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CHAPTER ONE 

Hi. My name’s Lacy. I’m 10 years old and have so many unanswered 
questions!!!! 

1) What’s so great about a green box? 
2) Who let the dogs out? 
3) Where’s the beef? 
4) How do you get to Sesame Street? 
5) Why doesn’t Dora just use Google Maps? 
6) Why do all flavors of Fruit Loops taste exactly the same? 
7) How many licks does it take to get to the center of a 

Tootsie Pop? 
8) Why are eggs packaged in a flimsy carton, but batteries 

are secured in plastic that’s tough as nails? 
9) What does the fox say? 
10) Why is “abbreviated” such a long word? 
11) Why is there a “d” in ‘fridge’ but not in refrigerator? 



12) Why is lemon juice made with artificial flavor yet dish-
washing liquid is made with real lemons? 

13) Why do they sterilize the needle for lethal injections? 
14) Why do you have to “put your two cents in”? 
15) If it’s only a “penny for your thoughts” where’s that extra 

penny going to? 
16) Why do The Alphabet Song and Twinkle Twinkle Little 

Star have the same tune? 
17) Why do I seem to have so many questions for an 

energetic and wise ten year old?  
18) Why do I think I’m wise at ten? 



 

CHAPTER TWO 

He didn’t look like much. Like most kids I guess. And I may not be 
like major old or nothing. Not like old lady of the lake or nothing. 
But I tell you. There was something special about that grubby, quiet, 
skinny and rumpled little boy.  

About as rumpled as a squashed up Twinkies wrapper.  
The first time we met we didn't really MEET. I mean, he was 

sitting next to me in class at Moonwillow Elementary just scribbling 
away jackhammer style in his notebook. He was really into it too. 
Kept drawing. Erasing. Rubbing his nose. Scratching his head. And 
kinda mumbling. Like he was talking to his drawing. Or IT was 
talking to HIM. Well, anywho, he’s just going at his drawing like I 
said when Miss Emeline, only the youngest prettiest teacher you ever 
did see asks him: 

“Got something interesting there, Evžen?” 
Oh boy he perks right up like somebody up and poked him in 

the ribs. HARD!  
“Uh...me?” 



Miss Emeline smiles real wide, sparkles flashing from her 
eyes. 

“Well, unless there’s another Evžen in class...” 
She paused and got a kind of confused look on her face. 
Then she says real LOUD to the whole class, “If anybody has 

seen another Evžen in class, please point to him for me?” 
And just like that twenty kids spun in their seat, twenty arms 

spun to the left, and twenty fingers pointed right at Evžen, who stared 
with eyes wide as the moon like he got caught with his hand in the 
cookie jar. 

“Hmm,” said Miss Emeline nodding her head. “Looks like 
it’s just YOU then,” her eyes sizzling through him like a laser, 
smiling the whole time. 

“Umm, I’m sorry Miss Emeline, I’m just...you know...kinda 
like...” words tumbling out of his mouth like kids tumbling out of a 
school bus. 

And me? I’m watching the words tumble to the floor and 
squiggle and squirm around trying to get away.  

“Please do that after class, Evžen?” said Miss Emeline, sweet 
as spring rain. 

“Yes, teacher.” 
Well, that set him straight. And you could tell it did too. The 

rest of the class he sat straight up with his eyes stuck to her like she 
was the most interesting thing he’d ever seen.  

Now I’m not saying she WASN'T interesting. I’m just saying 
that at that time, Evžen couldn’t look anywhere else. 

And I feel kinda bad for him. Parents saddled him with a 
whopper of a name you’d have to be 7 feet tall and wide as a house 
to carry, Evžen Arno Teodus Goba. Now who wants a monster huge 
name like that?  



Anyway, he never used that name, that HORRIBLE name his 
parents gave him probably on a day they decided to do something 
dreadful to him for who knows what insane reason.  

He goes by Gobby.  
It’s what everyone at school calls him. Except the adults. 

They are bound by some ironclad law of wickedness that says they 
must use the name your parents saddled you with. No matter how 
horrible it is.  

So it made sense that he preferred Gobby. 
The next day, under blazing sunspots we sat in our air 

conditioned classroom watching Miss Emeline writing on the board. 
Every word from the biggest to the smallest bounced off the board 
and spun in the air around her head sparkling like stars and making a 
high pitched noise. They smelled like summer too.  

“Ooh,” I said, my eyes and mouth wide open and my finger 
pointing at her.  

A few kids looked at me. Jill Tillman, the most STUCK UP 
girl in the fifth grade who was looking right at me for some reason, 
snickered and quickly scribbled a note which she passed to Jaylene, 
her “mini me”. Everything Jill did, said, or wore, Jaylene had to 
copy, looking like a fool misdressed mannequin and a monkey see, 
monkey do...uh...MONKEY!  

Of course, because Jill sniggered Jaylene had to giggle.  
I felt like someone had just dropped a hot spotlight on my 

head. Now I thought EVERYONE saw the words jump up and 
around like that.  

Must just be ME then.  
The one thing you DON’T want to be is the weird kid in class 

who sees strange things that nobody else can see. Like flying saucers, 
that was Mark Lipton’s specialty. Or talking hyenas. Again, Mark 
Lipton. Or words bouncing and jumping and dancing around in the 
air, on the floor, up the legs of the desks, ANYWHERE!  



Looks like I’d just been drafted into the Goon Squad. And at 
least two people—the J and J stuck up twins—knew it. And that 
meant everyone would know it. In like...NO TIME AT ALL! 

RRRIIINNGGGG!! 
RRRIIINNGGGG!! 
RRRIIINNGGGG!! 
When the bell rang I was sweating like a guilty thief and 

couldn’t move to the door fast enough to get away. 
Great. I got outside the door as everybody was still massing 

together and squeezing through to the outside. 
“Ooh...lookee there,” shouted Jill, mouth wide open and 

finger pointing back into the classroom.  
Right on cue Jaylene, “Ooh...I see it TOO!”  
A few kids cranked their heads around and looked back into 

the classroom. 
“What?” said Kim, the class sap. 
“I don't know,” said Jill. “But it makes me wanna say Ooh,” 

finished Jaylene, her windup monkey, “like Sparrow just did in 
class.” 

They both started laughing so loud and hysterical the whole 
class cracked up. And of course they were both staring right at 
humiliated ME! 

“Way to go, Sparrow,” they both said at that same time in a 
mocking sing song voice, a sound so creepy it gave me the shivers.  

Suddenly all eyes were on ME! 
At that moment I felt lower than a whale’s belly. And I gotta 

tell ya, that’s pretty low. The one other time I had felt this cover-me-
in-leaves-and-brush-me-away low was in third grade. We were 
making small animals out of clay. Now we were third graders, okay, 



so maybe some of the animals didn’t quite LOOK like any animal 
known to man or mythical beast.  

I had started out full of vigor and excitement to be a master 
craftsmen and make a cute little schnauzer. But either I didn’t really 
know what one looked like or my artistic vision had slid sideways 
down the mountain.  

Still, I was proud of the squat, whisker-faced schnauzer I had 
crafted. Across the table from me sat Kimberly Walters, a blonde as 
lemon ice, apple cheeked, giggly girl who was to me the most 
magical kid I had ever laid my eight-year old eyes on. 

And I needed FRIENDS. 
Boldly, I went forward and presented her with my lopsided 

little schnauzer saying, “I made this for you.” She looked me over, 
grinned, and to my horror said, “What a sad little piggy wiggy,” with 
a big lower lip extended pout. She had glassy-eyes and it seemed as 
if any moment the glass would shatter and tears would start falling. 

At that exact moment I knew three things. One, I was not a 
master craftsmen. Two, I would not be her friend. Three, I never 
wanted to show my face in that classroom or that school ever again. 

The fates are not on the side of children who wish to fit in. It 
was all too clear to me whose side the fates WERE on. They were on 
the side of cute little giggly girls whose words had the power of life 
and death.  

I died a thousand deaths over her rejection of my cute little 
schnauzer. What a way to get tagged out at third base as I was 
triumphantly headed for home base gold.  

SAD 

Tears filled my eyes as the word sploshed across the 
classroom table, a large schnauzer shaped tear, which didn’t 
surprise me because sadness had followed me around for like ever. 

I know it didn’t make sense to feel sad because I was 
generally a happy kid. All around me were happy, smiley, chatty 



third graders. Chattering, laughing, smacking hands into clay. In my 
class alone there were 25 of us. The school went from kindergarten 
to fifth grade. Over all there were more than one hundred smiling 
faces. I suppose I could have ignored it. 

The lingering sadness. 
But the rejection of my gift continued a series of sad 

moments that seemed to breed and regenerate year after year. 
Maybe my days of “happy kid” were behind me. Talk about 

sad. 
Now I was going through a similar rejection in fifth grade. 
Right on time, Gobby came walking past on his way to 

somewhere, ANYWHERE but here. I had to make an attempt to lift 
myself out of this pile of poo I’d stumbled into.  

Lucky for me, he had been once again scribbling away in 
class, drawing like the world depended on it like he seemed to do 
always and that gave me something to talk to him about.  

Yeah, this was my way out of the poo pile. 
“Hey, Gobby,” I said casual as can be. “Saw you drawing in 

class again today.” 
He kept moving along and looked at me with the whites of his 

eyes big as ping pong balls like I’d just caught him doing something 
wrong. 

“You saw that?” 
“Yeah. I mean, you had your notebook spread out on your 

desk and it was easy for anyone to see. So I—” 
He stopped. 
“But…but...are you gonna tell on me?” 
“No, nothing like that. But I like that llama you were 

drawing.” 



His glasses had slid down his nose a little as his face turned 
red. While he pushed his glasses back up he grumbled, “It’s a Zondor 
12 Attack Beast,” with eyes of hatred burning into me and a look of 
pure disgust, “Not a llama.”  

And then he wandered away slumping forward into the great 
goodbye with a slight limp. 

I had dared to think for a squiggling moment that I would be 
able to turn my black as spiders day around to face the sparkling 
light.  

But it was not to be.  
The sparkles slithered away slowly, going herky-jerky into a 

sad far away neverland. 
Back into the poo pile I sank... 



 

CHAPTER THREE 

HAPPY 
The word bounced on my head that morning. It kept dancing 

and frolicking till finally I reached up grabbed it and stuffed it under 
my pillow. 

First I had to shake my finger at it and say, “Behave.” 
I didn’t know what that fool word was so Happy about. 

Yesterday just happened to be one of the WORST days in my young 
fractured life. I saw no reason to bounce out of bed feeling happy. 

In fact, I could understand if I woke up and cried myself 
awake. That would make more sense seeing how my day had ended. 

I knew if I lingered on those thoughts I’d NEVER be able to 
stand up. This could get toxic real quick. The bathroom was calling 
out its morning greeting as I shuffled along and looked at it with a 
weariness I hadn’t felt for a long time. Into the wash up, brush up, 
wake up beginning of my day I went.  

A little soldier reporting for kid duty. 



When I got downstairs Luna was sitting at the table having 
fun with her Fwosted Fwakes. She’d eat a spoonful. Mix her spoon 
around the bowl. Grab at one flake and say, “Gotcha, ha ha,” the 
poster child for Happy. 

