant 



 

 

relation’s talent and that I would be discovered and, I don’t know, 
become like famous or something? I mean there’s all kinds of 
people…” 

Once I got going I was a runaway train. All that could stop 
me was the side of a mountain or a train across the tracks.  

He looked at me cross-eyed and made the cuckoo motion, his 
fingers making circles next to my head. 

“Uh, Lacy. Are you telling me you want to grow up to be one 
of these much criticized women who like live in a rundown 
apartment or tent, and always have incense burning, a crystal ball and 
too many cats? Oh, and way way too many creepy long gowns and 
dark Goth makeup.” 

The image struck me right between the eyes. Weren’t they 
like SMELLY too? 

“No, no. I haven’t thought that far ahead. I’m just talking 
about now. You, know. Living in the present?” 

“Happy you chose that word, living. What’s so wrong with 
just letting life and living be enough?” 

“Nothing WRONG with it I’m just wanting to have some 
control over these trips and not only going when I’m called. I 
mean…” 

As I spoke it quickly became clear to me that there was no 
logical reason for me wanting to cross over more. I didn’t much care 
for these interruptions to my life to begin with. And turning my 
peaceful dream hours into a call to action from death world I could 
do without, in truth. So WHY did I want to have a way to bring on 
MORE visits than I already had? 

Okay, so it was kinda fun sometimes, like the times team 
Gobbonauts (as we’d taken to calling ourselves) was on a mission of 



 

 

some kind to save the world or at least put things back in alignment 
as Principal Walters had said.  

These were missions we had agreed to take on to begin with, 
a vow we took when inducted into the guild. But the missions were 
few and far between and lately— a few months’ worth of lately—
nothing had been happening. Like a feast or famine deal.  

“Maybe I’m just tired of waiting for a mission and want to 
wander through the other side just because. More experience couldn’t 
hurt, right?” 

That was the tipping point. Now he started shaking his head 
sadly, like acknowledgment that I had truly and absolutely lost it! 

“I think maybe you’ve lost track of the fundamentals here. So 
I’ll break it down…” 

Oh brother. Now he was going to don his professor hat and I 
had to play the inquisitive but sorely misguided and thoroughly 
misinformed student.  

… we, you and I, are living. Any disagreement there?” he 
asked looking right at me as if expecting an answer. And I thought 
this was to be a monologue followed by a period of question and 
answer. This was instead a call and response dialogue? 

I played along with these new guidelines. 
“Yes, no disagreement there, we are living.” 
“Good. So as our interactions with the dead have typically 

placed us in situations in which we were seriously at risk of 
becoming DEAD, there is no logical reason to place either one of us 
in their midst more than absolutely necessary, agreed?” 

Oh, very clever wise guy. Setting me up to answer the 
question in YOUR favor myself. I mean, who but a total loon would 
say that risking death any more than necessary was a GOOD idea? 



 

 

Me. 
“Um, look. I’m not talking about risking death. I’m talking 

about visits, you know? Like a stroll through oddly beautiful 
arboretums of exotic elements. Think of it like—” 

“There’s only ONE way to think about this, Lacy,” he argued, 
rudely cutting me off. “A visit to death world under any condition 
still classifies you as a stranger and a stranger who DOES NOT 
belong since you, stranger, are ALIVE!” 

This was going nowhere and would continue to go in circles 
if I kept playing along. It’s like telling a kid he’s going to love 
broccoli and giving him all kinds of reasons you believe will 
convince him to try it. The spoonful of sugar method. Another 
method is the “with a mallet” method. Debate upon debate upon 
debate until the kid who disagrees with the broccoli proposition gives 
in and figures that trying it is better than continuing this beat down. 
Two methods: time consuming and neither one of them absolute.  

Aha, but there IS a third method. The “oops in you go,” 
method. 

Having practiced the preliminaries enough, I knew there was 
a better than average chance that I could already “trance out” at will.  

So while Gobby rubbed his chin and eyeballed me, expecting 
me to fold to his conclusion, I went silent, closed my eyes and lay 
back against the chair to get myself cozy for my journey. Figuring 
this would take no more than a few minutes before he realized that I 
had tranced, I would be gone and back again, proving absolutely that 
risking DEATH was not a given. I think this is called the “object 
lesson.” 

Oh fools are we. 
All went black and the air went swirly; colors reeling into 

colors and into even more colors like I was swimming in a huge paint 



 

 

mixer. Specks of light would appear in the distance then swiftly 
disappear like a game of peek-a-boo. 

Then an abrupt change. 
A thunderous roar invaded, scattering the colors aside as I 

was dropped into a performance of some type in a cafeteria. Raspy 
voices began singing a sadly celebratory song, bouncy tune, grim 
lyrics:  

Knew oh cost yet strode into 
Fearing not nor what to do 
Inside out or nine or two 
Little thread oh world oh new 
Ruin run ruin run 
Ruin run ruin run 
Ruin run ruin run 
Ruin run ruin run 
La la la la, woe is woe is woe 
La la la lay, woe is woe is woe… 
I knew that I was to sing my part, so I sang out words I knew 

not but sang them with conviction. All this I knew 
instinctively…purely instinct. And as my voice rose and floated out 
above the voices of the others, one by one, the rest of the singers fell 
silent. Then one by one, the audience rose to their feet, drawn closer 
to the stage by my voice, as pure as a bell.  

As the song came to a close, the audience erupted into cheers 
and applause, one woman in front crying a flood of tears into her 
hands sighing, “Oh poor dear. Poor poor poor dear,” and one man 
pointed to me and bellowed, “What voice! What poise! What nerve!” 
and turned away crying, cussing and beating his chest.  



 

 

Fragile harmony reigned.  
When suddenly, like popping out of a burst balloon, I was 

blast backwards with such speed I lost my breath… 
All went black and silent. 
As if on cue, my eyelids tore open violently, flooding my 

eyes with a painful light. My arms were flung backwards as if I HAD 
been blasted aside by a powerful force. My legs were suspended 
straight out in front of me.  

Feeling as if I had just awoken from a deep sleep, I shook my 
head to shake off my trance drunk drowsiness, and saw Gobby 
standing right where I’d left him, his hand on his chin. Maybe I was 
gone seconds, not minutes? 

Still, geez, thanks for the welcome home! As I saw it I was a 
returning hero. 

Miffed because expecting a reaction greater than a Guinness 
World Record Breaking chin rub, I let it pass and cheered, “Hey! I’m 
back. Didja miss me?” sure that my victory was complete as was my 
travel across the dividing veil. 

No reaction.  
Now I was more than miffed. I was insulted! 
“Oh, sore loser! Proved your theory wrong, professor, and all 

you can do is stare and keep rubbing your chin?” 
I can’t remember EVER being this angry yet at this point I 

was so upset I was literally seeing RED! 
“Hey, Gobby. Hello? Earth to Gobby!” 
I stared so hard at him I thought my eyes would pop. Oh sure, 

I thought, keep rubbing your chin, rub your chin and rub your chin 
and pretty soon… 



 

 

Like a humongous slap to my face my rambling train crashed 
to a stop. 

Rubbing his chin? I just now realized he was holding, not 
RUBBING his chin. If fact looking closely, he wasn’t blinking 
either, and with the icy wind blasting in from the open window, his 
hair wasn’t moving, and for someone who got cold quickly, the frigid 
air didn’t seem to bother him at all. 

Okay, the chill was bothering ME though. I was getting cold. 
I popped out of my chair to close that stupid window, a 

feeling of forgiveness swiftly coursing through me as I stood. Hey, I 
thought, nobody likes losing, give him a break.  

Noble thoughts calming me and starting to feel like the same 
old happy old me, I fisted him on the shoulder on my way to the 
window in a display of friendship despite all.  

He kept staring straight ahead and because I had hit a growth 
spurt and was now slightly taller than him, his eyes were lasering 
right at my…ooh boy. Okay, I’m being all forgiving, right? I 
thought; let him slide on that too. 

Oh, how wonderful. Wonderful old me, wonderful forgiving 
old me, wonderful me even forgiving your “how dare you!” eyes 
because I’m taller than you.  

All is so good. All is so fine. All is so WRONG! Wait one 
flipping minute! When I fisted him it felt like I was touching plastic. 
Like I was…like he was…like this was…OMG!  

He’s not him…HE’S AN ECHO!!! 
Well done, Lacy. Turned your friend into a manikin. Right in 

time for spring fashions. What have you done? 



 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX 

Dry bones in that valley got up and took a little walk. 

The deaf could hear, and the dumb could talk. 

Adam and Eve in the garden under that sycamore tree. 

Eve said, “Adam, Old Satan he is tempting me 

In the circus. Laughing at a clown in a big red suit. He’s 
laughing and laughing, tears running in black streams down gaunt 
cheeks gashed open, redly pulsing … 

Scene change. Singing voices: 
Echoing voices: 
Yours to will, to know and dare before your time. 
To weave the strands with fluid mind. 
Only fear does make you blind. 
You move too fast and aspire to something you are not, and 

now feel there's nothing inside, nothing but a pale void. Stretch and 



 

 

take in the night and day. Be something you could be and stretch and 
take in the night and day. 

Unfortunately, what I could not see coming, was the totally 
disrupting trip of my choosing that had dragged me in, face to the 
ground and seemed to me like a punishment for messing with the 
tools of death world.  

Gobby would agree with the punishment interpretation. 
He had been taken prisoner and would remain so unless 

I…unless I…WHAT?! 
My eyes flew open as I popped up in my bed. The nightmare 

was disturbing. But I recognized it as a message from the world 
beyond. It had all the earmarks. Fragmented disjointed imagery, 
booming voices, cleverly coded commands.  

I knew only that I needed to return ASAP to the point of my 
undoing. Charge beyond the veil, knowing simply that my friend had 
been taken, knowing he was being held, and hoping that his echo was 
not all that remained of the friend formerly known as Gobby.  

This was no joke. This was not pretend.  
This was Mission #1: Free Gobby! 
Stumbled downstairs after having decided on my own a 

massive redirect for today, a big deal at twelve when your whole 
world is school and home and school and home and friends and an 
endless cycle of same. Yet I had made the decision that this would 
not be a school day but a work day, now having a primary mission. 
And I figured school would have to wait since it was because of them 
I was involved in this trance business and all that went with it. 
Seemed to me with my TT (trance travels) commitments and because 
of what appeared fresh out of unexpected consequence land, I was 
now on Mission #1. So of course mom would agree with my choice, 
or at least understand, right?  



 

 

I hoped.  
“Well, what can I say to stop you? You made this mess now 

it’s yours to clean as MY mother would say. So, go to it. And as 
always…” 

“Be careful.” 
“Exactly,” she said, as she turned away wiping a tear from 

her eye. 
I could have let it be, right? Could have just let things stay the 

way they were. One moment I sit down, I cross over. Another time I 
walk through a door, I cross over. Talking with someone, I cross 
over. Okay, this last one only happened once, but once was enough. 
Still, the crossing over happened all on its own, like I had been called 
and off I went. 

Easy. I just had to be there. 
But not good enough for miss hotshot Sparrow. I had to take 

control of my trips. Had to…well, I am twelve. I needed some 
certainties in my travel life. 

I lie on my bed and relax every inch of my body, don’t move 
a single muscle and lay as still as possible for a long time, while 
simultaneously keeping my brain awake and aware. The amount of 
time it takes to open the door so to speak varies, but soon enough, I 
hear an unmistakable and loud vibration in my head. This is it, this is 
it…this…. zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz 

The trees seemed to be bulging and surging, at anchor on a 
tide, and the heave of the slope of the earth was alive. The universe 
ceased to be the vast clockwork of circling planets and pivotal suns 
which I had known.  

The stars opened like eyes, with a consciousness in them, and 
the sky was filled with a soft, yearning consolation. It was not mere 



 

 

atmosphere. It had its own feeling, its own soul. Everything had its 
own soul. 

This is real. Visionary experience is unique as every human 
being is unique. My mind seems to turn in circles that get tighter and 
tighter. My thoughts swing upward and inward as I reach into what 
might as well be upward as downward. I think and see in endless 
chain reactions and I’m thinking I might even be able to travel from 
one place to the other in the galaxy without covering any major 
distance by plunging into a black hole.  

Singing-ing-ing-ing-ing 
Too late to start, in time to see, 
Flesh no more, you don’t scare me, 
Jumble my brain on an insane beat, 
Here be demons but I have swift feet. 
Wonderland is severely damaged and played at high volume. 

Wow, that’s a first. Being a newbie I suppose EVERYTHING is a 
first. 

I come rocketing in after a wild multicolored 
multidimensional Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride through the veil between the 
living and the dead when suddenly I’m slapped around front back 
and center with a revolving room of echoes, deep and strong and 
demanding attention. 

Being called unexpectedly was a much easier no air 
turbulence trip compared to this self-induced variety. It would take 
some adjustment. 

When the swirling rainbow winds clear I see the singer in 
action. Bon. Haven’t seen him since… Well, since last time. 

“Hi, remember me?” I said, kinda sheepish. 



 

 

He tilted his head and looked at me like he was trying to 
decide if he knew me. Or maybe he was thinking something like, “I 
smell flesh. Do you belong here?” 

 “Quiet,” he whispered, conspiratorially, coming in close, 
“We’re trying to AVOID attention.” 

“But these echoes,” I blurted louder than I expected and the 
bounce back wailed on us. 

Echoes-oes-oes-oes-oes 
He got right next to me and whispered ever so softly.  
“Fail. Let’s get out of the singing room.” And with a snap of 

his fingers we were transported to a place so lacking in echo it was as 
if the surrounding area sucked in the sound making it sound totally 
flat and…lifeless. 

“So, here you are.” 
I felt my face redden. 
“Yep, here I am and—” 
“I’ll save you the uncomfortable confession. Word travels 

fast around these parts, even faster than on the living side of reality if 
you can believe it. When something happens the news is broadcast 
directly to your mind. It’s like you’re everywhere at once.” 

Hmm. Directly to your mind. Like telepathy? This is death 
world 101. Of course this is ME, and I have questions. 

“So, that means—” 
“Yep. Instant stardom. For the living, everyone wants their 

fifteen minutes of fame, which due to your Internet, I’ve heard, 
became fifteen followers of fame. But out here in the afterlife? 
Stardom is achieved in microseconds. Fame delivered as instant as it 
gets.” 



 

 

“Wow, so—” 
“Correcto. It’s like that old time show Cheers, everybody 

knows your name. Or in this case, your fame.” 
Didn’t know this show Cheers which I am CERTAIN was 

way before my time. I started waving my hands for attention like I 
was at school.  

“Okay now. Stop please,” I said holding up my hand palm 
forward. “Are you gonna keep making the beginning of your 
sentence interrupt the middle of mine? Cutting me off I mean? It’s 
really—” 

“Irritating?” 
I stomped my foot in anger. 
“See? You did it again!” I was so angry I could feel my blood 

boiling. 
“Hold on now, hotshot. ‘You ain’t from around here’ sums up 

the dilemma. Remember I said about fame delivered instantly? Well, 
your thoughts get the same treatment. So as uncomfortable as it may 
be, out here there are NO secrets. Not possible.” 

I suddenly felt totally naked and put my hands in front of me 
to cover myself. 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa now lillun! You’re not PHYSICALLY 
naked, just psychically.” 

“Well—and please hold your interruptions now—a girl 
without secrets is no girl at all. And I guess another way of saying 
that is, a girl without secrets is a boy.” 

Bon began chuckling softly. First looking at me then laughing 
harder, looking at me then laughing harder, in an endless loop of 
laughter. 

For some reason this grated on me. 



 

 

“Are you LAUGHING at me Mr. Bon?” 
“Whoa now, lillun! Must be seriously peeved if you’re gonna 

play hardball and throw the Mr. in there. I’m not laughing AT you, 
but because of you. You’re a cute one.”  

Cute one? That disarmed me. I felt like a total troll. 
“Um, sorry for getting upset. I’m just…well just…um…this 

is all so new so scary and so REAL!” 
He looked at me all protective like and spoke soft and 

soothing. 
“I can understand that. This is not a ‘normal’ scenario. Still, 

gotta say, for a lillun you’re quite intuitive, which being a girl, I 
suppose is natural. What I mean is you’re quite perceptive. A girl 
without secrets is a boy? Never have heard it put so plain and 
accurate. Yeah, I reckon so. Boys, men, are simpler creatures than 
girls, and most definitely simpler than women.” 

“I feel better now. Thanks for understanding.” 
He smiled at me saying, “Let’s have a sit down.”  
“Right here?” 
“Sure enough.” 
“Weird but, okay then.” 
Sitting here looking at him, the background appearing to 

expand behind him, the space was suddenly tremendous and endless 
like the universe itself. It would take some time to get used to the 
instantaneous perspective shifts that occurred here as simple as 
breathing. Which of course, nobody but ME did in this alternate 
reality. 

“Let’s get to it. The REASON you’re here. Now how you got 
here, clever if you look at it from one perspective. But in a domain 
where 360 degrees is the rule, where news goes instantly from 



 

 

thought to broadcast, you left the castle empty and the prize 
unguarded. The ugly monkeys swooped in and carted him away.” 

My nerves began ratcheting as I believed I was hearing direct 
from the voice of land of the dead that I, innocent twelve-year-old 
ME, had caused Gobby to get…well…gobbled up by ugly monkeys. 
I began humming a nervous tune. 

But the humming wasn’t so smooth and it didn’t sound like 
soft singing either. Sounded more like nervous chirping. 

All at once Bon looked as if he wanted to swat an annoying 
fly away from his face. 

He wrinkled his nose. Disgusted maybe?  
“Ach, what is that…that…noise…sound…uh chirping?” 
“Nothing,” I growled. “I’m humming.” 
Bon raised his eyebrows at me and yanked open a spirit door 

he had conjured overhead and stuck his head through it. 
“Hey!” I squealed as I sat up straight. That is like soooo 

RUDE!” 
Bon loomed over me, his body half extending through the 

door, his neck craning way up like a rubber giraffe, then he spun his 
head entirely around and looked back at me with big googly eyes. I 
immediately lost my anger and laughed loud, real loud like I’d totally 
lost it, okay, maybe TOO loud. 

At that Bon shrunk back down through the door and sat cross-
legged in front of me once again. 

“Thank you,” he said softly, “You were getting so painfully 
nervous, chirping like an injured bird. We can’t forget to laugh.” 

“But I don’t…I don’t—” 



 

 

“Understand?” he finished for me. “Of course you don’t. 
When I walked the earth I lived by one simple rule, ‘don’t ever pick 
a fight when you’re not on home turf.’ At this time, you are here in 
this unfamiliar place for the precise reason TO pick a fight, so to 
speak. Now, seeing as there’s no flipping WAY you’re on HOME 
TURF—unless of course you cross-over for real, legs upturned rats 
gnawing at your head. Just saying let’s keep things light and easy 
because if we don’t things will get way HEAVY way too quick.” 

“Rats gnawing at my head? Ugh. Way creepy and totally 
graphic,” I complained. 

“Ho ha,” he chuckled. “Does paint quite the picture, doesn’t 
it?” 

I sat very still and stared at my legs. 
Bon jumped to his feet and looked down at me.  
“Are the spirits after you?” he said. “Do you hear them 

singing, always singing to lure you in?” 
“No.” I said to him, confused by the question. 
“Sometimes they cry so loud, just like a cat cry, so full of 

wanting.” He closed his eyes and started rocking on the balls of his 
feet. “Waaaooo, waaaaoooo,” he wailed. “Just like that.” he stopped 
rocking and scowled at me. “You have to fight it.” 

“Well, for me it’s more like whispering wind when I’m 
awake and tormented dreams when I’m asleep. Today was the first 
time I tranced myself across the divide while awake.” 

“Huh. First timer, huh?” 
“Yeah, I guess. Is that a bad thing?” 
“Not necessarily. It does mean you’re young enough to NOT 

be half in half out most of the time. When it gets like THAT, well… 
then life in any domain is anything but easy.” 



 

 

“Thanks for the warning.” 
“No need to fret, lillun. You’re okay for now. But when the 

singing ALWAYS singing begins, you’ve crossed the line, never to 
return to normalcy.” 

I trembled and I knew he saw it. 
If I was putting on a brave face and not showing fear before, 

now I began shivering from the inside. Was it just a matter of time 
then before I became the weird old lady with too much dark Goth 
makeup, too many smelly gowns, and way too many cats? 

You’ve got time, I told myself soothingly. It’s a long time till 
you’re a lady and even longer till you’re an OLD lady. How long 
exactly until I was considered old, I wasn’t entirely sure. I’m 
thinking 30? 

Yeah 30. That’s like ANCIENT! 
“Did you just call me, lillun again?” 
“Yes I did.” 
“Okay by me, biggun.” 
He laughed and slapped his knee. 
“You crack me up. Now that’s one I’ll need to get used to. 

But I do need to warn you. Getting your friend back is a bit tricky. 
You see, the vindictive council of spirits here will put you through a 
series of games where the stakes are life or death.” 

“Life or…DEATH?!” 
“Yes. Death is boring and the council seeks to entertain 

themselves in rather wicked ways. If you win the games—10 I 
think—the task is complete, the die is cast, life is the ruling and off 
you go, back or forward to wheresoever your beating hearts please, 
your friend returned to you, all’s well.” 



 

 

How bad could they be? 
“But if you lose? He stays here locked up in death world, 

kinda like an undead thing.” 



 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

It is nothing short of testament to the miracle of the life force the 
precision of the pumpkin lifecycle. With such long vines and big 
fruit, pumpkin plants need plenty of space and slow, deep waterings 
to keep the soil moist, but not sopping. The plants also need full sun 
and well-draining soil. Planting the seeds in mounds can help prevent 
water from pooling around their roots, which they don’t like. 
Persnickety at best, pumpkin is the crowned jewel of the squash 
kingdom.  

Pumpkin plants grow as a vine, which can easily reach 20 to 
30 feet long in the course of a growing season. By harvest season, a 
single hill of jack o'lantern-type pumpkins can cover 50 to 100 
square feet. Giant pumpkins can grow to 200 pounds and vine will 
spread to 25 feet.  

Evidently enough trust had developed between Perilous and 
his new owner that he felt compelled to share with her his 
plan/dream. Weaving a longer than expected tale he transported her 
by the power of imagination to the farmer’s field where just days ago 



 

 

he had been harvested, tossed, and transported to the selfsame 
supermarket where she had claimed him. 

He conveyed the tale in flamboyant fashion. 
“Now it came down to just one simple thing,” he began, 

adopting the monotone style of itinerant tale teller and referring to 
himself in third person, “does Perilous trust Kwinn... 

“Kwinn?” she asked quietly. 
“Biggest pumpkin in our patch. 
“Kwinn had told him with the thrill and wow of a new sprung 

seedling of the Zanna witch. About when and IF you crossed the star 
line on full moon Halloween night you would be utterly and 
positively transformed from simple squash to humanoid form. It was 
a revelation that was nothing if not impossible to believe.  

“Almost invariably, Perilous and perhaps all attendant 
sproutlings viewed Kwinn as no more than gaseous gourd—too big 
for his vine, too balloon headed for this patch. 

“And on that most special eve,” Kwinn intoned in a wispy 
monotone brogue, “during the glittering glow of the full moon, the 
destined pumpkin that crosses the star line under the gaseous gloom 
will immediately be transformed into humanoid form. 

“Sounds too good to be true, Kwinn, we all said in unison. 
We were at that point barely sprouted fruits, so called sproutlings, so 
how and when he, Kwinn, came by this knowledge was as 
mysterious as the bombastic sprout himself. Still, he seemed 
unusually strong and confident. Kwinn grasped Perilous tightly and 
bored his eyes into the young sprout’s stunned open eyes. 

“Believe you me, sproutling,” his eyes now glowing, “One 
who completes this task will indeed be transformed,” he continued as 
he shook the young sproutling to drive his point home. 



 

 

“Now he had the young sprout at least intrigued. But still 
there was a huge gap from here, this wet and slimy pumpkin patch, to 
the spectacular star line in the farthest reaches of the human world. 
Bringing up another point. Maybe the KEY point. 

“Ok. Let’s say I believe this mythical, and I say mythical with 
a capital M, this Mythical tale and take the bait and go on this quest. 
Where in this vast world would I find this...star line...and and and...? 

“The young sproutling’s immature tongue tied as he struggled 
to form the words. 

“...how would I, young Perilous, limbless, nonambulatory, 
world view deficient, GET to this enchanted grove or place or dust 
spec in the universe. 

“Kwinn shook and jostled strongly to emphasize his growing 
impatience. Unfortunate Perilous did not understand that the master 
bombastic one despised, detested, rejected with extreme prejudice, 
skepticism of his long spun tales. 

“Well, puny pumpkin pizzle,” he thundered with venomous 
tone, “If imagination and courage and sheer willpower are lacking, 
then your task is simplicity incarnate. You, petulant pissant, will 
stumble along a path set through countless millennia. Onward you 
will go from patch to truck to willful human to viciously tortured and 
carved ornament to rotting and decomposing pulp, succumbing to 
gravity’s relentless grip, then…oh then…” he paused for effect, his 
enormous face now millimeters from the startled youth.  

“PLOP!! 
“Perilous shook and shivered not knowing whether to soil 

himself or roll off a cliff. Never had he been made to feel as low, 
worthless, and useless as he had just now at the whim of this 
incredibly powerful melodramatic pumpkin. So shook by the huge 
imposing face and character of Kwinn was he that the image of the 



 

 

legendary jumbo pumpkin came to mind and he wondered: can vine 
grow with mixed seed types? 

“Reduced from almighty pumpkin to fetid compost, you 
gutless gourd…the end! 

“Perilous shrunk back and hid among the foliage. Too 
shamed and stunned to speak; too afraid to utter a sound. Silenced in 
the shadows. 

“Swimming in a swirling sea of terrifying torment, Perilous 
was young and inexperienced indeed, yet he could see among other 
things, a big potential for embarrassment with this magical 
transformation idea. Was he to believe that the so-called “destined 
pumpkin” was grown from a different stock of seed than the rest? 
Perhaps from the same seeds the swindler sold Jack to grow the 
humongous beanstalk to the clouds? And if he believed this child’s 
tale, was he in fact no more than child? So he’d heard the tale, been 
chastised severely for his questions, but was left with a hollow 
feeling of needing more. More explanation, more detail, more more 
more.  

“In short, assurance/guarantee.  
“At this point he knew two things: (1) he was soon to begin 

the treacherous journey from patch to unpredictable human populous 
and (2) it would take the innocent wonder of childhood—in his case 
sprouthood—to gather the strength and courage needed to embark on 
this magical quest. Could he? Should he? Would he? Questions 
mounted as he was stuck in analysis paralysis. 

“Tic toc…tic toc…tic toc…tic toc… 
“The seconds ticked and tocked until his head was rattling 

from time’s thunderous march. He wished to cover his hearing holes 
to mute the sound but as he himself had pointed out, he was limbless. 
Sonovabitch!!! 



 

 

“Finally, as upset with his indecision as he was with his 
treatment at the hands of Kwinn, he said enough is enough.  

“Here I come to seize the daaaay!!!!” 
It is common knowledge amongst growers that pumpkin 

plants grow big yellow flowers before they make the pumpkin. The 
flowers are an important part of the pumpkin life cycle, because 
they’re responsible for pollination.  

Some flowers are male, and some are female. Male flowers 
usually bud first, and female flowers arrive about a week later. It is 
easy to discern female flowers from male — female flowers will have 
a swollen round lump below the petals, the mini pumpkin!  

Bees will usually take care of pollination. But if there aren’t 
any bees in the garden, the flowers can be hand-pollinated.  

After pollination, the flowers will wilt and die away. But that 
little nub, that wondrous enchanted little nub that began life under 
the female flower will begin to grow…grow…grow… 

Magical! 
Perilous replayed this most glorious part of the pumpkin 

lifecycle as he steeled himself for coming events. The image of the 
gorgeous yellow flowers that would in time fade away to leave the 
nub of pumpkin was the most magical and wonderful story he had 
known before this “magical” tale of transformation. And he 
supposed that if life could see fit to grow pumpkin from flower, why 
was it so hard to believe life could also see fit to transform pumpkin 
to humanoid?  

According to the sprouthood song he sang as a seedling, the 
pumpkin creation process was so tangible, so visible, so real and 
magical, believing in any possibility more mysterious and magical 
than that was almost anticlimactic. What could be grander than the 
lifecycle of pumpkins? Just looking around the patch where he grew 
to fruition he could see all manner of insect life and plant life to 



 

 

boggle the mind. The stories he created and entertained himself with 
offered him as multifarious a world of fascination as life itself. Never 
mind gazing upward into the vast blue sky. Unbelievable yet clear 
and real as rain. Each time he saw a flock of birds zoom past his 
mind stretched to extreme fantasies of the existence of great flying 
pumpkins. Why could he not merely wish it and be it? Or maybe that 
particular flight able pumpkin was as real as he yet grew in a 
different locale from a vastly different variety of seed? 

Okay, he was young and inexperienced. And maybe some 
stuffy science minded being could snuff his wonder in a few dream 
killing words. But youth was both his liability and his power. 
Through youthful enchantment he could summon the belief and 
courage necessary to realize the wondrous magical end. And he 
would.  

He was shallabawalla sure of it.  
“And with the help of the multitalented Marnie,” he 

concluded with meaningful tone, looking directly at her enchanted 
eyes, “he felt almost invincible.” 

“Is that so?” said Marnie, “With my help you feel 
invincible?” 

Suddenly he felt a burning rash of shame splash across his 
face.  

“Yes. I mean if anybody could…I mean…if it were 
possible—” 

“And who said I’d help you, huh? You are my choice of 
pumpkin I secured with some cunning to decorate and by that I mean 
CARVE for Halloween. Like I’d just help you run off on some wild 
fanciful adventure and lose like the most bestest bestest pumpkin of 
like, EVER!” 



 

 

Something rose rapidly inside him and a foul burning 
sensation clogged his little pumpkin throat. CARVE? Did she say 
CARVE??!! 

“You would…would…” he began, his voice trembling, then 
clamped his mouth shut. 

Marnie remained silent while giving him a sinister stare. A 
slanted sneering smirk. 

OMG! This was the very fate boorish Kwinn had prophesied 
with evident glee. The self-appointed self-anointed know-it-all. The 
vicious tormenter. And here Perilous was in the hands of the very 
being who vowed to deliver this fate. He had fallen quite innocently 
into the hands of his executioner. Made him wonder suddenly how he 
had come by his name, Perilous. If ever there was an omen he 
guessed his name was prime example number one. 

Marnie entranced watched him go quiet, watched his eyes 
cross and uncross, heard the gurgling, choking, rumble in his throat, 
and her little child self experienced a warming rush of tingling joy at 
this unmistakable power she had. She, a ten-year-old girl. With the 
power to suspend time. The power to hold the fate of someone or 
someTHING in her small and supple little hands. Oh, the power felt 
so wonderfully wicked and addictive. Felt so…she didn’t know, 
destined?  

She flashed back to the conversation she and Perilous had had 
shortly after their first acquaintance. When she had candidly told him 
that when she was nine all she wanted was to go off to some other 
world, a place beyond anybody’s reach. A place beyond the flow of 
time. Then the moments immediately before when she was overcome 
and fit to jump for joy as she realized that life…that sometimes 
benevolent…that sometimes cruel and arbitrary force…had dropped 
quite serendipitously into her hot little hands not only a prize 
pumpkin for Halloween, but a living, breathing, TALKING pumpkin 



 

 

of her very own. A steady pet. An ever-present friend. Heck, this was 
way better than a pet hamster! 

And all she had to do was sway nasty little Frederick, town 
dullard, relentless nose picker and opportunistic bully, away from the 
pumpkin she had first spied and steer him toward an inferior—and 
did she not so skillfully sell this pumpkin by highlighting its winning 
features? —though larger pumpkin, then immediately absconding 
with the pumpkin she knew, just knew, was rightfully hers.  

Imagine if she had allowed Frederick this opportunity. OMG! 
Little did she know at the time the untold wonders that waited with 
this magical pumpkin. 

Though if she HAD succeeded at finding an entrance to a 
hidden world as she had so candidly and wistfully revealed, this 
moment of absolute wonder may not have occurred at all. 

A slight wave of guilt ran through her.  
She looked at Perilous and saw he was still deep in tortured 

thought, his eyes clamped shut. Treading the dangerous ground 
between fight or flight instincts. Maybe going so far as to 
contemplate rolling off the table onto the cement floor to seal his fate 
in one decisive move. 

Couldn’t have that. 
“Well…you know,” she began, her face going crimson with 

embarrassment, “I’ve NEVER carved nor would I EVER carve a 
pumpkin…”  

His eyes flew open as he shouted: WHAT!!! 
The effect of these words was calming balm for Perilous. 

NEVER carved nor would I ever carve a pumpkin? Why you wily 
wicked little girl! I was right to distrust you. Sonovabitch! The 
slanted and mutated things that could emanate from your squirming 
mind at any given time are a fact of sheer terror. 



 

 

“…I mean my dad used to do it when I was younger. Too 
young to hold a sharp knife, he said. To tender to carve up a pumpkin 
without getting hurt or at the least wore out from the effort…” 

This little vixen WAS something all right. Exactly the kind of 
lopsided misguided acquaintance he needed. And maybe. Just 
maybe. He’d help her find that hidden world she was so sure existed 
somewhere. Perhaps she was more than clever capricious child but 
undeclared genius as well. 

“...but I prefer to paint a face and stuff on the pumpkin. You 
know? Something cool and unique. Already have a couple ideas for 
your face…like maybe a…” 

Oh brother. Like a windup top, once this wunderkind got 
going she was self-perpetuating, her words a tumbling waterfall of 
revelation. Or did he sense a confession? 

“…so, I guess what I’m saying is…sorry for being a big 
meanie. I’ll help you find this ‘star line’” 



 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

Let the games begin! 
Game #1: Whirling Wheel O’ Woe 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Playing cards 
Equipment: Tarot cards, competition playing table 

The dealer unleashes a regulation number of tarot cards into 
the air above the competitor. The cards spin in a tight circle 
overhead, increasing speed incrementally, faster and faster until a 
selection is made. Blindfolded competitor reaches up to grab a card 
at which point play concludes. Card is handed to dealer who reads 
the card to divine the competitor’s fate.  