How she could take the simplest silliest nothing and turn it 
into a moment for uproarious joy still amazed me. I suppose feeling 
kinda crumpy as I was, seeing her was about the best thing I could 
have done. 

I walked over to her, kissed her cheek and said, “I love you, 
little sister.” 

“I wub you too,” she said with a big sticky smile, milk 
dripping from her chin.  

She then grabbed my head and planted a big milky wet kiss 
on my cheek and giggled. 

My first smile of the day came busting through spreading a 
warm glow. 

You know, I don’t know that a little bit of magic didn’t 
happen there. Seeing her happily at play, kissing her smiling face, 
hearing her wholehearted “I wub you too,” and the milk dripping 
from her chin, was about the happiest, cheeriest thing I could 
imagine.  

The smile was now stuck on my face. 
The sun shined strong through the window and birds were 

chirping. 

And you know what? I felt HAPPY!  

Then I felt immediately bad. SAD crawled away and hid in the 
corner, looking at me with unhappy puppy dog eyes. 

I as the wicked witch had fiercely grabbed HAPPY as it 
danced on my head and coldly stuffed it under my pillow. 

I raced back upstairs to free my happy friend. 



Softly and quietly it lay right where I’d left it. 
Reaching down I lifted it up gently. Against my chest I held 

it, hoping it could read my mind and see how bad I felt. 
“I’m sorry. I was a bit…” 
“Crumpy?” it said. 
I smiled. “Yes, Crumpy. But no longer. Let’s get out there 

and have a HAPPY DAY!” 

There was no way to be sure but I think I saw HAPPY 
nod its head vigorously in agreement.  

Just to be safe, I put it in my pocket so I could reach in there 
from time to time and remind myself the theme of my day. 

When I walked through the doors at school there was a mild 
sheen cast across everything. Like a coating of happiness. Everybody 
looked, sounded, walked and bounced in a happier way than I can 
remember seeing lately. As if a happy bomb had detonated overhead 
and doused everyone with happy spirits.  

Across the wall the word HAPPY was proudly flashing 
and glowing in a sort of carnival light show. 

Pinching myself to be sure I wasn’t dreaming didn’t change a 
thing. It seemed that happy was the order of the day. 

Jill Tillman came strolling by and nodded at me to 
acknowledge me without following it with words of mockery or 
judgmental eyes. Her mini me, Jaylene, followed suit. 

Maybe a happy bomb really DID detonate overhead. 
Some things were the same though. 
Mark Lipton walked along babbling about talking hyena 

aliens or something, moving his hands in front of him like shadow 
puppets, as caught up in his sci-fi reality as always.  

And Gobby? 



Hmm...didn’t see him anywhere. 
When I got to class I found out why. 
“Evžen Arno Teodus Goba will be out of school today.” 
An audible hush went through the class as the chattering 

began. 
“Is he sick?” 
“Didn’t LOOK sick yesterday.” 
“Maybe his parents.” 
“His parents?” 
“Yeah, I heard they were weird.” 
“No surprise there.” 
“Ha Ha” 
“Turnip head…” 
“Ho Ho” 
“Cabbage boy…” 
Chitter chatter chitter chatter. 
Finally Miss Emeline broke it up by clapping the blackboard 

erasers and causing a dust cloud to erupt. 
“Class…” she said, choking back the dust. 
“I know you’re all…” choke choke spit. 
“…I mean I know WE’RE all…” cough cough. 
“…concerned about Evžen. I’m sure he’s just a little sick 

maybe and will be back in no time at all.” 
“Yeah, he’s SICK all right,” said Randall Kops with a laugh. 
A few snickers went through the room. 



“That is ENOUGH of that, Randall Kops…” she said while 
tossing him the hairy eyeball, “and all of you snickerers too. Evžen is 
your classmate and our friend, so let us all remember that as we go 
through this day without him in our company.” 

It was as if she had launched a calming elixir into the room. 
The snickering stopped, the spirit of the room seemed to calm, and it 
was as if she had hit RESET as the room settled down to begin again. 

I could feel HAPPY pulsing in my pocket.  

PATIENCE 
The word lit up in front of me then sank slowly down before 

wrapping itself around me in a snug and warm hug. 
Feelings peace and love and joy and all things good and kind 

shimmered through me. Like it was speaking directly to my muscles 
and bones, in a private language only they would know. 

This was a kind of deep massage therapy I had heard adults 
talk about. 

“I’m so stressed lately,” someone would say. “Work. Family. 
Life. Sometimes it is WAY too much!” 

“Oh you just need a break. How about a session of deep 
massage therapy.” 

“You know what? That sounds like just ticket.” 
If adults could find their way through this mixed up world, so 

could I and my classmates. 
Yes, we would begin again. 



 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Time flew along with wide spread wings and before I knew it two 
days had passed.  

FORGIVE 

FORGET 
The words shimmered in front of me that morning, linking on 

and off in the mirror. Brushing wildly at my teeth I looked at those 
shimmering twins, raised my eyebrows and spit into the sink.  

I thought it was a nice suggestion but had NO idea who I was 
supposed to forgive or WHAT I was supposed to forget. 

“Um…I think you missed on this one, twinkle toes,” I said, 
brushing my hair to the left then to the right to get the “fluff” I liked. 

The message did not uncover itself from its blanket of 
mystery until I walked through the door at school and I saw Gobby, 
his trusty notebook and a sheaf of papers at his side. 

He was strolling along oblivious to all around him until he 
saw me. 



A ripple of fear shook me from my fluffed hair follicles to my 
little toes. 

Okay, I thought. Here come the angry eyes and cold slap of 
rejection. 

I prepped for it by tensing up, remaining solid as a stone to 
shield myself from any invading ugliness. No hairy uglies could 
penetrate my defenses. 

He stopped and looked at me with an expression of calm. 
Waved. Then smiled a big toothy smile. 

It was then I realized how WRONG my expectations were. 
With one friendly smile it was as if that uncomfortable 

moment of two days past never happened.  
“Hey, Lacy.” 
“Hey, Gobby.” 
Looks like we’d be friends after all. 
He waves the sheaf of papers at me, so excited he couldn’t 

keep it in  
“Hey, check out my new drawings.” 
And just like that, he sits down on the floor and starts 

spreading them out. My eyes popped open with a snap and my mouth 
hung wide. OMG! The talent. The imagination. The characters and 
colors and cities and…and…  

I was so stunned I almost lost my words. 
“Gobby…these are…I don’t know WHAT they are but 

GREAT! Wow. You’re really an artist.” 
He looked down shyly and rubbed his hands across his legs. 

Then he looked up at me with the saddest most soulful puppy dog 
eyes I’d ever seen. Geez. And I don’t even HAVE a puppy. 

“Thanks, Mia. It’s just what I need to do.” 



“Need to do?” 
“Yeah. Makes me feel warm inside.” 
I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous. What I would do if I 

could draw like that… 

“Well, I think you’re AWESOME.” 

His face lit up as he reached out and grabbed at the air like he 
was trying to catch something before it got away. Then he clamped 
his hands together and said, “Got it,” a smug satisfaction across his 
face. 

Immediately he stuffed his hands deep into his pockets.  
“And now I’ll keep it to remind me when I’m not feeling 

so…awesome.” 
My mind was suddenly bacon sizzling in a fry pan. 
I had just watched Gobby do something unusual. For me 

anyways. Grabbing at the air like something was getting away. 
Stuffing his hands and maybe the word AWESOME into his pockets.  

Now he got me thinking. Did he see words come alive like I 
did? 

“Uh…don’t think this is weird or nothing, but do you like 
SEE words. I mean do they like come alive and move and jump and 
crawl and—“ 

“Of course,” he practically shouted. “Doesn’t everyone?” 
It was then I knew I’d found a friend for life. 
We talked some about words, and how they sounded, how 

they looked, how they had lives of their own for anyone who could 
see them. And of course we realized that NOT everyone saw the 
dance of words and it would be best we just kept this little secret 
between us. Like a secret language that only we could speak. 

In private. 



Although sometimes we couldn’t help but get excited when 
we saw some amazingly fantastic word dances that left us stunned. 
Like today when Miss Emeline wrote some foreign and rarely used 
words on the board. 

“Class, today we will look at obsolete words. Archaic words. 
Words that no one uses anymore. Although at one time in the world’s 
history, some of these words were the superstars of words. Like: 

Yoicks 
Sweven  
Nowise 
Zounds 
Gardyloo 
My eyes went all wiggy wiggs at these words. I mean, 

yoicks? Are you kidding me? Oh, and gardyloo. I’d heard that one 
before from my dad when he was telling me about the Middle Ages. 
People would yell “gardyloo” before dumping their chamber pots 
(toilets) out the window. So gardyloo was the word of warning. 
OMG those were disgusting times. 

But the terror had not ended there. 

As I watched I saw gardyloo drip off the board, crawl 
across Miss Emeline’s shoe and start a long smelly stream moving 
fast in my direction. So the word’s warning had suddenly become the 
thing it warned about. I lifted my feet off the floor and Gobby—
seeing me lift my feet—did the same. We didn’t want that nastiness 
touching us…EVER.  

She went on to explain just a bit about the meanings of these 
“archaic” words she had listed. Some like yoicks (an expression of 
surprise) and nowise (not at all) were almost obvious. Others, like 
gardyloo, warned of yucky poo even though it could have also been a 
warning about ANYTHING, but it was mostly used for…you know 
what.  



EEUW!  
But the one that really zinged me with its meaning was 

sweven, vision seen in sleep; a dream. Now that’s a keeper. And I 
gotta tell ya when she wrote that one on the board did it ever do its 
tricks. Sliding across, floating, pulsing, strange creatures popping 
out. I mean, it was either a vision, dream, or NIGHTMARE.  

“WHOA!” came flying out of my mouth before I could stop 
it. 

And once again the eyes of Jill Tillman were on me. 
What’s up with this girl and her eye games? 
As I got to learn more about Gobby I found that he was a 

pretty interesting kid. Had interesting and I guess colorful stories you 
would say. He had been born in Czechoslovakia and traveled to this 
country when he was five. He said he remembers that he and his 
parents would pile into an old van, a bright green, yellow, and pink 
van, and ramble along the streets and dirt paths of towns and cities 
across the country.  

His parents were circus performers. Musicians. Magicians. 
Singers. Dancers.  

Like a one family traveling show. 
He said the design on the van was a real eye catcher with like 

dragons and flames and unusual animals with sparkles and stars 
spinning around them. Started his interest in drawing unusual people 
and animals. 

Oh, his parents were painters too. 
And my parents are just regular old parents. Boring by 

comparison. At least they didn’t pile a 200 pound name on my head. 
Lacy Sparrow was a name easy to get along with. But of course, in 
school there’s always SOMEONE who finds something to pick on. 

“Hey Sparrow. You swarming to San Clemente this year?” 



Ha ha. So funny I forgot to laugh. Okay, so every year on 
March 19th, the sparrows travel from Argentina and head back to the 
Mission San Juan Capistrano on St. Joseph’s Day. Scientists still 
don’t understand how and WHY they go there each year.  

This really happens every year. It’s a total BIG DEAL.  

I mean, I think it’s pretty cool to have a name like a 
mysterious act of nature, right? Well, it seems like you just can’t 
please some people who’ll find ANYTHING to make fun of. 

“Yeah, Parker. And you’ll be PARKING your butt on that 
fence and picking your nose.” 

He grinned and flicked a booger at me. 
“And there goes another piece of your brain,” I said. 
He snickered hog snorted and nodded his head at me like we 

were friends. EEUW! 
And Jill Tillman? 
AARGH! 
Her time would come. 
Though I didn’t know what that meant at the moment. 



 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Today was Saturday and I woke up early with my little sister, Luna.  
Our mother called her “my smiling rainbow” on account of 

she was always smiling. The smilingest little girl you ever did see. 
At the moment she was cuddled up with her blanket on the 

couch and bouncing her squishy stuffed dinosaur up and down. 
I had a special name too. Mom called me “my shining star.”  
Everyone loves to look at the stars shining in the night sky. 

Poems and stories have been written about them. And rainbows? 
People will stop whatever they’re doing to look at a rainbow. Stop 
when taking a walk. Slow down their cars when driving. Come 
running outdoors and point at the sky and shout, “Wow! What a 
beautiful rainbow.” 

So to mom we were stars and rainbows, pretty nice things to 
be. 

Well, the smiling rainbow was not so smiley when she came 
to breakfast this morning. Cold and hangry it was time for big sis to 
do her magic. 



The look on her face and her tired eyes told me she would 
soon be in a rare moment of being un-Luna. 

On cold mornings I like to eat something hot so I whipped up 
some instant oatmeal to keep us warm. 

While I was putting the water to boil and pouring the oatmeal 
into a bowl, Luna sat at the table and contented herself by playing 
with her spoon. Sticking it on her nose. Flying it around like an 
airplane. A picture of calm tranquility.  

A smiling rainbow. 
My little sister was like that. She could flip from not so happy 

to happy like a light switch. 
I was smiling inside believing that this parenting thing was a 

breeze. 
The minute she saw the bowl of oatmeal heading toward her 

though, she realized this game was fixed against her. A veil of pure 
darkness settled over her. 

“Fwosted Fwakes, Fwosted Fwakes,” she demanded, 
pounding on the table and causing the oatmeal to pop pop pop out of 
her bowl as she pushed it away. 

This caught me by surprise. But then I thought, Oh really? 
Being the big sister I knew how to handle her. 

“Isn’t it cooold today, Luna?” I said, rubbing my hands up 
and down my arms. 

She looked at me with a blank face. 
“And isn’t it nice to eat something warm when it’s cold?” 

rubbing my hand across my belly and putting a big goofy smile on 
my face.  

She loved the goofy smile so she started giggling like crazy. 
I had her in the palm of my hand. 



“So,” I said pushing the bowl of oatmeal back in front of her, 
“What do we want to eat on cold days?” 

The stinkeye she gave me said it all. 
“Fwosted Fwakes, Fwosted Fwakes, Fwosted Fwakes” she 

shouted bouncing up and down and waving her hands above her 
head. 

She looked at me with those big expectant eyes and a smile so 
sweet it could melt a glacier. In one swift move she had sunk my 
battleship. 

The oatmeal became MY breakfast while she had Fwosted 
Fwakes. And I was fool enough to think I could win against this 
master negotiator. 

After breakfast Luna ran sugar loaded up the stairs to her 
room, already singing happily in her classic “smiling rainbow” way. 

I was heading toward my room too when Mom came strolling 
into the room rumpled and messy haired from bed. She looked 
beautiful, like a model, even when she just got out of bed in the 
morning. Maybe I was still too young to notice small changes, but 
looking at my morning self each day I did not see any “future model” 
evidence looming.  

I looked at my drool faced mussy haired self each groggy 
morning and thought, no model there. Not the best way to start your 
day. 

But I remained hopeful. 
“You’re pretty, mom,” I said, overcome by emotion. “I hope I 

can be pretty like YOU one day.” 
Oh my mother was something else. 
She smiled shyly, brushed her hands through her hair, 

pushing it around her head like it was an unruly pet, and said, “Oh, I 
look awful this morning. But thank you, my shining star.” 



I blinked real hard a few times and looked at her again. Did I 
miss something? Was she really not as pretty as I had at first said? 

Yet when I looked at her again, she was still pretty. In fact, 
more pretty than my first sight of her. 

Wow, I thought, my face has a looong way to go before it can 
even get on the OUTSKIRTS of Instant Pretty Town. 

Wallow and Pity began forming on the floor in front of me, 
loping along, trying to get to the wall and climb up to get in my face. 
But I was not having it. I quickly stomped my foot down and 
squashed them flat before they had a chance to rise up and take over. 

“Something wrong, sweetie?” 
Oops! 
“My foot was asleep.” 
“Poor baby.” 
I snuggled up against her and gave her a big hug. 
Thanks again mom. But that “poor baby” moment begins and 

ends right here. 
I was going to have a GOOD day today. It was the weekend. 

It’s a kid’s right and privilege to have a good day on the weekend. 
My brush with Luna was already fading into the background. 

The first day of my weekend would build slowly as I went into my 
room to read. Always a good beginning to ANY day in the world of 
Lacy Sparrow.  

I opened my book and began reading about superhero’s—girl 
superheroes—my favorite. There are so MANY books and stories 
and movies, blah blah blah, about BOY superheroes.  

It was like nobody thought girls could be superheroes.  
Why WAS that? Girls are pretty amazing. And I wanted to 

read a book about girl superheroes, so I decided to read Wonder 
Woman. 



I started reading and immediately yawned and rubbed my 
eyes.  

A pigeon cooed outside my window then the sound of it 
flapping away got louder and closer and louder and closer…. 

I saw jellyfish. I wandered into a whole school of them.  
By the time I realized what I had done, I was surrounded.  
I never knew there were such vivid pink jellyfish. Or glowing 

purple and green ones. 
I was grossed out by the slimy, cold feeling of them touching 

me. In the center of that whirlpool of jellyfish, an immense terror 
overtook me, as if I had been dragged into a bottomless darkness. 

Now I was enveloped by a darkness that was total. No 
amount of straining helped my eyes to see a thing.  

I couldn’t tell where my own hand was.  
I felt along around me to get a sense of place. 
The movement of my hand seemed to cause the darkness 

itself to shift, but that could have been an illusion. It felt extremely 
strange not to be able to see my own body with my own eyes, though 
I knew it must be there. 

Staying very still in the darkness, I became less and less 
convinced of the fact that I actually existed. I would clear my throat 
now and then, or run my hand over my face. That way, my ears could 
check on the existence of my voice, my hand could check on the 
existence of my face, and my face could check on the existence of 
my hand. 

But if I was seeing jellyfish, was surrounded by jellyfish, I 
must be…be…UNDERWATER!  

My body began to lose its density and weight, like sand 
gradually being washed away by flowing water. I felt as if a fierce 



and wordless tug-of-war were going on inside me, a contest in which 
my mind was slowly dragging my body into its own territory.  

I shook my head and struggled to bring my mind back inside 
my body. 

In the darkness, I pressed the fingertips of one hand against 
the fingertips of the other thumb against thumb, index finger against 
index finger. My right-hand fingers assured the existence of my left-
hand fingers, and the fingers of her left hand assured the existence of 
the fingers of my right hand.  

Then I took several slow, deep breaths; attempted to take 
several more. Must be dreaming because I was breathing underwater. 

Nothing stirred. The silence was deep and thick and 
suffocating.  

The oxygen was disappearing.  
No, no, NOOOOOOOOOO… 
Everything immediately started swirling, like a whirlpool. 

Reds, and greens, and yellows and black and colors colors colors 
churning and spinning and sucking me in, sucking me in. 

I popped out of the water and was on top of the ocean, 
dressed in a superhero outfit, and boots with wings that let me run 
fast fast fast across the top of the water. As I ran I saw not far away 
from me a small rowboat with two children in it.  

No adults. 
The children were moving the oars trying to get back to shore 

but the more they the rowed the further they went out to sea.  
I ran faster and faster still to catch up with them. 
One girl was crying uncontrollably. She was going to make 

ME cry. 
I got to them in no time at all and the redhead girl looked at 

me and with tears in her eyes said, “Oh! It’s Wonder Girl!” 



She was talking about me. I was Wonder Girl? 
I grabbed the front of the boat and while dragging it behind 

me with my left hand swam with my super strong right arm back to 
shore. 

When we got there they both jumped out and hugged and 
kissed me and said “Thank you, thank you, thank you Princess 
Diana.” 

“Did you hear us from Paradise Island?” said the blonde girl 
who had been crying so hard. 

I nodded that yes, I had, with a big smile. 
I woke up sweating and gasping for breath as if I had been 

suffocating. 
I had sweated in my sleep, and now the sweat was beginning 

to grow cold and chill me.  
I shuddered several times.  
The sweat made me think of that pitch-dark place in the 

ocean, and the millions of slimy jellyfish sliding all over my body. I 
remembered the slippery sensation it had given me when they 
brushed against me, like swimming through a mass of swampy ick. 
They didn’t sting me but they were gooey gooey gooey. 

“EEEUUUUWWW!!!” I yelled. 
And I remembered saving two small girls who were in a 

rowboat in the ocean. 
How did I get there to save them when I was underwater and 

surrounded by jellyfish? 
Oh right. I had popped up and was suddenly ON TOP of the 

water in a superhero outfit running across the water to their rowboat. 
Oh, that’s all? Yeah I do that all the time. NOT! 



With all the sweat it almost felt like I had just come OUT of 
the water. I ran my finger across my shirt then put my finger in my 
mouth. 

It was salty, so no big deal. Sweat WAS salty. But ocean 
water was way saltier. I held the shirt to my mouth and twisted an 
end of it to ring some water into my mouth. 

The minute it hit my tongue my lips puckered and I got lemon 
face. 

Okay, this was way TOO salty for sweat, but salty enough for 
seawater. 

Oh yeah, SOMEBODY had been OCEAN swimming! 
I’m just a girl who had been reading in her room. I thought I 

had fallen asleep and been dreaming.  
What had REALLY just happened? 
 



 

CHAPTER SIX 

Sweven 

The word pulsed at me from the bathroom mirror. As I 
washed my face and brushed my teeth it stayed in front of me doing 
its little pulse pulse pulse dance to keep my attention. 

Two days ago this word had been one of those that Miss 
Emeline had written on the blackboard. One of the “archaic” words. 

Now it was dancing in front of me and I’m pretty sure a 
vision in a dream is what I had just experienced. I thought it was a 
cool word from the first time I saw it. 

That was then. 
Seeing it and EXPERIENCING it are two way different 

things. First it happens in the head. Then it takes over mind body and 
soul and it doesn’t seem so cool anymore. 

Today is my last weekend day and I wanted to make it a good 
one.  

“Good morning wonder girl,” said my mother, smiling at me 
before taking a sip of coffee. “We were waiting for you, right Luna?” 



My little sister smiled and shook her finger at me, “Waiting 
for you.” 

The morning had gone from odd to slap me in the head weird. 
Wonder girl? Why did she call me that? 