The cards spun in a circle above my head, faster and faster, 
whipping up a gale-force whirlwind and flipping my hair every 
which way. My blindfolded eyes received 50 lashes of the tight 
tangled hair whip.  

The tension mounts.  



 

 

Reach up to make my choice too fast, miss my mark, and the 
cards spin faster still, becoming a blur. This would mean I must rely 
on my spirit instinct ONLY as I reach high into the spinning oblivion 
to grab my choice. 

This was a mad game, madder than any Alice was forced to 
endure when she stepped through the looking glass. And the stakes in 
this game were life or death; playing for keeps, no do overs. 

Talus, the tall, gangly, forlorn looking Level 3 guide had 
explained the game to me quickly, leaving out the “gruesome” 
elements he had said to spare my too frail human psyche. Not 
wanting to give anything away, I figured why tell him that in a short 
two years I had seen enough, felt enough, been deep enough in battle 
for life and death and experienced enough gruesome reality to make 
my auburn hair white and my face sag like melting wax. But I let him 
carry on and play his role of shining dead white knight. 

“The big binding book of big binding books is bound rebound 
and bound to stumble the weak of mind, constitution and resolve. 
Ten, count ‘em, ten must one endure and within this boundary 
prevail to achieve the gold ring deal, life or death. Not for children, 
of course, which places you at a disadvantage some would say, but 
not ALL mind you, still it is…how do you say...torrential and 
terrifying, neigh a tale has been told that so shivers fragile bones. 

“Eight century British, and/or eighth and ninth century Anglo 
Saxon text, know it? Be hereby apprised it be the only text that pays 
the piper for all relevant rules, regulations, zidderwidduns, etcetera. 
A variation of IAAF competition rules. Trembling torments prevail 
when one picks the brain of reigning thought to find that the old 
guard—those storehouses of tribal knowledge—have ascended the 
light fantastic, never to be seen again, or, in some cases, been cast 
back down down down to attend to some presumably top level 
requisite or simple gross punishment as the case may be, may be, 
may be… 



 

 

“So, lillun, you pick gentilly, oh ever so gentilly. Not abruptly 
because as you know…no, no, no, YOU DO NOT KNOW! As you 
will NOW now know at m-m-my telling, it is agility and p-p-p-
panache that that wi-wi-wins the g-g-game game. And and, if you 
lose lose LOSE! Well goodbye li-li-li-lillun, h-h-h-hello new death 
world denizen.” 

When he got excited he stuttered so horribly I wanted, in my 
very bright and on point child mind, wanted to laugh, point, mock, 
etc. But I knew this was not the way in spirit world any more than it 
was the way back home, among the living. And I needed his help too. 

Even though blindfolded I looked up to feel the whirring 
wind of the fast spinning wheel of cards, my stomach heaving as 
their momentum reached such a pitch that they emitted a ratcheting 
sound much like the card in the bicycle spokes trick I used to play to 
pretend I was revving a motorbike.  

That was a fun game.  
The game I was playing now, not so much. Not so much fun, 

not so much GAME! 
Failure is not an option here. Winning is the ONLY option.  
I raised my hand to feel the power of the spinning cards, 

letting them slap and cut against me, hoping to ignite my sensory 
perception and perhaps give me a much needed edge. 

A flash went zipping through my mind taking the super-fast 
lane of a talk I had not long ago before getting pulled into this 
winner-take-all game. A short convo I had with a couple of the long 
time locals you might say, or you might say two tarnished souls that 
had not yet done enough limbo time to grab onto the high shiny beam 
of sizzling light that goes straight up and all the way to the topmost 
level.  

They told me it’s like grabbing onto a ski lift rope tow or 
handle tow but since I’ve never been on one I just had to imagine it.  



 

 

“Purt near ripped my arm off it did when I did ‘un,” said 
Gimms. “Never again I said. Didn’t like skiing nohow.” 

Again, just had to imagine it. 
“So to get the upper hand in this game, lillun, takes a bit o’ 

this, a bit o’ that, a bit ‘o low minded high minded un-thinking and 
top cloud spiritin’” 

“Yep,” agreed Klempt. 
“Well for that your best bet…you’re only bet, is to talk to 

Benny.” 
“Yep, he’s the guy all righty.” 
Great, I thought, get me to Benny and problem solved. 
“Oh yes. He’s a bomb thrower, and a strange little feller. But 

you need him. He won so much the rules had to change to disallow 
the zidderwidduns option. Sure knew how to bend and twist the rules 
that one.”  

“Wasn’t he an attorney?” asked Gimms. 
Klempt rubbed his mandible and went harrumph harrumph 

before yammering. 
“Uh huh, yessir. Durn goodun too.” 
“So, where do I find Benny.” 
What I just innocently asked was called a showstopper. This 

means they now both stared at each other with their loose jaws 
swinging side to side like a jiggedy jaggedy porch swing. 

“Umm…you see…um…why don’t you tell her, Klempt.” 
“It’s like this, you know there’s really so many…an 

INFINITE number or reasons and why and who what and wherefore 
to, you know, a very complex case, decide where…” 

“That’s right as upside down rain, lillun, so MANY ways…” 



 

 

“But the way is…well…it’s so un…un…” 
“Unclear?” 
“Yep, unclear is what it is.”  
“Just plain unclear.” 
Now they were really getting irritating. What were they trying 

SO hard to not TELL me?  
I need to pull out the secret weapon: sad little girl eyes. 
So I poured it on thick and immediately I got Klempt looking 

away, at the ground, and Gimms, well, he wasn’t fast enough and the 
Niagara Falls waterworks were gushing so hard I thought I would 
need rain boots, a boat, or both. 

“Oh ferdidndongi, lillun. We didn’t have the heart to tell 
you…” 

“That’s a good real funny, Gimms. We’s dead, don’t got no 
hearts nohow…so…” 

“Uh, Klempt? There’s them who says you never did have one 
anywhoo.” 

Klempt’s face got all grumpitty and a chip fell from his free 
swinging jaw bone. 

“Ok, it’s like this. He’s on an extended death world 
punishment tour of haunting the Woodruffs, who never did no good 
to nobody nohow and he ain’t set to come back around these parts 
for…well…longer than ten lifetimes.” 

“Like methuselah length,” said Gimms. 
“Yeah, what he said.” 
“There’s no way to contact him?” 
“Uh, none we know of, right Gimms.” 



 

 

“Yep, none we’s supposed to know of.” 
Now Klempt got all grumpitty again. 
“No, Gimms. Listern real good wit dat one dead ear y’got 

yonder. It’s none we KNOW of, not none we’s SUPPOSED to know 
of.” 

“Uh huh, that’s what I said. None we’s supposed to know of.”  
“I know that’s what you said stone ear. But it’s not what…” 
I had to crack these two before they spiraled into another 

universe so I whipped out the secret weapon again and went nuclear 
power. 

Gimms dropped to his knees and started blubbering. 
“There’s a way. A way there is. Yes, there is way a way there 

is. But it’s so, hard, so difficent, so…why ‘m I gonna tell yu somepin 
you cain’t do nohow…I mean if 'twere so easy, well, we mighta got 
to have him here now.” 

“Sho nuff, would help our shuffle bones game 
timmendously.”  

“But don’t you never ask no Phil Anges, jack of all trades. He 
steers you cross toed every time.” 

“Ye, never did get his bones connected right.” 
“Couldn’t sing dem dry bones neither.” 
“Right, uh huh. Y’know, they’s even some who say that’s 

WHY he cain’t git his bones connectered. Some kind of divine 
insult?” 

They both dropped flat out and began kissing the ground like 
their lives depended on it. 

“Gotta do lots o’ deep grovelin’ when you say sumpin’ like 
dat, lillun,” mumbled Gimms, ‘taint good.” 



 

 

“No, ‘taint.” 
“’n I feel that shiny beam of sizzling light gittin’ further 

away…away…ain’t arms long enough…” 
Klempt’s eyes went mega wide and he bowed his head so as 

to look at nobody. His shoulders were shaking and it was clear 
something affected him big-time.  

“Don’t be sayin’ that, Gimms,” he said, choking out the 
words between sobs, “Look whatchou done to my no account 
jawbone.” 

Sure enough Klempt’s jawbone went from swinging side to 
side to hanging precariously from one side as the waterworks started 
pouring forth. Klempt was a tough old cactus. But he spewed liquid 
like a Grade A succulent when he got emotional—or verklempt—
which he did easily. That’s how he got his name he says. 

“My father was a cow trader. He traveled from village to 
village, herding the cows before him, from one farmer to the next, 
making a small profit as the middleman. When he was home, my 
older brother’s job was to collect the dung.”  

“I think I may have met him,’ I spit out, thinking of that 
Grimalkin character who no matter how hard I tried just wouldn’t 
leave my memory. 

“Honey girl, no one never did told you never jump to no 
conclusions?” 

“Yeah, lillun. What he said.” 
My mind had expanded so much in so little time; I heard all 

of these things at once. Imagine it, competing conversations 
happening simultaneously, all grabbing your attention, CAN you 
imagine it? Then throw this like a big old shiny cherry on top of that 
imagination swarm. Imagine all that and being the prime player in a 
game that returns a vote of life, or death.  



 

 

You might think, well, how do you play with all this thought 
going around in your head? That’s the thing. I do and I don’t. I’m in 
the game but not actively playing so to speak. The cards spin and 
keep spinning, going faster and faster, and the longer I take to make 
my one and only grab skyward to claim my choice, faster still they 
go.  

Still, I’m spending WAY too much time thought yammering 
when I should be choosing and putting this behind me. This bunch of 
blabber replays in my mind in seconds time. 

So, no Benny, only one chance, all or nothing, I close my 
eyes invoke my inner vision and reach high above me… 

I seize a card and hold it in front of me, murmuring voices 
around me are tittering and saying, “Ha, ha…skull card!” and like a 
popped balloon I deflate. From the cards of woe, I pulled a skull 
card? Now, I’m no expert or even novice at tarot cards, but as far as I 
know the skull card or skull ANYTHING is not good. I shake in fear, 
trembling so much it feels like my body will shake apart while my 
insides turn to ice.  

Ice cold fear! 
I keep my eyes on the dealer, the eerie drippy eyed half 

peeled off skin entity who tossed the cards into action at the start, and 
who alternately smiled encouragement and glared into the audience 
in an attempt to stifle whistles and hoots and shouts of “Gong, Off 
with her head, and Hell no!”  

A gaggle of lower vibration entities begins tossing their 
negative vibrations at me. 

When the dealer asks for my card, I march toward him or it, a 
long gauntlet of chewed bone chips spit at my feet by the Voodoo 
Circus entourage. My sneakers kick up the littered chips so that they 
fleck the backs of my calves. But as I walk past the seats, I hear two 



 

 

red eyed spirits hiss, “Look at miss fancy-pants! I am blinded by her 
light!”  

1 toss my hair and glide forward. Clearing my throat, I nod to 
the dealer, smile and wave to the crowd. 

I am not sure what happened, or how it happened. I had 
practiced at home, walking to school, until I knew I was good, until I 
made myself sick. This was not my moment to wax mystical. Not my 
moment to channel spirits. Not my moment to say anything at all. 
But inexplicably, some devil-thing with the voice of a big, old-age 
frog takes possession of my throat, and “Kawai’i Lono’i” lurches 
uncontrollably around…EVERYWHERE: “Kawai’i Lono’iiiii, Sana 
i Kou mo‘i… uh… la la la Lani e Qamehameha e… mmm hmm 
hmm… Kawai’iiiii Lo-oh-no ‘iiiii! Aaaah-meh-nehhhh!” 

Looking around me I see wave after wave of popping eyes, 
open mouths, waving hands, and general pandemonium 

The dealer meanwhile holds my card up overhead, displaying 
it for all to see, and with a booming voice loud as thunder announces, 
“We have a WINNER here, ghouls, goblins, and assorted nasties; a 
big bold no doubt about it WINNER!!” 

As I shuffle back to my seat, relieved I had won, I hear the 
Voodoo Circus Entourage laughing and yowling like coyotes. “Guh-
guh-guh-gong!” they howl. 

They follow me and pin me against a stack of chairs. “You 
stink, blood sack” said Red eyes #1. 

“Yeah,” said Red eyes #2, a Red eyes #1wannabe. “You stink 
of rotting blood.” 

“You gotta be the worst channeler in the universe. A real 
nobody…more like Nobo-splat,” Red eyes #1 said. “We don’t want 
you in our games. Tough turds for your weak whacko friend.” 



 

 

“We don’t even want you in our world, freakazoid,” said 
another follower. 

“You’re the freakazoid,” I snap back. “Just so happens I got 
the talent of my great great grandmother, who was a famous 
channeler in East Asia.” After I say this, I realize some things were 
better left unsaid. 

“In your loser dreams, Nobo-splat,” said Red eyes #1. 
“Yeah, that’s right,” I say, then add, compelled to defend 

myself, “They just have different channeling over there.” 
“Zanyang anyang kasei-sasei-ooooh,” Red eyes #2 screeched. 

“Nobos must have bad ears!” 
The ghouls laugh and step closer, the half-moon made by 

their overweight shapes tightening around me. “You’re nothing but 
stink, Nobo-splat,” said Red eyes #1. “Nothing but one big-fat-splat 
liar. ‘Oh, my granny’s a famous mystic.’ ‘Oh, my daddy is an 
imperial wizard, with a house in the clouds, and I have one giant pet 
tarantula.’ ‘Oh, next year my daddy going to come down from the 
clouds and get us and move us back.’ Oh, Pig vomit!” 

OMG! These dangerous dunderheads are reading my 
thoughts. I am melting before them like the wicked witch of the west. 

Red eyes #1 pushes my shoulder. “This is what’s true: You so 
poor that every day you gotta wear the same lame clothes and the 
same out-of-fashion, stink-smelling shoes until they get holes and 
still you wear ‘em. You so poor you save your school lunch for one 
after-school snack and bring it home to your stink saggy butt 
momma. Oh, and that little poop loaded ankle saw too.” 

What? Dis my mother and my sweeter than sugar little sister 
too? And my father to boot? Now you’ve crossed the line in this 
world or any other you…you... 



 

 

I had a heap load of angry live human I was ready to unload 
on these dirty, stinking, spirit trash piles. 

That’s when eerie drippy eyed half peeled off skin dealer 
dude, or thing, I wasn’t sure, strolled up behind me and pulled me 
away, far away, quickly, just as I was ready to get mad dog mean and 
make the Voodoo Circus types pounce on me like hyenas on raw 
meat. 

Dealer began rat-a-tat-tatting super-fast in case I was thinking 
of racing back into sudden destruction. 

“I can’t say I’m entirely sure if I know, and I’m not sure if 
you KNEW what you were saying when you were speaking in 
tongues, stuff like Kawai’i Lono’iiiii, Sana i Kou mo‘i… uh… la la 
la Lani e Qamehameha e… But here’s what I DO know. You 
slammed, cussed, insulted, belittled, smashed into feces back to the 
beginning of time, every spirit within earshot.” 

That hit me so hard between the eyes I could feel it, 
physically. But I suddenly collapse into an unaccountable and 
uncontrollable laughing fit. 

I laugh so hard I drop to the ground clutching my stomach.  
“I…ha ha…I…ha ha…OMG.” I can’t stop laughing! 

“I…I…I,” spit flying from my mouth, drool running down my chin. 
Well, all that was missing was the foaming mad dog mouth, how 
attractive. Oh come on now, girl. Settle down. 

I slap myself hard causing the dealer’s dripping eyes to slide 
downward as he mumbles something like, “Ooh boy, the kid has 
snapped!” 

Okay, I got it now, “I HAD NO IDEA WHAT I WAS 
SAYING.” 

He pushes his eyes back into place and shakes his head. 



 

 

“Speaking in tongues? The Lord moves in mysterious ways,” 
he says looking skyward and crossing himself, “Well, that explains 
it. Can’t say it will satisfy the baying crowd of ghouls, goblins, and 
assorted others.” 

“So, I cussed them out and all. Wow, my bad. And THAT’S 
what got them riled. And I thought they were just being extremely 
nasty sore losers.” 

A smirk crept across dealer’s mouth. 
“Sore losers? You’ve never SEEN sore losers till you’ve 

tangled with this crowd. If you’re looking for encouragement as the 
games continue, I wouldn’t be looking to them for any.” 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa! Did you say ‘as the games continue’? I 
thought by winning this one game I had won my friend’s freedom.” 

A troubled look spreads across his face as he looks downward 
before speaking. 

“Uh, no. Didn’t anyone tell you how this works?” 
How this works? How this works? What the hey was he 

talking about? 
“Um. Excuse me while I say ‘HELL NO!’” 
“Well, well now. That’s an egregious misstep. Don’t tell me 

nobody never told you about Benny even?” 
“No, no, I WAS told about Benny. About how he was 

unreachable or something so why bother telling me?” 
“Oh, all right then. Heard about Benny. But…but…but… 

You were THERE when the games began, right, there for the 
announcement. Let the Games Begin. Remember that?” 

It came rushing back to me. Yes, I remember that but I was 
still in inter-world travel shock and thought they were misspeaking 
and really meant let the GAME begin.  



 

 

“Yeah, I do remember that.” 
“Good, then you must also remember Talus, yes? The tall 

official looking gent who said some things about the big binding 
book of big binding books and the ten games one must...”  

The words blurred as my mind went gooey, fuzzy, locked 
onto a spinning wheel that kept spinning. Did I hear those words? I 
must have, I was there. Did I BLOCK those words? Were they so 
horrible I refused to register hearing them? I was getting the sick 
feeling that is EXACTLY what happened. 

“If you win the games—10 I think—the task is complete, the 
die is cast, life is the ruling and off you go, back or forward to 
wheresoever your beating hearts please…” 

The fog lifts as Bon’s words came back to me. 
“Okay, so this game, Whirling Wheel O’ Woe, is game #1 of 

10? Ten games? Isn’t that like overkill for something as simple as 
saying off you go now, flesh bags?” 

“Maybe so. But bear in mind. Time is eternal, death is dull, 
and there’s little in the way of entertainment out here. It’s not like 
anyone can go home and tune in television shows or video games or 
anything at all like that since those are pastimes of the living. Here 
it’s not living we do, it’s being. Being here, being there, being 
everywhere. Spirits can appear to be several places at once, but every 
spirit has a true location—a ‘home base.’ They can appear to travel 
from that place, sometimes even appearing in multiple places at once, 
but in fact they haven’t moved. 

“So we get real good at watching. And everywhere we go, 
well, it’s the old maxim ‘no matter where you go, there you are.’ And 
however interesting one may THINK that is, after endless millennia, 
the thrill is gone…” 

“So death creates a bunch of cranky, cantankerous, janky 
bored spirits,” I said, “who will do anything for entertainment, 



 

 

including watching someone die because, well, let’s face it, death is 
no longer mysterious to the afterlifers.” 

“A succinct and accurate way of saying it. You’ve got a gift 
for spinning the words, lillun.” 

“So I’ve been told.” 
“Uh, listen, uh…uh…I didn’t get your name?” 
“Len. Or Lenny, either one will do.” 
“Thanks. Hi Lenny. Can you tell me or GUIDE me in how to 

contact Benny since it seems he’s like the golden child of gaming or 
something?” 

“The golden child of gaming. I tell ya, your word spinning 
talent is unstoppable!” 

“Thank you,” I said as my face turned red hot red.  
But we were veering off track. 
“So, can you?” 
Lenny scratched at his chin, a piece of skin peeling off. 
“Can I what?” he asked in childlike innocence. 
Yes, we were definitely WAY OFF TRACK. 
“Can you get me in touch with Benny?” 
“Ummmm…Benny? Well he’s…. umm…he’s umm…he’s 

umm…” 
OMG! Why do these characters around here get all tongue 

twisted when the name Benny is mentioned? 
“Yes. Benny Benny Benny. Like your name but with a B.” 
“Uh huh. Like my name but with a B, yep. That’s him all 

right. Did I tell you, lillun, there’s a whole class around here, or 
group you could say, of those whose names end in ‘enny’? The 



 

 

funniest thing really, there was this one time somewhere about year 
2, or year 3, always get them two mixed up what with the odd 
arrangements of time, you know, not starting with year 1…” 

OMG! Was I going to have to endure a long winded spiraling 
story that went everywhere and anywhere but where I needed to be? 
This was worse than old man on park bench yadda yadda time! 

“…so you see, it’s kind of like when one has reached one’s 
supreme level of incompetence, one is tagged with the symbolic 
name suffix ‘enny’ as a way to distinguish the fact. Not that one is 
totally incompetent, no no, that would be an insult and entirely 
wrong, it merely means that one has reached a place where one is 
good, really good, at one thing and ONE thing only. Hence the 
designation ‘level of incompetence.’” 

“Like can’t teach an old dog new tricks? Like that?” 
“Oh now, there you go again, lillun. Just coining those words 

and phrases. 
“Uh Lenny? That’s not mine. It’s like an old-time saying.” 
“Oh right. Silly me.” 
And once again the train zooms off the rails. 
“Let’s try this again. His name is Benny. Can you get me to 

him?” I tossed out there again, either because I’m childlike hopeful 
or a glutton for punishment.” 

“Oh sure. I know EXACTLY where he is.” 
“You…you…” I stuttered, losing my words and feeling like 

I’d lost my tongue, caught off guard as this dormant vehicle called 
tales of ‘Benny’ began rolling along, “you…you know exactly where 
he is?” 

“Yes I do.” 
“Well, then, Sir Lenny, Please lead the way.”



 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE 

“Listen to me now, Perilous. There is such strong magic in forests. 
The forest embraces you with its beauty, sounds and smells. 

“Maybe there’s an opening in a big gnarly tree where you can 
like find a clue or get a message. But you never know what the forest 
is thinking.”  

“Thanks Marnie.” 
“A phantom girl’s hand might extend from the tree and if you 

let her little phantom hand guide yours to the correct spot—Wham!” 
“Wham?” 
“A secret passage may appear to lead the way down around 

and through the forest and to the star line. Or maybe to the lake.” 
“I don’t even know what that means, star line.” 
“Me neither but you can only work with what you were 

given.” 
“This sounds creepy scary.” 



 

 

“Exactly. Why you’re going alone.” 
“What?” 
“Hey. You’ve got this star line thing you have to reach or 

something. Right? Means nothing to me. But if my understanding of 
mysterious magic spells and stuff means anything, they are usually 
very specific and harsh in their response to someone who doesn’t 
follow the rules. So I’ll stay right here, thank you very much.” 

“Okay. But without limbs how do I—” 
“Roll. Hop. Slide. Use your imagination.” 
He looked confused and uncertain. 
“Stepping into a forest is like walking through a gate into 

another world. Into the unknown. Like it has its own language and 
you need to figure out how it speaks so you can understand its 
messages.” 

“How do you know all this…stuff?” 
“Well, I have spent a good amount of time in a forest. My 

family hiked and camped there a lot when I was younger. So it’s 
kinda familiar to me. But star line? Have no clue.” 

Perilous was becoming less and less confident of this 
adventure the more they talked. 

“Uh, Marnie? Maybe it’s better if I just stay a pumpkin. I 
mean this sounds so difficult and scary and—” 

“You’re just gonna run away from maybe the most magical 
thing like EVER?” 

He said nothing but answered her with his eyes.  
Perilous turned away from Marnie and hurried through the 

shadows of the old forest, grateful for the all too rare slivers of 
sunlight that lit the narrow path. The huge trees loomed overhead, 



 

 

curving their great bows above the dirt road as if they sought to 
swallow it, along with the pumpkin that walked upon it, within their 
leafy folds. It seemed to him as though he had begun his journey 
days ago, but in truth he had only just started this momentous trek. 

It smells of damp moss, rain, wet tree trunks, flowers, and 
needle-covered paths. The harmony of scents is ineffable. 

Nature is impeccably beautiful in all the chaos mastered by 
Mother Earth. 

For years beyond memory this forest had been uninhabitable 
by all but a maleficent spirit. Those who entered did not emerge 
again. 

Marnie had chosen to not tell Perilous of these superstitions 
before he began his journey certain that if she had he would insist on 
her joining him.  

Hikers and campers bypassed the forest even though it added 
travel to their journey. None were quite sure what it was about the 
forest that threatened life and soul, but there were rumors of a 
horrible, monstrous beast that would devour any who stepped foot 
into the woods. On a few, very rare occasions, a body had been found 
at the forest's edge, mauled and half-devoured as if by some vicious 
creature. 

But none had ever seen the beast…and lived to tell the tale. 
A chill breeze blew past. Perilous was afraid. Anyone in their 

right mind would be afraid.  
It’s just after the rains so the ground is strewn with leaves and 

twigs and all manner of helpful things to aid his journey. He can 
shake and push himself forward only slightly but as he works the 
problem through he realizes a large leaf or two may provide the 
means to slide through the forest easier. 



 

 

The light of the forest plays with shadows and colors between 
the trees. It may be warm or cold, gloomy or bright, yet the interplay 
of color and shadow feels familiar, and beautiful. 

Looking around he finds a hiking path and decides to take it. 
Though the forest is dark and intimidating, nothing but normal forest 
sounds have yet disturbed the surroundings. Birds twitter in the 
brush, the leaves blow on the wind, and the forest seems no more 
foreign and untamed than he expected.  

The trail persuades him to adventure deeper into the heart of 
the forest. He decides to make his way to the lake as this seems a 
likely enough spot to encounter the mystical star line. Little by little, 
his fear and hesitation are forgotten. Now, there is no need to 
perform, no need to try and be perfect. He can be just the way he is—
just be there. 

He selects two large maple leaves and pushes and positions 
them just so, planning to wobble and hop on top of them. This he 
does but the first attempt ends in failure.  

“Leaves will not help me. I need to devise a way to move 
faster if I want to get to the lake before nightfall.” 

He feels renewed resolve and begins to hope that perhaps he 
might complete his journey in safety, reach the star line successfully, 
when something crackles in the nearby brush. Perilous feels his 
heartbeat double in speed, and his movement quickens. The crackling 
comes again, and this time he feels sure that it was the sound of some 
great body moving through the woods. 

And then there is nothing but silence. 
Cold shivers up Perilous's body as he realizes that there are 

absolutely no sounds, not even those which had been present before.  
“I’ve got to get on my side and roll.” 



 

 

He struggles valiantly and manages to get up against a tree. 
Using rocks and twigs for leverage, he maneuvers himself into 
position, pushes himself onto his side and begins to roll along the 
trail, the wind assisting.  

His hope is sparkling as he begins smoothly rolling along. 
Thinking it would be difficult to get moving at speed now seems 
childish. Of course he can make this work. Just takes a little 
imagination and ingenuity. 

But indeed something has followed him, crashing violently 
through the trees and brush, apparently no longer concerned with 
stalking him quietly.  

His heart begins beating painfully fast and LOUD. 
A great weight slams into him suddenly, knocking him flat 

and causing him to slide several yards down the path. He comes to a 
stop and then a huge shape looms over him. 

“Hey Perilous. Miss me?” 
Perilous stifles a scream yet is relieved for her timely arrival. 
“No,” he lies nonchalantly, “Was having a grand old time just 

rolling along.” 
“Um, that’s cool,” says Marnie, slightly hurt, “But if you 

don’t need me I guess I’ll—” 
“No no, a thousand times no!” Perilous quickly interrupts, “I 

must be a bit jostled from the rolling. Of course I want you to stay.” 
“I just figured you might be scared and unfamiliar with 

forests so I rethought things and decided to join you after all.” 
“Very nice of you. That would be lovely.” 
“Lovely?” exclaims Marnie, her eyes sparkling, “Interesting 

word choice. So I guess we’ll travel together now, Perilous Lovely.” 



 

 

Perilous likes this name and decides it is lucky somehow. 
“Okay, Perilous Lovely is no closer to finding an opening in a 

big gnarly tree or a phantom girl’s hand to guide him or a secret 
passage to lead through the forest and to the star line. None of these 
and no, Wham.” 

“Or a path to the lake?” 
“Yes. Or is that, no?” 
“My father showed me how if you press your ear to the trunk 

of a dead pine tree, you will hear greater wisdom than even the 
wisest human can ever offer you. The forest helps us remember who 
we are and where we come from.” 

“So you talk to pumpkins AND dead pine trees also?” 
“Don’t be silly. The pine trees talk to ME. I just need to 

listen.” 
Perilous is fascinated by this turnabout. This girl continues to 

amaze him. 
“Is it only dead pine trees that can share vast wisdom?” 
“Not necessarily. My dad just used that as a reference.” 
Marnie was in fact quite skilled in the forest. Her father had 

shown her how plump tussocks of moss invite you to touch them, as 
do tree trunks, rocks, and everything else you encounter along the 
trail. Each one providing tactile information. Sink your hand into the 
moss and feel the fresh, scented earth, he had advised.  

If we have a chance to grow surrounded by nature from an 
early age, it will leave an indelibly good mark on us for the rest of 
our lives. The closer one communes with Mother Earth the more 
adept in her language will one become. 

She knew that the forest cures us through all our senses. Our 
eyes can rest and enjoy the beauty of nature; our ears can have a 



 

 

moment of silence and concentrate on the sweet sounds of nature; we 
can feel the nature with our hands, feet, or even with our cheekbones; 
in our noses, we feel the unbelievable scents of the earth, trees, 
water, and rocks, that so vividly change with the weather and 
seasons. 

We may even put sweet and tasty berries in the mouth, just 
like other animals, big and small alike. 

In the woods, you may head down to the waterfront. Listen to 
the ripple and feel what it smells like and what it tells you. 

How beautiful is the sound of water! It may be a lively forest 
brook, a pond, maybe a lake, or a mighty river. It is a different world 
that lives right next to you and gives your mind a chance to rest and 
become stronger. 

Wonder what lives and goes on beneath the surface of water? 
The gurgle and brisk stream create a feeling of wholeness —you 
could stare at the stream forever. 

The water smells fresh and lively. It is full of energy that you 
can easily absorb. That’s why spending time at a waterfront always 
feels so good. 

You are never alone in the forest. Never. There are many 
kinds of wanderers: big, small, winged, furry, fluttery, and crawling. 

Near tree tops, there might be a flock of Black-capped 
Chickadees playing and chit chatting, or there might be a Fox 
Sparrow trying to talk to you for the bird might be your guide in the 
woods. 

Glance down, beneath mushrooms, into cavities between 
rocks, at tree roots. 

Examine even smallest animals always with due respect, for 
we are all equal. Every beetle, snail and frog is a valuable and 
irreplaceable part of the forest. 



 

 

“The little critters all seem to heading away from our 
direction. Real fast. Like they’re scared of something. Tells me that 
somewhere not far ahead of us may be what we’re looking for.” 

“At the lake?” 
“Yep.” 
They had traveled it seemed for only two miles when the air 

around them felt mystifyingly charged. Sparks dancing on Marnie’s 
arms. Bouncing off trees. A sound of electric buzzing all around. So 
thick you could touch it. Like walking across a static electricity 
charged carpet and touching the light switch. 

Zap, Zip. Pop all around. 
The only light was that of the moon, which trickled through 

the tree tops and barely illuminated the wooded area that lay only just 
beyond them. 

Yet as they moved closer, the light began increasing 
incrementally, advancing from moonlight to a brilliance like that of a 
powerful spotlight. This must surely be the sign that they were in the 
right place. A brilliant line of stars was clearly etched into the earth 
at lake’s edge making it impossible to mistake.  

Immediately the glimmer of moonlight off of the reflecting 
water was muted by this now resident bright light.  

Perilous slid out of her hands and hit the ground bouncing 
forward with short jerky movements, his stem elongating like a 
spring. Hoping he was still ahead of schedule his mind clicking like a 
steel trap bent on snaring the biggest baddest prize in the pumpkin 
kingdom. His name and momentous achievement to be splashed 
forevermore across the elemental marquee, announcing his 
achievement and grand exploits to the fecund kingdom in posterity.  

And past this grand marquee and past the architectural pride 
of a family that fears change as they once feared Congressional 



 

 

investigation on earth; past the windows of a beauty princess who 
looks like the grandmother of the glamour girls, those strange, cross-
pollinated flowers a generation removed from an old stalk. And step 
up, Ladies and Gentlemen! Here is a game of chance where you can 
win total transformation. Let the little girl hold your hand; give you 
the aim; her little hand guiding yours, and—WINNER WINNER 
CHICKEN DINNER! 

The timing must be impeccable, she knew, and she decided 
she must trust Perilous for this aspect of his journey. Perilous 
bumped along closer and closer, timid but resolute, knowing that he 
would cross that magical line as ordained. 

He tried to move faster, but tendrils snaked out and tripped 
him, sending him sprawling face first into the mud. As he moved 
closer a trickle of fear stormed through him. Was he sure of this, did 
he really want to risk that what awaited him in truth was not 
miraculous transformation but catastrophic annihilation like that 
which had befallen poor oblivious Eddie the night of that 
unparalleled lightning strike?  

What a way to go. The bound to be mythologized Perilous. 
Poised on the verge of presumed greatness only to be struck down 
like a fool; smashed, squashed, scattered, splattered, and spewed. 
Much like Kwinn had prophesied: PLOP! 

A bitter cold suddenly descended upon him as the late autumn 
appeared to have abruptly become winter. 

The light had become so painfully bright Marnie decided to 
step back a bit while shielding her eyes. No longer able to see 
Perilous due to the hot light intensity, she resolved to move back a 
few paces more, not entirely sure what form or fashion this supposed 
transformation would take.  

For all she knew a massive explosion would occur. Maybe 
being in front row seating was not the best plan. Snow suddenly 



 

 

appeared all around her, and with each backward step into the 
darkness, her feet sank mildly into the welcoming clutches of the 
cold beneath her.  