I reached in the cabinet for the cereal box but found nothing 
but the box of oatmeal. As I looked to my right I saw the empty 
Frosted Flakes box in the trash. 

I looked at Luna accusingly. 
She smiled and glowed then filled her cheeks with air and 

blew it at me, pffft. 
Getting angry was pointless. She was TOO cute. 
“Are we out of cereal mom,” I asked, knowing the answer but 

remaining hopeful. 
“Oh, sorry sweetie. Your little sister was voracious this 

morning. I thought she would eat the bowl next.” 
Luna had now progressed to patting her hands against her air 

filled cheeks. She had found her morning’s entertainment. 
Wow, I thought not for the first time. How nice to be five 

when everything and anything could bring you endless joy filled 
entertainment. 

I couldn’t remember much from when I was five. Was I ever?  
Of course I was but sometimes I wondered. And I know I was 

being stupid. If I hadn’t been five I wouldn’t now be ten. 
Maybe I was just hangry because I was hoping for cold, 

crunchy, super sweet cereal but now could only have oatmeal.  
Again. 
“Mmmm,” I mumbled. “I wanted some cereal.” 
Mom looked over at me and I swear I could see the wheels 

turning in her head. 



“Well,” she began, “I know you wanted cereal but have you 
ever tried adding brown sugar and fruit to oatmeal?” 

I shook my head “no” with a pout. 
“Oh, don’t be like that. Let me show you how it’s done.” 
It was still early so I wasn’t ready for SUPER speed or even 

high speed action. My eyes were still too slow to track the 
movement. My mother moved so fast going to the cupboards the 
refrigerator and the cutlery drawers that she became a blur.  

Geez, talk about wonder mom. 
I got out of her way and stood back to watch the masterful 

performance sure that if I got in her way she’d bowl me over and 
send me rolling across the kitchen. 

A small hangry bowling ball, groaning stomach and all. 
By the time she got done boiling, and sugar scooping, and 

bowl filling, strawberry chopping, and assembling, what she 
presented me with was the most fully loaded breakfast bowl of 
outstanding proportioned wonderfulness and color. Beyond anything 
I could have expected. 

Oh and the smells! 

AMAZING!! 
She put the bowl in front of me and looked at me expectantly 

with a proud look on her face. To her everything hinged on my 
reaction, even though she must know she did an astounding job of 
fantastic creation. Like I was living a story called Fantastic 
Breakfast Creations and Other Tales. 

My eyes were popping and my hungry smile was so wide my 
cheeks were hurting. 

She was looking at me with sparkling eyes and her eyebrows 
raised in high anticipation of a good reaction from me. 



She reached over and ran a hand through my hair. 
“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “But by the look on your face I 

think you LIKE it. Am I right?” 
I nodded my head quickly and dug in. From then on it 

became Fantastic Breakfast Creations and Shoveling Children 
as I shoveled massive spoonful after spoonful into my wide open and 
increasingly happy satisfied mouth.  

Ever the mother, she said, “Uhm…slow down, sweetie. I’m 
glad you like it so much but I don’t want you to CHOKE in the 
process.” 

I quickly looked at her and mumbled, “Scwhoakay bmom…” 
through my overloaded mouth. 

“Kids are so amazing,” she said with a proud smile. “You’re 
my wonder girl.” 

Okay, my brain was going numb from sugar loading but there 
it was again, the “wonder girl” reference. Did she have the same 
dream as me? 

But I gotta say it did feel good to hear her call me that. I 
mean, what little girl WOULDN’T want to be called wonder girl by 
her mother? 

PROUD 
The word lay right in front of me on the table. The warmth of 

a prideful feeling washed through me, filling me from top to bottom. 
I relished the feeling enjoying my moment in the mom spotlight. 

Then I felt foolish. I swiped my hand at the word and wiped it 
off the table with a big SWIPE! 

It hit the wall with a thud. 
WHAT?! 



My mother pulled the coffee cup from her lips as she spit out 
a mouthful. 

“What the hey was that?” 
I kept eating and pretending I wasn’t there. 
“Sounded like something hit the wall. Did you throw 

something Luna?” 
In the midst of a finger race, Luna offered her nothing but a 

blank stare. 
“I KNOW I’m not hearing things,” said my mother with a 

huff. 
She put her coffee cup down splashing a little coffee out and 

walked around Luna as she made her way to the wall. 
She got to the wall, looked down and said, “Hmmm. Letters? 

These look like some of your toys, Luna. You sure you didn't throw 
something?” 

A big smile stretched across Luna’s face, “Kitty!” she said, 
clapping her hands. 

Mother shook her head. “Uhm, we don’t have a kitty, honey.” 
“Kitty,” Luna said again, clapping and clapping, stuck in the 

kitty loop. 
Our mother had a confused look on her face. If her girls 

actually did NOT throw these letters against the wall, who or WHAT 
did? 

“Maybe we do have a...” my mother began. “What am I, 
nuts? Oh you” she said to Luna, pinching her cheek. “You fooled 
mommy.” 

“Ha ha ha,” Luna giggled, “fooled mommy.” 
“Well, I found a “p” and a “d” and an “o”... She suddenly 

looked down. “Oh, a couple more just under the table’  
“Hmm, and an “r” and “u.”  



Now she looked at me. “Did YOU throw these at the wall?” 
A shiver of fear ran through me as I felt like a comic book 

bad guy under a police spotlight. Yeah, you got me coppers. But I’m 
innocent, see? 

I was putting together my response then this thought popped 
up: You’re not gonna get ME, coppers. 

I knew I could do better than playing the obviously guilty bad 
guy. 

Mustering the most blank, innocent expression I could, I 
blinked and said with all I had. 

“No, just eating this yummalicous oatmeal,” figuring a little 
buttery compliment couldn’t hurt. 

My mother’s brow wrinkled as she looked hard at me, then 
back at Luna. This balloon was filling up fast with hot air and was set 
to lift off and go through the ceiling. 

But I misread. 
“Okay, girls. I know. It's that pesky gremlin again,” she said, 

tossing the letters in the trash. “And these are too small for little 
mouths.” 

“Yeah, gwemlin,’ Luna said with a giggle.  
“The gremlin? But they're not real, mom,” I challenged, 

feeling so smart and grown up. 
Luna looked at me like I’d just gone loony. 
I had heard mom talk about the “gremlin” concept before. 

One time she was telling us about when she was a little girl and how 
sometimes something would happen or something would go missing 
etcetera, etcetera. 

“My two sisters and me may or may NOT have had anything 
to do with whatever the issue was at the time. At any rate, our lips 
were sealed. Our mother, your grandma Ruth, used to get so 



frustrated and upset trying to get answers from the “silent girls” as 
she called us.  

Oh, we sometimes got punished. Sometimes individually or 
sometimes together because she would throw up her hands and say, 
“I know you three are at fault for this SOMEHOW. So since none of 
you will tell me a thing, you all pay the price.” It was a childhood 
version of “off with their heads.” Still, after all that, there were times 
when not ONE of us knew anything or at least none of us would 
ADMIT to anything." 

This sounded pretty serious. 
“Yikes!” I blurted. “How did she punish you?” 
Mother smiled and put her hand on my shoulder. 
“It was not as bad as you might imagine.” 
“I have a pretty big imagination mom.” 
“Yes, I know you do. Still, not as bad as you might imagine.” 
“Okay. So what was the punishment then?” 
This really concerned me because mother NEVER punished 

us. At least not what I would CALL punishment. Let me tell you, I 
know that I’ve had friends—I HAVE friends—whose punishments 
are pretty horrible. From the slap slap slap to the red butt whack 
whack whack of the belt, some of my friends’ stories sounded like 
what I imagined prison would be. So yeah, sometimes the giants 
(that’s what I called parents) would whoop on their kids who were 
like toy dolls by comparison.  

“Sometimes we would not get desert after dinner. Or other 
times we would have to go to bed an hour early.” 

Hmm. That didn't sound TOO bad. Some of the deserts we 
had I didn’t want anyway. So not getting it would be a gift. Ha ha. 
And early bedtime? I go to bed at 8:00 and sometimes even Luna 
does. So a punishment of going to bed at 7:00 didn’t sound so 
terribly bad.  



“So what time did you normally go to bed?” 
“7:00.” 
“Why so early?” 
“Just the way it was.” 
I quickly did the math. 
“So, going to bed an hour early meant...” 
“6:00. Right after dinner. Or sometimes with NO dinner.” 
“No dinner?” I yelped, thinking that sounded extreme. 

“Wasn't it still light outside?” 
“Yes, but that didn’t matter. It was punishment after all. And 

in the summer, hearing our friends laughing and running and playing 
outside was pretty horrible. A real punishment. I remember so many 
nights crying myself to sleep.” 

She remembers crying herself to sleep MANY nights. My 
childhood has been MUCH better than that! 

“So who did it?” 
“Did what?” 
“The thing grandma Ruth was asking you about, whatever it 

was.” 
“Well. That’s the mystery. I knew what I had done IF I had 

done anything at all. But my sisters were older than me. And 
sometimes they would do things and blame them on me. And other 
times they both knew about the things they did but kept silent. 
There's much about what happened in our house that I never DID 
know.” 

“Your sisters sound mean!” 
“It's just part of childhood, honey.”  
“I guess.” 



I was upset as if something bad had been done to ME. Who 
would want sisters like that? I loved my little sister, so small and 
cute. Yes, sometimes I DID get jealous because she seemed to get all 
of mom’s attention. It was something I was learning to live with day 
by day.  

“But the thing that changed everything was the gremlin.” 
Luna had been so locked in to mother's story that the mention 

of “gremlin’ made her eyes pop wide open so it looked like two ping 
pong balls were stuck on her face. 

“Sometimes, for whatever reason, our mother would say, 
“Well if NONE of you did anything it must be the gremlin.” 

“My sisters just agreed that yes, it must be the gremlin. And 
me? I was creeped out that this little gremlin was running around our 
house taking things.” 

Luna’s bottom lip started quivering and immediately the 
waterworks started as the tears began to fall, with low, fierce, 
choking sobs. 

“Oh, I'm sorry my little angel,” mother said while giving her 
a strong secure hug. “Momma shouldn't have told you that story.” 

“Gwemlin, scawy. Gwemlin scawy.” 
I thought they were too. IF they were real.  
They were not. 
Her tears had slowed and the choking sobs had stopped but 

she was very upset by this gremlin business. Who wants a sinister 
little guy running around their house stealing things? 

Momma quickly changed gears to turn this train around 
before it ran off the rails and into a mountain. 

“But you know what? The gremlin in our house? He’s not 
scary at all. He’s like a little green friend with a pointy head who 
likes to laugh and move things around because he thinks it’s funny." 



The tears stopped as Luna stared at momma’s face, watching 
her pretty red lips move. 

“You remember Grandma's cat, Moose, how he likes to move 
things around too?” 

Luna’s eyes got real wide and a big smile washed across her 
face. 

Luna giggled, “He's siwwy, momma.”  
“Our gremlin is like Moose. Really, I guess he’s like a 

marshmallow man with a pointy head.” 
“And gween?” said Luna. 
“Yes. And green.” 
Another disaster averted by mom. 
At a later date, well away from little sister ears, mother told 

me a different version of this childhood tale. 
“The whole gremlin story began with an event so big it 

colored my childhood life for a long time. One time, my favorite toy 
of all got lost. It was Ruby Racer, a little motorcycle riding girl with 
red hair, a flowing scarf, a racer’s helmet, and a big toothy smile. I 
used to race her around the house, up and down the stairs, in the 
bathtub; I’d even take her to bed with me sometimes. She was my 
special little friend. 

“Then one day she went missing. Right away I thought one of 
my sisters had hidden her. They both denied it of course. Grandma 
Ruth got involved questioning them, questioning me, asking if I 
misplaced it or left it somewhere. It went around and around and 
Ruby Racer just could not be found. That was when the gremlin story 
came around.” 

“Must be the gremlin,” Grandma Ruth said. 
“But I was so despondent. It was as if I lost my only friend in 

the world. And the whole gremlin idea scared me something awful. I 



would imagine being in bed with this little strange gremlin creeping 
around, even under my bed. 

“I mean I was about as young as Luna. I thought gremlins 
were REAL. I was so terrified I asked if I could sleep with a 
nightlight on. 

“My sisters were no help at all. They teased me and said he’s 
small and green and very mean with big red eyes and sharp yellow 
fangs and if you see him while he’s sneaking around in the night 
he’ll steal you away and never bring you back. Might even gobble 
you up! 

“When Grandma found out about THAT mean trick, she 
punished them both for a whole week, right in the middle of summer. 
They looked as sad as if their kitty had died.” 

“They deserved it, mom.” 
“I don’t disagree with you sweetie. But still, even though I 

still suspected them and was angry that they teased me so cruelly, it 
was difficult to watch them suffering. Years later, when I was 
already a teenager, I found out that one of my friends, Lizzie Barnes, 
a dirty rumpled girl who lived in the poorest part of town, had taken 
it because that was the ONLY way she could ever get ANY toys. Her 
parents didn’t have much and used whatever money they had for 
food, clothes, and rent, the necessities. So I felt bad for her then.  

Real bad.  
I was almost HAPPY she took the toy, the poor girl. But still, 

my life without Ruby Racer was a big dark patch in my childhood I 
tried very hard to forget.” 

Her story was so real, came alive so fully right in front of me, 
the word SAD popped up in front of my eyes in big capital letters 
and made me cry, it jumped onto my bare foot and hugged my ankle. 
Mother hugged me and placed me in her lap and for a while we both 
wept quietly as she rocked back and forth holding tight to me, a very 
special moment that forged an unbreakable bond between us.



 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

In Wonoca the colors and scents of the autumn season had been 
trilling and swirling, glowing bright and soft gray-blue along the 
shores of Crinklebery Lake. Many days in a row the fields and shores 
were dim with misty rain. Sometimes the wind seemed to shiver with 
a breathy sadness.  

Listening to the chill whispering winds was a thrill I looked 
forward to every year. As the season changed from summer to 
autumn, there was a quivering feeling of old life being quickly left 
behind by the new life of damp air, changing colors, and the sweet 
smell of fresh baked bread pouring out of the ovens.  

My cheeks would get rosy and sometimes the air would hurt 
to breathe because of its sharp cold undercurrents. Mom would call 
me the apple of autumn because of my red cheeks. And Luna would 
look like the roundest, reddest apple in the bunch. 

Still, despite all these beauteous wonders, I had restless nights 
of storm and tempest when I sometimes woke to wish that no wicked 
spirits would be tiptoeing up the grim river shore.  

Stay away gremlins.  



Maybe the brave light whirling through the darkness could 
guide those scurrying scags into a deep dark cave far away from me.  

By the time November sauntered in I sometimes felt as if 
spring would never come again. Just looking at the ugliness of our 
frosted and ragged flower-plots lent a hopelessness that was difficult 
to overcome. The cheery little garden of ours became a sorrowful 
place, and the maples and birches were pale and naked.  

But the fir-wood behind the house was forever green and 
trusty; and even in November and December we received glorious 
days of sunshine and purple hazes, when the lake danced and 
sparkled as merrily as in midsummer, and the cove was so softly blue 
and tender that the storm and the wild wind seemed like things of a 
long-past dream.  

Sometimes at night I would stand on our back porch to take in 
the full feel of autumn. Feel its crisp air. Hear the soft clinking 
sounds of the ornamental garden bells. And if fate was favoring me, 
witness the first tender dancing snowflakes.  

We sometimes saw our first gentle snow by October’s end, so 
this was not an unusual feat. Not the deep and robust snow of winter, 
but a thin dusting to coat the ground and melt by noon. 

On a clear night I could sometimes even see a galaxy of 
twinkling lights from the string of colorful towns stretching across 
the mountains. But I would not venture past the porch on those silent 
autumn nights, because for that I would need a lantern. 

I never liked walking with a lantern. I always had the 
strangest feeling that just outside the circle of light, just over its edge 
in the darkness; I was surrounded by a ring of silent, sinister things, 
watching me from the shadows with hostile eyes.  

I’ve had that feeling throughout my childhood.  
I never feel like that when I’m totally in the darkness. When 

the darkness is closed in all around me, I’m not the least bit scared. 



It’s like when the darkness closes in all around me, it’s a 
friend. But when it’s cut off and outside the ring of light, it’s the 
enemy. 

But today at Moonwillow Elementary, I join my classmates in 
confusion as we view with wide glassy eyes, the new vertical 
hanging sign at the main entrance pointing the way to:  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Obviously the sign had been hung upside down and wiggy 

waggy so I guess you had to be as smart as a fifth grader to 
unscramble it. Still, there were some of us who wandered around 
jumbled.  

“What’s a smoortser?” 
That was Mark Lipton. 
Jill Tillman of course had to stick her biggity sniggity nose 

into that rich zingland.  
“It’s an extraterrestrial plot to mess with you. Better wear 

your aluminum helmet so they don’t steal your brain.” 
“It’s too late for HIM,” added Jaylene. 
Oblivious as always, Mark threw them a peace sign and 

walked away happily twiddling his fingers in front of him. 



“There is something so WRONG with that boy,” mumbled 
Larry Parker, lurking at the sidelines, mining for gold in nostril 
heaven. 

“Yup,” said his new pal, Lonnie. 
Lonnie was smart enough to realize that having a friend 

bigger than himself was a good protection scheme. 
A smaller, rounder boy stood next to Lonnie with a grin. 
I realized immediately this was the latest addition to the 

craggy crew of school bullies taking shape. The three crooked legs of 
a crooked three-legged stool.  

Every bully needed a sidekick, a number two. But who 
wanted to be number two? 

EEUW! 
And number one and number two needed to have a number 

three. Rule #2 in the Bully Handbook. 
While number one bully relied on bully number two, he 

would sometimes abuse him. Therefore the number two bully would 
abuse number three. I know it’s confusing but the B-Boys as I called 
them, seemed to “get it” without actually knowing just what they 
were getting.  

There were like some spidery webs of connected logic that 
made the whole twisted mess almost seem like it made sense. 

Easy to see anyways that number one rarely abused number 
three. It was like rule #3 in the BH (Bully Handbook) that number 
three was the personal whipping boy of bully number two who had to 
have some way to work off the anger he had collected from the abuse 
of bully number one. 

I think in the adult world they call this a codependent 
relationship disorder. 



So while they each in turn hurled abuse at the rest of the 
world, the primary abuse they suffered came from WITHIN their 
group. 

But these were not your typical threaten scare punch and kick 
kind of bullies. These were the snigger taunt and mock kind of 
bullies. Annoying still, but not so dangerous. 

I had found that bullies are the exact opposite of what people 
think. They stay babies forever. 

But even babies can scratch and bite. 
So I kept my distance, stayed out of arm’s reach you could 

say. 
Lately the weather reports were saying that winter would 

charge in early and fierce, white capping the ponds and lakes and 
rivers overflowing the banks quicker than you could say “butter my 
biscuit.” Sorry, canoers, stay away.  

Closer to home, it looks like white capping was happening in 
its own special way at Moonwillow. Begun by the icy winds of abuse 
roaring from the mouths of our not so friendly types. 

The weather appeared to be echoing the happenings at school 
or maybe it was the other way around? 

Seems to me this concept of “threatening” has been spreading 
its wings wide and tissue paper thin. The news had been talking 
about storms for the last week. “Big storm coming, better seal them 
windows and close them doors. Better have yourself a spare canoe, 
ha ha.”  

Better this, better that. But you know what? All we’ve been 
seeing around here is lots of bully clouds crowding the sky, blocking 
the sun, making the air cold and throats scratchy and never actually 
RAINING. Bullies bullies everywhere.  

I for one am tired of hearing about it. In the first place, if 
you’re gonna rain, I yelled at the sky, then go right ahead. Don’t be 
dancing around the idea like you’re scared of something. Have some 



self-respect or the storm gods will take away your storm power and 
give it to a storm that knows what storms do. And as anybody knows, 
they do one thing: STORM! 

But, in the second place, as I calm myself down, where does 
the rain come from anyways? In the early morning the sky had been 
bright, then clouds appeared, and finally after I boldly shouted at the 
sky came the much announced rain, and you would probably answer 
that it was the clouds which supplied the rain.  

Or maybe it was actually shamed by my bold words?  
Doubt it.  
But the clouds must have derived the water from some source 

right? Like the rain store? But how is it that clouds gather rain, and 
let it descend upon the earth? Maybe it’s in cahoots with the garden 
gnomes who I say seem a little too silent to be trusted completely. I 
mean, doesn’t a garden gnome appear on TV occasionally, 
advertising travel or something? Not so silent NOW, are ya?  

In the third place, what is it that causes the river to rush on in 
one direction more than another? When the water is low, you could 
perhaps almost step across the channel on the stones and gravel, the 
current small though it might be but still quite perceptible. You can 
see that the water is moving along the channel always from the same 
quarter.  

And then when the channel is filled with this roiling torrent of 
dark water, you see that the direction of the current is still the same. 
Why should this be, right? Why does it not back up and say, “Done 
going this way now; BORING” and change direction? 

Okay, like yesterday the water was clear, today it is dark and 
discolored. Take a little of this dirty-looking water home with you, 
and let it stand all night in a glass. And guess what? Tomorrow 
morning, like some kind of strange magic you will find that it is 
clear, and that a fine layer of mud has sunk to the bottom.  



Oh, so it’s mud, then, that discolors the swollen river. But, ha 
ha, where did this mud come from, the sassy water says with a sneer?  

A huge HA HA flashed in front of my rain soaked tired eyes. 

I concluded these thoughts by saying, “Not my monkeys, not 
my circus.” 



 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

I was thinking real hard on this and it struck me like the fated “bolt 
out of the blue” that on top of being far too pretty and super-duper 
nice for a fifth grade teacher, Miss Emiline also had a way of talking 
to us that was so very very unlike MOST of the teachers I had known 
in my years at Moonwillow.  