The heavy presence of a deep and elemental magic was 
tangible causing her to lose her breath due to its sheer force. The 
forest felt like a graveyard; the sudden cold had all but destroyed all 
concept of floral life—leaving the trees as skeletal frames of their 
former selves.  

Snow trapped twigs and branches that had fallen to the 
ground; like bones in a crypt. Creepily shadowed by the bright light, 
the branches looked like the thin, malnourished fingers of an elderly 
man, outstretched and grasping into the darkness, overshadowing her 
with every step. The silence was loud, yet like the rest of the forest 
the air was dead and stagnant with a lack of sound until the branches 
beneath her feet began to break with each step, causing a snap that 
sent chills up her spine. The scent of heavy mold and moss invaded 
her nostrils. 

Cautiously looking around, she couldn't believe what she was 
doing. Here she was, in the dead of night, the freezing cold, waiting 
for a pumpkin to be transformed. A pumpkin intended to be her 
prime Halloween ornament that she had instead agreed to let follow a 
path to miraculous full bodied transformation.  

So much for her great ornament.  
The path back was misleading, the dense vegetation forming 

a dark wall in front of him. His own breathing sounds loud in his 
ears, like a wind blowing at the edge of the world. A huge white 
moth about the size of his gloved hand appears from the shade of the 
trees and flutters into his line of sight, its shape reminding him of that 
storm cloud he’d seen lingering as if awaiting his instruction. It flies 
slowly across an open space, then disappears among the trees again, 
and once it vanishes everything suddenly seems even more 
oppressive, the air chillier. He’s seized by panic—not knowing how 



 

 

to get out of there. A crow squawks out shrilly. He stands still and 
looks up, but can't see it. A breeze, a real one, blows up from time to 
time, ominously rustling the dark leaves at his feet. He senses 
shadows racing past behind him, but when he spins around they've 
hidden themselves.  

The scenery's always the same. A canopy of trees towering 
above thick ferns, vines trailing down, gnarled roots, lumps of 
decaying leaves, the dry, sloughed-off skins of various bugs. Hard, 
sticky spider webs. And endless branches—a regular tree branch 
universe. Menacing branches, branches fighting for space, cleverly 
hidden branches, twisted, crooked branches, contemplative branches, 
dried-up, dying branches—the same scenery repeated.  

Birds screech above him, and he looks up at the sky.  
She stops and begins to rub her hands; the numbness robbed 

them of all feeling, as if the life was being drained out of them by the 
environment that surrounded her.  

Naturally aware, her eyes dart around her, as what few leaves 
on the trees flutter ever so slightly. Her heart begins to beat a little 
quicker, the situation feeling ever so eerie. "What am I doing?" she 
wonders aloud, yet her curiosity kills her reason, and she presses on. 

The sounds seem to follow her, track her footsteps, but 
stopping the second she pauses to listen. The fluttering of the leaves 
had escalated to ravens taking flight with her every step. The woods 
had become thicker now, no longer was she back stepping—she was 
fighting through the bony branches.  

Her focus shifts from listening to sounds to avoiding low 
hanging limbs. Once again stopping to rub her hands, she notices a 
breathing that is not her own. With a quick motion, she whips her 
head round to the space behind her to see a cloaked man standing at 
ease.  



 

 

He’s fretting and feeling his heart pound through his chest. 
All new experiences for one newly installed in a sentient body. Then 
he almost runs straight into Marnie as he stumbles about the dark 
forest looking skyward.  

He sees her look at him with a questioning look of obvious 
fear in her eyes. At that point he did not realize he looked entirely 
menacing and suspicious to her. Not only that, he did not realize the 
clothing he wore was exactly the type of clothing worn by suspicious 
menacing types.  

And they were coming upon each other in a dark forest. 
His unusually large head tilted down, the brim of his hat 

hiding his face. His cold breath emanates from beneath its cover. He 
wears a fedora with the brim turned down jauntily at the front, 
adorning a cloak that covers his shoulders and the front of his body. 
His hands and peculiarly reedy arms at his sides, almost one with his 
clothing, he looks oddly abnormal; so much so that he looks like a 
traveler from another time. Marnie is intrigued. Who is this…man 
before me? 

Marnie stands, her heart beating out of her chest, racing with 
every breath the man of unusually large head takes. She is frozen 
with fright, unsure if the man would attack her or… 

He raises his head to look directly at her. 
 “So, whatdya think?” 
It was Perilous. The new improved Perilous, standing before 

her in evidently dapper duds with arms legs etcetera to boot.  
So this is the humanoid form he was after? It seemed unusual 

but she thought it made sense since he was a pumpkin from a patch 
of vines. 

The bright light had vanished and now all that remained was 
the thin moonlight. Meaning that she could see him before her, make 



 

 

out the basic shapes of his form and such, but more intricate details 
such as style and cut would need wait until a well-lit time. 

Somehow he’s able to make it back to the safety zone where 
she recognizes him, and they recognize each other and all is back to 
relative normalcy.  

Despite being anything but normal. 
 “You scared the Halloween out of me. I didn’t know who or 

WHAT you were, only knew you were tall, shadowy, and right in 
front of me. Didn’t know WHAT you were up to either. No good I 
figured.” 

She tended to ramble on when she was scared. A trait she 
wasn’t fond of. Much as she was supremely not fond of being scared. 

“Sorry about that,” he apologized, his voice mature and 
deeper than before, no longer channeled through a pathetic young 
pumpkin on a quest for greatness. 

“So, this is the new you then?” 
“Evidently. Will need to adjust to the clothed hatted cloaked 

booted and vine limbed persona I’ve become. Oh, won’t be jumping 
up on your counter or window either.” 

She thought about it. 
“Wouldn’t it be cool though? A pumpkin man. Not just your 

regular carved or painted pumpkin. I’d be the Halloween queen! I 
can imagine the jealousy…” 

A shiver ran through Perilous at the mention of “carved.” 
Marnie could see him shiver visibly. His arms and legs so 

pliable as to make them appear to vibrate. 
“May I politely request no more use of pumpkin and carved 

in the same sentence?” he choked out uncomfortably in deep 



 

 

soothing tones. “For me those two terms used together now sound as 
appropriate as using the same terms applied to humans. YUK!” 

And to think this whole adventure began when he decided to 
speak to this precocious girl. Imagine if he had not. 

He would have many sleepless many nights as the gruesome 
scenario replayed in endless loop. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN 

Two thousand years ago the Greeks held an annual rite in which they 
drink a sacred liquid or tea that induced hallucinogenic visions. 
Those who took it said they had changed, that they're seeing the 
world different.  

The trees seemed to be bulging and surging, at anchor on a 
tide, and the heave of the slope of the park was alive. The universe 
ceased to be the vast clockwork of circling planets and pivotal suns 
which I had known. The stars opened like eyes, with a consciousness 
in them, and the sky was filled with a soft, yearning consolation. It 
was not mere atmosphere. It had its own feeling, its own soul. 
Everything had its own soul. 

At least that’s how I view the world after I’ve trekked into a 
long unexpected trial in death world.  

And they’ve drugged me.  
I would not wish on my worst enemy. Yes. I mean you bullies 

three of recent history. Not even YOU would I wish this upon.  



 

 

Time moves differently in death world. So distinctly different 
so as to not view it as time at all. It’s more like a living breathing 
entity with its own thoughts and agenda. Not necessarily benevolent 
either.  

On second thought. Yes, I would wholeheartedly wish this 
misery upon you bullies three. Cannot think of more deserving 
jokers. Oh boy with everything in me yes I would.  

Wish wish wish away, Lacy… 
These malevolent souls may be dead but I swear to all that is 

holy or otherwise, they are anything but departed. When I think of 
the words you hear at every funeral, “…to the dearly departed…” If 
anyone really knew how NOT departed the recently passed were they 
may not linger so long in grief.  

Heck, they’re not departed, they just relocated.  
Now their existence in the afterlife is a place where thought is 

action, where cruel and chaotic is the rule of the day. And the living? 
They’re treated like abused pets. I mean, if you think the people who 
abuse pets are vicious—they ARE of course—I gotta point out that 
you ain’t seen nothing yet. What I’m saying is the dead take vicious 
and arbitrary cruelty to a whole new level. 

So as I began, yep, much like the doings of the ancient 
Greeks, these arbitrarily cruel dead have dosed me with something 
hallucinogenic I think. Their effort to turn the tables against me so as 
to lessen my chances of winning any games in this bizarre trial 
they’re putting me through. Maybe the first game ticked them off? 

This particular episode started off innocently and pleasurable 
enough. What with trees seeming to be bulging and surging at anchor 
on a tide, and the heave of the slope of the park seemingly alive. The 
universe ceasing to be the vast clockwork of circling planets and 
pivotal suns which I had known. This was a mild entertainment and 
diversion from the cycling torments these desperately bored spirits 



 

 

subject me to. But no longer do I take ease in the sense of stars 
opening like eyes with a consciousness in them, or do I feel as if the 
sky is filled with a soft, yearning consolation. It is no longer the mere 
atmosphere that I feel having its own sensation of feeling, its own 
soul. Yet still I sense, I know…everything has its own soul. 

One final comfort. 
But presently I am disconnected from these slipping away 

sensations of universal comfort as I await the next challenge to be 
flung at me like so much dung. 

Then like a whispering sweetly fragrant wind a fragile 
familiar tune tiptoes through my mind. Something I heard one time 
from my mother’s collection of records, albums, from her youth. 
Records and albums a foreign concept to our world of digital data 
downloads and streaming: 

Many a mile to freedom, many a smile to tell 
Ask my bluebird to sing you, from the heart of a wishing well 
Call all my reindeer to graze here, call all my grain to grow 
Then together we flow like the river 
Then together we melt like the snow 
 
Many a thought unanswered, many a tale to tell 
Ask my bluebird to sing you, from the heart of a wishing well 
If you should ask me to give you the reason for life that we 

know 
Then together we flow like the river 
And together we melt like the snow 



 

 

Tears start to roll, a warm soothing trickle. I near swoon in 
this effervescent peace giving song. An impression from the period 
of my mother’s youth. When youth were unified in a common cause.  

And it seems so relevant to my current situation. Mine and 
Gobby’s current situation to be clear. He as well as I captive in this 
topsy turvy reality.  

“tch…tch…sss…” 
What the hey is going on?  
hel…hell…hello…hello…” 
A ratcheting noisy radio sound is suddenly eclipsing the 

beautiful music I was so happily enjoying. A noise not outside me, 
but a noise directly fed to my brain. And its— 

“tch…tch…Lacy? Come in Lacy? Can you h…h…hear me?” 
Holy moly! This sounds like Bon. What the hey is he doing 

interrupting my thoughts? 
“Ok…Ok…I’m sure you can hear me now,” he says. “Got 

you dialed in. I want you to know I’ve tapped into a private spirit 
communication plane that not many know about. Good for the good 
guys, I say. And I want you to hear, but not speak out loud to me. In 
this world, in case you don’t remember, thought is the medium of 
exchange so you just—” 

“Got it Bon,” I think, and come through loud and clear, 
overriding his voice, “Don’t know why you chose to come to me like 
this but I can only assume it’s with good reason?” 

“That’s my girl. You know it! See, these self-congratulatory 
dead demons think they’re so clever, think they have the upper hand 
in these swindling games they’ve constructed. Tried rigging that first 
game and failed! Now I know…THEY know, and I’m sure by now 
YOU know, these slanted games are designed for you to lose. Lose 
big time. And how dare you, impulsive bold bold human, dare to win. 



 

 

OMG! They are so tweaked out of shape they’ve got whole new 
mental/spiritual readjustments to contend with. Like the under 
chassis is out of alignment with the upper chassis and the wheels 
don’t touch the ground. I mean they are spinning out of control. All 
thanks to little ol’ you. Oh boo hoo hoo. I’m so sad for them…NOT!” 

I start giggling but I don’t think it matters seeing as these 
vengeful spirits drugged me so who knows WHAT I’m imagining. 
But I think I get it. Is he saying they rigged Game #1 but I won 
anyway? 

“So, girl. Here’s the plan. From this point out I will be with 
you internally to guide and or jump in and steer the game in question 
to your favor. Since cheating is the name of the game, may the best 
cheater WIN! And let me tell you, baby girl, y’ain’t seen no better 
cheat than good ol’ Bon.” 

 



 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Game #2: Eyeballs Over Innards 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Humps & Hollows 
Equipment: Eyeball, intestinal tract 

This competition is a default loss for the weakly constituted or 
one who suffers from Ommetaphobia (fear of eyes). Competitor 
slides a slimy eyeball across gooey large intestines to land in a bowl-
shaped hollow located somewhere along the intestinal tract. Eyeball 
must remain atop intestines and avoid toppling over the side. 
Competitor loses in one of two distinct ways: eyeball fails to land in 
the hollow or cascades off intestine. Competitor wins by successfully 
sliding eyeball into intestinal hollow. 

Gibbon, the name, not the monkey, was on his way home 
from another pint tipping adventure where he’d win one pint of Hot 
Bubbly Booty beer for every shot more of Fireborn whiskey he drank 
than the other guy. A silly game only adults would play but kids of 



 

 

course have no clue…unfortunately some may have interest…but to 
them, better luck next time. 

So he’s walking, make that stumbling home, talking to stones, 
talking to trees, singing to lorna moon or something and happy as the 
unshucked clam he goes.  

Peaceful, happy, all appears to be a most boring end to 
another night where all of NOTHING happens at once.  

BORING! 

The natives are friendly, maybe. But you never know what 
they are thinking—they all look alike to him. 

Then two gutter shank types smelling of urine stank jump 
from the shadows, knock him down, steal his wallet and gut him as 
he whimpers and snorts pig like. Leave him slopping through his 
scattered, splattered, and spewed gooey intestines as he dies horribly, 
pathetically crawling along with a wild look of “seeing beyond the 
veil” in his eyes. Which he most likely was seeing in multicolor 4D 
as he had just stumbled over death’s doorjamb.  

Did he think someone might actually care to stop for a 
slaughterhouse specimen when they had much better “safe” things to 
do?  

As if!  
So there goes Gibbon and here comes the afterworld game, 

Eyeballs Over Innards, a very unpleasant reminder for one who 
suffered the ill-fated end. His wife always said, “Gib, one day they’s 
gonna find you in the street all butchered up.”  

Is she a prophet or what?  
As to the game, the rules are twisted and lame and not 

something I’m likely to win but it’s one of the games in the ten-pack 
of games biased unfairly against the living.  



 

 

“Slide this eyeball over and across the slimy innards, or 
entrails if you please, and land that gooey little goo ball in this 
hollow here to win.” 

Slide? He’s talking some serious “skim rocks across the 
pond” type of sliding.  

I grab the gooey gooey EEUW! gooey eyeball, look down 
along the um…um…slime track, picking my moment and trying to 
somehow psych the game to my advantage. Come on eyeball. Hug 
the track and drop in the hollow. Come on now. You can do it. Yes. 
Yes, Yes you can!  

But all lines are busy and my request does not go through. 
Silly me. Eyeballs have no hearing mechanisms. Ok. Ok. Calm. 
Calm. Calm. Be the calm. Be the calm. Be the ooooooooh 
swishhhhhhh!!!! 

A huge black hole opens in from of me and I’m being pulled 
toward it. I feel like I’m about to leave my body and I am hearing 
and feeling vibrations. They are really loud and I can feel them 
pulsing through my body. 

Suddenly, I am swept away, as if yanked from my body.  
The shadows laugh with glee as I am slowly engulfed in deep 

pulsating shadow. It pulls me in, a swirling a vortex of deep, black 
unknown. Falling, falling, it sucks me further, the black nothing of 
my surroundings revealing nothing at all. Further into the vortex, I 
see the swirls of black, almost shades of grey, but not quite there 
enough to be anything. 

Just cloudy nothingness, like the inside of a black hole in 
space. I think I see something in the distance, coming closer and 
closer by the second. I strain to see it, stretching my eyes as wide as I 
can, the pupils of my eyes dilating to take in as much as possible. It 
appears to be a picture, but more three dimensional, a solid being. 
Not moving, but stock still, as if frozen in place.  



 

 

As it nears, or as I get closer, I see it is a little girl of three or 
so. She's laughing, playing in a sandpit, her fingers stretched wide as 
she molds the sand into a castle, and plays with her light red hair. A 
little dog sits next to her, tongue hanging out, eagerly awaiting to be 
played with. Its little body stays still, not a hair swaying, its tongue 
stiff in the awkward position. They seem bathed in an ethereal light, 
glowing, as though not just frozen in place, but in time. I realize it is 
my sister Luna. Something is wrong with the picture, but I can't quite 
put my finger on it. 

I no longer feel as though I am falling. Instead, it is as though 
I am floating, gently moving downwards in the non-existent breeze. I 
move past the little girl and the dog, and the next image is displayed 
to me. It is at a park, and it appears to be Autumn, as red and gold 
leaves surround the two people, some on the soil ground, some left 
hanging in the air, caught floating midway down.  

A young woman, perhaps in her late twenties, holds a young 
child in her arms. Her finger is placed on her lips, shushing the child, 
her eyes crinkled into a smile. The child's face is screwed up, crying, 
but I can see the woman has a calming effect. Next to them, a young 
girl of about eight sits on a swing, arms crossed grumpily, as the 
swing beside her is left empty. Her red curls frame her face, her 
beautiful green eyes only slightly marred by the expression of disgust 
on her face.  

She must feel left out, lonely, maybe. Again, something is 
wrong with the picture, something is missing. Now both swings are 
empty leaving only the young woman and child in her arms. I come 
to the realization that I am missing. I should be there. This is what 
life would be like for my family if I didn't exist.  

Nice odd maybe relevant movie I guess but I’m still engulfed 
in total blackness and feel myself being pulled strongly forward. I go 
blank as I struggle to escape this devil’s vortex. Moving, fast, fast. 
Oh no! Moving faster and faster and I know gonna crash into 



 

 

something, anything. I try to scream but cannot. I reach my arms out 
to the side and feel nothing at all. Then I feel the space around me 
pushing in on me. Like I’m being compressed. OMG! Am I even 
alive? Or maybe they killed me and I’m heading to my final 
destination. Now I panic.  

Stay out of the light. Stay out of the light. No, no, no!!! 
I’m…I’m…OMG! I’m…I’m…I’m the EYEBALL!  
PLOP!! 
I land face down, I think, but I can definitely feel the cold 

slimy goo touching me…touching me as I slip and slide and…OH 
NO! Don’t slide off the side…don’t…don’t… 

And then I’m freewheeling along this slippery track, taking 
the curves, staying on top, miraculously holding tight to the track like 
I’m some kind of magnetic car but I’m sliding sliding along not 
really feeling like I have any control of my movement but on I go. 
Sliding along like Sammy Slug  

Craziest trip I’ve ever been on. 
All I know is I have to drop into a hollow or hole somewhere 

along this crazy track but I’m not in control of my movement and it’s 
like I’m being pulled along by a tow rope or something and for all I 
know I could slam against that hole and pop right up into one of 
these huge ugly faces I see all around me and…EEUW! One of them 
spits gobs of goo on me.  

Cheating dead buttheads!  
If only I could like pop up slam that big ugly in the eye and 

drop back onto the…OOPS! Gotta watch what I wish for, no pun 
intended as I do pop right up, whack him across the eye and drop 
back down on the track like no interruption at all.  



 

 

He’s cussing and spitting like mad and some of the others 
around are having a grand old time laughing at his misfortune. I say 
serves him right, the cheating weasel. 

He’s screaming, “Cheat cheat cheat cheat,” like it’s going out 
of style. This just makes everyone laugh more.  

I meanwhile have slid clean away making my way along this 
crazy trail looking for that little drop off spot into the winning 
hollow. 

“That was funny, yes?” says Bon and now I realize he’s been 
with me on the wild ride all along. Those hallucinogenic drugs 
totally turned me inside out and made me go foggy. 

“Uh yes,” I think and broadcast it back to him. “Deserved 
it.” 

“I thought so. They should know. You can’t cheat a cheat.” 
Now I ‘m feeling so much better about my chances of 

winning this goofy game just don’t know how I’m going to change 
from eyeball to my regular self and of course how could I know. Had 
nothing to do with this eyeball conversion to begin with. 

A giant tarantula mounts the track, pauses to wave a spindly 
leg and then creeps menacingly on top of the track heading away 
from me. Then a monster size hand with giant tweezers, gently 
reaches down out of the sky and lies, palm up, next to the track. The 
tarantula climbs into it. The hand rises into the sky again. 

I’m terrified. I cannot speak. Not sure what I’d say if I could. 
Varicolored lightning bolts shoot from somewhere all around me. 
The tarantula drops down out of the sky lands and starts charging full 
speed toward the spectators. A gasp comes from somewhere but it 
sure isn’t me. A lightning bolt flares.  

Something strange going on here. 
Ominous, vibrating music blares and everything goes dark. 



 

 

Suddenly I drop, down, down, down, falling down a deep 
well or something I don’t know but I’m definitely dropping. I feel 
myself hit bottom and immediately sneering and coughing and 
spitting and, “foul, foul, foul” are loudly screamed all around me and 
as I lay in this hollow looking straight up I can see the ugly 
screeching faces gathered around me, pointing and shouting and 
cussing, you’d think someone had been attacked.  

At this point I would shake my head but I don’t have one. I’m 
a gooey eyeball. 

POP!! 
And now I’m standing straight up, staring into this ugly 

crowd. The officials are in front of me keeping the crowd away from 
me. I feel big and small at the same time. 

A wave of nausea comes over me. 
You know when you spend all day at the theme park, then 

you sit down, and for some reason you still feel like you’re on a 
roller coaster? That’s the feeling I’m having right now and my 
stomach sure don’t like it. Oh, oh, oh. Come on girl. Hold it together. 

Nope. 
Going full chunder now while the shouting and pushing 

continues unabated, nobody paying attention to the young girl 
heaving her guts out right in front of them. Never have I felt so 
irrelevant before. Like the only green haired girl in a yellow haired 
town.  

It seems the whole ground around me is covered in chunder, 
somebody’s gonna need to clean this up but it ain’t me. No siree. It 
ain’t me…send in the mop squad… 



 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

Two games in and they’re getting creepier and slimier. Let me tell 
you, playing games in death world where everybody but you IS dead 
is no walk through Spider Boggs Park. Especially when the odds are 
unfairly stacked against you. But Lenny had told me that maybe 
Benny was the solution guy. I decided right then and there I had to 
make a move to a different solution.  

I went on a quest for Benny.  
A not long after I started searching for him, I saw him, or an 

echo of him. I wandered into a government building (a government 
building in death world of all places) looking for the Census Bureau, 
and even after all the years that had passed, I recognized him right 
away. With spindly arms and a head that seemed overly large for his 
thin neck and scrawny body, he looked more like an eight-year-old as 
an adult than he had when he was really eight.  

Couldn’t forget those stats.  
Yeah, little Benny Chong, or as he was known, skinny neck 

big head, Bony. Used to go around bragging on himself and his 
Asian family and how Bruce Lee was his cousin—a very close 



 

 

cousin, almost like a brother—and his grandfather had started the 
Chun King brand, even going so far as to say it was HIS family that 
introduced Chinese food to America.  

Obviously he was quite the teller of tall tales. Funny when 
you saw that TALL, he was not, as he was often the token bully bait. 
I guess you could say he was on the “get tough or get killed” plan. 

Yeah, little Bony. His memory comes rushing back to me. 
And now he was the golden child of gaming in the afterlife. Looks 
like he was destined for stardom in one world or another. He did 
always say that too, or strongly HINT at that anyway. The destined 
for stardom bit. First of course according to him he was a close very 
close relation to Bruce Lee. I mean, he reasoned, how could some of 
that star talent not rub off on me, right; being as close as we were and 
all? Okay, Bony. I’ll go there with you. But please have some self-
respect and don’t overdo it.  

Words to fall on the unhearing. 
With some people they do ABSOLUTELY have a destiny, 

one written in stone and even carved on ancient Jurassic period 
blocks of stone. His mission was to back up his tall tales with proof, 
which he did not and could not have, or throw himself in the ring feet 
first (I say face first) and act the part as if it was not mere fanciful 
story but the absolute truth.   

Once more, I had to throw in a huge dose of good cheer to 
“humor” him as he went through the paces. 

“Check this out Lace, with moves like this anyone can see my 
potential,” he bragged, before running forward, launching straight up 
no more than 5 inches (and I’m being generous here) before thrusting 
out one foot in a couldn’t hurt a one winged fly kick, plummeting to 
earth and landing on his knee. “Ouch…OUCH!!!” he whined in 
grand Bruce Lee as cry baby style. “Okay, so leave out the falling on 
the knee part…” he began, rubbing his knee and wincing, reeling out 



 

 

a long recap where he tried to reclaim any lost shred of dignity he 
may have had by layering on ten pounds of woulda coulda shoulda 
been spectacular, recounting a performance of Karate, Kung Fu, or 
Taekwondo moves that he never even came close to mimicking, 
“…so you can see, I got the talent, right?” 

I began giggling like a loony at the memory. What do you do 
when faced with a kid looking at you all expectantly for your 
agreement, knowing that all you can offer is an opinion that would 
crush him so deep into the dirt he would never want to raise his head 
above ground again. What do you do? You do what I did, “Hey, 
Bony. How about some ice cream?” 

Along the way he kept proclaiming his greatness and I just 
nodded which I knew he was taking as my silent agreement but I 
figured, hey why not? At least I didn’t have to lie to tell him what he 
wanted to hear.  

“You’re always so agreeable, Lace.” 
Yep, that’s me. Lacy the agreeable. 
The upshot of this fractured tale of self-deception is that I 

became his one and only never to be equaled true blue friend who 
always told him the truth when he asked for comment on his massive 
martial arts skills. Truth be told, I said a whole bunch of nothing, let 
him do all the talking and just nodded along for the ride. Oh, and I 
helped him off the ground when he fell horribly—always— and 
tended to his physical and emotional wounds. You know, that bit 
about losing face is for real in the Asian community. At times, the 
intense penetrating look of shame and irredeemable dignity was so 
strong in this skinny little kid I just knew to the deepest part of me 
that if I didn’t stand him up, brush him off, and let him blabber 
himself back to cheery, he may never have come back from shame 
jail, failure a crushing shame that no doubt reached backwards in 
time to slap the face of every relative that ever was; a resounding 
slap of shame that even incited his grandfather who introduced 



 

 

Chinese food to America, “Why I come here? No to see dah Ichiro, 
shame to family. I go now.” I’m talking some serious shaming!  

Ichiro? Who dat? Um, forgot to mention that Ichiro is the old 
country birth name of Benny. Why his parents decided to go with 
Benny in America I can only guess. Maybe because kids being kids, 
it was only a matter of time before some wiseacre kid said, “He so 
Itchy he got cooties!!” 

Now he’s the golden child of gaming in the afterlife. Yep, 
you were right on target, Bony. You WERE destined for fame. Just 
not in the living years.  

He got that centuries old Asian mystery thing going too, 
Ichiro. Anybody I ask about him clams up, ducks and dodges, and 
can’t seem to offer any information about him at all. Like he’s so 
enigmatic they have no words. Like to say anything at all will drop a 
hideous curse on their entire family line.  

Talk about powerful. Nobody wants the Ichiro Chong juju 
dumped on their head. Fifteen centuries bad luck. 

Spinning spinning spinning. Down 
down down down… 

BAAAAM! 
Slammed back into reality. Or maybe I should say chopped, 

diced, mashed and squeezed back into reality. It was obvious that 
what I had witnessed in dreamland could in no way have been the kid 
I knew. Okay, same name, Benny, big whoopee do, but I am not and 
he is not an adult. So, nice dreamtime mashup of two people, same 
name, entirely different realities.  



 

 

Trying to confuse this veil battered twelve-year-old with 
illogical logic that has nothing at all to do with logic is not very nice!  

All I want to do is find Benny and yes it weighs heavy on my 
mind. So naturally when my mind is shut off and in dream world or 
astral travel times my imagination goes to work to create a neat little 
solution to my dilemma. Yet I did not need to attend a long, fanciful, 
though interesting play starring a Benny I could not have known.  

Yes, the Benny I knew was everything this “play” described: 
in childhood. But he is not yet an adult and there’s no way he 
miraculously jumped ten years or more ahead to bypass a good 
chunk of his youth. And but…but…but…  

Wore myself all out of buts. 
I just needed to sit here a minute, wake myself up FULLY, 

and see if digging through the puzzle pieces that were thrown 
together for my nighttime entertainment could yield something 
useful. 

So where are you Benny? 
Wait a flippin’ minute here. Didn’t Gimms say something 

about Benny being on a long many lifetimes punishment, haunting 
some ne’er-do-wells named umm…umm...Woodruffs? Right. How 
hard could finding them be if I went to like…the Census Bureau?  

Thank you dream world. 
Nice clue but not so easy. At my not-free-to-travel-at-will age 

of twelve, there was no way I could go hunt him down. And let’s not 
forget, at the moment I was not so safely caught up in death world. 
Dreams and spirit travel were all I had at my disposal. He could also 
be anywhere in the world.  

Dissecting this puzzle for clues is like trying to decode a five 
dimensional Rubik’s cube.  



 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

Hedeon Jasha Sergeyev aka Harley Sparrow. He did not much care 
for the concrete campus of a cold gray city whose skyscrapers stood 
up to stamp on him. He was a private person. Not given to high 
excitement that seemed to accompany him with each visit to a public 
domain. He was continually on the lookout for them and thought of 
little else.  

He was not afraid for his life or for his property, but for 
something which he considered to be infinitely more precious. He 
had two daughters who were precocious to what he considered an 
awkward degree. He knew the dangers of that frangible state from 
certain observations of his own—made earlier in life, of course—and 
the jealousy with which he guarded them from contact with the world 
was the principal reason for living in Phlerm.  

Initially.  
Then all had fallen into a dire new direction which caused the 

family to make a new plan. 



 

 

Before this rather unexpected turn to the mystical, he was an 
unprepossessing young fellow who had no compass, no barometer, 
no sense of where he may end up in this world as concerned 
occupation or profession. Knowing only that he had a rather uncanny 
facility with numbers, all things mathematical, and an envious 
aptitude in engineering, it appeared that this propensities guided his 
hand. Thus it was he answered the ad:  

Recorder: Public Records firm. Low pay. No Benefits. Dull 
Job. Uninspiring workplace. Apply in person. 

Adventurous personalities need not apply. 
He became the person to hold the role for as long as he was 

able to endure its tedious mediocrity. He thought the firm should 
consider changing its name to Tedium.  

And so his path was laid. 
Once hired to this rather dull and unimpressive workplace, 

impressive only in its unimpressiveness, his life began in earnest. 
Each day he would first gather the file folders of records needing 
filing. This was followed by a descent into the catacombs of file 
storage. A narrow sparsely lit corridor that offered naught in the way 
of variety or surprise. The massive file cabinets yawned in response. 

The stack of files tucked neatly beneath his arm he would 
reach up to insert files in the portals above him, squat to place files in 
portals below. A tedious and necessary task that appealed to none but 
the vibrancy impaired.  

In this regard the task had found its perfect match. 
An accomplished crossword puzzle enthusiast he would 

reserve the greater portion of his meager energy stores for crossword 
puzzle time. 



 

 

At home he would play the bassoon. A marginalized 
instrument to be sure. Unless one was engaged in symphonic 
occupation the instrument was largely ignored. 

With extreme prejudice. 
Yet this particular Instrument held poetic and emotional 

appeal for him. For it was his closely held view that as regards the 
bassoon he considered its societal fate and his, equal. 

As his mystical dabblings gained audience, the fanatics had 
driven him far and wide and high upon the mountain to Chestnut. In 
his humble opinion, the most desirable home base of all. At 12,000 
feet above sea level, which is above the cloud level, on any given day 
you can see the sun pour through a covering of clouds during sunrise 
and sunset. The family was enchanted. 

“There’s going to be thunder today,” Perilous said to no one 
in particular. He may have been addressing the wall. He may have 
been addressing the annoying fly which kept dive bombing his head 
rather than slap it back against the curve of its own world. He may 
have been addressing his vinery feet set on the floor before him like a 
couple of spindly lazy cats. His boots were set right next to them. 
Neat and tidy ready for service. 

“So I wasn’t dreaming after all,” he announced to the room, 
proud that he could make this pronouncement. 

Looking down at what he supposed were his feet, he wonders 
if this is what human feet look like. Not having seen unshod feet he 
really didn’t know. At any rate, these feet of his were…skinny, 
fuzzy, and green.  

He vaguely remembered being close to the ground in a wet 
marshy place and hopping along. Hopping, rolling, and bumping 
along. Then a blazing light dropped right in front of him.  

Yes, he remembers that part clearly.  



 

 

A blast of clear sky through the fog. This blazing light fell 
almost on TOP of him.  

But he did not frighten. Did not flee. He stayed. But he not 
only stayed but crawled right up to it. For what purpose? To smell it? 
To touch it? To KISS it? 

Then bright bright bright hot hot hot HOT! 
Vines sprang up all around him. Tangling him. Binding him. 

Tripping him. Adhering to him. Shooting out rapidly in all directions 
and becoming part of him.  

Part of the NEW parts of him.  
And when he popped upright to find himself looking down 

and around from some height he thought somebody or something had 
tossed him into a tree.  

Of course, the old pumpkin patch game, Lo High. 
That felt comfortable and familiar. But in truth, this was not 

the game Lo High, and there was nothing comfortable or familiar 
about anything at all. 

Lost in a dream, he merely exhales deeply again. At the same 
time, in a hollow inside him, something struggles to break out of its 
shell. Before he realizes what’s happening, there’s a pair of eyes 
turned in on him, and he can observe this whole scene.  

He doesn’t yet know if this thing inside him is good or bad, 
but whichever it is, he can’t hold it back or stop it. It’s still a slimy, 
faceless being, but he fears that it will soon break free of its shell, 
show its face, and slough off its jelly-like coating. Then he’ll know 
what it really is.  

Now, though, it’s just a formless thing. It’s reaching out its 
hands-that-won’t-be-hands, breaking apart the shell at its softest 
point. And he can see each and every one of its movements.  