She never and I mean NEVER said the word don’t. Like if 
somebody was doing something like, I don’t know, drawing in class? 
She wouldn’t stroll up to them and say, “Don’t do that in class” but 
instead she’d say “Please do that after class” or something along 
those lines. Not saying “don’t do” but instead telling you what TO 
do. Very different from most teachers who almost seemed to take 
pleasure in slapping you down with the rule book of “Don’t.”  

Maybe you could say I was a Miss Emiline fan. 
Not that I was going to go around wearing like a Go Miss 

Emiline t-shirt or nothing. Just because I had been drafted into the 
goon squad didn’t mean I had to go all out goofy. I mean, I did have 
some standards. 



Like for instance, sometimes when I was eating, like when I 
was eating something I really really liked, like Frosted Flakes (when 
I could wrestle some away from Luna’s all grabbing hands) I would 
break into song, just a little, “I’m so happy I gotta sing” type of song.  

My favorite one lately was Good Thoughts, Good Words, 
Good Deeds, by Wuzzy Cat. It was such a bouncy giggly all around 
good feeling song. The kind of song that made me HAPPY even if I 
wasn’t all that happy at the moment. A mood lifter you could say. 
And it made me happy to BE happy. But would I ever and I mean 
EVER do that at school? 

No with a capital “N.” Like I said, I do have some standards.  
At that moment HAPPY jumped up on the table and began its 

very own special happy dance. I got the distinct impression that it 
wanted me to acknowledge and say that IT made me happy just 
because its name was happy and why the hey am I talking about a 
“happy” song as if I needed one since happy was always ready to 
jump in and help. 

“Well” I said, realizing it was feeling left out, “of course you 
are the happiest happy of all. But I don’t expect you be around, 
ALWAYS. Though I am super-duper happy when you are…around, 
I said petting it across its back the way it loved. 

It looked at me kind of unsure then began the biggest 
sparkling display like a light show I had ever seen it do.  

Glad that was settled. You can’t go around having the word 
happy not be HAPPY. 

Little did I know my entire life was to be turned upside down 
and inside out that day as I received a whole new set of eyes and way 
of seeing things…absoflippinlutely. 

It happened when Gobby leaned over to me right before class 
started and whispered to me, real close like. 



“I was drawing my latest addition to my monster attack squad 
and I put it in this box to keep my cat, Frizzy from getting at it? And 
when I came back and opened the box it was walking around.” 

Maybe I was too tired that morning but I couldn’t wrap my 
head around this “walking around” business.  

“What was walking around? The box?” 
He looked at me like I had grown a horn through my 

forehead. 
“No,” he said shaking his head. “The drawing.” 
Oh. Now I was seeing it. The drawing was walking around. 

Quickly I shifted into inspector mode. 
“Oh, maybe it was just a breeze pushing it across the floor?” 
At that point he had reached the limits of his generosity of 

spirit. He slapped me on the head. 
The peering eyes of Jill Tillman snapped to attention as she 

looked our way. 
“No, the picture ON the paper had come to life in miniature 

and was walking around inside the box.” 
Now I KNEW he was kidding me. 
I began laughing, “You’re funny Gobby. As if—” 
He threw me the most intense stinkeye I had ever seen. 
“Alright “unbeliever,” he spit with a sneer. “I guess I’ll just 

have to SHOW you.”  
“What. You got it in your pocket or something?” 
“Oh please. I have the green box in my locker. Meet me after 

class and I’ll show you” 
The green box? He said it like I should KNOW what the 

green box is. But it’s the first I heard about any “green box.” But 
storm clouds were gathering as I attempted to grasp this green box 



mystery. Looks like our close “whispering” talk was getting a bit 
loud because wouldn’t you know it; we had been picked up by bad 
ol’ dependable Jill Tillman’s radar. And I caught Larry’s maliciously 
twinkling eyes scanning across me and Gobby.  

And Jill, well she was not doing much of anything just yet. 
But it was easy to see that she had stopped talking to her “mini me” 
and had an ear turned directly toward us. Figuring that ignoring her 
was the best defense, I did just that. 

Then she put her right arm across her chest to point behind 
her and directly at me. 

“Looks like Sparrow has got a boyfriend,” she said loud 
enough to be heard by anyone near her, which of course was Jaylene. 
Thankfully, the room was still buzzing with everyone getting to their 
seats, talking to friends, blah blah blah, so her voice only reached her 
third arm, the third arm nodding her head like a bobble head dog with 
a big goofy smile on her face. 

Okay, so “ignoring” her had failed. We were under the prison 
yard spotlight. What I didn’t realize was that evidently my surprise at 
this turn of events was showing on my face. 

“And look,” she said. “Looks like Sparrow just slammed into 
a window.” 

I turned away from her to stop her intrusive eyes from 
peering into my face. 

“And look,” she said, cranking up the heat of the spotlight. 
“She can’t get enough of him. See how she’s looking at him again?” 

OMG this girl was relentless! 
Gobby of course was lost in his own little world and was 

blissfully tuned out of this vicious smack down. At that moment I 
instantly understood the phrase “ignorance is bliss.” 



 

CHAPTER NINE 

STOMP STOMP!  
SQUASH SQUASH! 

The sickening sounds rained and echoed through the hallway 
and danced before my eyes in blood red letters as Larry, rotund ogre 
supreme, brought his large unmerciful steel toed boot stomping down 
repeatedly on the defenseless green box…Gobby’s green box, which 
no longer resembled a box but a flattened two dimensional rectangle.  

I was stunned silent, even my brain refused to engage as 
thoughts swirled and twirled, colliding and tangling until they made 
no sense at all. Not since seeing a possum flattened on the road did 
seeing something lose its third dimension sicken me so intensely. 

If a small animal, such as a bird or a rabbit, is put under a 
glass bell so that no air can get in, it uses up all the oxygen. In a few 
minutes it becomes faint; it is unable to stand up, and unless it gets 
fresh air it will soon die.  



Watching the horrors played out in front of me put me in 
mind of being one of those selfsame unfortunate critters as the air 
became increasingly difficult to breathe. 

“What does it make NOW, Gobbo,” Larry mocked, rubbing 
his chin like he was thinking. “Oh, I don’t know…wait…wait for 
it…” he said leaning forward spreading his arms wide, his index 
fingers pointing skyward. “SQUASH! Ha ha ha, yeah, it makes 
squash.” 

Oh he was SOOOO funny, the destructive monster. 
“You’re a monster, Larry,” I yelled as my brain and stomach 

finally stopped churning, glancing over at Gobby who looked about 
ready to cry big puddles all around him. 

But I had played right into the monster’s hand. “Oh look 
Lonnie,” he said, shaking his head with pouting lips. “Sparrow is 
clacking and flying into a windstorm.” 

Lonnie sniggered and slapped his hand across his knee. 
“Yeah,” he added, needing to get in on the public beating. 

“Better watch it. Lightning’s coming!” 
At this Larry doubled over and apparently busted a gut 

laughing. He was going so loony with laughter he was spitting, 
spraying and drooling everywhere, not a pretty sight. EEUW. Now I 
was not only feeling the sting internally I was feeling it externally as 
well when a drop hit my arm. 

“Good one,” he managed between bursts of laughter, patting 
Lonnie on the back as if trying to dislodge some ribs. “Yeah, 
lightning. Zap zap, sizzle sizzle!” he choked out. 

“And look,” Larry said, renewing his attack, wiping the drool 
from his chin and rubbing it on his shirt, “Rain is already falling on 
the squawky little bird.” 

Sure enough, wet splotches of Larry spit were all across the 
legs of my pants and tips of my sneakers.  



“Monsoon alert, monsoon alert,” Lonnie began chanting as he 
jumped up and down waving his arms birdlike. “Fly away bird…fly 
away!” 

Now Larry began laughing so loud and so hard he dropped to 
his knees hugging his stomach, wincing in pain at the daggers caused 
by his intense laughing fit. Lonnie stood by faithfully playing his role 
as second string bully to his number one. 

Larry the laughing boy had now degenerated to a ha ha cough 
cough spit spit state as he clearly showed the price he was paying for 
his comedy episode. Things were winding down in a poetic justice 
kind of way as he winced in agony at his antics 

When suddenly, a wave of soothing air seemed to brush 
across me as the picture of the slowly collapsing boy, his insane 
laughter and goofy companion, Lonnie, began to take on the 
appearance of an Italian street organ grinder and his performing 
monkey, both dancing and jumping and falling to their knees for my 
entertainment.  

I had read that the organ grinder and monkey combination 
had been banned from the streets of New York in 1935, long before I 
was born and the unfortunate consequence was the destruction of 
hundreds of organs, the barrels of which contained a record of the 
popular music of the day.  

Not my kind of music I’m pretty sure but still it was sad that 
the barrel organs were destroyed. Then along comes a modern 
variation happening right in front of me. Although Lonnie, the 
presumed monkey of the duo, was not begging for money, only 
attention.  

Despite myself, a slow smile spread across my face as the 
idiotic humor of the whole thing seemed to make some kind of sense, 
and a giggle escaped my lips.  

Okay, these were bullies mocking me and Gobby, one of 
them committing acts of aggression even, but it made sense in a 
prewritten script kind of way. Did I just enter into an alternate 



dimension or something, an ode to organ grinders and monkeys of 
days gone by? 

Yeah, I was definitely thinking that I was living in a historical 
adventure movie. 

Sure, I thought, and monkeys are flying out of the walls and 
organ grinders are rolling across the floor.  

Then things got weirder. Long dark shadows suddenly 
stretched across the hallway, long dark shadows that were coming 
through the large glass windows at the end of the hall. I heard a low 
sound and peered down the hall toward the windows. I could see 
nothing but the daylight. But there was something else, a low sound, 
rising up slowly. It was soft, like feet tapping the asphalt in the 
distance. Something was coming towards us. The tapping grew 
louder, and I started to make out the form at the window. 

Grhhnh…grhnnh…grhhnh…echoed throughout the hall, 
bouncing off the walls and becoming so loud the walls shook. 

OMG! What is happening here? 
“Rakka! Hello girl,” yelled Gobby, waving excitedly at the 

window, as far from crying as the sun is from the moon compared to 
how I had seen him just minutes before.  

Long tall red and white striped furry legs walked right in 
front of the window and stopped. Legs I say because they were so 
LONG I could not see anything from where I stood. Just long, 
impossibly freakishly long like “what the heck is this” long LEGS!  

Gobby rubbed his hands along the window like he was 
petting them. Not the windows. The impossibly long legs. 

I was so gobsmacked I had no words. Words just dried up 
crawled away and went into shock. 

WHOA!!! flashed in front of my eyes in bright Day-Glo 
colors. 



So engrossed was I in what was happening at the window, I 
didn’t realize that the organ grinder and his monkey had stopped 
their frenzies and gone silent and were on their knees in the long 
shadows looking at the window with terror stricken eyes.  

“What the—” said Larry, choking on his words. “Is that his 
pet or something?” 

“Dunno,” said Lonnie, who had developed a sudden 
unrelenting itch on his neck. 

“Umm, maybe it’s time to…” 
“Yessir,” said Lonnie, and off their knees they rose and high 

tailed it out of there as if their lives depended on it. 
Gobby had gathered up his box, pushed the sides and top 

back into shape as much as he could, and although it was a crumpled 
crinkled mess of a used-to-be-a-box kind of thing, I suppose it looked 
as good as it was going to after surviving a bully stomp down. Then, 
right before my stunned eyes, the box popped up, reconstructed 
itself, and stood sharp creased and gleaming triumphant, proud as 
any box has a right to be. 