 

 

“I’m sorry, what did you say?” 
There’s going to be a lot of thunder soon. Let’s wait for that 

before we get going out. 
No wind at all. Perilous trudges along. He walks by the 

shores of consciousness. Waves of consciousness roll in, roll out, 
leave some inscriptions, and just as quickly new waves roll in and 
erase it. He quickly tries to quickly read what’s written there, 
between one wave and the next, but it’s hard. Before he can read it 
the next wave’s washed it away.  

All that’s left are puzzling fragments and he on walkabout 
under a blue cloud-ruffled sky, dense trees along the banks, and a 
fellow with a red bandanna sitting in a small, green flat-bottom boat 
holding the thin whip of a pole. 

This mountain he stands upon has absorbed him wholesale. 
Pulled him into its reality. He wants to put down what the mountain 
has awakened and study it like a prize petri dish creation. See all 
from a distance. Stand outside his physical body. He finds it easier 
than he could ever conceive to withdraw within. 

I stand mesmerized by this huge mouthful of grass my journey 
has become. I can taste its breadth. My curious tale. I want to still 
my racing spirit but find myself moved patch by patch to dizzying 
emotional heights. There's a gurgle in my throat. Words fail me. I 
sink to my knees. I now know the ragweed from the goldenrod, and 
the blinding beauty of green.  

I am shedding my skins. I am a paper hive, a wolf spider, the 
creeping ivy, the ache of a birch, a heifer, a blue jay. I fall from my 
dream of progress and collapse groundward to fully absorb the now. 
This moment. This universe of sensation.  

Who I am. Who I will become. Pales in comparison to this 
living, pulsing, breathing moment. From patch sproutling to Perilous 
Lovely. 



 

 

How could I know what slept inside? What would slash my 
fantasies to bubble up from this belly's wet straw-strewn field? These 
surroundings? 

I have seen my death and I know this earth is my neighbor, 
my brother, my keeper. In my life I will keep trying for the blend of 
tranquility and passion that brings equable balance. 

He blinks and moves on to other pastoral scenes of haystacks, 
water whitening over rocks, even one of a brown hare who seemed 
so wired with alertness he imagined him springing right out of the 
frame, wondering what these things he witnessed would signify to 
him now that he has joined a world where his perspective has 
changed from looking up toward to looking down upon.  

Now his perspective shifts to that of curious but detached 
observer. A man alone in a field wandering up a mountain, his 
destination tickling at the edges of awareness but vague and 
ephemeral 

The weather stayed the same, and no flashes of inspiration 
struck him. One expressionless moment after another ticked by. 
Noon came and went, the afternoon quietly reeling into twilight. The 
hands of the electric clock on the universal wall skimmed smoothly 
over the surface of time like a whirligig beetle, and on the lifeline of 
fleeing consciousness he was still disconnected. 

Still, as he walks along he gets the feeling something, 
somewhere, is watching him, listening to him, holding its breath, 
blending into the background, watching his every move. Somewhere 
far off, something's listening to all the sounds he makes, trying to 
guess where he’s headed and why. He tries not to think about it. The 
more you think about illusions, the more they'll swell up and take on 
form. And no longer be an illusion. 

Mega huge orange thing. 
Mega huge orange thing. 



 

 

Mega huge orange thing. 
Perilous had wanted only to return to the patch of his 

beginnings; remembering the risks and the value of extremes, and 
that experience teaches. Was curious to see how things had changed 
since leaving. Curious to see what happened to the others when they 
were gathered up tossed in trucks and sent to market over a wider 
area than he could imagine. Although much time had not passed on 
the timeline, many vast changes had brought him to a full reckoning 
with all that had been, all that was, and perhaps even all that may be. 

He stumbled and bumbled through the mountainside, through 
meadow and field, careful to stay low to the ground and out of sight. 
Crawling fulfilled the need to stay below the sight line but he found 
it difficult on springy bandy legs without discernible kneecaps as the 
human beings. At any rate, he needed to limit his crawling to specific 
periods, short periods to avoid breakdown.  

He remained fully cognizant that being sighted by anybody, 
or anything, could be his downfall. Every now and then he saw a 
farmer approaching in a wagon, or rancher driving a herd of cattle, or 
shepherd leading his flock of sheep, yet each time he almost 
impulsively allowed himself to introduce himself and ask directions, 
or beg a ride, he would stop and look in the lake or puddle like a 
modern day Narcissus, or run his hands over and across his bulbous 
pumpkin head and recall that he did NOT look like, speak like, act 
like, nor would become species analogous to these people by osmosis 
or simple magical wishing.  

He, Perilous Lovely, was a man pumpkin, a pumpkin man, an 
outcast in a world filled with humanoid mammals and sundry animal 
and insect species. Being a freak in this realm was a matter of some 
getting used to. But get used to this he MUST if he hoped to survive 
and escape the stampeding crowds of pitchfork, torch, and shotgun 
wielding terrified citizenry.  



 

 

It was then he understood with shocking tangible reality that 
man was the one and ONLY apex predator.  

Running through a series of possible anticipatory reactions 
should he encounter a human, the prospect for a rational outcome 
seemed to slide down the scale into the abyss of never gonna happen 
oblivion. 

With dusk approaching he could see yellows turn to orange 
and finally to red as a swirling fog begins to collect around him. 
Colorful sunrises and sunsets can be seen anywhere, though certain 
parts of the world are especially famous for their twilight hues. He 
was so awestruck he imagined he was viewing one of the famous 
type. Moisture began to fall and he impulsively lost his nerve, 
believing that this was some kind of sign, a chastisement for 
attempting to walk back along previously traveled life paths. The 
mocking voice of Kwinn boomed in his head, turn back pissant, you 
never WERE even half a sproutling, hardly a quarter of a pumpkin, 
so you stand no chance of becoming a fully integrated man. 

He pauses for a moment. But lets it pass knowing that if he 
came this far only to abandon his quest at the last steps, he would 
never attempt this again. 

Eventually familiar sights and scents invaded his new sprung 
sensory perceptions causing every sensory impression he received to 
ring with abundant life and color and sound and scent until he was 
sure with absolute certainty that despite all indications to the contrary 
he had in fact arrived back in the vicinity if not the direct location of 
his birthplace. 

Holding his head high like huge sensory net he pulled in all 
sensory information he could, processing and analyzing until he was 
sure, absolutely certain, he had in fact arrived back home. 

Looking around something was wrong, though. Scent so 
strong and musky he was ashamed he had encroached upon a sacred 



 

 

ritual. Sharp sounds popping and jumping and squishing and 
sloshing, a dance of widespread fertilization. 

Besides these sudden, unexpected sounds, everything else is 
still. There's no wind, no rustle of leaves in the treetops, just his own 
footsteps as he pushes through the brush. When I he steps on a fallen 
branch, the snap reverberates through the air. 

The wind had picked up, and the walk across the field, which 
was muddy from the rains the week before, was not an easy one. 
Several times Perilous stumbled and almost fell, but eventually he 
made it to the pumpkin patch. There was no fence, and he didn’t hear 
any dogs barking, so into the patch he went, on the search for his 
pumpkin kin 

In the moonlight, the pumpkins look almost sinister. Perilous 
shakes himself, laughing at his sudden unease. But he couldn’t shake 
the feeling that something was watching him. “Probably just nerves.”  

A wind whistles in and he hears the rustle of leaves. Normal 
nature sounds. Followed by some weird sounds. A thud like 
something hitting the ground, a creak like floorboards groaning under 
weight, and others he can't even describe. He has no idea what these 
mean, since there's no knowing what they are. 

Now as if suddenly gaining his sight he can see a small shack 
in the near distance. A small shack with windows ablaze with yellow 
light.  

“How did I miss that,” he mumbles.  
There is a rustling sound behind him, and he turns his head. 

What he sees leaves him paralyzed. 
The pumpkins were moving. The ground squelched as they 

propelled themselves forward with short, jerky movements, their 
stems elongating like springs. 

Kin, thinks Perilous, excited now. 



 

 

He glances towards the entrance of the patch, where a thin, 
raggedy man stands, arms tattooed in various symbols of protection, 
his body adorned with signs from voodoo, jewelry and markings. He 
steps forward slowly, eyes darting from one creature to the next. In 
the distance, Perilous could see his entourage waiting for him. 

“Oh look,” Perilous rolled his eyes. “It's the flippin’ shaman.” 
The approaching stranger has located a fine looking pumpkin, 

set a bit apart from the others. It was big, but not so big that he 
couldn't carry it, and had a nice round shape.  

He kneels down in the mud and begins sawing away at the 
stem with his knife. 

There is a wailing, screeching sound that nearly makes him 
drop his knife. He looks around, frantic that somehow he had set off 
an alarm. 

The wailing continues, and the stranger realizes it is very 
close. Almost as if...the pumpkin screams. But that was impossible. 
“Get it together, man.” He places his knife in the niche it had made 
and begins to carve once more. 

This time, there could be no mistaking where the screams 
come from. He wrenches the knife out, gaping in horror at the black, 
tarry substance on the knife blade. The pumpkin emits a blub blub 
sound. He starts upon sighting three other pumpkins gathered around 
him, standing guard like Meerkat. He drops the knife, trembling as 
the black stuff starts to cover the pumpkin. “What the hell is going 
on?” he whispers. 

Holy cannoli. This man is no shaman he’s a monster, thinks 
Perilous, shaking in terror. 

The man, head down, knife dropped in front of him, rubs his 
hands nervously and mutters to himself: bedazzled.  



 

 

“It used to be all so easy for me, in the day. I’d be strolling 
about the farm praising the wind, the trees, the earth, doing my druid 
best to gratefully acknowledge the myriad wonders of Mother Earth 
and her many offspring. In there I would toss the occasional request 
knowing that if and WHEN my request was granted I would need 
only read the signs. Remain diligent and astute. Sometimes I detected 
what might be a sign; they sounded far away, sometimes right near 
by—the sense of distance expanding and contracting. Bird wings 
would echo above me, sounding louder, more exaggerated, than they 
should. Thinking THIS might be the cleverly disguised sign, every 
time I heard this I would stop and listen intently, holding my breath, 
waiting for something to happen. Nothing did, and I walked on.  

This sounds like a long boring story of walking, thinks 
Perilous remaining snug to the wet ground. Nice story for a 
murdering man beast! 

“I spent much time walking as I waited. Until a lightning 
flash, a bolt from the blue and when I happened by my pumpkin 
garden I heard a clear and distinct murmur of voices. Young voices. 
Vaguely foreign young voices. I was stunned. I believed that ghosts 
of the forest were coming home to roost or something.  

Looking all around me I sensed no unusual movement. 
Nothing out of the ordinary. Immediately I put my face in my hands. 
Cursed myself for my foolish request. Believing that instead of 
fulfilling my request I was now to be haunted by wandering ghosts. 
Never had despondency so heavily weighed upon me. When through 
my fingers I saw it. A moderately sized pumpkin speaking up at me.” 

“Lo High,” it said, “Lo High.” 
Perilous appears to have this assertion strike a chord of 

recognition as his eyes light up. 
“It was then I realized that my request had been granted.”  



 

 

Perilous decides this is the time to make his move. Now or 
never. He dies in the attempt or he lives knowing he abandoned his 
patch borne kin. 

He stands and towers over the kneeling man casting an 
ominous shadow. 

“Hello, murderer. I SAW you slicing at one of my kin’s 
cordus longus. Trying to sever him from the vine of life. Savage!” 

The man looks up at this towering marvel and begins shaking 
like a willow in a windstorm.  

“Who…who…WHAT are you?! Oh. Oh. Oh my god…My 
knife. My knife. Here,” he says tossing it at the feet of Perilous, 
“You can have it and cut me to bits if you wish.” 

Perilous is stunned silent at this unexpected humiliating 
surrender. A quick call to mercy surges in his chest 

“I am Perilous Lovely. Formerly of this very patch. Now 
transformed to the being you see before you after a Halloween full-
moon rendezvous with the star line, as per the Vanna witch.”  

“My mother? You followed the commands of my mother? 
What a wild coincidence.” 

Perilous is taken aback. 
“Your mother you say? Then you must be—”  
“Harley Sparrow, resident Warlock. Pleased to meet you. 

Welcome to Chestnut.” 
He suddenly is wholly unafraid and interestingly proud, like 

he is speaking to a previously unknown son. 
“This is so unexpected. So YOU’RE the patch master?” 
“I suppose I am. You were not supposed to leave the farm. 

My assistants misunderstood. They were to pick you all and take you 



 

 

to the large barn where I would examine, assess, and chart your 
progression on a timeline I devised for this purpose. Instead the idiots 
took you to market. Yes, they may be idiots. But they’re MY idiots 
and work harder than most. Yet we seem to be separated by a 
common language.” 

Oh, interesting thought Perilous. 
“And now you’ve gone autonomous and grown a body. 

Well,” he says, chuckling. “Guess that proves my spells worked.” 
As he stares deep and deeper into the eyes of his newfound 

acquaintance, a rush of precognitive intuition overcomes him. He 
collapses and falls face forward to the ground.  

Perilous is overcome by panic and analysis paralysis as he 
waves his hands frantically, shouting hysterically.  

“What happened? What do I do? What CAN I do? Help. 
Help. Helppp!! 

The barn doors burst open as two burly men come racing 
toward him. One is grasping a pitch fork which he holds before him 
and points at Perilous. 

“Stand back, whatever or WHOEVER you are. Don’t make 
me run you through!” 

“I... I…” Perilous stutters, at a severe loss for intelligible 
dialogue, but quickly recovers his voice, “He was talking and talking 
and…he…he…LOOK AT HIM!” 

“Oh,” says the big man, eyes sprung wide, “It talks. Hear that 
Charley? Ain’t no scarecrow. It talks.” 

“Yeah. Walks too,” the second man says. 
Perilous pulls away cautiously, his arms in front of him, and 

begins back stepping quickly. This man with the pitchfork looks 
crazy serious as he faces off with him.  



 

 

The second man, engrossed and appearing more capable, is 
quickly on his knees pumping at the fallen man’s chest.  

He is focused and diligent as he performs his task. The air 
pauses as if in respectful silence. The seconds tick on an on, an 
audible tick tock tic blanketing the four men. The thick air tightens 
around the necks of the three attendees, one of them desperately at 
work to bring the fallen man back around. 

Soon the fallen man is gasping and breathing loudly.  
“Why we always get the weird ones, Charley. Huh? 

Collapsing Warlocks and gangly pumpkin men? Shoulda gone ta 
college like mama wanted.” 

The man kneeling next to Harley looks up warmly at his 
sturdy coworker as he slaps Harley firmly on his back. “Yep, you 
coulda. But I don’t see you with them scrawny neck nerdy types, 
Tank, do you?” 

The big man looks back with droopy sad eyes. 
“No, don’t suppose I do.” 
Charley studies him with a self-satisfied look on his cheery 

young face, he of sturdy proportions and cool cunning, the energetic 
reactive man who has been his coworker for five years now. 

“Evidently Dr. Frankenstein has been ‘dabbling’ again,” says 
Charley with a sneer, “and now that our resident dabbler’s back 
among us, sounds like beer time to me!” 

“Hell yeah, man. Now you’re talking.” 
It seems they have forgotten about Perilous who remains 

silent and out of reach, just in case things take a wild turnaround. 
Harley is up now, creaking into shape, unsteadily moving 

toward Perilous who is unsure what to make of these odd and 
alarming happenings. 



 

 

“Don’t worry about the boys,” Harley begins soothingly, 
pointing toward the two men bounding toward the barn, “They’re 
used to seeing all manner of odd unexplainable happenings around 
here. An occupational hazard you could say.” 

Perilous is only slightly appeased. 
“Maybe. But that big bovine looking one was pointing that 

sharp pitchfork at me like he meant to do me in.” 
Harley knows Perilous is deeply troubled by this, but he can’t 

help but chuckle. 
“I know Tank seems like animal brutality personified. But 

he’s one of the most gentle souls you’ll ever meet. He just gets 
scared silly when his boss is down and out. I don’t think he really 
MEANT to hurt you. I think he was scared witless that you meant to 
hurt HIM!” 

“You keep strange company, Mr. Harley.” 
“Yes I do, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
“What are your plans for my kin.” 
Harley acts confused. 
“Kin. MY kin. The others still living in the pumpkin patch. 

And the vine of course. Our sainted mother and nourishment center.” 
“Oh…oh…haven’t thought that far ahead.” 
“Well, maybe that time has come. You can see they get 

around just fine, and they…well, mother willing, do all kinds of 
things.” 

“Like say Lo High?” 
Perilous chuckles. 
“Yes A favorite game, in the patch.” 



 

 

“Hmm…You’ll have to tell me all about it one day. Today, 
I…WE…need to gather up your kin and decide a thing or two.” 

“Agreed.” 
“And you’ll need to educate me on this business with mother 

vine, etcetera. As it is, I am wholly ignorant of the sundry details of 
the pumpkin kingdom. Seeing as you and yours are the result of the 
mystical world of magic. 

Perilous grew contemplative as he tipped his hat back on his 
head. 

“You know, Mr. Harley. I don’t suppose I can think of 
ANYTHING more magical than the whole pumpkin lifecycle. From 
seed to vine to life fantastic. Yet here you are, here I am, throw in 
this whole world of magic and star line transformation 
and…well…who’s feeling ignorant now?” 

The trek downhill had been arduous but successful. From this 
new vantage point dispersing the prize pumpkins would be well 
served.  

Details to be determined. 
They all sat down in the little pavilion to watch an autumn 

sunset of deep red fire and pallid gold. To their left lay Phlerm, its 
roofs and spires dim in their shroud of violet smoke. To their right 
lay Lake Doran, taking on tints of rose and copper as it stretched out 
into the sunset. Before them the water shimmered, satin smooth and 
silver gray, and beyond, clean shaven Jerod’s Peak loomed out of the 
mist, guarding the town like a sturdy bulldog. Its lighthouse beacon 
flared through the mist like a baleful star, and was answered by 
another in the far horizon  

“Did you ever see such a strong-looking place?” asked 
Harley. “Look at that huge tree on the summit, posted like a sentry 
right beside the lighthouse. Doesn’t it look as if it had stepped out of 
a romance novel?”  



 

 

“Tonnage Tree meets Languid Light: A romance borne of 
earth and sky…” 

“Good one, Perilous. You sure have a flair for the dramatic.” 
“Thanks but I’m just saying what came to mind like a firebug 

flash.” 
“Speaking of firebugs, Lake Doran is loaded with them. 

Come nightfall, squadron upon squadron invades. Who needs 
destructive fireworks when nature provides so thrillingly.” 

As they chatted, the twenty-five pumpkins freshly sprung 
from the patch, looked up at them, eyes ablaze with childhood 
wonder. Perilous, ever attuned to the ways and means of the auburn 
squad, noticed and smiled warmly. 

“Look to your left, people. The children are sitting at rapt 
attention.” 

“Who you calling children, Gumby man? grumbled, a 
presently unnamed pumpkin. 

Perilous turned around to look at who had spoken. 
He recognized a pumpkin who had not yet earned its name. 
“Well, Grumble,” said Perilous, “Looks like you just earned 

your name.” 
“Now you’re talking, Gumby. I can get used to a name like 

that.” 
“My name is Perilous, sproutling. Use it well and kind, as I 

will give the same respect in return.” 
“Ha ha,” looks like you’ve been learned, newbie,” the 

pumpkin named Slam said. “Get wise or get gone.” 
“No need for sass, old one. Aren’t you at the juicing stage of 

development?”  



 

 

“Not gonna be JUICED just yet, wise goo.” 
“Watch your seeds, boys. Looks like this party’s just taking 

flight.” 
“You’re not talking a Lo High whirl out, are ya?” 
“Yeah yeah yeah, Bonk. This is no harvest thump down so 

let’s remain calm as patch stones. 
“Oh. Can’t handle a thump down, Scratch? 
“I DO remember how you earned YOUR name, Bonky boy. 

So watch your swagger.” 
“And I remember the same about you.” 
“Ha ha HA ha. You weren’t even borned when I earned my 

name.” 
“Mebbe not, but stuff gets around, Scratch butt. 
“Watch your flabber lips, ground goo.” 
“First thing you wanted to do with your cordus was scratch 

your crusty bottom!” 
“Now we’re talkin’ a real Patch Plank Slug Out. I’m goin’ in 

all seeds!” 
“Me too!” 
“Me THREE!” 
“Slow down, plods. You ain’t goin nowhere without Lipslide 

here!” 
“Yeah, just slide your big greezy lips down here and kiss my 

butukus!” 
“Why I oughta…” 
“You wish.” 



 

 

The smack talk went round and round as Perilous sat back 
and took it all in. How he missed those early days of wonder and 
camaraderie in the dewy patch.  

All things seemed possible.  
All things imbued with magic.  
The path from seed to sproutling to fully formed pumpkin 

was the best time of all. Growing together. Growing forever. Even 
Lo High had its own thorny joys.  

If I could just go back there, mused Perilous. Back to those 
days of green euphoria. Back to those—” 

He stopped himself short, afraid that the sparkling sprites of 
the star line would hear him and grant his wish most expeditiously, 
with maximum prejudice.  

Suddenly afraid that they would view his words as 
ingratitude. Grumble high, grumble lo, back to sproutling you shall 
go, was clearly rocketing around in his head.  

Gratitude, young one. Gratitude. The present is a gift. It is 
yours to treat as such. You lose sight of this dictum at your own peril. 
Maybe YOU need a Patch Plank Slug Out to knock your senses 
straight. 

But alas, he could not. This game like all games of the patch 
were for those whose days were measured by sun and storm and 
whose locomotion was achieved by corpus longus, an umbilical cord 
he had traded in it seems long ago when he pursued and achieved star 
line transformation. 

So, as the newborn he truly was, he would watch his beloved 
kin from a close distance and revel in these familiar joys, live 
vicariously through them.  

Yes, his life has been good, and he had succeeded in finding 
his homeland birthplace. All within a spindly frame. He went cold. 



 

 

The specter of the absent Kwinn, flashed through him. 
AAACCHHHH! A horror that cannot be unseen! Oh, Kwinn. While 
you sometimes scared me, I never wished you harm. Never! My mind 
melted, my frame shattered like desiccate husk when I saw what they 
had done to you.  

By the sons of Vineage and Sparlock’s kill-blade, YOU 
SHALL BE AVENGED!  



 

 

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Lenny and I arrived at a moderately sized building that looked so 
geometrically challenged I couldn’t understand how it stayed up. It 
also seemed to shimmy around like it was floating on a liquid surface 
so maybe stability challenged as well?  

I remembered drawing something like this building in third 
grade. My teacher had looked at the drawing, flipped it right, flipped 
it left, then said, “Aha. A modern day Cézanne.”  

I had no idea what that meant until years later when I came 
across some of his paintings during art class. It helped that the 
teacher of this class was a Cézanne nut. So we got along real well. 
Yeah, I could see why my third grade teacher had chosen to compare 
my drawing of a misshapen but passionately drawn building to 
Cézanne. His geometric sense seemed…off. Maybe he never learned 
about establishing a vanishing point.  

The building I was now looking at could have been a decent 
rendition by Cézanne but looked more like a fanciful and passionate 
imagining by a third grader. 



 

 

I liked it though. Had character. 
Lenny said we needed to go down to Level 1 and lookup 

Phillip H. Anges if we wanted to have any chance of locating Benny. 
Evidently Mr. Anges was like a private eye or something. 

The building had no doors or windows so I was unsure if this 
building was to be entered at all. I looked over to Lenny for advice 
yet he seemed unperturbed about matters so trivial as he boldly 
strode forward and walked through the wall. “Oh nice. What am I…” 
popped out of my too ready to complain mouth as his arm shot 
through the wall, grabbed me by the hand and pulled me through.  

“Uh,” I blubbered awkwardly as I realized not for the first 
time that this was not New York anymore.  

Once inside this impossibly shaped building, things got odder 
still. What greeted my light shocked eyes was the blackest blackness, 
followed by soft buzzing, then a quick flash of a terrifying sharp 
toothed clown face larger than life directly in front of me opening its 
mouth wide at me then disappearing, yet uncharacteristically this did 
not shake me at all. My eyes adjusted to the dark room and in front of 
me stood Lenny looking at me expectantly.  

“Come through ok didja?” 
My speech mechanisms were slow to engage. 
“Uh, yeah. I mean that was…unexpected? But what’s with 

that huge scary killer clown face when I got to open my eyes?” 
He appraised me like I had gone coo coo. 
“You know. The big one that flies in your face when you…”  

I blabbered on, not a sign of recognition of such odd phenomena 
crossed his face. 

“Must be on account of you being alive…and new?” is the 
best he could offer. 



 

 

“Yeah, right. I keep forgetting EVERYTHING is new to me 
this side of the veil. Still, not a way to make anyone feel welcome.” 

“Aha,” he said. “Good thing I always travel with this scary 
clown face repellant.”  

He dug deep in his pocket and brought forth a small colorful 
air filled bladder with a nozzle extending from it. It had a picture of a 
clown on one side.  

Looked to me like he was trying to make feel better by 
handing me a keyboard brush. 

“Thanks. I’ll be sure to use this.” 
He threw me a funny look. 
“Does work, you know.” 
Now I couldn’t help laughing. 
“Oh Lenny. This is nothing but a…”  
“It is what you will it to be. New world, new rules.” 
Knowing I did have much to learn about this new reality, I 

decided to suspend my disbelief and let it go at that. I tucked the 
small token into my pocket and thanked him for the gift. 

“Appreciated,” he said. “But remember, it’s more than a 
gift…it’s a tool.” 

I nodded and looked around me. We were in a hexagonally 
shaped room with walls of dark gray. Instead of an ordered glass 
enclosed list of the individual businesses contained in the building, 
running along the walls horizontally at about shoulder height were 
row upon row of small dime size buttons, each having embossed 
upon it two or three capital letters in flowery script. Not being 
entirely familiar with how these types of buildings advertised their 
client list I wrote it off, no concern of mine.  



 

 

Then I decided to look up toward the towering ceiling.  
Large white letters floating above us displayed the words, 

ABANDON ALL HOPE YE WHO ENTER HERE, done in capital 
letters in very creepy script, these letters swiftly melting away to 
reveal Lasciate ogne speranza, voi ch'intrate. This continued without 
pause at about 5 second intervals, one sentence melted to reveal the 
other. 

Scattered around beyond this were grotesque black and white 
illustrations of obviously suffering souls with ghastly malformed 
faces and limbs, being tormented mercilessly by large devilish 
creatures, malevolent smiles gracing their hideous faces. Lenny saw 
me looking up at the unusual paintings and said, “Dante’s Inferno, 
the Greatest Hits collection. They’re so…instructive?” 

He said instructive, I heard destructive. 
“And see that sentence on the wall below them,” he said, 

getting excited like he was some kind of tour guide, then reading the 
sentence in a creepy deep voice, ‘In the middle of the journey of our 
life I found myself within dark woods where the straightway was 
lost…’ that’s the beginning of the very long poem.” 

“But why…why all this creepy demented stuff?” 
“This is the building where the suicides are employed.” 
Obviously, that meant something to him, to me all it meant 

was creepy dark room, ghostly words and demented pictures. 
Once again I felt entirely foreign. 
Adding to the disorienting confusion, a prattling blue-gray 

woman’s face with purple spiked hair came flying through the room, 
riding on a silver horn that gave off duck quacking sounds.  

“Cars a rolling. Ducks a quacking, Quack. Quack…” the 
flying head purred smoothly seductive, the horn quacking twice after 
each sentence, “Clear the way. Ducks a quacking. Quack. Quack…” 



 

 

She sailed past us and out of the room, disappearing 
completely down a long hallway. For a moment we heard blood 
curding screams coming from her direction, then a door slammed 
shut and the screams were cut off followed by the sound of popping 
bubbles. 

My open mouthed face said it all. 
“That was Enid. Every day about this time her suicide 

replays. She drowned when she drove off a bridge in her car. Killed a 
few ducks in her death dive. Poor ducks never saw it coming.” 

“OMG Lenny. This happens every day?” 
“Yep. For all eternity.” 
“How horrible.” 
“This is the OONF, Office of Never Forgetting he said 

looking up and pointing at the pictures.” 

(OONF)Office of Never Forgetting 
Immediately as the words left his mouth, the office name 

materialized in loud red neon letters over a sliding window that had 
appeared on the wall behind him. 

Behind the window sat the blue-gray flying head of Enid, 
now stitched onto a body at the neck. She sat at the window behind a 
counter, a bored nauseated look on her face as she filed her decaying 
fingernails. 

The window slammed open abruptly. 
“Drowning wasn’t bad enough, right?” she whined, admiring 

her fingernails, “Had to get decapped also.” 
Lenny looked at her without saying a thing. 
She cast her bored drooping eyes at him. 



 

 

“Toss me a bone, Lucky.” 
“Lenny.” 
She sat back and snarled, plucking at her neck stitches. 
“Listen up, spook,” she groused with a sneer, “Your head’s 

on natural like. Mine’s a stitch job,” she said pointing to herself, 
“You’re Lucky” 

Lenny’s face fell literally as he stared at the counter. 
“But I gotta tell ya, the brain buzz when the nerve endings 

tangle? To die for!” she chuckled, flashing her blackened teeth. “So, 
what can I do you for?” she coed, pretty as you please. 

“Phillip H. Anges?” 
“Oh, PHA. Phil Anges. Momma had a wicked sense of 

humor, ya think?” she snorted. 
She pressed a button on the panel in front of her and a hole 

the shape of a big mouth opened up on the wall about ten feet down 
the hallway. 

“Ooooh,” she cooed, raising her shoulders “brain buzz!” 
She massaged her neck, shuddering and smirking the entire 

time. We were turning to walk away as I saw her wink seductively at 
Lenny. I wondered if squeezing that small bladder device in my 
pocket would make her creepy smirking face disappear. 

I was curious, so I squeezed it and heard a dull thump. When 
I looked back at the window I saw her head had fallen off. The 
window and red neon sign above it vanished with a quack. 

Lenny chuckled. “Told you it works.” 
Finding the person we were looking for was easy. The 

afterlife crowd loved to advertise large and loud to leave no doubt. 



 

 

Phillip Hallix Anges, esquire:  
Tour Guide, Investigator, Realtor and 

Attorney at Law 
D.O.T. Placard - UN 1263 Paint, Adhesive Vinyl 

This powerhouse series of titles was splashed across a large 
black placard with huge white letters across it, a smaller D.O.T. sign 
swinging beneath it. Same arrangement of white letters against black 
background that we had seen downstairs. 

Seeing the tiny pencil neck nerdy guy sitting behind his 
Olympus sized mahogany desk, with those big coke bottle lensed 
glasses, long gaunt face and wide smiling mouth (solar white teeth), 
it was hard to place that image with all the professions he had listed 
prominently outside his office door, had framed and hanging on his 
walls, had scattered across his runaway trash heap hazmat situation 
desk, little black card filled holders impersonating a mob of rats gone 
rogue running across his desk and fighting for paper scraps, munched 
food crumbles, and toss away pens. At the far corner of his desk I 
could see that one fully typed page had lost the battle between some 
card holder rats as it was missing a few chunks. 

Yet despite these “offish” things encircling him like an 
impenetrable enclosure you had no interest in attempting to breach, 
his winning wide and warm smile drew you in. Okay, it was like you 
didn’t know him; didn’t even necessarily know why you’d WANT to 
know him. But something about his smile said you already knew him 
or at least he already knew way too much about you so you’d better 
get to know this know-it-all guy real quick, especially seeing it was 
your personal life history details we’re talking about here.  

Not surprisingly, typical of people on the other side of the 
veil, once he got talking about his favorite topic—his own 
immensely interesting self—there was no end in sight, no off ramp 
coming along soon, no vendors selling the needed snacks and drinks, 



 

 

no nothing and nobody offering you any escape, so you’d better strap 
on your own winning, peacefully patient smile, and get the get up 
and go out yer system and set yourself down. And all I had to do to 
get this express bullet train rolling was ask about the number of 
professions listed on his door and how it seemed like, well, a lot. 
Names here there and everywhere like they were trying to push 
anything and everything away. Oh silly me when I thought that old 
guy on park bench or at bus stop was the pinnacle of jabber jaws. 

“Well,’ he chuckled, leaning back and tenting his fingers 
which meant he was prepping to drop the babbling brook of 
information bomb, “I tried it many different ways. Started off with 
Investigator, and people ignored the rest. Started with Attorney at 
Law, again people ignored the rest. Starting with Tour Guide seemed 
the most winning combination of all, but you know what I finally 
decided? Hey, it’s my death eternity how do I WANT to be 
recognized?  

“And you know what?  
“I found that of ALL the professions I had, each with its own 

appeal and individual particularities, the one I enjoyed the best is 
Tour Guide/Investigator with a sideline of the occasional law gig, the 
one that paid me in dividends of JOY, seeing as how cash stores are a 
moot point in this spirit rich cash poor domain, which I gotta tell you, 
not the most appealing gig the dry toast straight lipped poker face 
law business.  

“You see, here on the other side, where new recruits are 
coming in second by second, the competition for business is fierce. 
So the more services you offer, the better your odds of steering 
business your way. Also, these things are seasonal.  

“For instance, in Winter, it’s the investigator gig taking center 
stage. It seems this is the time folks are looking to find long lost 
acquaintances, a time when the sharp cold realities of being alone 
forever really bite into them making them realize painfully so that 



 

 

this is it, buckaroo, no do overs, no backsies, the fat lady has sung 
and she’s in repeat rotation, eternally.  

“At about that same time, requests from the opposite side of 
the veil hit their stride. Family getting to missing whomsoever has 
passed recent or later. These requests must of course go through a 
spirit world go between, a service MY firm offers as well. Didn’t 
write it in there separately but it’s kind of a mix between Investigator 
and Attorney at Law since both of these elements come into play. 
Especially when dealing with some of these corporate types, most 
vicious rodents of the bunch. Wisdom and experience have proven: 
the whiter the smile, the crisper the haircut, the pricier the suit, the 
whiter the shirt, the tighter the Windsor knot, the cleaner the 
manicured hands, the more power the individual commands, well I 
gotta tell ya true, this type is the greasiest, wiliest, more fatally 
deceptive betraying flesh bag ever, no offense.” 