Gobby smiled wide and clapped his hands like an excited 
toddler.  

JOY  
The word danced before our eyes in rainbow colored splendor 

as I immediately remembered that Gobby could also see these 
magically materializing words. 

Now I got a close look at the box and realized that besides 
being a green box as he had told me it was covered in a green satin 
like material and gold embroidered on the cover and sides were 
strange and swirly ancient magic or sorcery type symbols and 
drawings, a lot like the drawings Gobby had been producing lately. 
In fact it looked a lot like the kind of box I had seen magicians use. A 
surge of respect coursed through me. 



 

CHAPTER TEN 

SHOCK 

Like a brass gong ringing shrill and loud the word bounced 
inside my head from side to side, thrumming till I was sure someone 
standing close to me could hear it. I mean Gobby had just shown me 
a magical box, a massive mythical creature created BY that box, and 
we were standing off to the side of the hallway after his antics had 
run two bullies off who I’m sure were rethinking this whole pick on 
Gobby thing. 

“Where did you get this box?” 
Gobby turned red like I’d just embarrassed him. 
“Well,” he began. “It’s kind of a strange story.” 
A strange story, huh? Evidently “strange story” had become 

the reigning theme of this day. So why not pile on another one.  
“A little store on Clay Street, in the downtown district, the 

part of town that is not necessarily a safe place, especially for kids. 
But it’s at night that things get dangerous. In the daytime it’s okay.  



“The store, Magitiques and Treasures, has all kinds of unique 
knick knacks and books and furniture, even some clothing, from past 
times, maybe even ancient times, all laid out on tables and shelves or 
hanging and sometimes even hidden in little cubby holes throughout 
the shop so it’s almost like a readymade scavenger hunt in a way. 
You know, go looking for stuff on a list that you’re given by the ones 
running the game?  

“But there was no game and no list and I wasn’t playing at 
all. But I did begin a sort of game with myself after looking around 
quite a lot, because believe me, there’s just so much interesting stuff 
in that store I was drawn to it, like a moth to a flame.  

“I would go in there on a Saturday and walk and wander and 
look and touch and have a great time just imagining what some of 
those treasures had been used for. When I came across this box, the 
drawings pulled me in immediately.  

“Odd really because I felt like I KNEW these drawings.  
“Like I’d seen them before, in a dream, in my imagination, 

in…I don’t know. It was exciting and creepy and the strangest 
feeling I had ever from just looking at a bunch of old decrepit stuff in 
an old antique store type place.  

“Yet at the same time it was like I’d found a home I’d never 
been to before. And then came this weird green box. A green box, 
right? What’s so special about a green box? But then…” 

He stopped talking and got this far away look in his eyes, 
what I think is called the thousand yard stare. Then shaking his head 
once, whispering to himself “It’s so silly,” he began again. 

“The pull of this box was so strong I couldn’t resist.” 
Talk about strong pull, his story had sucked me in so that my 

mouth was hanging open. 
“So you bought it then?” 
He got quiet and hung his head. 



“Yes and no. I wanted to…really really wanted to buy it. But 
the owner, Stavros Vasilantonopoulos Krespo, whose nametag says 
Call me Krespo, had a sign on it that gave it a price of $999. Where 
could I possibly get THAT kind of cash.”  

“But you got the box anyway.” 
His eyes hardened as he eyeballed me. 
How well did I actually know, Gobby? I mean, under 

pressure people will do the strangest… 
“What, you think I stole it?” 
“No not at all. I’m just…” 
“Like I said, weird was the one constant in this odd magical 

antiques store. I guess it must have been pretty obvious, my 
attraction to this box. I remember standing there looking at it, feeling 
myself falling into it in a kind of way like my soul was being pulled 
out of me and into the box, like it had me under its spell,” he said, his 
eyes going all woozy.  

“My dad owns a gas station, at the Mega Mart in town, and 
his pockets are always full of coins, I don't know why. And he would 
sit in his favorite recliner chair when he got home to watch 
television.  

“Well, he would often sleep there and get up later on to go to 
bed. Anyway, coins would fall out of his pockets when he was in the 
chair and I was free to grab whatever coins I could from under the 
chair. But there wasn't as much to grab in this one particular week as 
there usually was.  

“That's why when I walked into the store I had only those few 
coins in my pocket, slim pickings as compared to some of the hauls I 
had gotten. At one point I had my hand in my pocket and I began 
jingling the coins I had in there as I was mesmerized by the box, 
standing in front of it totally in its command like I’d lost my mind. I 
could have been standing there for hours, I don’t know, I was under 
the box’s control.  



“After I don’t know how long, I seemed to suddenly snap out 
of it and I looked around me and realized that I was standing in the 
middle of the store staring at this box and jingling the coins in my 
pocket. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the owner of the store 
looking at me, weird like, as if I was some kind of three headed 
creature.” 

“It’s got you in its grasp, yes?” 
It took me a few seconds to realize he was talking to me. 
“Umm, the box?” I said, pointing at it as if I was unsure of 

what he was referring to. 
“You know it is, fellow,” he said, rapping his knuckles once 

on the counter. 
“It’s…uhh…” 
“Pricey, yes. The market it goes up each day. It is a rare piece 

with a storied history.” 
“Then he launched into a long winding tale of wizards and 

demons and mad kings and wars and faeries and elves and on and on 
in such a way that it became clear that this box would ALWAYS be 
out my reach and my ability to afford it. The swirling spinning 
otherworldly creatures and symbols on the box added to the story’s 
believability.  

“And just when I thought he’d cranked up the heat about this 
box enough to ensure that I was a certified absolutely-can’t-live-
without-this-ancient-trinket customer, he told me about its magical 
properties. Unverified and undocumented but passed down through 
time by word of mouth in such abundance that the tales have 
survived into the modern era.” 

Wow. Now Gobby had ME in a trance with this long winding 
story.  

“So…” 



“So I left deciding I would never do anything but VISIT this 
miraculous ancient box in his store. Not that I minded too much. 
Gave me something to do on those boring Saturday mornings.” 

“But you HAVE the box.” 
“Yep, this is where weird got weirder still. The next Saturday 

I strolled into his shop with magical tales in my mind of otherworldly 
creatures and fascinating green boxes so ancient and powerful they 
lingered in time and went up in price every day of every year.  

“I was pockets jingle-jangling with coin when I arrived at the 
store. But not with thoughts of buying. No. Having pockets full of 
captured coin just made me giddy, like I was a pirate of the coin 
trade. Besides, by this time I had settled into the fact that this box and 
I would be steady friends. That I would NEVER own it. That one day 
it would be sold and I’d have to say goodbye.  

“But when I swung open the door and walked in, I noticed a 
sparkling haze throughout the store’s interior, almost like I’d 
wandered into a dreamland or a soon to be nightmare. A trickle of 
fear raced through me and I came to a dead stop, not sure if I wanted 
to continue. I stood in place and scanned my eyes around the room. It 
appeared empty. The owner, a big guy with a gold tooth who was 
usually behind the counter was nowhere in sight.  

“Thinking this strange I became more fretful than I already 
was and decided I would walk away and come back some other time. 
As I turned my head to do just that, my eyes caught sight of the green 
box and the sign posted it above it. The sign displayed a price of 
$9.99 cents.  

“I sighed and rubbed my eyes knowing for CERTAIN that it 
probably said $999 and that I was surely tired and hallucinating and 
mesmerized by the thick haze covering the inside of the store. 
Resolved to leave, I blinked a few times and looked at the box once 
more to ensure myself I had been seeing things.  

“But when I looked, the sign still had a price on it of $9.99 
cents. My legs began moving me in the box’s direction and I had it in 



my hands before I knew what was happening. All I remember is 
standing there with the box in my hand as I stared silent and still at 
the sign, unsure I wasn’t dreaming.  

“Then I was snapped out my trance. Like my ears had 
suddenly popped and opened I clearly heard some shuffling behind 
me and I turned around quickly to see the owner at the counter as if 
he’d always been there. I was major confused. ‘You just get here?’ I 
asked him when I found my voice, which came out all squeaky and 
scratchy. ‘No,’ he said. ‘Just tending to some paperworks.’” 

“He just appeared like a genie or something?” 
“Yeah, or something. Anyways, I plunked the box on the 

counter and he says, ‘This treasure is a great value at a great price.’ 
My face must have looked very confused and unbelieving at the 
moment because then he said, ‘It’s true, you know. The market swing 
high and low and today it swing to lowest yet.’  

“Of course I was thrilled.  
“So I fished around in my pockets not sure how much I had 

because I had just scooped the last of it up from under the chair that 
morning and stuffed it into my pockets adding it to what I already 
had—not even bothering to count it—because I was evidently too 
caught up in getting out and to the store to see the mystical box.  

“But my pockets did feel especially heavy.  
“I pulled all the coins out and let them clang onto the counter 

in a flashy pirate come to market kind of flourish, and began slowly 
counting them out into his hand. One quarter, two quarters, three 
quarters, four, quarter upon quarter upon quarter upon quarter, then 
nickels and dimes, and lastly 1, 2, 3, 4 cents, my mind going numb as 
I counted out the last coins; exactly $9.99 cents!  

“As the last coin dropped into his hand, I was certain about 
one thing: anything was possible. Weird electricity surged through 
me. Had he known how much I had and changed the sale price 
simply to match that amount?  



“But how COULD he have known?  
“Or did the box—being all-knowing or something—

magically change its price to place itself into my possession? Such an 
odd sensation was covering me like a heavy curtain I was sure that 
something magical was happening.  

“He smiled at me, sparks bouncing off his gold tooth, and 
said ‘I know you will enjoy your purchase’, and off I went, heart 
jumping for joy and the green box in my hot little hands.” 

“So you KNEW it could make your drawings come to life. 
How cool is that!” 

“As a matter of fact, no. All I knew were the stories he told 
me, which I assumed were just stories to keep a customer’s interest 
and nothing more. Of course I thought the drawings and symbols on 
it were way cool. All I knew for sure was that this box had some kind 
of otherworldly pull on me.  

“Until I jammed my latest drawing in there to keep my cat 
from chewing and/or shredding it.  

“Then…oh…then…when I opened the lid and I saw a 
miniature Lykazan strutting about I almost passed out. It was like a 
case of Schrödinger and his mystical box minus his cat, but in my 
case it was not a cat but a drawing that had come to life.” 

“Schrödinger?” 
“Yes, Erwin Schrödinger, a brilliant physicist instrumental in 

theoretical physics in1935 and his hypothetical cat. His scenario 
presented a hypothetical cat that may be simultaneously both alive 
and dead, a state known as a quantum superposition, as a result of 
being linked to a random subatomic event that may or may not 
occur.” 

This was confusing and almost magical sounding and why 
would he want to think of his cat being dead? Also I didn’t know that 
Gobby was so knowledgeable and smart.  

“Sounds odd, this Schrödinger guy.” 