“In Fall, well, a warm-up to the winter find-my-haven’t-seen-
for-a-long-time-person-or-people marathon. And oh come Spring? 
Same idea but with the lost love or coulda mighta been but never was 
and all bets are off now ‘cause we’ve passed. Yessir, those hunts 
bring on some real killer diller heartaches. It is also a time when the 
Realtor and Tour Guide gigs take center stage.  

“As for the last but not least among these professions, the 
Attorney at Law gig, well, this one is the only one that is NOT 
seasonal because anytime anyplace any season the long arm of father 
law can reach across galaxies and universes to tap you when you 
least expect it. And word to the wise?” he said, tapping the side of his 
nose, “You NEVER expect it. Very much like the Spanish 
Inquisition.  

“Then of course we segue into Summer which brings on the 
wild and woolies. The oh never did this, never did that, never did 
these death defying things and now it doesn’t matter because I’m 
already dead and have nothing to lose. Unfortunately for these types, 



 

 

the kinds of ‘death defying’ things they may be referring to don’t 
exist over on this side of the veil with good reason: no risk, no 
appeal, no sale.  

“Imagine you go up in an airplane, jump out, and fall through 
space; no training, no guide, no parachute, no thrill, and you can’t get 
hurt, because it is just not possible. All that PPE (Personal Protective 
Equipment) is only for the living, those who have LIFE to lose. On 
THIS side, we don’t need protection from death; that ship has already 
sailed. And really, no need to go flying around in anything at all over 
on this side.  

“Pointless.  
“Here you just think it and off you go; through walls, through 

space, through time, through galaxies. On this side the risk element is 
gone. Here it’s about logging hours of experience traveling as far and 
wide as you want on a whim; for in the spirit world, it’s open borders 
all the way.  

“Now you might think folks around here have no concept of 
time, but they do, WE do. It’s just a place where ‘time is relative’ can 
mean relatively, anything. Spirits can be here there and everywhere 
simultaneously splitting out in all directions from their home base 
point. So we don’t keep track of time with calendars and such, it’s 
more a free flowing track it as you feel it kinda thing, fully instinct 
driven.  

“I’m sure I’ve botched up trying to explain this to you, but 
never you mind, when your time comes—and trust me, no one 
escapes the great equalizer—when that time comes you will come to 
know these time tracking time displacing abilities like it was bred in 
your bones, because in my humble opinion? It probably was. Part of 
the evolving and perpetuating human DNA chain. Oh, listen to me, 
running with scissors and my mouth wide open.  



 

 

“So, what was your question again? I mean, have I answered 
your question?” 

Now he had tossed me my getaway pass. Time to getaway 
flee. But you know what? He imparted such a warm welcoming aura, 
such fascinating knowledge of a place I was still getting my feet wet 
in, I didn’t mind just letting him ramble on. Plus, I was tired from 
this reality show I was starring in, Voyages beyond the Veil with your 
favorite host with the most, Lenny. 

I sat back happy to let my brain turn to the mush of 
relaxation. Not so fast, my spirit urged and poked me in the ribs. 

“Okay, okay. Sorry it just jumped at me,” poked at me more 
like. “Looking for Benny, golden child of gaming Benny? THAT 
Benny? Martial arts bragging Benny? Asian and proud, Benny? 
Grandfather and Chinese Food and America, Benny? Know where 
we can find him?” 

Fancy title heavy man went all googly eyes. 
“Whoa, little lady. That’s a whole rat’s nest full of 

questions.” 
Funny he should choose rat’s nest since his desk looked like 

it was overrun with them. 
“We’ll take my trade secret investigative channel,” he said 

coming around his desk toward me. I should say he came burrowing 
out of his desk toward me. “Now all I need do is place these two 
fingers here on your forehead, you think all things Benny and off you 
go. You can’t fall without gravity…” 

A low warmth began circling around me, a multicolored aura 
dancing around him as he kept his fingers locked to my forehead, his 
final words replaying and echoing inside my head like a protecting 
mantra, an anchoring talisman and soon enough I felt my insides 
pulling free of my outsides and I was next to us, above us, behind us 
and…  



 

 

I’m gliding down a city street and as I concentrate on the 
street, the street starts to bend in. Half the buildings on either side 
fold in until they form the inside of a cube city, gravity functioning 
independently on each plane. I look up (or down) at the people on the 
opposite city surface. 

They stare back at me. 
Amazing, amazing I’m thinking as I begin to walk up the 

sidewalk which is now running straight up next to me like it’s the 
yellow brick road into the sky. Yep, I’m literally walking up the 
sidewalk so I can get a bird’s eye view of this incredible city when I 
realize I’m in two places at once as I hear a familiar cacophony of 
voices in the background. I am here in cube city AND back in the 
shouting jeering cheering game arena where I’m trying to win 
another in a long cruel series of games to free Gobby and ultimately 
me.  



 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Game # 3: Rockin' Dem Ribs 

Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Aquatic 
Equipment: Flippers 

Forget about tropical waters and colorful marine life. The 
only thing Rockin’ Dem Ribs has in common with traditional water 
sports is the equipment. 

This sporting event is a 100-yard swim competition in a 
trench cut through a peat bog, or muddy marshland. Competitor can 
use only flippers to achieve propulsion. Competitor lies supine, 
looking upwards. No conventional swimming strokes allowed. To 
ensure this rule competitor’s arms are pinioned to their sides. 
Competitor moves headfirst through the watercourse surrounded by 
individual ribs and rib cages floating in the surrounding waters. 
These obstacles bump, push, and impede the journey every inch of 
the way. The competitor may get tangled up or damned up by a 



 

 

gathering of ribs and cannot complete the 100-yard journey. If this 
occurs the competitor loses. If drowning occurs the competitor loses. 
And just for gruesome fun the DWCC places a time limit of 10 
minutes on this event.  

Prepping for the main event when I lapse into a dream state. I 
swim a deep river, trying to reach the far shore, where my mother, on 
her knees and encircled by ribbons of red, digs into the ground like 
she is planting something. I don’t know why but I feel compelled to 
reach her. My body responds like it is on autopilot.  

I swim it seems for hours, days, months, and when I become 
too tired to swim any longer, I feel a pull on my legs. I struggle, 
flailing weak kicks, but when I hear my mother behind me calling 
out to me, I yield.  

She’s pulling me. Pulling. Pulling. 
I open my mouth to drown, expecting to suck in heavy water, 

but instead I breathe in air, clear and blue. Instead of ocean, I swim 
through sky, dropping lower and lower, falling through the air 
without parachute, dizzy with the freedom of light and oxygen, I look 
down through the thinning clouds to see a thin blue river of light 
tethered to earth where I lay sleeping in bed, coiled tight around a 
small seed, a long red streamer spiraling upwards and past me as I 
fall, I am being born. 

I wake face down in blackened marshy wet ground, my arms 
pushing out and to the side like I’m wading through something thick 
and gooey and…stinks like I dropped into a sewer. Suddenly I flip 
over onto my back, my shoes are pulled off, and two large flippers 
are slammed onto my feet. My arms pinned to my sides and secured 
in place with…SEAWEED?! 

Raucous cheers and jeers and assorted crowd noises cram the 
airspace. 

“Good luck with that, silly human…!!!” 



 

 

“Har har har…” 
A loud voice booms out: 
“Hear hear leisurewear enthusiasts. Welcome to Rockin' Dem 

Ribs, the competition that requires the contestant to grow eyes from 
the top of their skull. Recalling us to the superb days gone by when 
one contestant, Doris Lirsch, did in fact grow big googly eyes from 
the top of her skull. Attractive? NO. Who qualifies these oddly 
configured contestants? Well, those responsible have been dealt 
with…severely. But these games are won not on looks…Yay but I 
digress. ON TO THE COMPETITION!” 

Floating and flipping my flippers, zigging and zagging and 
bumping and. Oops! Jammed against a full ribcage. How nice. Push 
my head against it and it moves aside. That was too easy. Meanwhile 
the frenzied announcer provides a play by play. Kind of. 

“She Zips, She Pops, She Swaps, She Snaps, She’s Breathing, 
She’s Steaming, She’s Nothing, She’s All…” 

Now I’m moving along doing pretty good I think because. 
Well. Because I’m arrowing right through these god-awful bones and 
they’re like pushing aside. Too easily. Like someone is… 

“Told ya I’m with ya, lillun.” 
Bon, shoulda known. 
Gotta go to mind speak mode…. 
“Uh thanks, I think?” 
“You want me to stop?” 
“No. But don’t you think just pushing these bones out of the 

way becomes a little obvious?” 
“Good point. I could push them in your way again, you know, 

back to square one.” 



 

 

“No. Not that. But if you totally clear the way, no good. 
Maybe just step in when I get jammed up in a ribcage again. I like 
how you made it just move away” 

“Um, that wasn’t me. That was all you.” 
“Oh. So maybe the kid’s got game?” 
“Careful now. Getting cocky is not a good strategy.” 
I’m so busy mind talking that I’m once again jammed up in a 

ribcage. Maybe I need to grow eyes on the top of my skull. Not! 
“Uh, Bon? Help please.” 
“I’m on it. Just push your head sideways and it should…” 
The minute I do that it moves to the side but spins around so 

the other side is jammed up against me. Didn’t expect that. Bon 
didn’t specify WHICH side though. I focus and this time push my 
head straight at it with a slight lean to the left. Moving, moving, 
moving, and it pushes fully away from me.  

Wow! Nice. 
“Thank you.” 
“Welcome. Going stealth mode now. See you after this game 

is history.” 
These spite baked spirits are visibly angry and jealous of me 

winning, sneering cussing and spitting at me from the sidelines. 
Begrudge me with all the venom they can muster so they chose to 
drug me before Game #2 to cause me to lose. 

Believe that? Me, a twelve-year-old human? In the living 
world we would seek to lock them up and lose the key. Ruthless they 
most certainly are. Really burns their gourds that I win at all in their 
jagged menu of “unwinnable” games. Two games in and they were 
flipping out. Good for me I’ve got secret weapon Bon on my side…  



 

 

“Mal Feasance here, your skeletal sportscaster, and what a 
bone inflicted day it is as Rockin' Dem Ribs begins in a fin flapping 
pace.” 

“Don’t you mean a shackled and hobbled pace?” 
“Indeed, Crash. While the competition aquatics are restrictive 

and uber-crowded, the tenacious tyke is wanting for space at the 
least. 

“Last time we aired this particular game, contestant Doris 
Lirsch, who did in fact sprout big googly eyes from the top of her 
skull as you smoothly recommended, was flapping flippers away to 
complete the full 100 of this watercourse when a tidal wave roared 
in, slamming the bone yard upon her. Remember that momentous 
event?” 

“Yeeow! Who could forget? Let’s elaborate. After the fact it 
was discovered that delicious Doris was of the Krychon community, 
aquatic changelings from way back. Hence the council ruled to blast 
her with a tidal wave to balance the field.” 

“Wasn’t that like vengeance Mal?” says Crash as he looks 
over his shoulder for incoming projectiles. 

“Council, Crash. Council ruling and execution.” 
“Literally. She screamed and screamed and went blub blub 

blub, but once the tidal wave swallows you…you are consumed.”  
“Truth. Nothing but truth.  
“What a shame to be taken out in the last yard.” 
“Yes. But the rules are ironclad as the council is pitiless and 

arbitrarily cruel.”  
Crash looks around nervously toward council. He spots one 

giving him the evil eye. 



 

 

“And after much excitement we near the pivotal moment in 
this watercourse wrangle. Now as Lacy is about to stirringly 
complete her…OHH!! Lacy is cornered by a full scale ribcage 
assault. Let’s count them: one, two, three…FOUR ribcages circled 
around her in her final 5-yard stretch!” 

“Right! Meaning that Lacy …and we really love this 
contestant, don’t we Mal, pinioned arms and all? Meaning—” 

“Yes. Could mean that Lacy is luck lost and—” 
“Will suffer a loss? Send in the horsemen.” 
“But wait. Hold those ghost horsemen now, Crash. The 

loathingly lucky contestant twists and tussles and works her way 
around the imposing bones and…and…oh my devils! I don’t believe 
it! She’s plowed through those bullying rib works, slid clean past, 
and slapped them away with a sneering flipper back flap. What sass! 
What spunk! What unbridled chutzpah! Another win for this capable 
contestant!” 

Lacy reaches the end of the course and stands with a 
gleaming smile, shaking the mulch water from her hair.  

Front close-up shot of the cruel council jeering, and spitting, 
and throwing sharpened objects toward the watercourse to express 
the fullest vilest measure of their contempt for this contestant. 

“Now two tall and sturdy ghouls spring forth from the water 
and lay hands on her to drag her away but…” 

HONK! 
HONK!! 
HONK!!!  
The penalty horn wails. 
The ghouls take their hands off her and slunk away, bristling 

and grumbling. 



 

 

“Looks like the council had planned on her losing most 
egregiously and installed the trap door for the assault and seizure 
ghouls to drag her away? The twisted looks on the faces of council 
are testament to their malice. Bad form.” 

“Um, watch yourself there Mal.” 
Mal’s eyes display dark concern but his smile remains on 

point. 
“Safe to say a good time was NOT had by all.” 
“Well played. Well played” 
“Until next time this is Mal Feasance signing off.” 
The two tall and sturdy ghouls have reversed direction and 

march toward commentator, Mal Feasance. 
He tosses down the microphone and attempts to skedaddle 

before they arrive. 
Too late! 
They blast through the door and seize him, holding his arms 

secure at his sides. 
The ghouls are undeniably gruesome and smell of a world of 

death. Drippy, slimy and grunting their look alone terrifies. 
“Hey, hold up now fellas. No need to be hasty here. Just 

joking, all right? I would never—” 
Mal screams as huge hands grab his head, twist it and break it 

off.  
SNAAP! 
The headless skeleton body bumbles and stumbles around the 

booth, grasping wildly to find its head. One ghoul trips it up and 
kicks it into a corner where it lays in crumpled fetal position.  



 

 

The severed head is lobbed to council who has a pike 
installed to receive it. The head is slammed onto the pike, its frozen 
scream pointing toward the playing field.  

 
Mal Feasance will be missed. Not by all, of course. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Game #4: Scramblin’ Skulls  
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Disorder & Alignment 
Equipment: Skulls, Cylinder 

Three skulls are suspended inside a vertical standing water 
filled cylinder. After first picking up and jostling the cylinder to set 
the skulls in motion competitor must align the three skulls, one atop 
another. When cylinder is again set down standing upright the skulls 
must remain aligned. 

So the games continue as the hunt for Benny progresses in the 
background.  

Those in the know say we use a fraction of the true potential 
of our brains...but they're talking about when we're awake. While we 
dream, the mind performs wonders. Which gets me thinking that 
when PHA but his fingers to my forehead, he put me into a fast 
acting deep sleep. Explains why the oddities I see and experience all 
around me feel so familiar as this has become my primary means of 



 

 

travel since joining the guild. The astral traveling stuff I took upon 
myself, and you see how that’s turned out for Gobby. Evidently I 
horribly crossed some kind of “respectful line” that I didn’t know 
existed? Anyway, I think I’ll be sticking to dreamtime travel from 
now on. 

A coffee shop across the way in the city below me violently 
explodes, fragmenting and imploding particles of furniture, walls, 
people flying around. I wonder at the mayhem whirling around me. 

I shield my head against the debris. When you dream, your 
mind functions more quickly, so time seems to pass more slowly. 

I hit the ground staying low while the trash tornado continues, 
giving flight to things that were never meant to fly. Staying on this 
side heading up it appears that most of the action happens well below 
me so as I stand I turn back to see what I can see down there.  

Big mistake, not seeing anything that inspires me to stick 
around. 

I follow the street to where it joins the next gravitational 
plane. I step up onto the different plane and walk along the street 
towards a river. As I approach steps emerge from the flagstone, and I 
go up onto a small jetty. As I concentrate, pillars emerge and a bridge 
starts to telescope out from the jetty. I step onto it as it grows. I’m 
extremely impressed as the bridge begins extending arching upwards 
and away from me. I race up as far as I can go and I see that the 
bridge, massively bigger than when it first appeared, is actually only 
part of a much larger structure. The second half of this bridge 
continues approximately twenty feet away and is some twenty feet 
below me. Looks real interesting on that side too. I can see 
streetlamps, a phone booth, and benches along the side. Boldly I step 
off the edge and lay flat out and sure enough the air holds me up as I 
begin floating towards and down onto the other side of this bridge.  



 

 

This is so cool! I’ve climbed straight up vertically on a long 
wide sidewalk. Come to the end of a split middle bridge. Stepped off 
this bridge when it split and floated down to its connecting half some 
twenty feet away.  

Wow!  
Why would I want to leave this place where anything is 

possible? 
Time to sit a moment on this well-kept bench and take a look 

around me to gather all I can from where I’ve now floated to. So I 
can keep my bearings in this multiple planes of gravity city. For all I 
know if I close my eyes a minute I might wake up to find I’m sitting 
way up above me on another identical bench on another identical 
bridge just like this one looking at myself looking up at me.  

I look up while I’m saying this and realize this was another 
big mistake. Thinking I must be out of my “big mistakes” grace 
period, I try to not get too excited when I do in fact see another bench 
directly above me on another bridge. Same light pole and phone 
booth too. Except if I wasn’t already trusting this multiple alternate 
gravity planes city, I’d be hiding under this bench preparing for when 
the crowd of people walking the bridge up there come plummeting 
down on me. Then they can see for themselves what a girl looks like 
who has exceeded her “big mistakes” grace period when she’s being 
crushed flat by the whole crowd of them falling on her.  

What am I doing this for? I thought. Will this really make any 
difference? I don’t like people who are always looking at you like 
they have nothing better to do; so why am I doing it? Why am I 
being that annoying person?  

I stared at the fluffy, white clouds overhead, and asked them 
how I could find Benny. The clouds didn’t answer. Because clouds 
don’t talk. I wanted to feel like a real girl, not like a broken doll. 



 

 

I thought about heading back, taking the sidewalk down to 
the city below. There were a few stores there; could get something to 
eat (*as if), could park myself someplace for a bit, maybe take a train 
(in either direction) if there is one, think about this whole chasing 
Benny business, have some kind of plan at least.  

What good does it do me to keep walking, jumping off 
bridges, sit on benches looking up at all the people who are not 
falling on my head because I’m in a dream and you can do stuff like 
that, walk upside down. 

But I’d passed the chance to get back down to that city below 
when I jumped the bridge. Forget it. Maybe I’d stop on the far side, 
of this bridge; gotta be a park there rather than risk these people 
falling on top of me as they rush about. Think up a plan instead of 
wandering around getting excited about all the wonderful and strange 
things I’m seeing.  

This is not a strange wonderful city in the sky tour.  
I’ll come back around some other time because I only have so 

much time and I need to find Benny. The torrents beneath the bridge 
were rushing oases of pale, white light and chaotic noise. 

I had recently had a dream with a bridge. But I don't see what 
possible connection there can be between the bridge and my dream. 
Maybe the bridge is a dream. Maybe the dream is a bridge. Maybe 
I’m sitting on the bottom bridge looking up. Maybe I’m sitting on the 
top bridge looking down. Maybe I’m going every which way. Maybe 
I’m going nowhere at all. 

This is a bunch of things going circles. Circles within circles 
within circles. I believe the last constructive thing I said was that the 
bridge might be a dream. But this bridge and everything else around 
here IS a dream. But I should have thought that would be obvious. 



 

 

I was thinking about the investigations I was making; it told 
me I was trying to find out things about the bridge. It seemed quite 
important to me at the time.' 

I guess it shows I'm frightened of something. 
Love deep and laugh often. If it doesn’t make you happy, it is 

not worth holding onto. Release it to the universe and lighten your 
load. 

Softly, softly, it began, my fears racing to the surface as a 
super sweet super soft singing began. So beautiful it soothed me and 
I wanted to hear it.  

But I also knew it meant I had turned the corner Bon had told 
me about. It may be that I had just reached the half-in half-out stage. 
I was told I have to fight it.  

Fight it?  
But it was so soothing…why would I want to? Because if you 

don’t, it takes control and you lose a piece of you forever to the 
void… I heard, as Bon through the Thought Becomes Broadcast 
concept was right there with me. Then I recalled his pronouncement, 
“When it gets like THAT, well…then life in any domain is anything 
but easy.” 

In one desperate, childish but probably useless attempt I put 
my hands over my ears. “I can’t hear you, I can’t hear you,” I sang 
over and over again. “I can’t hear you, I can’t hear you,” I chanted 
each time the voices began to add something else. 

Finally, they stopped and didn’t start again. Leaving me with 
my hands plugging my ears, singing tonelessly, “I can’t hear you I 
can’t hear you I can’t hear you.” Then I felt a strong spiritual shift as 
the voices turned and walk away, kicking me and the air behind them 
to the curb. Defiant, I was still chanting, “I can’t hear you,” though 
the words had lost their meaning as I felt the voices disappear. 



 

 

But I knew they weren’t gone forever, just for now, dropping 
me uncomfortably face first upon my fate.  

Looks like 30 came early. Hello weird gowns and tons o’ 
cats, I’m heeeeere!!! 

I chewed my lower lip; made my decision, checked to make 
sure no one else was around feeling suddenly self-conscious and 
looked above me to confirm that, yes, the crowds were stilling racing 
by oblivious to me. Then tentatively I reached into my pocket for the 
air filled bladder, the puffy toy Lenny had given me. This might be 
the fastest way to find Benny.  

If it was designed to look powerful, the designers got it 
wrong. This toy was decidedly weak and unimaginative, though it 
seemed to have worked as Lenny said it would, still I had no desire 
let anyone see me holding something so childish. 

The puffy toy jumped out of my hands! 
I sat up, reaching down for it, and it jumped again, off the 

bridge and onto a grass expanse. 
That’s… impossible, I thought. Where did grass come from? 
I rubbed my eyes, convinced this couldn’t actually be 

happening. It had to be a dream within a dream, like in some silly 
fantasy novel. Getting on all fours, I went after the wily puffy toy, 
reaching out both hands to grab for it, and it took three big jumps and 
disappeared into the woods which I could now see is where I was. No 
bridge. No upside down people. No water below and all around me. I 
was in deep dark woods. 

I didn’t know how to react. I’d never experienced anything 
even remotely like this. Though admittedly my experience was 
limited, I didn’t believe puffy toys, even the magical ones, came to 
life and ran off. Was this Alice’s white rabbit? But odd as it was, I 
had no choice but to go after it. I would never be able to explain to 
Lenny how I had lost his gift. 



 

 

I ran into the woods, and fortunately was just in time to see 
the toy pop down a large hole under a hedge. 

“Oh no, oh no, this is crazy!” I dipped down and peered into 
the hole, but I didn’t see any sign of the toy. It must have jumped 
further in. There was no helping it; I was going to have to climb in 
after. I started crawling. 

The hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and 
then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that I had not a moment to 
think about stopping before I found myself falling into a very deep 
well. 

“Surely when I hit the bottom, I will not be so comfortable,” I 
said to myself. “In fact, I’m sure I will be horribly maimed.” 

But I was wrong about that, just as I’d apparently been wrong 
about puffy toys running off, and when I finally reached the bottom, I 
landed quite gently on my feet, on a steep hillside heading down.  

A sunny pink sky day though dampness descends from above. 
Looking down and across the wide walkway, or trail that at least 
looked somewhat ordered, I see coconut sized stones, unsteady 
precariously shaped stones, a sea of them spread in front of me. To 
make my way down to the bottom I will need to walk using extreme 
care over and through this pathway of scattered stones. Cold fear 
trills though me. This looks near impossible even for someone as 
young, light and small footed as me. I pause and consider my options 
but can think of no better way to descend this imposing incline.  

All in or all out I think as I take my first step, my foot 
slipping on the first stone ever so slightly. OMG, I’m thinking, this is 
not a good start. Stopping, I inspect my foot, move my ankle up and 
around to make sure I haven’t already sprained it at my first step. But 
all appears good. I’ve been given a pass. My defense mechanisms 
rise up and join the challenge. Now I’m squinting and looking down 
this wide walkway, scrutinizing it like it’s the wiliest of enemies. I 



 

 

will conquer you, beast of all walkways, I will because I must, I think 
as I prepare to step again. 

Just then, to my left, an adult man and a young child at his 
side appear, heading up the hill at a pretty fast pace. And he’s 
wearing what looks like his Sunday best dress shoes. Now I feel like 
a total loser. Me in my trusty sneakers and young to boot unable to 
take step one down this challenging hillside when here to my left, 
heading uphill, an adult and child bouncing along like there’s nothing 
to it. An adult with unforgiving dress shoes, nothing athletic about 
them, yet he’s moving smoothly along like it’s simple as breathing. 

The man and child stop and appraise me with wide smiling 
eyes. “Your feet don’t need to touch the stones you know,” says the 
man as if this is obvious, ‘I prefer to float…” And with that he 
swings an arm toward me in a high arc, hand palm up like he’s lifting 
the wind, and I begin to rise off the ground, lean back, and 
immediately begin “floating” over the stones as I head downhill. The 
look on my face is one of one of surprised delight I’m sure as I wave 
my arm behind me and shout “Thank you!” and begin a downhill 
journey in a manner I’m sure is not recommended in any hiking or 
mountaineering guidebook.  

I’m breezing along now. Wind in my hair. Sun on my face 
and I’m feeling so good I’m thinking, what was I worried about 
anyway? Uh HELLO, I’m in a dream. My nighttime playground!  

Not far away on my left I see the edge of this path and can 
see out across it to the other side, looking across what must be a 
canyon.  

Feeling comfortable with this way of traveling, I lean left, 
knowing it will steer me toward the edge and as I get closer I see that 
sure enough it is an edge above a canyon and even more it drops 
straight down over immense boulders into an open area that looks 
like a primitive and populated settlement. Around the perimeter 
down below I can see carved out holes in the rock walls, holes large 



 

 

enough to be considered one room living spaces or even capable of 
housing a small family. I think I’d like to go down there and look 
closer, and no sooner than thinking this I’m dropping straight down 
feet first, the boulder wall at my back, as I smoothly descend like I’m 
in an invisible elevator.  

I thought I’d like to get down here and immediately 
dreamland responds by delivering my wish. Oh, the beauty of vivid 
dreaming! 

But I am unprepared for what my eyes can now see clear as 
daylight. Now accustomed to gravity free traveling, I easily move a 
bit closer to the ground which is now a wide mostly smooth expanse 
with a bare scattering of minuscule rubble.  

Getting closer to one of the open enclosures I see rock 
couches, low tables, and a red shawl draped over a stone chair. Like 
I’ve dropped into a prehistoric village compound, arriving while the 
hunters and gatherers are out claiming their share of nature’s bounty.  

No wildlife at all, but each enclosure has streaming down and 
across its opening a fine semi opaque sheet of water drizzling straight 
down from top center of its stone archway, emitting a low trickling 
sound as it disappears through a stone doorstep. 

I think I’d like to walk through the thin shimmering waterfall 
but these spaces are clearly inhabited and nobody’s home to let me 
in, so I go from enclosure to enclosure, seeing more of the same in 
each one, with the exception of the red shawl.  

I so want someone to appear so I can make a meaningful 
connection. But this is not to be, so disappointed I turn away, move 
toward the hillside and before I can think how do I get up to the top, I 
begin rising the same way I had come down, but in reverse, as I float 
straight up to the top.  



 

 

A warm wave of sadness pulses through me as I sense that 
this amazing journey of gravity free traveling and visiting primitive 
and ancient storied environments is coming to a close. 

I arrive topside expecting to “float” above the stones once 
more. Yet I’m looking UP the pathway as if I wish to go back the 
way I had come, what’s more, I see the walkway has changed 
entirely. Gone is the endless wash of forbidding stones, and in its 
place is a smooth walkway with scattered miniscule stones, like I had 
seen at the settlement in what I now call the Village of the Canyon. 

Lying at the ground in front of me is the puffy toy. Reaching 
for it quickly so it wouldn’t try to jump away again like the naughty 
toy it had proven itself to be, I scold it, smack it once, and stuff it 
deep into my pocket, squishing it good with a strong squeeze. I say 
very strongly to it, “Don’t you DARE do that jumping away thing 
again. Or I might be tempted to leave you somewhere dark and nasty 
and pointy, very pointy, you troublesome toy!”  

And in the distance I hear the scolding of birds and what 
might be harsh human voices.  

Feeling self-conscious and more than a little ashamed, I 
followed the trail back up the hillside, twigs and pebbles poking my 
shoes, bouncing up and dinging my legs, birds swooping in and 
pulling at my hair like witch fingers. I slap at them to get them away 
from me but they pull back and dive at me again like they think I’m 
play fighting with them, poking my fingers with their sharp beaks. 

I feel an especially sharp jab to a finger and pull my hand to 
my mouth because I can see they’ve drawn blood. 

They begin squawking loudly and raucously sounding more 
like laughing hyenas than birds. I remember a video I had seen of 
two hyenas raiding a rabbit warren and stealing the bunnies while 
running away laughing with the poor babies hanging from their 



 

 

mouths. Vicious beasts. And now these birds appeared to be 
imitating them. 

Then in contradiction to what seems like an unexpected war 
zone, the sky turns positive pink and floods the area with pink light 
as rocks and birds, and monkeys and peacocks begin talking and 
laughing and singing and dancing and jumping and bouncing and and 
and…what is happening here? The thought hits me between the eyes, 
“Oh, it’s you! You vengeful toy! This is not FUNNY!!” 

Sometimes as an antidote you must eat the stars, I hear PHA 
instruct, take them in till they are all inside you. 

Panting now, my breath in short gasps, I tilt my head back 
open my mouth and begin a chewing motion as if eating. 

The sky slowly begins to darken revealing the stars and I 
speed up the chewing, drawing the stars in from the ravenous dark. It 
made no sense. It was like being hungry, and not being able to eat an 
apple only a few inches away. A fierce tug of war begins, me against 
the darkening sky, advancing and yielding, advancing and yielding, a 
titanic elemental battle for to scribe the blank pages, score the stone 
tablets, gather the ancestral bones and discarded skulls.  

The persistent thrum of fading cosmological light and 
deepening shadow coloring the soundscape. A hollow buzzing filling 
my ears. Unrelenting battle raging on. No end in sight as time ticks 
frantic. The balance increasing and yielding, increasing and yielding, 
until at last, the satiated sky retreats, surrendering the stars, all of 
them, until they are inside me. Leaving simply floating dust drifting 
like a bright mist.  

The universe is young and I its faithful daughter.  
PHA appears and holds out his hand, “Come with me.” 
Taking my hand, he leads me over the hill and through a cozy 

town to a large, iron door. It’s easy to imagine that even in the light 
of day, this place has a dark, Gothic creepiness. 



 

 

“This is the place where Benny presently dwells,” he says. 
The town is utterly unknown to me. I am certainly not 

disappointed with the exterior of the building he has chosen, it seems 
a fitting place to find one as renowned as Benny, golden child of 
gaming!”  

PHA picks up his tour guide duties, “And old it certainly is,” 
he begins without missing a beat, “for the many-gabled, oaken 
structure and projecting windows unquestionably indicate the 
sixteenth century, whilst, to enhance the effect and give it a true 
touch in detail of “ye ancient times,” a huge antique lantern is hung 
over the entrance. The interior does not fail to impress any less.  

“The rooms are large, and low, the ceilings, walls, floors, and 
staircase all of oak,” he points out with a flourish and wave of his 
arm, “The diamond-lattice windows, and narrow, tortuous passages, 
and innumerable nooks and crannies and cupboards, creating an 
atmosphere of combined quaintness and comfort that appeal as a 
place of storied notoriety.” 

A strong stench invades my nose. Evidently my face does 
little to disguise my reaction to the invading disgust. 

“Ah yes,” he says, “And now, fair explorer, we come to the 
reigning stars of the show.” 

I now see who I take to be Mrs. Woodruff, wife of the couple 
of ill-reputed fame. Thankfully we are invisible to these people as 
our assignment called us to work in close proximity to the observed. 

She was lying in the large bed next to her loudly snoring 
husband and obviously could not get to sleep, when she suddenly 
became aware of the smell—that most offensive, pungent odor, that 
blew across the room and crept up her nostrils and of which I was too 
disgustingly acquainted. The cold perspiration of fear at once broke 
out on her forehead.  



 

 

She appeared to be pondering whether or not she should wake 
her husband to investigate but did not so she lay awake and listened. 
A deathlike hush hung over the house, interrupted at intervals by the 
mysterious noises of the night—unknowable creaks and footsteps, 
rustlings as of drapery, sighs and whisperings—all very faint, all very 
subtle, and all possibly, just possibly, attributable to natural causes.  

Mrs. Woodruff lie with eyes frozen wide open, apparently 
waiting for some definite manifestation of what she instinctively felt 
was near at hand. At present, however, she could not locate it, she 
could only speculate on its whereabouts—it was somewhere in the 
direction of the cupboard she must have thought, evidenced by her 
turning and looking in its direction. And each time the stench came 
to her, the conviction that its origin was in the cupboard must have 
grown.  

At last, clearly unable to sustain the suspense any longer, and 
urged on by an irresistible fascination, she got softly out of bed, and, 
creeping stealthily forward, found her way with surprisingly little 
difficulty to the cupboard. With every step she took the stink must 
have increased given the increased crinkling of her nose, and by the 
time she had reached the cupboard it must have been unbearable. For 
some seconds she toyed with the door handle, no doubt wishing to be 
back in bed again, but unable to tear herself away from the cupboard. 
At last, yielding to some demanding unknown influence, she held her 
breath and swung open the door.  

The moment she did so the room filled with the faint, 
phosphorescent glow of decay, and we all saw, exactly opposite her, 
a head—a human head—floating in midair. Petrified with terror, she 
immediately lost every atom of strength, and, entirely unable to move 
or utter a sound, she stood stock-still staring at it.  

That it was the head of a man, we could only guess from the 
matted crop of short black hair that fell in a disordered entanglement 
over the upper part of the forehead and ears. All else was lost in a 



 

 

disgusting mass of detestable decomposition, too absolutely vile and 
foul to describe.  

On the freakish thing beginning to move forward, the spell 
that bound Mrs. Woodruff to the floor was broken, and, with a cry of 
horror, she fled to the bed and awoke her husband. 

The head was by this time close to the Woodruffs, and had 
Mrs. Woodruff not dragged her husband forcibly out of its way, it 
would have touched him. 

His terror was even greater than hers; but for the moment 
neither could speak. They stood clutching one another in an awful 
silence. Mrs. Woodruff at length gasped out, “Pray, John, pray! 
Command the thing in the name of God to depart.”  

Mr. Woodruff made a desperate effort to do so, but not a 
syllable would come. The head now veered round and was moving 
swiftly towards them, its awful stench causing them both to retch and 
vomit. EEUW, didn’t need that!  

Now Mr. Woodruff, seizing his stick, lashed at it with all his 
might.  

The stick met with no resistance, and the head continued to 
advance. The shaken couple then made a frantic attempt to find the 
door, the head still pursuing them, and, tripping over something in 
their wild haste, fell together on the floor.  

There was now no hope, the head had caught up to them; it 
hovered immediately above them, laughed hideously, descending 
lower, lower, and lower, finally passed right through them, through 
the floor, and out of sight.  

It was long before either of them could sufficiently recover to 
stir from the floor, and when they did move, it was only to totter to 
their bed, and to lie with the bedclothes well over their heads, 
quivering and quaking till the morning. 



 

 

tic tic tic tic… Tiny noises of compression, sounding through 
my skull.  

“Let him try to tell me the floating head was Benny,” I said to 
myself, stiffening my upper lip, incensed still at these cheating poor 
loser vengeful spirits. “I can handle anything except hearing that the 
only thing left of the person who could help me is his head.” 

PHA came from behind me with a leather bag. “Did you say 
something, Lacy?” 

“I said don’t tell me that the only thing left of the person who 
could help me is a floating head.” 

“Is that so?” 
“Yes.” 
“Suit yourself.”  
Saying this he opened the bag and dumped out its contents in 

front of us. Looking directly at me, with wide expectant eyes, was 
the oversized head of Benny; smiling. 

“Did you enjoy my performance? Please make a dead man 
happy and say yes. 

I was dumfounded, struggling to find my voice. It…HE, was 
speaking to me. After all the weird and wonderful things I had 
experienced, I was now to speak to a disembodied head? The 
disembodied head of Benny? 

“Well,” I finally managed after first clearing my throat, “it 
was…UNEXPECTED?” 

Benny crinkled his brow like he was trying to puzzle out what 
I had just said. 

“Unexpected!” he blurted. “Unexpected the imp says?” his 
voice angry. “Of course it was unexpected. The element of surprise is 
a winning gambit. One of the many I keep in my actor’s toolkit. 



 

 

PHA,” he said turning to face him, “Is this what you so 
unceremoniously chase me down and bag me for, to be insulted by 
this…this…CHILD?” 

Oh no, this had turned ugly at the drop of a word. 
“Please accept my humble apologies, master showman and 

counselor. The young girl is foreign to our culture and customs.” 
PHA uttered politely, with a respectful bow at the hips. “Yet please 
allow me to offer as recompense and for your pleasure, this result of 
my most recent litigation success, an extended reprieve from this 
long running engagement if you so choose to receive it.” 

Benny, who had been awaiting a reply with a cross, 
constricted expression on his face, now surrendered this to one of 
calm complacence. 

“Receive it I shall,” he purred with tranquil acquiescence, 
“why you did not begin with that as your opening bid my actor’s 
heart can only surmise, says one counselor to another.” 

“So shall it be,” said PHA. 
A bright green glow surrounded the disembodied head giving 

way to a rush of bristling energy, and resolving with the fully 
personified and restored Benny standing before us. 

“Ah,” said Benny shaking out his arms and legs as if to wake 
them from a long sleep, “Such a pleasure indeed to reconnect with 
my old friends. Hello appendages, hello all…hello litigations to be!” 

Such unrestrained joy was difficult to witness without a 
strong lingering smile. Having no doubts that any reigning custom in 
this world or any other would disallow it, both PHA and I watched 
with full throttle smiles, and for me at least, a warmth of satisfaction 
spreading through me. 

“So,” said Benny turning to face me, “Once again. Did you 
enjoy my performance?” his eyes sparkling and expectant. 



 

 

The spotlight was on me again and I felt the full implications 
and weight that my response would carry. 

“As a young girl, I have found there are two things that terrify 
me with without fail; a huge floating eyeball, and ghostly floating 
heads. You chose the floating head. TERRIFYING!” at this I 
shuddered to underscore my point, “Then when I thought the show 
was over, you pop out of the air fully formed as if from the forehead 
of Zeus. First the floating head—genius—then appearing fully 
formed. Did I enjoy the performance?” I said, pausing for effect, 
“Yes, Yes, a thousand times YESSSSSSS!!!” 

Benny was so flabbergasted he took to hopping up and down 
in place like a child.  

“I knew it, it knew I, I knew it. Yes indeed, I still got it!” 
Benny now looked searchingly at me standing before him. He 

gazed wonderingly at my frowning face. He put his hand out and 
moved it through my auburn hair, pulling some of the curls away 
from my face. I didn’t seem to notice; and just kept gazing at him.  

“Such a serious face for a little girl,” he said. 
“By the by. “My name by birth is Akira Hashimoto, pleased 

to meet you.”  
“Oh,” I said, waking from my state of stunned silence, 

“You’re not Benny, then? I thought you were—” 
“Benny is my handle and stage name,” he said. “Also the 

chosen name of my little cousin, Ichiro” said Akira, “he idolized me. 
“I adopted his American name for the stage because I admire him, 
the tough little guy. A mutual fan club type of thing. And all that 
martial arts stuff? I did compete and was #1 ranked taekwondo 
champion and it just ignited his child’s imagination. He used to jump 
around and karate chop the air and get all worked up like he was a 
champion, imagining he was me. And he watched Bruce Lee movies 
relentlessly. Maybe he could have been a contender. But he lacked 



 

 

agility and was uncoordinated. Every time he flew up in the air to 
deliver a spinning hook kick, the most difficult and demanding of all 
kicks, he landed hard on his knee, without fail. Used to cause me 
physical pain to watch him plummet like that. At least he yelled 
‘chagi’ correctly,” he said with a chuckle, “I could say only that he 
worked real hard for the challenger. Took himself out so the 
opponent’s job was easier.” 

I know it was rude but I began giggling. Akira’s replay of life 
of Benny was just so spot on. The kid who would never give up even 
if he put himself out of action before his opponent delivered one 
blow. 

“Got so bad the doctor recommended he be encouraged 
toward pursuits that kept both feet on the ground. Wisdom demanded 
he never be allowed to pursue martial arts. My aunt and uncle sagely 
redirected him. Pretty talented piano player though. Plays a wicked 
Für Elise. You know, the poignancy of that particular song, and the 
passionate way he attacks it, much as I can imagine Beethoven 
himself would have, always felt to me like a therapeutic experience 
for my young cousin, a way for him to express the lonely misery he 
shouldered by not being able to pursue his martial arts dreams. But 
this may be nothing more than my own passionate imaginings. 
Beethoven just happens to be my favorite classicist of all time.” 

Poor Ichiro/Benny. All Akira said made sense. So 
Ichiro/Benny is about ten now, might even be going to school around 
me. Not surprisingly, the adult bearing the same physical 
characteristics as Benny is a cousin. Evidently the gangly arms 
skinny neck too big head is a strong DNA trait in their family line.  

Also makes for a great floating head haunting. 
PHA enthused, his arms flailing in joyful expression, 

“Akira’s quite the litigator. In truth, my primary and only 
competition. His skill so astounding, so magical, he could litigate 
laughter from a cold dead corpse. To watch him shimmy and dance 



 

 

before the court and spin the closing argument for to sway the court 
to his side was perhaps the most miraculous acting I had pleasure to 
witness. Masterful sums it up. Trust me, I have won numerous cases. 
But none with so much memorable narrative and panache as those 
won by Sir Hashimoto. Acting is in his blood.” 

Drawing CIRCLES, creating a maze based on concentric 
rings. Five minutes in the waking world gives you an hour in the 
dream. 

Don’t know how long I was on Benny quest, but I was gone 
long enough for PHA to add another title “Liaison” to the sign on his 
door: 

Phillip Hallix Anges, esquire:  
Tour Guide, Liaison, Investigator, Realtor 

and Attorney at Law 
D.O.T. Placard - UN 1263 Paint, Adhesive Vinyl 



 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

Meanwhile, back in Land of the Dead Central, Level 1, the BOGG or 
Bones On Ground Group—far enough yet close enough to unleash 
torrential terrors on the unsuspecting—reported their hideous 
findings to the Level 2 T&T, Trials and Tribulations who were 
digging deep to source the one stop de facto ringer that would tip 
scales decidedly hard left. Mind power was churning, yearning, 
burning, kerning toward a despicable plan, so despicable, it required 
its own lexicon. 

“We need a plan. A MASTER plan…Sludge?” 
The being called Sludge peeled open the dusty pages of the 

customary Horribilis Book of Doom. Having already lost a few too 
many pages to Insidiously Ghoulish Silverfish (IGS), there remained 
few left to ogle.  

“Oh lookee here,” he said with dim excitement, another page 
peeling off into crumble dust. “Delicious! Have they tried the 
Screaming Flying Head?” 



 

 

Boron the Bellicose was on a tear. “Open earholes, timorous 
twit. Not our department. But if it’s Level 1 you wish to de-emulate 
to…” 

“No, no…just saying, that’s all.” 
“Waiting Sludge …” 
“E. Ton Vomitus?” 
“Too subtle.’” 
“Gut Bileous?” 
“Weak.” 
“Odious Out of Sorts?” 
“Even I have standards, squab.” 
“Ulred the Unwell?” 
“I’m dead, decomposed and dreadfully decrepit and he makes 

ME ill! No no. Not the Horribilis. Use the big big HUGE Book of 
Travails.” 

“Don’t you want a book? 
“Yes, the big big HUGE book of Travails.” 
Boron waits with uncharacteristic patience as Sludge stands 

in place whistling and looking upward. 
“Uh, spitball? The book?” 
“What book?” squeaks Sludge, dumbfounded. 
Boron stares him down. 
“Oh, right,” he says, proudly holding up the Horribilis. “Here 

it is.” 
“NO! Is that the big big HUGE book?” 



 

 

“Uh, no. Of course not. It says right here this is the…” says 
Sludge, suddenly realizing his mistake. 

Sludge shakes his head shaking his eyes loose. 
“Sorry,” he says pushing them back in with a plop” 
“Ooohh!! Must you do THAT?” 
Sludge was confused, then the light bulb of knowledge burst 

upon him.  
“No, I don’t HAVE to do that.” 
“Capital, trifling twit. Please desist.” 
“YOU can do it for me.” 
“AAAGGGHHH, you subspecies of subspecies dog turd. 

Why do they always send me the brain deficient?” 
Sludge looked genuinely repentant. 
“Sorry, sir, it’s just that…just…well…the rats went right after 

my brain when they buried me in the dung heap, sir.” 
“AAAGGGHHH!!! Absolutely MADDENING,” grumbled 

the already aggravated Boron. 
“So, here it is,” announces Sludge, displaying it proudly like 

he’s just found the crown jewels, “the big big HUGE book.” 
“Come here pissant, dear little pusillanimous pissant,” said 

Boron, speaking softly and sliding up next to the perplexed peon. 
“Give that book here,” he said holding out his three-fingered 

hand.  
“Uh, this book? The big big HUGE book?” 
“Yes,” growls Boron as a malicious smile spreads like plague 

across his face. 



 

 

Sludge smiles as he gingerly holds the book out to Boron, as 
a waiter oh so delicately holding a drink tray. 

“Ugh,” Born grunts, seizing the book forcefully and breaking 
it in half over the head of Sludge, whose head squashes down into his 
body cavity, thus settling his eyes at shoulder height. 

“Now, pig vomit for brains. Use this text.” 
“Ah yes,” comes a hollow muffled voice from the chest 

cavity of Sludge, “The Old Testament Travailularium.” 
“Got it, echoing idiot? This is the harbinger of all things 

rotten, the poisonous pustule of evil incarnate…” 
“Oh.” 
“The dilly of dillies…” 
“Amazing,” comes the hollow voice of Sludge. 
“The carnivorous carnivore of carnivores…” 
“Uh huh. Fascinating graphics…” 
Boron immediately goes atomic. 
“Yes…yes?? Come on now. I haven’t got my entire death to 

wait!” 
“Her?” burps the vertically challenged whipping boy, 

pointing to the face of beauty itself. 
“Precisely! A brain DOTH take root! The CCC’s (Callous 

Cutthroats Corps) finest: Macarena. That face and form that has led 
more men and empires to the grave than all the sirens combined.” 

“Oh,” squeaks the hollow chest enclosed voice, “Delicious!” 
“And best of all, she strolls away from the scene of undoing 

smelling like a rose.” 
“A mole? Why does a…? 



 

 

“A rose, moron, a rose, a rose, a rose!” 
“Oh, rose. Why didn’t you say that?” 
“I…I…I…” 
“Many different kinds you know.” 
“Oh dear desiderata. What ARE you babbling about?” 
The dull hollow echo of Sludge’s voice drones on. 
“Roses, sir. Each one individual and distinct. The 

Adirondacks rose, the Polynesian islands rose, the Norwegian rose, 
the Southern rose, or is that Southern belle…maybe it’s…” 

Suddenly Boron’s grim features light up. 
“You know, hollow head dung bat, was a time when she and I 

did the dance to end all dances. Tore up the floor they said. Poetry in 
motion. It was such a time…” Boron went on, waxing lyrical and 
dangerously sentimental, an unpardonable crime, but what did he 
care after all, he was reminiscing about an old flame, THE old flame 
that had torched him dead with acetylene in his $3 skid row room.  

The hollow voice of Sludge which has continued unabated 
now increases in volume overpowering the voice of Boron the 
Babbling “…then of course there’s the Miranda rose which SOME 
say…”  

“Enough,” screams Boron jamming his fist down on Sludge’s 
head, thereby pushing his eyes down to his navel. “Unleash 
Macarena on this tedious temeritous toddler!” he grumbles as he 
walks away. 

A revolting gurgling sound buzzes in the belly of Sludge, but 
nobody is around to hear… “Uh…heelpp???” 

Already at great distance, Boron, lost in the fog of unrequited 
love, moves along with a bounce in his step, continuing his sappy 
soliloquy, “My ex-flame and death’s chariot, my love my pain so 



 

 

sweet, you who hold a petulant poisonous place in your arctic heart 
for churlish chattering children…” 

Flip back to the hero mid fever dream: 
These crankedy crunkedy spirits will go to any lengths to 

win. Even calling in assassins from the CCC to ensure their odds. 
What are these two calcaneus decrepits up to? Had no idea 

my mere tidal waves of trouble would go earth shattering typhoon 
when misfortune put me in the sights of one flat lined uncordial 
immortal. A creature not disposed to friendship or friendliness, the 
definition of unfriendly, coldness of manner, subzero. The being that 
was larger than death itself: Macarena. Her voice came to me as 
everything else had come, through my dreams. Forget about peaceful 
sleep. 

“The secret to immortality is to first live a life worth 
remembering, tadpole. From what I can see yours ain’t diddly squat! 
I will insert myself into your every plan and thwart you, misdirect 
you, block you, crush and mutilate you, spin you in so many 
directions you won’t know your upside from your downside, your 
top from your bottom, your in from your out, your know from your 
know nothing. You are MINE, bird splat! Prepare for trial by fire!” 

She was also like most megalomaniac villains: long winded.  
Scene changes and I’m in a dark smelly alley, rats scurrying 

everywhere with each step I take. 
The aforementioned young woman, Macarena, with a bloody 

gash in her breast and decomposing skin spills out of a door.  
She has a steely gaze and a heart of flint. 
“I've been running this operation for two-hundred years, ever 

since Dad died. Dad was my thirteenth husband. He became an 
accidental exothermic inferno on Arbor Day. He was planting that 
big pine in front of...oh, fabulous combustible kindling. Didn’t move 



 

 

as quickly as he used to, pathetic pedophile. He lost four toes in a 
chemical spill. Sulfuric acid. You never think it can happen to you 
till it happens to you.”  

She handed me her business card which is combination 
advertisement and inflated resume: 

“Torture is an art form and I its artistic master supreme. 
None, not even demon deceiver extraordinaire himself, the big 
kahuna of hell’s quarters, is immune, he to whom I gave no quarter, 
to whom I delivered heavenly pleasure upon exquisite pleasure 
followed by devious debilitations, and yet did he sang my praises on 
rubbery melting lips as I rendered his flesh in boiling Grecian oil 
(more bang for your buck). Yes, I, the grace of divine beauty, the 
face of torments unknown. To see my face in the pale moonlight is to 
see your demise…” 

Arctic chill shivers down my spine. Even my bone marrow is 
shaking in place. 

A barely audible broadcast buzzes on in the background… 
“The mystery heart condition that has killed thirty-three 

people in two months, has claimed another victim. Doctors are 
baffled as to why seemingly fit and healthy people are suffering 
massive heart attacks. Many residents are claiming that the shadow 
of death has once again descended on the town…” 

The pale moon stares down icily through gray clouds. Winds 
are up and blasting gale force. When the frosty gales strike her, the 
deformities and degradations transform, becoming the divine face 
and form of beauty incarnate.  

OMG she’s gorgeous!  
A droning voice begins, the surrounding air trembles: Behold. 

Your eyes cannot look away from her heavenly beauty. See her 
gliding along swanlike and feel her whispering toxic breeze kiss your 
soul. Feel the slash of her deadly razor sharp claws. A creature part 



 

 

ugly beast and Hellenic deceased. When Macarena the Merciless 
moves, the universe moves with her. 

She interrupts my pleasant dream and shakes me lose from 
wonderland with a vindictive shake, cannibal perspiration on her 
upper lip area, a spot of drool forming on her crusty red lips.  

“You have so vexed these blockheads that they have 
appointed me, the one and only, to expedite your dispatch into the 
world awaiting you with dead cold spindly arms. The name is 
Macarena. You may begin shivering uncontrollably. 

“I shall make this easy dullard child and dispense with 
belaboring your decease. A game you no doubt understand. Hide and 
seek. Try as you might in your limited capacity human abilities, you 
hide. Anywhere you please in the circumscribed area. Try as you 
might, attempt to conceal yourself…fully. Same game of your 
childhood with one deadly twist. If found I shred you to smithereens 
and consume you fully, with a fine chianti of course. Thusly you will 
lose and lose while simultaneously losing your bodily self…fully! 
Genius. Absolutely genius. Let us play wombat brain! May the best 
me WIN!” 

Another game. What is it with these otherworldly types and 
their fixated fascination with games? What happened to set the 
Hounds of the Baskervilles on the fleeing victim? Don’t really know 
if I would prefer this particular twist it’s just the thought of being 
shredded and devoured so does not appeal.  

“Um, hello!” I chastise myself, hoping devil woman cannot 
read my thoughts, “You’re thinking like you’ve already lost. You 
were a champion hide and seek player at one time. Right? Remember 
that!” 

So not 10 but 11 games then. I see a long long extra-long 
period of no games of any kind in my immediate future. This death 
world affair has soured me to them.  



 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

Gobby 

Crzeep, Blomb, Splork, Snit, 
Bzang, Zzip, Tqeak, Charx.  
Nope. No winners here. Hold her close, she zips, she pops, she’s 
breathing, she’s steaming, she’s rockin’, she’s knockin’, she’s 
nothing, she’s all. 

He could hear the cacophonous competition play on like a 
warped phonograph record, the announcer pumping out the words so 
manic and rambling it was making Gobby breathless. One sentence 
eclipsing the other; shout, upon howl, upon screech, upon cheer, 
upon obscenity, upon applause, upon vengeance pledge.  

To sit there powerless and enchained offered him nothing but 
grim thoughts of despairing hopelessness. How could his friend, his 
fearless, cheerful, boldly reckless friend, overcome the odds in a 
perilous game, in a populace, in a world, as strange to her as a three 
legged toad? His mind reeled as he thought, the epitome of Rodin’s 



 

 

masterpiece, the thinking man on death row awaiting his call to 
execution.  

Knowing for whom the bell tolls.  
All he asked for was caution. A moment of peaceful repose to 

think it through, to weigh and measure objectively and scientifically 
as was his wont. Too much to ask perchance? Too thorny a cross to 
bear for a friend who already had much beyond her years dropped 
upon her narrow shoulders? Thrust upon her beleaguered mind? 
Asked of a fledgling child who wanted nothing more than to live the 
unstructured devil-may-care life of a young girl?  

On this point he checked himself. Abrasively so.  
Perhaps these depictions he stored, these assumptions he 

employed as anchor were no more secure than flood borne stones, 
racing and spinning and moving toward all points unknown, no 
landing foreordained. Had he in fact misjudged, misdirected, using 
not the cool, objective detached intellect, but the gullible, gooey, 
gelatinous emotions which were as prone to foggy euphoria as to 
keen deduction? Free floating decimal points defenseless against 
cognitive corruption?  

This he could not infer with absolute certainty. So he broke 
down what he knew. Those things that any eye could see. He the 
lightning rod in a storm, the detailed topographical map, the Sherpa 
mountain guide, the steely eyed wunderkind who let no obstacle 
dictate his endpoint.  

She the intelligent idealist, the encouraging epilogue, the 
embracing emissary, the impulsive imp, the girl who meant more to 
him than any he had ever known, the loyal friend who would with a 
smile on her face and song in her heart sacrifice her life for his 
should the chips fall sour. How could he ever in his wildest 
imaginings hope to find the likes of her, she who had become his 



 

 

breath in restrictive enclosures, his wings in flightless despair, his 
smile when outlooks were dampened?  

Correct indeed, young scientist. Trust in those things you 
know to be true, leave the rest to the all-knowing, all providing 
universe. There were forces at play here bigger than any single 
entity. No matter how grand and absolute that entity may imagine 
itself. For it is true, imagination alone does not deliver the bill of 
materials, yet blood, sweat and tears with a healthy dose of luck will 
cross the finish line better than fifty percent of the time on the bell 
curve. 

Yet despite all pedantic posturing to the contrary, he did in 
his chilled objective demeanor entertain his own particular, if not 
peculiar, cryptogrammic corpus of superstitions. Steady 
acquaintances, actuary accomplices, that served his tightly wound 
destined for tweed sports jackets and de rigueur patched elbows 
savoir faire (elbow patches signify that one’s jacket was repaired 
from being worn out at the elbows from reading a great deal, a sign 
of a scholar’s “noble poverty” in dedicating himself to a profession 
of study, not material gain), attiring him demonstrably well as one 
bound and bred for marathon scholarly studies, passionate funding 
substantiations, academically traditional hobnobs, thermonuclear 
thesis debates, the sum total of all that breeding and lineage had 
predisposed him toward. In due time perhaps. Enculturation leading 
to bold bow tie and debonair penny loafers pairings, thus completing 
the ensemble 

A picture to proudly highlight the smiling countenances of his 
Poland bred pioneering parents; a conquering of the new land that 
would fill the patriotic cup of any landed immigrant.  

These thoughts foremost in the mind of young Evžen Arno 
Teodus Goba, he watched the increasingly vicious games with 
agonizing interest, mentally crossing every “i” and dotting every “t”, 
crossing the fingers of his right hand behind him on odd days of the 



 

 

week, the fingers of his left hand on even days of the week, thankful 
for his life, his friend, and his multifunction scientific watch, 
believing all that was right and good in the universe would surely 
take note of this punctilious pilgrim, and his audacious ally, 
rewarding the pair’s combined efforts with a miraculous release from 
this hostile dystopia toward which they mutually endeavored. 

If the sun and moon were in propitious geosynchronous 
alignment with the astronomer’s precise and prophesized reckonings, 
the planets would align, solar and lunar rectifications would ensue, 
and peace would rule the planets for a thousand millennia.  

All well and good for the solar sphere and its concordant 
universes across multiple galaxies. Yet the heart and inclinations of 
all things human, dead or alive, were beyond stony scientific 
reckonings. Thus he concluded in his child’s heart of hearts, that 
strictly adhering to a discipline of mentally crossing every “i” and 
dotting every “t”, crossing the fingers of his right hand behind him 
on odd days of the week, the fingers of his left hand on even days of 
the week, was the only mystical juju he had at his disposal.  

If he only knew how to invoke the spirits of the Tooth Fairy, 
the Lucky Leprechaun and the Sandman combined, he would jump at 
that like a sea bass jumping at chum and chant and hum and dance 
and stomp till the cows came home for breakfast. The ones in close 
proximity and beyond as cows have notoriously acute hearing. 
Despite specious reports to the contrary, likely advanced by poultry 
advocating tree huggers whose shoes are worn backwards with 
striped socks worn on the opposite sided feet, causing much cranium 
scratching befuddlement for podiatrists who for the life of them 
cannot comprehend the foul sprites, or ill-humored gods, that would 
inspire these self-destructive tendencies towards one’s own treasured 
tootsies.  

Though it is almost universally accepted that man has 
inclinations toward self-annihilation, banter regarding this heated 



 

 

topic dwells exclusively in the realm of coffee time tête-à-tête and 
assorted other casual chit chat locales. 

“Win, Lacy. Win! Winning is all and everything and our only 
lifeline…” he whispered as a filmy sweat formed across his brow, “A 
thousand times PLEASE, ever attentive universe and every kind 
spirit, PLEASE!!” 

Those who have crossed 
With direct eyes, to death’s other Kingdom 
Remember us—if at all—not as lost 
Violent souls, but only 
As the hollow men 
The stuffed men. 



 

 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 

Game #11: Life or Death Hide and Seek 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Field Challenge 
Equipment: None 
So not 10 but 11 games Macarena informs me as she inserts Game 
#11 immediately following Game #4. “Council’s prerogative, bird 
splat,” she sneers with sweep of her hand. “It has always BEEN 11 
games. Unclear who truncated the list.”  

Yet I’m not sure this change of games is council driven. If 
your opponent is temperamental, seek to irritate her. 

In my favor, already celebrating her sure WIN, she puts off 
my execution until the next day. She chooses a forest not far away 
from where the games are held.  

“A forest, deep and dark and abundant of threats, a limp 
barely effective rusted fence hangs at its opening where the game 
commences. The name, if you care, Blood Stone Forest. Between 



 

 

monstrous ghouls and mutant rats inhabiting, things can only get 
worse, pale prey!” 

Appropriate place for this ghoul to conduct her business. If 
parody is the sincerest form of flattery, she is an homage to killer 
clowns everywhere.  

The outline of the playing field she will clearly mark, so she 
says, as if she does me a favor. I know exactly the forest she has 
chosen as I have hovered above it in my spirit travels. This gives me 
a chance to stack the game in my favor. Believing I will find nothing 
but hardship and death in this ghastly landscape, she elevates her ego 
to Olympian heights. 

Foolishly, she dismisses or has forgotten the fact that I am a 
kid. And kids learn pretty well how to hide. 

PREPARATION 
I level the ravaged playing field before Macarena even steps 

on it. First I pre-stage the area with piles of leaves numerous places 
as well as a fair distance away from the starting point. She will not 
know they weren’t there earlier. 

When we are near, we must make the enemy believe we are 
far away. 

I place piles of assorted stones, twigs, and bramble, in 
scattered fashion so they appear accidental. I dig a number of shallow 
holes, some deeper, to disorient and distract. Some of these I fill with 
leaves and forest bramble, others I dig a bit deeper and pour lake 
water into, mixing up a crude mud paste.  

Thorns and thistles I shall bring to thee. 
Mangled skeletons and dead rodents are plentiful. These I use 

to advantage. Ghouls, if present as she says, I can only hope to avoid. 
I pass by the lake which is within the playing field and briefly 
consider hiding amongst the thick reed patch, using one of these 



 

 

hollow reeds for breathing while I hide below the surface. But I 
decide this strategy, while clever, puts me too far outside the game 
zone when I’ve already decided to stay close to this impulsive death 
merchant to keep a steady eye on her movements. 

Camouflage: Select a mix of forest colors and patterns. This 
makes Macarena less likely to pick up my shape by breaking up my 
silhouette as she moves through the deeply forested areas. I will use 
carefully placed decoys of small human shape to trick her eyes into 
many conflicting directions in effort to induce confusion into her 
search. 

Recon: Seek hiding sites that provide concealment from 
multiple angles—trees, bushes, lakes, wood piles.  

GAME ON 
When someone closes their eyes to start counting, their sense 

of hearing naturally elevates. Once the countdown begins, it’s all 
about misdirection to confuse the competition. I recount to myself 
some key weapons...: 

1) Use Sound to Great Advantage: When someone closes 
their eyes to start counting, their sense of hearing 
naturally elevates. I will confuse my competitor by 
loudly heading in one direction and then silently 
doubling back before they finish the countdown. 

2) Stay Low: The lower you are to the ground, the less 
likely you’ll be to cast a shadow that gives you away. 

3) Disciplined Breathing: Nothing attracts the eye like 
movement but, if you hold your breath for the whole 
game, you’re going to pass out. Taking long, slow, 
deep breaths is the way to go here. 

4) Use Decoys: Use the pile of leaves trick by staging 
some leaves in piles before obscuring myself in an 
entirely different place. 



 

 

Sleep comes slowly with thorns, greenbrier, and thistle 
obstructive this tormented night before my presumed execution. I 
imagine that this is how death row unfortunates must feel in this 
exact scenario when the bell tolls their name. Not a comforting 
thought.  

Dead girl walking.  
But I’m looking for any straw, no matter how flimsy, to grasp 

as the light fades and the march toward sunrise begins.  
A wave of loss hits me. I miss him, Gobby. Miss his voice, 

and his humor, and his warm arrogance, and those moments in his 
company when I realize that this was when I come alive—finally 
living, by the side of an oddly appealing social misfit like myself. 

I run through a brief list of things I must remember: 
1) Observe the path shrouded by fog when a dark night 

distances you from the Sun. 
2) Above you, extensive clouds steal the stars from your 

sight, and below you, thorns and precipices endanger 
your steps. 

3) Nonetheless, be aware that an overcome shadow is a 
door to greater light. 

4) In the moment of crisis, silence your lips and listen to 
the voices that speak, inarticulately, within yourself. 
You will clearly identify a conflict. It is the past, that 
insists on staying, and the present, yearning for the 
future. It is imprisonment and liberation. It is the 
shadow and the light. It is debt and hope. 

5) Once inside the belly of the beast, beware the golden 
light. 

Slammed into the new day, the foretold day of reckoning, I 
wait at, the forest’s entrance (the appointed spot), trying to keep my 



 

 

cool as the casually arriving executioner studies her timing and 
becomes a stalking panther. 

“Thus will it be. I shall cover my eyes with this blindfold and 
commence a count to the number twenty. To twenty shall I count, the 
count shall be twenty, during which time you attempt to hide as 
cleverly as your inferior self can devise. When I find you as I most 
assuredly will, your execution will be brutal and immediate. As you 
navigate your way through this decimated and repugnant wasteland, 
you may discover ghouls who want human blood. You might think a 
desperate plan will bail you out, when in fact it will serve as the 
ultimate sentence for being a flesh bag as they deliver you into my 
waiting hands! The flesh of mortal children is so tasty…” 

A shiver rages through me as I see the savage porcine gleam 
in her eyes. My heart beats faster and I’m afraid she can hear it.  

She does not need any encouragement to swell her immensely 
large ego. 

“Of course, should you in all unlikeliness succeed in evading 
me—don’t count on it—I will shout the liberation phrase, All Run 
Free, at which point a truce is ensured and you go free.” 

The blindfold goes on and the count begins… 
I start by loudly moving away to her left, then slide quickly 

and silently deep into the foliage at her right.  
The thought of climbing up into the tree branches occurs to 

me, but I decide it is too risky considering the stakes. 
I decide to take position behind an extra wide heavily barked 

tree so I can peek out to watch her movements.  
I am hedging my bets here for I believe she will swiftly move 

to the deep forest assuming that like a scared rabbit I skittered away 
from her as fast and far as I could. But I read somewhere it is good to 
keep your friends close and your enemies closer. 



 

 

Can’t get any closer to her at this point than hiding behind a 
tree not far from her at the forest entrance though far enough away to 
be covered by deep shadows.  

“…eighteen…nineteen…twenty! Time’s up, flesh cup, your 
capture is imminent!” 

Peeling off and tossing away her blindfold, she steps forward 
in a gait that I can only describe as strutting. 

First she begins by assaulting the generously spread piles of 
leaves. I can hear her telling herself that she has already won. 

From pile to pile she strides kicking at each with all she’s got. 
Tiring of the kicking, she bends down to push a pile of bramble 
leaves away. 

“Sonovabitch!” she screams as thorns pierce her rotting flesh. 
“So, the little pest is cunning.” 

After this vicious assault she is in five swift strides directly in 
line with the tree I’m behind. My eyes burn as I look at her quickly 
then pull back behind the tree. 

She comes to an abrupt stop and turns an ear skyward as 
perhaps listening to an ethereal voice. She shakes her head and nods 
affirmative once as if receiving instruction. Suddenly swinging to her 
left, she scans the surroundings with deep penetrating eyes.  

I can almost see a visual of her thoughts.  
As I see her begin to swing to her right, I remain concealed 

fully and still, hoping her probing gaze fails to isolate my tree of 
choice. A matter of extreme horror, that, as it would signal the end of 
game and end of my life.  

Lingering a tad longer than comfort would prefer, I can feel 
my legs shake as a bead of sweat drops into my eyes. I close my 
eyelids tightly to suppress the burn.  



 

 

This is becoming a test of endurance for me as she stands 
stock still analyzing her conclusions. 

“I can smell your nervous scent, child. Squalid beast! Your 
end draws near…” 

Silence upon silence invades. 
“Well,” she whines like a petulant teen, “THAT utterance 

will flush her out if she is close.” 
OMG! This is the end of all things Lacy Sparrow.  
A deathly gloom constricts and stills the air molecules’ 

circulatory dance. My ears are brutalized by the deafening silence. 
She begins striding confidently in my direction. A scurry of 

squirrels jumps out toward her from the underbrush and hurries away 
to which she shrieks and falls backward. 

“Hmmph,” she sniffs grumpily, awkwardly pulling herself up 
“I am mistaken, a rare event. The vile creature has gone further. 
Deeper into the abyss then…” 

Satisfied it seems, and with a wistful gaze in my direction, 
she glides by, her cloak fluttering behind her, a rippling torrent of 
disdain in her wake. 

Gloom descends. The scent of death pervading. 
A wild devil’s orchestra commences pulsing along in the 

background. Dominating the airspace. Splenetic heartbeat of doom. 
Violin begins slowly. Dreamlike. Shimmering warm tones. Strident 
scalar jumps into dizzyingly frenetic chromatic scales running and 
dancing. Dodging and clashing. Ferocious virtuosity. Impetuosity. 
Atrocity. Sailing swiftly up to high tone trilling and call response 
passages of screeching demonic wails.  

Breathing becomes difficult. 
Temperature plummets. 



 

 

Words take form before my eyes: 

Invocation 

Consummation 

Sacrifice 
She strolls confidently by, waving her arms about as if 

commanding the forest elementals. I know it is she who calls out 
these words to capture my attention, my life, my soul! 

A gurgling roar shakes the ground and quakes my bones. 
Beware the golden light! 

“I am your beautiful magic angel. Come to me, child. Know 
your peace at my breast. In my embrace feel the legion of spirits 
unbound course through your veins, swill your blood, consume your 
soul…” 

“Kiama…Kiama…Kiama…” 
At the utterance of these potent words the trees begin a wild 

shaking and swaying as if a forest of willows, knocking loose a few 
squirrels. 

Had I chosen to climb up high in a tree, at this point I would 
be through.  

Her voice echoes loudly through the forest. I swear the 
foliage is changing colors to effect a swift autumn drop to the 
ground. Cheating to achieve her aims is not beyond her. 

In my mind’s eye I follow her movements. Through the grove 
of unusually large bushes. The field of burning stones. The meadow 
of cast off tree limbs. The rat mounds. The boneyard of forgotten 
carcasses. The pit of swarming maggots.  



 

 

At each juncture she stops, turns an ear skyward, looks left 
and right, mutters and begins moving and pushing and kicking and 
tossing forest bits aside, for all of her petite frame stomping through 
like sasquatch. 

Finally, she comes to my coup de gras. 
“Silly child. Inferior beast. Piles of leaves? Again? Did you 

really think THIS amateur stunt would thwart me?” 
For a moment she spins in place deciding where to begin her 

demolition of my presumed burrow.  
“I’ve found you, pernicious pissant! Lemming!” 
She begins leisurely kicking kicking kicking at each pile of 

leaves, as on a stroll through a field of flowers, strutting her stuff, a 
picture of triumph, yet becoming increasingly frustrated with each 
disappointment. But commendably holding her temper.  

She seems to be actually enjoying this methodical 
destruction, no doubt to fully relish the moment a sharp kick from 
her pointy shoes returns a gulping scream from me. 

When she gets to the final pile beneath which is a vine bound 
bundle of twigs loaded with animal droppings, she believes she has 
struck gold. 

“Aha, and so it ends,” she says stepping back to absorb her 
moment of victory, “And look at you, sweet reclining corpse. 
Appropriate you should adopt this pose to assist your destroyer!” 

The scent of poo invades her nostrils making her wince. She 
carries on, this fetid scent not unfamiliar evidently. Or maybe she 
believes she smells evidence of my decease. 

Eyes ablaze. Licking her lips. She sweeps down and snatches 
a smattering of leaves as her clawed hands encircle the twig bundle.  



 

 

“There you are…” she begins, then realizes it is not I she 
addresses, but a bundle of twigs. 

“Arrgghhhhh!!!! Demon spawn!” she roars, tearing at the 
bundle savagely before slamming it to the earth, “Submit to your 
superior NOW and I will eat your heart last!!!” 

But this passion play is not over as she looks to her hands and 
notices the poo splat. Mixing poo into a paste of thick mud was a 
genius move if I say so myself. 

“Animal droppings, you wretched miscreant? For this you 
will pay tenfold!” 

Her physiognomy has altered entirely. Now she looks strung 
out instead of deceitful and deadly. Like a bratty child who has not 
got its way. Pouty instead of dangerous. 

I am torn between fearing for my life and laughing like a loon 
at a childhood prank gone exceedingly well. I resolve to cover my 
mouth and suppress my laughter. 

This front row seating by virtue of spiritist abilities turns this 
chase into one where I watch my predator’s every move, keeping 
three steps ahead in the process.  

Yet all has gone BETTER than I’d planned. After this 
humiliating face off against a bundle of poo, she has lost the will to 
further explore the land of leaves and devious doo doo.  

She quickly moves deeper into the forest, exploring every 
remaining stone pile, ground depression, tree hollow, bush and hedge 
begrudgingly; using a long stick to push aside anything that may 
contain the notorious flaming bag of poo, so to speak.  

But she is now almost at the furthest extent of the game’s 
perimeter.  

She glances past it deciding if I would have chosen to go 
beyond the stated boundaries. Out beyond the forest is a wasteland so 



 

 

devoid of life it shouts out “Kingdom of Bloodthirsty Ghouls and 
Mutated Creatures.” Yes, I did consider at one point going there, but 
a troubling tingle in my spirit centers told me this was unwise.  

The sound of her hissing and cussing adds a comical 
backdrop to the grim reality I’m facing.  

As my legs get tired of standing, I sit at the base of the tree 
and stretch my legs in front of me. It seems my pursuer has slowed 
down now and has taken to agitated striking at things and muttering a 
torrent of obscenities not presently contained in any compilation of 
indecencies.  

This continues far too long in my view and I believe the time 
to call this game finished has passed, yet there’s no way I’m coming 
out of hiding until she shouts out the liberation phrase. 

She finally sits on a boulder, her arms hung before her, her 
head down, muttering steadily and scratching at the ground with a 
sharp stick. I almost feel bad for her she looks so defeated. A pathetic 
figure.  

It appears she is now drawing some kind of map or 
instructional guide for a reason not easily recognized. I think she’s 
just idly drawing for humiliation relief at having been bested by a 
child. She looks to the sky once more and spreads her arms wide in 
an expression of befuddlement or pale excuse. 

She hisses contempt skyward and shakes her head in disgust. 
Then grasping the stick with both hands she drives it firmly into the 
hard ground and yells out, ALL RUN FREE. THIS MEANS YOU, 
DEVIL DUNG CHILD! 

With a huge sigh of relief, I bail as fast as my little feet can 
take me. But not back to comfort and security.  

Back to the soon to begin Game#5 in the ten pack of doom 
games.  



 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY 

Game #5: Battle Bones (the Zidderwidduns option) 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Bōniards 
Equipment: Battle bones, Bōniards table 

One of the most difficult games in the entire Marroiad. Onto a 
field of play much like a billiards table (thus called Bōniards), 
competitor tosses a bone into play and calls the pocket into which it 
will drop. This is accomplished by pushing, kicking, and lifting the 
playing field to maneuver the chosen bone, toward the called 
destination. Complicating this process is the number of antagonistic 
battle bones fighting competitor for dominance. The bones 
themselves influence movement as they are autonomous beings, the 
bone or ‘bones” of the competitor included. The competitor cannot 
engage a qualified bone trainer or bone whisperer. Telepathic 
transport however, is not monitored and therefore considered fair 
play. Sporadic battling bones bounce onto the playing field, 
interfering much to the chagrin of the competitor whose skill is of 
paramount importance. 



 

 

Competitor must call three different bones and the pocket into 
which they will drop to win. 

In short I, the competitor, have all odds stacked against me as 
in ALL of the games so far presented. Yet miraculously, I had 
overcome all odds to achieve another stunning victory in game #4 of 
this competition, the Scramblin’ Skulls, now bringing me to game 
#5. Much to the sneering, teeth gritting, hooting, spitting and 
threatening crowds who are to this competition as bloodthirsty 
peasants are to the games of the Roman gladiators. No quarter is 
asked; none given. 

“I call the Zidderwidduns option.” I shout loud and clear. 
Startled oohs, aahs, and assorted screams and threats burst 

forth from the assembled spectators/antagonists. 
Then a burst of loud abrasive laughter: 
“HA HA HA HA HA HA HA…” 
“So stupid, this human. Option DENIED!” 
A barking chant begins getting louder and louder deafeningly 

so until I am twisted into a crazy impossible reality where it seems 
this option will not be granted. 

“You will lose game #5, impudent child,” orders the shrill 
shriek of Macarena, her death stare eyes boring holes into me. 

“Nobody tells me what to do,” I shout back. 
“Nobody?” she cooed. 
“That’s what I said.” 
“Even one empowered to deliver the death stroke?” she said, 

wiggling her fingers at me as if casting a witch’s curse. 
I thought about this remembering her overblown self-

obsessed business card, inherent megalomania, and recent 



 

 

devastating loss to me in the forest. Also, I recall that her primary 
and maybe only power was the enchantment of men, which I was 
not, nor would ever be. Maybe she was powerless against me, a girl 
child? Then I thought of PHA, and Akira Hashimoto (aka Benny); 
litigation powerhouses. 

“The secret to immortality is to first live a life worth 
remembering,” I said, “I heard that somewhere. “ 

The clamorous chanting continues. Diminished volume. 
Consistent. Insistent. Resistant to opposition. 

I look at this bullying spirit’s apparently second-hand gown: 
garish pink, trimmed with a clashing mauve, her six inch heels 
orange with accompanying black Plexiglas soles. To finish off this 
twisted Adams Family ensemble, like an insect ruined cherry on top 
her blood red sharply pointed claw fingernails complete the ghastly 
abomination. 

It is a foul-looking combination.  
Custom made for death world disco in sight eradicating 

darkness. A look that alone could push someone toward self-
annihilation. A visual offense. Topped with what I suppose was her 
signature tantrum threatening lower lip extended pout.  

Men went for this? 
Running my eyes questioningly up and down her ridiculous 

ensemble, I taunt, “Choosing our selections from the Halloween 
collection I see? One word: WOW!” 

Her pout almost touches her knees. 
“Ooooh!!! I should have extinguished you as a public service! 

Once again your offensive good luck saved your skinny rotting 
backside in the hide and seek competition. Only CHEATING could 
have occasioned such a preposterous win! The sanctuary of 



 

 

abandoned children has become horrific and awaits you! I’ve got my 
spies on you, CHILD” 

Direct hit. I’ve found vanity accompanies Megalomania.  
Akira Hashimoto strolls into view holding up a hand while 

declaring in booming voice, “HALT! HALT I say. Cease and desist 
this torture play!” 

Now all attention steers his way, dumbfounded looks of WTF 
all around me. 

A steady chant of Benny Benny Benny prevails as eyes behold 
the man that had been thought permanently vanished. 

“Were this mercenary individual Macarena given to altruistic 
service of any kind, I could heartily agree with her hasty summation 
of extinguishment as public service,” declared the strong 
commanding voice of Akira Hashimoto, pointing at Macarena, 
“Were I of evil leaning intent. But casting emotion aside and 
reaching conclusion with steely eyed intellect alone, one can easily 
conclude that this prosecutorial individual’s specialized power base 
derives from the weakness that is mortal human male. Which, if the 
court observes the defendant to my left,” Akira noted, motioning 
towards me, “they will conclude that the male gender is not present 
in any shape, way, or form, howsoever beguiling the defendant may 
be. In short, I say to the prosecutor, over this girl child your powers 
as death emissary are null and void, void ab initio.  

“Right right right, yes yes yes, has a point there, a good point 
there…” mumble the trial attendees shaking their heads and pointing 
in admiration… 

“A girl child, I might add, that has every reason to anticipate 
and expect a forthcoming adulthood as is her unassailable right, a 
right the prosecutor allegedly sought to contravene with heavy 
handed and wholly illegal intrusion by commanding she lose game 
#5. Furthermore, as this aggressive action was launched subsequent 



 

 

to, and upon, my client prevailing in game #4 of the ten Marroiad 
games, and calling for the Zidderwidduns option—which I state for 
the record and turn the court’s attention to Exhibit A, ‘the player may 
call for enactment of the Zidderwidduns option, only subsequent to 
and upon successfully prevailing in four of the ten games of the 
Marroiad’—it is thereby established that should said player prevail in 
game #5, it will be concluded that said player has met all demands, 
orders, conveyances etcetera etcetera of the Marroiad. Yet the court 
has ample cause to rule that said aggressive action was launched by 
the prosecutor with the express purpose of DENYING the 
defendant’s unassailable right by demanding she purposely lose 
game #5 or her life be forfeit. Furthermore, it would be remiss of me 
to not assert the fact that the prosecution, i.e. Macarena, in addition 
to the aforementioned heinous act challenged the defendant to an 
unwarranted and grossly unsportsmanlike game of hide & seek, a 
childhood game known to all. The stipulation being that if the girl 
child did not win her life would be forfeit. A girl child, I might add 
yet again, that has every reason to anticipate and expect a 
forthcoming adulthood as is her unassailable right. The prosecution 
commits successive missteps in this regard. Bad form. And lest I 
forget, additionally and as a separate case to be addressed at a later 
date, the prosecution overrode the Death World Competition Council 
(DWCC) authority by unilaterally adding another game into the 
status quo Marroiad ten game mix. Clearly this late competition 
“addition” was for the sole purpose of executing the girl child. I am 
most assuredly not alone in being appalled at this egregious affront to 
DWCC authority. An anarchic community seeds its own demise.  

Head shaking, finger wagging, an overwhelming chorus of 
croaking baritone muttering. 

“So, in conclusion, and as resolutely put forth in the abiding 
Zidderwidduns bylaws—Section 5; Rules 1.1(c), (f) and (j), and 
Amendment 1.1(d), (h) and (i): Gross malfeasance and/or aggressive 
meddling thereof—game #5 is awarded the defendant by default, 



 

 

thereby decreeing said defendant the de facto winner of the 
Marroiad, and accordingly circumventing the Court of Arbitration or 
Jury of Appeal as the aforementioned Amendment 1.1(d), (h) and (i) 
decree. I rest my case.” 

He backs away with a long graceful bow at the hips, then 
stands to flash a commanding smile and concludes with a flourishing 
sweep of his arms. 

A loud burst of applause, cheers, and general endorsement 
explodes from places unseen, filling the surrounding airspace with a 
sense of the balance between good and evil having been restored. 

PHA got it right. Akira WAS quite the accomplished actor. 
Yes, I did want to be older; to be grown up and stay up late 

and go to dances. I despised being young, despised always being told 
what to do, despised the way adults didn’t tell you everything. And 
despised, too, some of the stupid things they did tell you, like, ‘These 
are the best days of your life’. And despised that someone as self-
serving as Macarena thought she had some kind of ruling power over 
me. Her history had shown she had endless power of men, power that 
they had willingly surrendered to her. How dare this woman think to 
deprive me of my youth and the adulthood I had earned? She had 
exceeded her rights. Back off Macarena, as Akira had litigated.  

Akira Hashimoto sidled up next to me as the humiliated 
Macarena slunk out of the room with her forked garish tail between 
her legs. 

Placing an arm across my shivering shoulders, he began in 
soft privacy demanding tones, “It is difficult I know, Lacy, to believe 
that adults give a hoot about you when you see the things they do at 
your expense. Difficult to believe that adults have any idea-beyond 
mischief what they are talking about. You have to be an adult, with 
all the cares and responsibilities it brings, before you can appreciate 
the struggling ignorance adults term innocence, and-usually 



 

 

forgetting the way they too had felt at the time, to call the captivity of 
childhood, however caring, freedom. When the elephant tells the 
mouse how lucky the small mouse is to be free because of its size, 
the mouse cowers in disbelief, knowing that with one drop of its 
massive foot the elephant could squash it flat. Such is the dynamic 
between parent and child. Backing down to a short sighted wide 
stomping giant, is not acquiescence as much as it is the fight for 
survival. Otherwise they are no more than figures in a Beckett play, 
locked in some meaningless game. 

“In another category entirely is Macarena. In her actions she 
expresses her notion of what it is to live a human life as an object. In 
her living years she was abused misused confused and mistreated by 
men specifically, thus she responds in death by unleashing her rage 
on humanity at large. An iceberg has more human warmth.” 

Call you a cab or call you a hearse 
Option up when your luck gets worse 
See luck fade, see you cry 
Option up or say goodbye 



 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

The surroundings are soft and still as another Chestnut night settles 
in. The old barn encloses master warlock Harley, and acolyte, 
Perilous who are deep in thought. The building is bathed inside with 
a yellowish tinge, characteristic of incandescent light. An 
uncomfortable silence passes between them. 

“Right,” Harley says suddenly, rubbing his neck, “I was 
seized by a strong spirit sensation that alerted me to some kind of 
problem with my daughter Lacy. Unfortunately, when that happens it 
often puts me out like a snuffed candle. I don’t know what she’s up 
to but I know where she is. She’s in some kind of trouble and needs 
help.” 

“You’ve got a daughter?” 
“Two actually. But it’s Lacy, the older one, who’s in a bind 

she’s incapable of handling alone. You think you could—” 
“Of course. Where to?” 
“Um…well…it’s just…oh, damn…” 



 

 

“C’mon. Can’t be that bad, can it?” 
“Depends how you see it. She’s trapped in death world. Land 

of the dead? How she got there I can only surmise. How to get YOU 
there and back with her is going to take a bit of serious thinking.” 

“Are you saying she is literally with the dead? In the afterlife 
world?” 

“I’m afraid so.” 
“Afterlife is for real then,” mumbles Perilous, a dreamy 

faraway look in his eyes.” 
“As real as you are. Follow me.” 
The machine called Harley Sparrow cranks up and begins a 

swift steady move toward the next gear station where his new charge, 
Perilous, is bequeathed the necessary skills to accomplish this 
exceedingly critical mission in record time. 

“First: Astral projection vs. Astral Travel. How to astral 
project as I easily guide you through the 4 steps in order for you to 
experience your first astral projection. Astral Travel is when you 
travel with your consciousness. Astral Projection is when you project 
your astral consciousness with your astral body. Projection is more 
HD, more crisp, more of a realistic experience. 

Lay Down: Breath in, out, relax. 
Imagination: You want to imagine yourself lifting out of 

your body and literally walking around the room. Imagine feeling the 
texture of the walls. Imagine your feet touching the ground. Imagine 
tapping your hands on the furniture.  

State The Intention: Put your mind squarely on the idea of 
trancing out. Step slowly but surely to the astral consciousness. With 
quick flashes observe your sleeping body where it lays. When you 
feel a strong vibratory buzz, a loud white noise filling your ears, you 
have arrived. 



 

 

Move Out: Step out of your physical body and move into the 
environment with your astral consciousness and body. 

There are of course dangers of astral projection: 
You will occasionally encounter other entities or people from 

other planes. Most of these will be harmless or they actually have a 
positive vibration, however, you may encounter a lower vibration 
entity (even demons) that expresses negative emotions.  

You should know that once you are on the astral plane, you 
will have access to an astral projection guide who can help you avoid 
any danger. 

Perilous is as amped up for this challenge as he can hope to 
be. Death world? Demons? Oh, sure Harley, I’m the guy for the job. 
He battles and beats himself up relentlessly when he recalls his 
stupid fat head, his stupider fat mouth, his stupidest fat self saying 
these suicide words. He had so much to learn about interacting with 
the human world. 

Immediately upon successfully projecting himself onto the 
astral plane, he comes face to face with what is without doubt the 
mangled, disfigured, carved and hollowed out remains of the 
pumpkin known as Kwinn. A pike run through its bottom as it 
presents as gruesome scarecrow. Eyes gouged out ragged edged with 
deep cut tracts running down from each as though crying. Mouth cut 
grotesquely wide in sardonic smile, a jangle of misaligned and 
rotting teeth, viscera tumbling out, a mutilated pumpkin ejecting 
vomitus matter beyond its mouth.  

He feels weak and falls to his knees in a state of supplication, 
wondering if this is perhaps one of all possible low vibration entities 
about which Harley cautioned. Yet the negative emotions said entity 
may engender come not from within this entity itself, but from the 
now dreadfully disturbed psyche of Perilous. He realizes he is 
behaving like a silly sproutling. 



 

 

A trickle of fear jets through him as he ponders the 
significance of the specter before him. An omen. A warning: All one 
maliciously wishes on another may be no mere vicious projection but 
cruel premonition of one’s own fate.  

An audible PLOP! rings in his ears. He shivers. 
All one pursues comes with no guarantee of realization; 

underscoring my incredible stroke of good fortune, thinks Perilous, 
philosophically. Easy to do when facing the embodiment of its 
reverse from a place of enlightened security. 

Returning his thoughts back to his mission, his reason for 
arriving to this plane, he repeats the name Lacy Sparrow, Lacy 
Sparrow, a steady chant to focus his entire being on this girl he seeks 
to rescue.  

His vision becomes a blur of colliding colors. Lights flash in 
and out. A swirling fog curls around him. His feet begin lifting off 
the surface—if indeed there WAS one—beneath him. Now he is a 
free bird, his perspective shifting to one of sailing high above his 
surroundings. 

Waterfalls, chittering birds, barking dogs, mewling cats. 
These sounds and more composing an orchestra of humanity in 
melodious form.  

Moving moving, heading it seems in one direction though he 
has no frame of reference as to wherefrom he began therefore no 
concept of where he is going nor any distance he traverses.  

He does notice and odd niggling feeling of time suspended or 
standing still. Why he senses this he does not know. Maybe because 
he no sooner passes an obvious glistening sunrise than he is 
swamped by constricting darkness immediately followed by 
blossoming sunrise. He can’t be sure. But he believes he is not in 
Chestnut anymore. 



 

 

Rumble rumble rumble. A cacophony of troubling noise 
clashes and tears at the surrounding serenity. Ripping and shredding 
the atmosphere around him like so much light fabric… 

RRRiiiiPPPP!  
The moiré patterned fabricated backdrop around him pulls 

away like fully encompassing stage prop and an acute clarity of 
vision materializes. Rising up like a mushroom cloud below him he 
sees what looks a scene in an old Roman coliseum taking shape 
beneath, occupied by vehement, explosive, raucous, shouting, 
jeering, cussing low vibration entities all focused on one central point 
where it appears a tall gangly misshapen emcee attempts to control 
the escalating emotional tenor. 

The negative emotions pouring forth beneath him create a 
palpable sensation that sours his stomach 

A low level buzzing swiftly transmogrifies into a relatively 
clear transmission of the emcees words with an intrusion of unruly 
mob noises bullying through: 

“The proceedings are being reviewed. They are under review. 
I as your attendant competition representative will pass along—” 

“Off with her head!” 
“Impudent wench!” 
“Eat my slimy pizzle!” 
“Whoa…whoa…please—” the emcee attempts. 
“Ho, ho, ho, you ain’t Santa Claus, rotting sphincter!” 
“Please…please…” the emcee is barely audible through the 

miasma. 
“No begging, no begging…” 
“Benny rules. Benny rules” 



 

 

A chant begins: Benny rules. Benny rules, Benny rules. 
Benny rules, Benny rules. Benny rules… 

“Aw stuff Benny up yer—!!” 
“It’s a sham. A stinkin’ sham!” 
“Nobody is sayin’—” 
With a rushing pulling vortex Perilous is sucked backwards at 

dizzying speed and plummets swiftly down onto what appears to be a 
passionate debate between a grotesque creature and a rather petite 
cute red-haired girl whose luminous curls swing forward and back 
toward this presiding figure as she pleads her case. 

“Look, compassion. That’s all I ask. Compassion? Maybe we 
are just stupid children as you say. But Gobby, the one you insist on 
keeping imprisoned, is NOT the guilty party. It is me…take me!!” 

“Arrggh, stuff it girlie. Yer off her beans. There’s no way…” 
spits the calamitous Crudge 

“But there must be…” 
This empathy devoid creature has a flinty voice part toxic 

miasma, part boiling malice. A tenor and tone reserved for jailers and 
executioners. Flat and without modulation. Drone modality. A voice 
that once heard, can never be unheard. 

Crudge shakes his backside in her face and emits a rude 
bellowing gaseous cloud of stench. The reverberating sound shakes 
Perilous even at his elevated height. 

Phffftttt 
The vulgar fiend grunts loudly with a nasty smirk and prances 

around wagging his finger in beatnik fashion. “Lucky days! I piped 
up a wet one for ya,” he sniggers. 



 

 

A billowing green toxic cloud forms below, streaming from 
the vicinity of this low vibration’s backside region. Perilous clamps 
his nose shut but a bit too late to avoid the putrid blast. 

“Euw!!” he yells, causing the offensive creature below to 
look up.  

This shakes Perilous who thinks his cover is blown. But 
apparently this viewport is one way. He can see into the scene below 
but he is invisible to those he views.  

Crudge looks left, right, and center then gives up his search 
and turns his attention back to the girl. 

“Take a whiff of them honey roses, thorn bird. Chew ‘em up 
good!” 

The girl who he can only assume is Lacy has taken cover 
behind the crook of her arm, while plugging her nose with the other 
hand. 

“Gross, Crudge. Sooo GROSS! she says, feeling the stench 
sticking to her.” 

“Most welcome. My fans are legion.” 
“FANS? A whole wall of fans is needed to clear that 

STENCH!!” 
“Ha ha. Again, most welcome,” says the creeping Crudge, 

flashing a wide yellow smile, spittle flying forth. 
“Oh, polite enough when being foul. But a real rotten turd to 

the core.” 
So Crudge the contemptible. Good to know. Now that I’ve 

located her, what’s my next move? 
He snaps his fingers, immediately returning back to where he 

began, laying on his back with Harley Sparrow monitoring the action 
bedside. 



 

 

“So,” chitters Harley, barely containing his excitement, “How 
did it go?” 

Perilous needs a moment to be fully present. 
“Well,” he begins, luxuriating in a cleansing yawn, “Got 

some good news and some bad news.” 
“Come on. Come on. Spit it out. I mean that figuratively of 

course.” 
“Okay. Good news, I lifted off traveled far and wide in what I 

can only assume is the afterlife dimension. Was unsure at first but 
after a while, the entities and happenings I saw convinced me of the 
fact. Disappearing atmospheric backdrops, shouting, jeering, spitting, 
leering coliseum crowds. Compelling and ugly to be sure.” 

Perilous pauses and sees Harley nervously chewing his 
fingernails. 

“And…and…that sounds more like the bad news to me…” 
says Harley, miffed. 

“No, no, I only wish it were. Maybe I would have been better 
saying good news, bad news, worse news.” 

Now Harley was jumping out of his skin. 
“You’re killing me here!” 
“Sorry. Good news? I got there. Bad news? A whole mob of 

angry low vibration entities was throwing fits in a grand coliseum.” 
“And…and?” spat Harley. 
“But the worst news? I found her and the big bad nasty who 

is keeping her prisoner. A miscreant named Crudge. But there is 
someone ELSE, a kid named Gobby, that needs rescuing also. She 
kept referring to him saying, ‘He’s not the guilty one. Take me. Take 
me…’ She’s a brave one all right, gotta give her that.” 



 

 

“Whoa! Comprehensive though disturbing intel.” 
“You need to explain to me HOW I can rescue her, who I 

clearly saw, and this Gobby kid, who I did not see, at the same time 
and get away clean.” 

“Hmm,” mumbled Harley, scratching at his stubbly chin. 
“That will take a morsel of clever maneuvering and manipulation of 
the astral plane using carefully applied principles and fancy sleight of 
hand choreography. But you got this, Perilous. You’re the man for 
the job.” 

In Perilous he had a totally captive audience. So enchanted he 
is hyperventilating. 

“First, stop the hyperventilating…” 
“What,” Perilous choked out., voice creaking and croaking as 

he tried to speak. 
“That super-fast way you’re breathing. It’s called 

hyperventilating, taking a steady repetition of ‘shallow breaths’. 
Stop, take a deep breath, and calm yourself.” 

“Okay. Still new to this extended vertical height breathing,” 
said Perilous, taking a deep, filling breath. 

“Now, just keep breathing like that and you’ll be fine.” 
“Righto commander.” 
Perilous steadied himself, remembering to breath slow and 

full. 
“First we need to introduce you to my daughter, Lacy. Then, 

once we’ve set the stage, you sweep in, make your grand entrance, 
grab the two children, and slip away in one sweet power play.” 

“Wow. Sounds brilliant. I can see it in my mind’s eye like a 
dramatic stage play. So, how do we do it?” 



 

 

“Well,” whispered Harley, leaning in close to Perilous as if 
being spied upon, “That’s what I need to figure out.” 

“When you hold a life in your hands and time is of the 
essence, you will clutch at straws, wandering the cold, peopled 
rooms of the café’s, desperate for any solution. A vapor of faith. An 
amply structured plan for having an earnest heart and keeping alive 
the children you successfully bore.  

“I've weighed the alternatives: It isn’t safe to go. At the same 
time, it isn't safe to not go. But when I consider the lag, choices 
made, the moment between later and too late, I come away with a 
greater sense of urgency than I was able to corral previously. 

“Hesitation is later, regret too late. You can't keep turning and 
turning, weighing one option against another ad infinitum. This earth 
is not a wheel, it is a rock that erodes, mountain by mountain. 
Erosion bears down on us like a threshing wheel. 

“And I have been too soft in my life management plan, like 
sandstone, but there is a point where I stand without shillyshally, 
immutable and solid as a breath in winter air. 

“I’ve shared with you how once you are on the astral plane, 
you will have access to an astral projection guide who can help you 
avoid any danger. But I believe this astral guide will also assist you 
in making contact with Lacy, and her friend Gobby if needed.  

“So here’s the plan.  
“Find the astral guide and ask for help passing your business 

card to Lucy, for the purpose of introduction and familiarity with you 
if you are to arrive on scene after this introduction to effect a rescue. 
The whole affair is pointless if she has no reason to trust you, put her 
fate in your hands. For every kind stranger, there is one who would 
break you. If you are able to make contact with her directly, fantastic, 
this is the preferred method. But if simply passing your card to her 



 

 

with the astral guide as proxy is the only option, then jump at it with 
both hands and reel it in. Make it work.  

“This is our only chance.” 
Perilous was so absorbed in this emotion dumping he was 

entranced and manikin immovable. 
“Oh,” enthuses Harley, “I took the liberty of giving you a 

professional identity, complete with calling card: 
 
 
 
 
“Hmm…spiffy,” said Perilous turning it over in his hands and 

smiling, “Afterlife Detective, huh? Guess it fits, given what I’m 
getting involved in here.” 

“I thought so. Let history show that today begins the arrival 
of the man, the myth, the legend: Perilous Lovely, Afterlife 
Detective.” 

“Wow. I’m blushing…I think,” as a pleasing warmth spread 
across his face, and filled his heart with a joy he could become used 
to.” 

“Not to cut this unveiling short, but we’ve got work to do and 
you’ve got a journey to begin.” 

The persuadable pumpkin got into position for his next trip to 
the astral plane. This time, having one trip to his credit, he was not 
frozen in fear when the loud powerhouse buzzing began rocking him 
to the core. Yes, like Harley had mentioned, the sound was very 
much a white noise effect, a rushing waterfall, a nonstop thunder of 
ocean waves, but despite these intellectual assertions, when the 



 

 

powerful hissing vibratory pulses shot through you, it was a bit off 
putting. 

The white noise filled him with peace this time around as he 
strapped on for the wild vibratory send off.  

He dropped into a scene already in progress as voices 
chattered around him. There was a tad of uncertainty in his mind. But 
he knew these voices were speaking to him. 

“Meet us at the Eagles Bridge,” they said, “The Eagles 
Bridge, four cast-iron sculptures of eagles located at the corners of 
the bridge. Can’t miss it.” 

The name Eagles Bridge rang a bell of familiarity in him, 
though he knew not why. Having no acquaintance with the locale he 
had only to put his trust in his astral consciousness and its accordant 
sensitivities. 

Step one. He had arrived and spoken with someone unseen. 
Or truly, the entity or entities had spoken to him. He was still getting 
used to the spatial surround of things on this side of the veil. Had he 
also in fact just met his astral guide? 

His thoughts pushed forward, demanding his attention.  
I need to contact Lacy directly. If not, then ask the astral 

guide to place my card—” 
To his surprise, a voice spoke and gave an oh-so-casual, 

“Oh?” 
Perilous felt out of place. 
“I’m sorry. Are you—” 
“Your astral guide? Of course. Call me Toren. 
“I don’t know how this works. I came here to connect with a 

girl and her friend who are…uhm…being kept here against their will 
and…well…sorry, I’m bumbling this. 



 

 

Toren looked at him kindly, expressing the tolerance of a 
lifelong steward. 

“I will place your card in a place she is sure to go, along with 
a small note to accompany it as brief explanation.” 

“Will this—” 
“Fear not, neophyte. This is my millennia long trade.” 
“Is it not possible for me to see her directly? 
“As it stands, this may not be probable. First I must find 

where the two you mention are being held. Then study the perimeter, 
the entrances, the exits, attendant guards, an entire host of elements 
must be factored in.” 

Geez! This was starting to sound like a jump through flaming 
hoops affair. How long would all this “factoring” take? 

“Splendid,” Toren enthused, “It seems it is entirely possible 
to…” 

And that was the beginning and end of this momentous astral 
guide meeting. The guide certainly did not waste any time getting 
right to the point. The air split and all went blank. 

The rest was up to Perilous now. 
His thoughts drifted to Lacy, her dilemma, and the strange 

energy making his blood quicken. There was something about her … 
he didn’t know what. Another thought crossed his mind, and his face 
grew warm for a different reason. 

The sight and putrid scent of short and fat repulsive Crudge 
assailed him. As if he needed another reason to help her escape! 

Lacy’s voice preceded her entrance by only a second. 
Perilous jerked out of his thoughts and twisted around to face her. 
She pulled back in alarm when Perilous turned toward her. Her eyes 



 

 

went wide as they searched him from top to bottom trying to discern 
if he was for real or if this was some elaborate joke. 

Lacy was comfortably dressed in blues and greens, her petite 
form clad in very functional schoolgirl attire. He in his reasonably 
dapper attire of fedora hat, trench coat, gloves and boots. A gent out 
and about town for the evening. 

“You’re a pumpkin.” 
“Uhm…” he chokes out the words, “Last I checked, yes.” 
“A stylishly dressed one also.” 
Lacy steps back to take an intense long look at this new 

arrival. Considering the sway of her life, meeting a pumpkin man 
was not outside the realm of probable events.  

 “True, your face is kinda human shaped so you COULD pass 
for a guy who got a little too much sun. Plus, with that hat and trench 
coat getup you could be anybody especially if you dip the hat brim a 
bit more. And maybe some cool sunglasses to top off the outfit?” 

“Yes, thank you, very perceptive,” he said as his eyes strayed 
to the dismal Spartan surroundings. Lacy pretended not to notice. 

“This is where I’m being kept. Joyous, right?” 
Perilous received this as facetious observation. 
“Fabulous. Don’t they have a dungeon or something complete 

with dog sized rodentia?” said Perilous, adding a barbed observation 
of his own. 

“I think they believe themselves to be more civilized than 
that.” 

“So delusion runs rampant then.” 
“And Gobby?” she interjected, “Don’t know yet where he’s 

being kept. The revolting pig keeping me is stingy on details.” 



 

 

The room, a dim 10x10 enclosure was more jail cell than 
guest accommodations. The walls were slathered in chartreuse, 
evoking a feeling of nausea. A small bed, a sink and toilet, and 
miniscule desk. Evidently these small amenities would suffice. 
Perilous supposed this is how humans were kept when imprisoned, 
unlike when detained in a pumpkin patch where tethering vines, 
smothering foliage and stone filled ditches were the norm. Unless 
you got tossed into a thorn filled tree. The worst.  

“You look kinda rumpled, if you don’t mind me saying so,” 
Lacy said softly. 

“I’ve been sleeping, uhm…astral traveling,” he said. “You 
look great!” 

“Thanks.” Lacy smiled.  
“Did you get my—” he began, a nervous trickle charging up 

his arms. 
“Business card? Yes, of course. Nice color choice. The very 

kind guide, Toren, handed it to me. So professional and stuff. I’m 
impressed.” 

Why was he so nervous around this wunderkind, this spiritist 
girl? This was trackless wilderness for a newly sprung pumpkin man. 

“Can I ask you a question?” Perilous spoke softly. 
“Ask away,” she said. 
He hesitated and then said, very casually, “Do you think 

things will return to normal for you when we get you and Gobby 
back home? You and him, out solving mysteries, having adventures 
and stuff?” 

“I expect so. Don’t see why they wouldn’t,” she replied, 
unsure that Gobby would be interested in any more beyond the veil 
adventures after this mangled journey. 



 

 

“That’s good,” he nodded. “After everything you’ve done and 
been through I was wondering whether or not you’d continue.” 

“These past few weeks have been terrible,” Lacy admitted, 
“But with time moving differently here on the other side of the veil, 
I’m not really sure how much time we’ve been here. Could be 
months. Could be years. Could be—” 

“I believe it’s actually hours you’ve been gone. To the people 
back home you may have been gone no more than a couple days. 
That’s one bonus of this inter world travel. The timeline shortens and 
expands, simultaneously.” 

“I’d love it if that bit about being gone for a couple days were 
true. But I gotta tell ya. No matter HOW long we were actually gone 
this was no walk in a magical park.” 

“Yeah, I know. But at the same time, like, I’ve actually been, 
you know, enjoying it.” 

Lacy said nothing. 
“Not in a bad way!” he added, laughing. “I didn’t enjoy the 

fact that he was lost, or that you’ve been put to the life or death grind 
or that you’ve be so worried about him. I just mean that, for me, 
being part of everything, it’s been exhilarating. I’ve like being part of 
a team.” 

“Right.” 
“Plus I got this nifty new identity, Afterlife Detective.” 
“Yeah. I can understand enjoying that part. 
“So, I mean, I was thinking, I was wondering, do you think 

you and he’d let me join you on your cases?” 
Lacy took a sudden breath. “I…I really don’t know.” 
“I’d be pretty useful; you have to admit. I mean, being an 

adult and all. Like driving for instance.” 



 

 

She looked at him quizzically and frowned. 
“But how will it look when a six-foot-tall guy in what looks 

like a pumpkin mask and spy clothing drives up with two kids in 
tow?” 

“I hadn’t thought that far ahead,” he said glumly, the sharp 
sting of being so obviously different striking him like a mallet, “I’m 
just saying…” 

“Well, Perilous. At his point all we do…or all I have done 
most recently, is astral travel across the divide. Not much need for 
drivers.” 

“I know, I know, but still, maybe you could mention it to him, 
when he’s back?” 

“Gobby told me once that only he can think of everything, but 
he doesn’t do it very often because it spoils the surprise.” 

“Great. Surprise him then with the question. A time of your 
choosing of course.” 

“Obvy…” 
“All right then. I’ve become the babbling brook of Babylon. 

It is mine to locate Gobby, and time the extraction of both of you for 
brilliant conclusion. As best you can, remain calm while I’m tending 
to the details concerning Gobby. Fear not, brave traveler. I will be 
back…” 

Whooosh…. 
And off he went.  



 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

“Ha ha ha. Are all used-to-be washed up litigators as brick 
brain dumb as you? That you actually thought you could zoom in 
from floating head wasteland and steamroll into the court room—a 
Death World Competition Council court room I might point out—
and then, after that audacious misstep, presume to sway things to 
your choosing, is evidence that your long sentence of mansion 
haunting has shaken loose you marbles. Seems to me you’ve 
confused blood and bone litigation work with circus tent magic! Not 
the same. Can I enlighten you as to how thrilled the council was to 
observe your atrocious and repulsing depiction and treatment of their 
anointed high order darling, Macarena? Ho ho ho! If you know not 
how this was received by them, then you have not the slightest 
inkling of understanding bone snapping, gum ripping, teeth spitting, 
vomitus effluence encrusted rage, and the swift virulent actions this 
wrought. Adjudication was never rendered and ratified so swiftly in 
one thousand millennia. An exquisite sort of retaliation was 
demanded for your sentence; extreme prejudice, they termed it. I 



 

 

term it poetic justice. Attach that legendary cataclysm to your 
resume, flea bag!” 

Akira let him rave on, giving him his moment in the waning 
sun to enjoy this presumed victory. All that can be hoped for when 
you’re a slinking shrinking slug slop named Gazz.  

“So what now, long winded one? I’m sure you’re saving the 
coup de gras crusher for last.” 

“Funny, feculent breath imp. Sorry to disappoint, but the coup 
de gras crusher as you term it, is one you’re well familiar with. By 
order of the Death World Competition Council, as atonement for 
your egregious and heinous actions, your sentence of mansion 
haunting has been reinstated, extreme prejudice style. Watch the low 
beams, floating head lice.” 

It seems that all good deeds shall not go unpunished after all. 
Well intentioned Akira Hashimoto, known to all as powerhouse 
litigator, Benny, is cast off and cast aside once again. 

But this is Benny, we’re talking of here. Benny. The one and 
only. It may be in the best interest of Gazz to enjoy, exaggeratedly 
enjoy supremely, this ephemeral victory. As it is sagely cautioned: 
Once you reach the top, take care as the only way left to go is down. 
Humble yourself!!!  

Cheers, Gazz. May you get what you want. May you get what 
you need. May you never get what you deserve. 



 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

Silly me, thinking that winning this grueling competition 
would send me and Gobby earthbound. The dead had other 
thoughts… 

What Gobby can’t see, think, hear, or do, I must think, see, 
hear, and do for him. 

“Your friend stays, tedious child. Sentence enforced,” growls 
Crudge. 

His flinty voice a burbling mixture of toxic miasma and 
boiling malice, a voice that once heard, is never unheard. 

Enforced? Oh the crooked webs they weave. 
“Send him back and I’ll stay here for a while,” I whined, “He 

did not travel to this side of the veil as I did. You at this side took 
him. You have inflicted a punishment upon him he did not earn or 
deserve. I am the guilty one here. Take your vengeance out on me.” 



 

 

A while? thinks the creeping Crudge, A while? Ten eternities 
are a while at this side of the veil, ha ha ha.... oh you’ll get your 
WHILE, girlie!  

Boy, was I nuts or what. Take your vengeance out on me? I 
think traveling between worlds had caused me to lose my marbles. 
Maybe if I went on a long journey between realities I might be able 
to find them. Or maybe I’d accidently kick them down the road, 
down river, or down a deep dark hole to NEVER be seen again! 

Then I thought about the look on Gobby’s face when he heard 
me say oddly funny things like this and I started laughing. Time is a 
strange thing. It washes away the outer skin of seriousness and 
reveals the absurd nature of things. And right now, I was the MOST 
absurd thing I knew. 

“He has done nothing wrong…”  
“Except take up with YOU as friend, impulsive child,” said 

the scraggly, villainous Crudge, who informs me that the presumed 
win by Akira Hashimoto, aka. Benny, was overruled by council as 
was the declared invalidity of the Macarena added and preemptive 
Game #11. 

“So you’re telling me that Benny did not win his case and that 
Macarena adding Game #11 is approved by council? I cannot—” 

“Believe it, entitled swine. Do your ear holes coagulate? Or 
were you born brain dead. We do things differently on this side of the 
veil…” 

The air suddenly seemed to stand still as a strong electric 
charge began building around us evidenced by the twinkling display 
of blue circling about and the glittering charges surrounding us. 

The air split around us with a SNaaappp!!! and as 
if simply walking through a parted curtain, Perilous Lovely came 



 

 

sweeping in with a debonair and momentous stride. Apparently this 
flash opening and exit had become his signature move. 

Nervous that after I last saw him things had gone off the rails, 
I was overjoyed to see this flamboyant character again. I swear my 
eyebrows flew up so high they looked like spreading wings. If it is 
brilliant conclusion he was after, I’d say splitting the air and popping 
in unannounced got it done in grand fashion. 

I smiled huge at him as he simply tipped his fedora in 
acknowledgment.  

“Uhm, Crudge meet Perilous Lovely,” I said. 
“Pair of WHAT dim child?” 
Was this guy dense? 
“Perilous Lovely.” 
Crudge took some time to collect himself. 
“Well,” he finally managed, screwing up his twisted eyes 

“can’t say I’ve ever seen a Pair Less Lovely that you two clowns.” 
“Clever pun, interrogator,” mocked Perilous. “But this girl 

and her friend are leaving with ME!” 
“Is that so,” chided Crudge. “and how do you suppose to—” 
His words were cut off as Perilous snapped his fingers 

bringing Gobby directly to us. 
This so shocked Crudge that his jaw actually fell off. He 

scrambled to rescue his dignity by picking it up and popping it back 
in place with a loud audible pop! 

“Now hold on there, fat head!” grumbled Crudge. 
Gobby looked worse for wear and far thinner than he was last 

I saw him. So they were starving him also. Devious death dogs! 



 

 

I wrapped my arms around him and began hugging him for 
dear life. 

“Now, old bones,” Perilous intoned, looking pointedly at 
Crudge, “Thanks for naught, but we must be on our way. Give our 
regards to—” 

Another snap of the fingers… 

“Noooone…” echoed through the void and dropped 
away to silence… 

…as the air Split open and whisked the three of us away. 

“Where did you learn that snap of the fingers trick?” I asked. 
Perilous beamed with a beguiling smile, saying simply, 

“Another time, perhaps…” 
 



 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

All the lonely ghosties, where do they all come from? All the lonely 
ghosties, where do they all belong?  
Virgin symbols gather on many memories to stop luminous idiots 
from life. Shine a light on loneliness, shine a light. Prod the fog, 
dispel the spirits, vaporous quiet watchful days, and meet the good. 
Atone. 

So Gobby and I were on a tear discovering new things. 
Young. Bold. Unaware. Unafraid. Stepping light and fierce.  
The takeaway being death is terminally boring and the dead will put 
the living through anything tiny or grand for their amusement. In 
their eyes there is nothing moral or legal to prevent them doing so. 
Death is eternal and boredom is unbearable. Even for the dead. So if 
you think boredom ends when you die…guess again. 

Now he’s talking to me about the where do we go from here 
stuff. You know, we’ve crossed over and come back and wasn’t our 
life much more pleasant when we were only dealing with green 
boxes that materialized drawings into living beings. Oh those foggy 
days of old.  



 

 

Last year really. 
And I’m like, hello, we’re still kids so let’s keep going and 

venture beyond the veil. To which he says, no, no, HELL NO! 
Geez Gobby’s lost his sense of humor…and danger. 
Maybe this rag tag team’s gonna split up. 
“Okay, okay. There’s a lot to know.” 
“Yep. Still learning myself.” 
“And don’t forget about Marnie,” Perilous interjected, “She 

could also be helpful.  
“So if you wish to continue visiting the sadistic dead,” 

moaned Gobby, “you go right ahead and walk, run, sail deep into and 
beyond the veil. I mean, it’s all your choice, wild girl. After doing 
some HARD TIME in their none too comfortable lock up, you can 
understand why I’m in no hurry to go back and fall into their 
clutches. They are so…so…I don’t know what they are but I don’t 
want to press my luck with their twisted viewpoint.” 

“Yeah you’ve found that living with ghosts isn't easy. But 
they’re dead, right, so you and I are the only living ones there. So 
they’re like jealous. And I don’t know, it just seems there’s so much 
more to know about the dead and their world. Like my father said, 
‘one cannot live unless one communes with the dead,’ so we’ve got 
ourselves an edge there right? Cause we’ve already communed with 
them?” 

Gobby doesn’t look convinced. 
“Huzzah for your dad but after communing with the 

disagreeable dead, I’ve done all the communing I need to give me a 
long long life. A healthy un-haunted life. Thank you very much.” 

Huzzah? Where did he pick up that totally old man word?  



 

 

I was then I realized I had in my possession the one thing that 
always makes a mind up about a difficult choice in kid world: candy! 
A whole whopperful bag of Reese’s. 

I reached into the bag and pulled one out. 
His eyes lit up like fireflies when he saw what I had. 
“Oh? And when were you going to tell me about this candy 

goldmine of yours?” 
“Um, right now when I give you one. Time to celebrate or 

something, right?” 
He smiled a cautious but sincere full teeth Gobby smile at me. 

I had him right in my hands. 
The uniqueness of astral travel is that it can address one of the 

most puzzling problems of human existence – the coming abyss of 
death and its radical disconnection from embodied existence. Astral 
travel experience has the extraordinary capacity to create continuity 
between life and death, and between embodied and disembodied 
existence. 

The door opens once again and in walks a glowing, assured, 
curly red-haired girl who makes right for Perilous and slaps him on 
the shoulder. Unbelievable as he notices she is Lacy’s doppelganger. 
Or is Lacy this girl’s doppelganger.  

“And where did YOU run off to mister? Left me out there 
tending the crowd when you slipped away, sign and all, as if you 
were never there.” 

“Well, I—” 
“Must I remind you, it was you that put the whole PROTEST 

together. Lead it. Spoke at it. Were the central and maybe ONLY one 
that mattered. Then you—” 



 

 

“Incorrect. I am NOT the only one that matters. Did I not 
make that clear? The sign itself—” 

“The sign the sign. Pumpkin Lives Matter. Got it. But still 
you ducked out right when the media descended and things were at 
their peak. We were moving toward City Hall to gain audience.” 

Perilous scratches his head and with a sheepish grin addresses 
me and Gobby. 

“Lacy. Gobby. Meet the ever marvelous Marnie who I’ve 
mentioned to you.” 

I look at her and like her immediately. Reminds me of a 
younger me. How is it I’ve turned nostalgic at twelve? 

“Hello Lacy, Gobby, happy to meet you. So what has this 
rapscallion been telling you about me? And don’t try buttering me up 
with compliments, P.” she says, shooting him a withering stare, 
“You’ve still got ME to answer to!” 

Gobby nods hello but is too caught up in the Reese’s 
juggernaut to give full attention to the new arrival. 

Perilous looks at his feet, evidently captivated by their 
novelty I imagine. That or just dodging Marnie’s piercing eyes. 

“The thing is, though, Bon was behind it all,” mumbled 
Gobby, a chunk of chocolate balanced on his lower lip, “What 
happened to us—all of it—was not happenstance. Not coincidence. 
Not blind luck. We were chosen and pulled into this mythical battle. 
Never you mind, Lacy, we will get to the bottom top and sides of this 
and…” 

“Well, to be fair,” offers Bon, who can now evidently join us 
at will, especially when his name is mentioned, “You knew I was a 
bit of wag when you met me. Sure you’ve not forgot Grimalkin? He 
knew me better than most. Irritated me to no end. The way I see it, 
turnabout is fair play, so I—” 



 

 

“Irritated him. Became a permanent thorn in his permanently 
bony butt.” 

“Precisely. He’s the type that spends his days seeking 
something to label as his irritant, something to blame for his ill 
fortune. In other words, if there’s anyone to blame for his misery it’s 
always SOMEONE ELSE! A real piece of corroded work that one 
is.” 

“Still doesn’t explain why you involved us in your own 
personal misery circle.” 

Bon looked upwards wistfully, scratching his scraggly chin 
and nodding his head. 

“Needed some company. Gets kinda lonely being the lone 
running rabbit with a hungry hunter on his tail.” 

“If a battle cannot be won do not fight it.” 
“I’ve amended that wisdom to say if a battle cannot be won 

do not fight it without assistance.” 
“Yet sometimes we need to lose small battles to win the war, 

right?” 
“He will win who knows when to fight and when not to 

fight.” 
“You were the anointed cherub,” he addresses me, “and I 

placed you in the show, you were on the highest mountain; you 
walked in the midst of the stones of fire. You were blameless in your 
ways from the day you were created. You, Lacy, are the prophesied 
redeemer.” 

“History is nothing more than a set of lies agreed upon,” I 
said quickly, not comfortable with this role of redeemer. 



 

 

“Maybe to the living. But in the afterworld, all that has come 
before is renewed upon reentry into the light. All grunge and grime 
and smut and filth washed away, all scrubbed clean to begin anew.” 

“But those creepy vindictive spirits I met seemed about as 
slime caked as possible. How is that evidence of scrubbed clean and 
new?” 

“Oh. Those poor souls are still skirting the perimeters of the 
light, needing to begin the scrubbing process by choice. A free will 
thing. Did you hear anyone among them mention something about 
looking into the light?” 

He was confusing me as I felt the clear waters muddy when 
he mentioned being renewed and scrubbed clean. Those blood 
monsters I met were in need of SOMETHING severe to set them 
straight. Did I meet anyone who spoke of looking into the light? 

I busied my mind casting back to those dark days not too long 
past. Was there…was there…Then it hit me. Klempt and Gimms.  

“I can feel that shiny beam of sizzling light gittin’ further 
away…away…ain’t arms long enough…” 

Yes. YES! They were both seemingly very very afraid of 
saying or doing the wrong thing to keep them from getting to the 
light. Of course. And they were so helpful to me and family friendly 
like.  

I miss them, those two. Comical, sad puppy dog helpful 
types. 

“So,” said Bon, reading my thoughts, “I see you’ve met 
Schlepp and Schlump, as I call them. Klempt and Gimms to you. 
Know them well those two pleasant souls. Have been trying it seems 
for ten eternities to cross the divide and go into the light, but for 
whatever reason keep stumbling on the way. I do feel sorry for them. 
But we each have our own path to tread.” 



 

 

The world teaches you ignore your body and all of its 
knowing, and if you can’t touch it with your hands or prove it 
through empirical studies, it doesn’t exist. 

A steaming pile of doo doo, that is. Lacy Sparrow has found 
out different! And I just know in my blood and bones there is much 
more to know about the afterlife, no matter WHAT anyone says.  

I’ve seen it, touched it, lived it, and tasted it YUCK! Sorry, 
Gobby, my investigations into this weird, wonderful, and sometimes 
dangerous place have only just begun… 

This is the way the world ends 
This is the way the world ends 
This is the way the world ends 
Not with a bang but a whimper. 
 



 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

“Um, honey. Something about your dad.” 
Nervous. NERVOUS! Are we really about to have the 

“daddy’s dead” talk? I shiver. 
“Your dad is uhm…really…” 
Lights flash like the blaze of the sun. And once more I shiver. 
“How can I say it…?” 
Come on mom, you’re killing me here. 
“Little, nameless, unremembered, acts of kindness and love. 

Fierce spirit of 10 bulls. This is how I remember him best. Now 
honey. I gotta tell you your daddy was quite a catch in the day. A real 
high stepper you might say.” 

“High stepper?” 
“Yes. He got about to all the popular hang outs and dance 

clubs, quite a dancer, a natural socialite. So much so he was like the 
local information center, the Grand Central Station of entertainment. 
“Met him first about 1999… 



 

 

“Scene opens on a busy cityscape in a city circa 1999. 
“That was the summer of 1999, year before the much 

acclaimed and much feared turn of the twentieth century. 
Everywhere you could find people raining drinks down their gullets 
like it was the end of the world. Would’ve been for them anyway if 
they kept up THAT behavior. 

“Yet in one sense, it WAS the end.  
“The end of the twentieth century and the beginning of the 

twenty-first century. Unknown territory. People were spooked and 
doing crazy things as if they wouldn’t be alive for long. Others 
thought the scary predictions were just flapdoodle. We also had this 
year 2000 computer bug scare? Scary times if you ask me.” 

Extra, extra! 
IT invades California! 
“Unfortunately, just as we arrived in New York, so did new 

mob boss Margazzi and the entire Italian mob, straight in from the 
old country, Sicily. 

“I wanted to go home, but Harley, your soon to be father, said 
we should tour California, one step ahead of the mob. 

“And we did. 
“What a time that was. There were these girls in Venice... 

twins. And they... 
“...anyway, we eventually wound up in Monterey with 

passage booked on the last plane out of LA. 
“And Harley, he decided that we should spend our last night 

enjoying the local nightlife. 
“At the bar now: Four, four! the drink orders were fast and 

furious. 



 

 

“He made friends with these tough looking guys, maybe they 
were mob muscle, and they bought us some drinks...strong, strange 
drinks. 

“We woke up on a train bound for Northern California, 
shanghaied.” 

“Shanghaied?” 
“Yeah. 
“We found ourselves inducted into the ditch digging brigade. 

Seems these IT people were seriously invading Northern California 
and busily laying the groundwork for a community of new businesses 
in a region that was later called Silicon Valley. But all we saw was 
dirt, shovels, big earth moving machines, lots of work, and strict 
crew bosses; mob muscle. Oh, and sometimes these marvelous Root 
Beer floats that tingled my nose and were so…Ah… 

“…anyway… 
“It’s all my fault," Harley said, but he told me not to worry. 
“He’d make sure nothing happened to me. 
“Oh, and that horrible day when the crew saw more of 

me…WAY more of my body than I would like—” 
“MOM!!!” I shout, plugging my ears.  
“No…No... No, honey! Nothing improper. It was too hot so I 

decided to not wear those long socks with my heavy work shorts. Cut 
off the feet and wore that part only with my boots. First time 
everyone saw my legs fully exposed. Got a stinging sunburn that day. 

“Sounds terrible.” 
“It was… 
“We fought many battles, the digging crew men were 

savages. When a man is away from women too long he… 



 

 

“Scarring me, mom. Scarring me…” 
I plug my ears again and squeeze my eyes shut. 
 “…ugly stuff, honey… 
“Attack your enemy where he is unprepared, Harley, said, 

appear where you are not expected. Hold out baits to entice the 
enemy. Feign disorder, and crush him. 

“Harley saved my life countless times. He saved me from 
worse fates many more… 

“MOM!!!” 
“Sorry honey. When the ditch digging and building 

placement was over, we both went our separate ways. 
“I ended up leading group tours, mostly for reporters and 

Hollywood folk. 
“But that was too tame for Harley. He got commissions from 

the new Silicon Valley businesses, to put an end to the growing IT 
trade moving in from the east. I think he got involved with the mob 
for some of those commissions. 

“No one, corporate raider or CEO, had ever seen anything 
like this mad American who fought like 20 men. A tiger in the 
boardroom, a terror on the business battlefield. 

“Then we both ended up back in New York, at almost the 
same time. Oh, when we met it was like first time all over again. He 
was ever enchanting, a man of excitement and mystery, a man who 
knew how to treat a lady, knew other things too, the kind of man 
every girl would love to meet, would love to have. But I met him 
first. He was mine. I let all the other girls to know in no uncertain 
terms, BACK OFF! 

“So, that die was cast as they say. Next I knew we were 
married and heading up to Chestnut, to build our castle in the clouds. 



 

 

“Then you were born, your dad dabbled in magic, became the 
Warlock of the mountains, and the rest… 

“…well… 
“…maybe another time.” 
“MOM!!” 



 

 

APPENDIX 
 

THE MARROIAD 
A series of competitions precisely designed by the Death World 
Competition Council (DWCC) to be unwinnable by living beings. 
Employed as punishment when whomsoever living being steps over 
the line by crossing into the world of the dead without invitation. 
Typically, mediums and astral travelers are recipients of this 
punishment. The games are predicated on winning to keep one’s life 
yet designed to allow no such thing to occur. Loss of life is 
guaranteed.  

1. Whirling Wheel O' Woe 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Game cards 
Equipment: Tarot cards, competition playing table 
The dealer unleashes a regulation number of tarot cards into 

the air above the competitor. The cards spin in a tight circle 
overhead, increasing speed incrementally, faster and faster until a 
selection is made. Blindfolded competitor reaches up to grab a card 
at which point play concludes. Card is handed to dealer who reads 
the card to divine the competitor’s fate.  

2. Eyeballs Over Innards 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Humps & Hollows 
Equipment: Eyeball, intestinal tract 
This competition is a default loss for the weakly constituted 

or one who suffers from Ommetaphobia (fear of eyes). Competitor 



 

 

slides a slimy eyeball across gooey large intestines to land in a bowl-
shaped hollow located somewhere along the intestinal tract. Eyeball 
must remain atop intestines and avoid toppling over the side. 
Competitor loses in one of two distinct ways: eyeball fails to land in 
the hollow or, cascades off intestine. Competitor wins by 
successfully sliding eyeball into intestinal hollow. 

3. Rockin' Dem Ribs 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Aquatic 
Equipment: Flippers 
Forget about tropical waters and colorful marine life. The 

only thing Rockin’ Dem Ribs has in common with traditional water 
sports is the equipment. 

This sporting event is a 100-yard swim competition in a 
trench cut through a peat bog, or muddy marshland. Competitor can 
use only flippers to achieve propulsion. Competitor lies supine, 
looking upwards. Competitor moves headfirst through the 
watercourse surrounded by individual ribs and rib cages floating in 
the surrounding waters. These obstacles bump, push, and impede the 
journey every inch of the way. The competitor may get tangled up or 
damned up by a gathering of ribs and cannot complete the 100-yard 
journey. If this occurs the competitor loses. If drowning occurs the 
competitor loses. And just for gruesome fun, the DWCC places a 
time limit of 10 minutes on this event.  

4. Scramblin' Skulls 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Disorder & Alignment 
Equipment: Skulls, Cylinder 



 

 

Three skulls are suspended inside a vertical standing water 
filled cylinder. After first picking up and jostling the cylinder to set 
the skulls in motion competitor must align the three skulls, one atop 
another. When cylinder is again set down standing upright, the skulls 
must remain aligned. 

5. Battle Bones 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Bōniards 
Equipment: Battle bones, Bōniards table 
One of the most difficult games in the entire Marroiad. Onto a 

field of play much like a billiards table (thus called Bōniards), 
competitor tosses a bone into play and calls the pocket into which it 
will drop. This is accomplished by pushing, kicking, and lifting the 
playing field to maneuver the chosen bone, toward the called 
destination. Complicating this process is the number of antagonistic 
battle bones fighting competitor for dominance. The bones 
themselves influence movement as they are autonomous beings. The 
competitor cannot engage a qualified bone trainer or bone whisperer. 
Telepathic transport however, is not monitored and therefore 
considered fair play. Sporadic battling bones bounce onto the playing 
field, interfering much to the chagrin of the competitor whose skill is 
of paramount importance. 

Competitor must call three different bones and the pocket into 
which they will drop to win. 

6. Tubs O' Terror 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Aquatic 
Equipment: Competition tub, jumping skeletons 



 

 

Competitor races down death world slalom course in dark 
rotting flesh tunnel while preventing gruesome jumping skeletons or 
bones tossed with force from said skeletons from entering the tub. 
Shouting, spitting, kicking and slapping at skeletons is allowed as is 
catching then tossing bones back.  

Competitor wins by completing the slalom course with no 
skeletons or bones in the tub. 

7. Cups 'n Craniums 
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Pitch & Toss 
Equipment: Specially outfitted cup, competition skull 
Competitor tosses a skull toward a mounted competition cup 

outfitted with two vertical pegs placed 1 – 2 inches apart. Skull must 
land with eye sockets impaled. A dangler (1 eye socket impaled) 
gives competitor no points but brings a round of spiteful jeers from 
the audience. This does however allow the competitor one more toss. 

Competitor must successfully land one skull to win. 

8. Murmuring Mandibles  
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Pitch & Toss 
Equipment: Mandibles, small rounded competition disc 
Two mechanized mandibles jabber away, opening up just 

enough to pass a small rounded disc through. One of the more 
difficult in the Marroiad, the competitor must rely on intense eye 
hand coordination to slip the disc twice through each mandible. 
Competitor must achieve this in the specified time period to win. 
Time period and mandible placement is chosen arbitrarily by the 
DWCC during the event. The council is widely known to arbitrarily 



 

 

decrease the competitor’s odds with cackling glee. To date there has 
been no winners. 

9. Knockin' Kneecaps  
Team members: Single competitor 
Type of sport: Gymnastic 
Equipment: Inflated competition base, blood bats 
Competitor bounces up and down on inflatable base twenty 

times landing each time on the knees while avoiding knockdown by 
the intermittently swarming blood bats. The objective: avoid the bats 
while achieving twenty complete bounces. Get knocked down by 
bats and competitor loses game. 

As illustration of this antagonistic game, announcers Mal 
Feasance and Crash DOA are shown supplying the play by play 
action during a recent event: 

“Mal Feasance here, your skeletal sportscaster, and what a 
gruesome day it is as the Knockin' Kneecaps game continues at a 
blistering pace.” 

“Don’t you mean a pounded and bruised pace?” 
“Indeed, Crash. While the competition base is obviously 

inflated the material is sand paper abrasive. The tenacious teen is 
scraped raw at the least. 

“Last time we aired this game contestant Klem Nardahl was 
airborne to complete his 20th bounce when the blood bats swarmed 
his bleeding knees, remember that momentous event?” 

“Yuck! Who could forget?” 
“He screamed and screamed but once a blood bat gets to 

feeding…there’s no use pleading.”  
“Truth. Nothing but truth.  



 

 

“What a shame to be taken out on your last bounce. Yet he 
had in fact completed the bounce but was knocked down midair.” 

“Yes. But the rules are ironclad as the council is pitiless and 
arbitrarily cruel.  

“That they are Mal.” 
Crash looks around nervously attempting to spot any lurking 

council members. He spots one giving him the evil eye. 
“And after much excitement we near the pivotal moment in 

this game. Now as Shyla is about to thrillingly complete her…OHH!! 
Shyla is knocked down right at the pinnacle of her 19th bounce!” 

“Right! Meaning that Shyla …and we really love this 
contestant, don’t we Mal, bleeding knees and all? Meaning—” 

“Yes. Knockdown means this posh pet loses the game.” 
“Well, another win for team death world as their number 

increases by one red faced pride bruised teen. Quite the looker too.” 
“Now two tall and sturdy ghouls spring forth from the ground 

and drag her away kicking and screaming. Bad form.”  
“So sad. So unexpected. So…OH MY DEVILS… 

FANFRIGGINTASTIC!!” 
“Safe to say her opinion of astral traveling to the other side 

on a whim has changed considerably.” 
“True. But this matters not at all since her opportunities of 

astral traveling invasions—” 
“Have come to a dead halt. Ha HA ha!” 

10. Hardly Humerus  
Competitor holds arms together in front bent at a 90-degree 

angle, hands open palmed and pointing upward, and is suspended by 
the triceps. Competitor must maintain this bound position for 10 



 

 

minutes to win. The competitor is often struck in the not-so-funny 
bone to decrease the odds of winning. The last bit is thrown in 
arbitrarily by the cruel council when the competitor exhibits 
tremendous endurance and shows no sign of cracking.  

Afterword  
The aforelisted competitions of The Marroiad are not to be 

confused with the centuries old Multiverse Holympic Committee 
(MHC) events. The MHC is the legitimized governing body of the 
Galaxilon Multiverse Committee (GMC) and of the afterlife universe 
“Holympic Movement”, the GMC's term for all entities and 
individuals involved in the Holympic Games. Thus the Marroiad 
exists beyond the purview of all MHC sanctioned games, is not 
considered party to the Holympic Movement, and is furthermore 
stricken from the record of legitimate MHC games, per the Hall of 
Records and Statistics (HORS).  

The Death World Competition Council (DWCC) and all its 
competitive events are therefore indicted by this action. * 

*To classify The Marroiad “pirate games” is to dignify the 
profane. As to the antics of this rogue horde, the ecclesiastical body, 
Fear of God (FOG), is not amused. 

 



 

 

 
Coming soon:  

Song of the Veil, Book #3 
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