“In a sense, yes he was. And the whole theoretical physics 
group. But he simply proposed a scenario which illustrated the 
contradictory states of the quantum system in which a particle such 
as an atom or photon can exist as a combination of multiple states 
corresponding to different possible outcomes.  

“So, in this line of thought the cat would either be alive or 
dead once he opened the box. It’s very complex and very theoretical 
but the green box episode kind of reminded me of Schrödinger, in a 
related way.” 

“Well, your creation was definitely alive.” 
“Yes, but just as with Schrödinger, when I opened the box it 

could have been either a dead drawing or a living creature. Except I 
wasn’t conducting some kind of theoretical physics experiment. I 
was just hiding my drawing from my cat. The strange parallel; I 
wanted to keep my living cat from ‘killing’ my drawing, so to 
speak.” 

“I guess we could call you Göbbinger?” 
He smiled. 
“Yes. I like that. Göbbinger.” 



 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

The neighborhood was so quiet that I could hear the wind rustling the 
few dry leaves that still hung on the trees. This was the time of 
morning where the biting chill lingered and stayed in force until the 
tired sun gained its strength and stretched its fingers high and wide, 
its moderate autumn flame flickering tentatively at first and not 
striking its peak till about noon.  

My favorite time of day since it was a time less traveled by 
the majority of friends and schoolmates who would not be up and 
about for another hour or two.  

This morning I had jumped out of bed, dressed myself 
quickly, and went outside. I had something special to attend to on 
this glimmering morning.  

The early wake up grogginess still tugged at my eyelids so 
the cold helped me stay alert. Gobby and I were going to meet at his 
house so he could give me a sort of tutorial about the magical green 
box and what he had learned about it up to this point. He promised he 
would share all he could but added that he was still learning about it 
himself. 



When I arrived at his house I was expecting a picture of quiet 
suburban solitude. The entire household still asleep, no lights, 
sounds, animals shuffling about, no external signs of life.  

But what greeted my eyes instead looked like I had entered an 
imaginary city street built bits and pieces by a world of avant-garde 
artists with varied and colorful imaginations. Each house was a 
different size, shape, and design.  

Some were brick and stone, some tribal huts or thatches, and 
others nothing but glass.  

Plenty of flowery bushes and tall trees sprung out of 
everything, even doorways, but they did not look real, more like a 
fantasy formulation of plastics.  

Explaining why some trees had bushes and flowers jutting 
from them. Brick sidewalks ran whizzy wig in all directions, leading 
to doorsteps, disappearing through the trunks of trees, or climbing up 
the sides of houses.  

Birds whistled and chirped from the treetops and branches as 
if it were well after sunrise yet the sun had barely crested the horizon. 
Streams ran in the middle of sidewalks or cascaded down glass 
houses and splashed into a pool below.  

A nimbus cloud of navigator pigeons drifted through the 
streets, guided by internal compass to destinations unknown. Besides 
all this, Gobby’s house contained something I did not expect; 
multiple doorways spread across the front. Each one a different color. 
Like a company of architects had got together with different design 
concepts and when they couldn’t choose among them and pick ONE, 
decided to use them all.  

I stood there for a moment looking at the front doors not 
knowing if I was expecting him to come bouncing out to say hello or 
hear him knocking on one of the doors or windows in some kind of 
secret code.  

Like I was in a super spy movie and in the starring role. For a 
moment I thought that I had never actually got out of bed and was 



still sleeping; so like one of my strangest most fantastical dreams 
were the oddities before me they almost felt homey.  

As if by design, the centermost door, a red one with shiny 
gold metalwork scrolled across it in amazingly intricate serpentine 
style, swung open lazily and there was Gobby.  

He sprang from the multicolored sofa and stood in the middle 
of the living room, a confused look on his face as if unsure who I was 
or why I was standing in his front yard. 

“Yes?” he called out. “Can help to you, pretty girl?” 
“Umm…umm” 
“Is not talking this one, brother. Think you?” 
“Is chokking? Must to save.” another voice spoke out. 
“No is chokking. Lost tongue?” said the first one. 
“Hmm…mebbe.” 
Now I knew I was dreaming as another identical Gobby 

popped out behind him and scratching his head looked as confused as 
the first one. 

“No for me is then, Blah. Maybe Evzie?” 
They both started nodding excitedly and animatedly as if they 

had just finally solved the world’s largest Rubik’s cube.  
“Is Evzie. Is true is no to doubt it.” 
And why were they speaking such broken English like they 

had just set foot in this country or this city, or town, or at least this 
planet? 

Then a third Gobby popped on the scene. 
“Ah, Lacy. You have met my brothers, yes? We are triplets of 

course.” 



“First there’s me, Evžen Arno Teodus Goba as you already 
know. Then Blahoslav Oldrich Teodus Goba and finally Melichar 
Radim Teodus Goba.” 

Each one bowed after his name was called.  
Three identical faces were looking at me with blank 

expressions that were hard to read. If they were as flummoxed as I 
was, I could imagine them thinking this situation was like something 
out a Blockbuster movie. That’s what I was thinking anyway. But not 
having the privilege of knowing for sure, I had only my guess that 
they were as confused about this turn of events as me. 

“But why do you all have Teodus as a middle name?” I 
couldn’t help but ask before I could even formulate about a thousand 
other questions I just knew I had. 

“Is middle name something is…what?” said Melichar, 
supreme confusion playing across his face. 

“In America the second name is called middle name,” 
answered Gobby. “So Teodus is our—”  

“MIDDLE NAME!” Melichar shouted with fists raised high. 
“See brother I’m is learn the American way.” 

At this the second brother Blahoslav spoke up. “Is favorite 
uncle, Teodus Stanislav. Him is builder most supreme is. You 
cansee,” he said waving his arm about him to encompass all my 
surprised eyes could see. “Is jaynus we to think?” 

“Genius, brother. Please use the English.” 
Blahoslav’s face went red as he said, “Excuse please. Is new 

to um…this.” 
“So, technically, you are ALL Gobby.” 
“No no and again, no. I am Gobby. My brothers are Blah and 

Mel. They school at home. Very very extremely smart my brothers. 
Blah an architect, like our uncle Teodus. And Mel a scientist like our 
uncle Blažej. And me, an artist.” 



His brothers shook their heads with sad expressions.  
“Our brother is not the big gonzo American dollar talent. I 

say there is maybe…” 
“The MOMO?” 
“Yes. Is mebbe the MOMO. Could to have the gonzo 

American dollars!” 
“Yes. Could to have.” 
“Yes…yes…the MOMO!” his two brothers shouted in unison 

and began bouncing up and down in place, waving their arms as if 
preparing to lift off like birds. This was way too much energy for 
early morning for me, as I watched stunned in awe and ever more 
fascinated by these brothers who evidently counted out the hours in 
espresso shots. 

“Is looks like Karina, the girl your friend, Evzie. Is true, 
yes?” said Mel. 

“Hmm,” said Blah nodding his head in thought. “Is could to 
be the sisters.” 

“Is could…yes.” 
“Mel is the coo coo for cocoa puffs for the Karina.” 
‘Is not coo coo,” protested Mel. 
“Is true, Evzie?” questioned Blah of his brother. 
Gobby shook his head refusing to answer at first until a smile 

slowly crept across his face. 
“See,” said Blah pointing at him. “He say is true.” 
Now Mel hung his head, swaying it slowly from side to side, 

a forlorn expression on his face  
“Yes I say…yes…is true.” 



“And he will triumphing for to get her with gonzo American 
dollars!” concluded Blah with a big smile as he patted Mel strongly 
on his back.  

“This is I wish,” said Mel. 
 



 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

He glanced at his watch just as 8:57 turned to 8:58. I rocked back and 
forth to stay warm in the chill morning air. At 9:00 we were to begin 
our exploration into the unknown wonders of the magical green box. 

The long legged creature Rakka stood next to him nibbling 
bugs and leaves from the thick maple tree in the front yard and at the 
rate she was munching foliage it would be naked in no time at all. 
And the tree was so pretty and picturesque too with its autumn 
colors. 

“Maybe we should ask the box to do something,” I said. “You 
know, like three wishes or something?” 

Gobby tossed me a look of restraint like “are you kidding?” 
Like he couldn’t believe I was so dense. 

“It’s not a genie, Lacy.” 
“Right,” I said quickly, attempting to recover. “I was just 

thinking about what it could do besides bring pictures to life. 



I looked up above me as a masticated leaf glob fell on my 
shoulder. Rakka certainly looked content munching away at the tree. 
Much like I imagine an urban giraffe would look. 

“Really?” said Gobby, again with a look of extreme restraint. 
“This box is SCARY enough as it is. Do I WANT to know it can do 
more terrifying things?” 

Now he caught me off guard. I had thought he was excited 
and happy about the capabilities of this magical box. I had never 
stopped to consider that he might be afraid. 

“Umm…I was just saying.” 
“Sorry,” said Gobby, a red-faced look of shame or apology 

now across his face. “I guess I’m just too hyped up about this weird 
box thing. You’ve done nothing wrong.” 

“Thank you. I was beginning to wonder if you WANTED me 
to be here.” 

“No. Umm…Yes, I do want you here. No way am I going at 
this alone.” 

He had no idea what was out there in green box land. Maybe 
Rakka was Gobby’s new best friend that came from a picture he 
drew. Maybe the antique dealer wanted to get rid of Gobby and sent 
Rakka to crush him and keep the green box a secret. In other words, 
maybe it wasn’t a magic box at all but an evil antique dealer who 
wanted to fool Gobby into believing in the magic box because he had 
something bigger and more terrifying in mind. I mean, how could I 
look at a gigantic beast like Rakka and trust it was friendly? It would 
be like trusting that Godzilla was a huge happy reptile from the sea 
that came to land to make friends.  

Comforting thoughts that felt like I had solved the riddle. But 
if the magic box was a lie, then where did this mythical beast come 
from? 

As if reading my mind, the sneaky mind reader Rakka dipped 
her huge face down toward me and ran her fat, wide, wet and sloppy 



tongue up from my chin and across my face, leaving a wide swathe 
of beastly spit running down my face in rivulets and dripping off my 
chin. A few nibbled bits of leaf were rolled into her wet gift too. 
Either she liked me or she was seasoning her meat before eating it. 
Rub the meat with a few buckets full of salty spit and a mouthful of 
ground maple leaves, the favorite seasoning of ALL long legged 
mythical beasts. 

Gobby finally noticed me as if for the first time. 
“Umm…Lacy? You have…umm…” 
“Yeah, I know,” I said, wiping my hand across my face then 

wiping it across my jeans. “Your…pet…just…slobbered me.” 
“Oh,” he said. 
Just then a new sensation assaulted me.  
 “It’s c-c-cold,” I mumbled, as a brisk breeze slapped me 

across the face. My breath rose like steam in front of me. “I could get 
frostbite out here!” 

“No chance of that, Lacy. It’s not winter and there’s no ice 
that I can see.” 

Now I wasn’t so sure Gobby was my friend at all. His huge 
um…PET, had just slobbered me like I was a dog toy and all he 
could offer for support and comfort was that he didn’t see ice 
anywhere? A girl tends to get tetchy when she’s been bathed in 
animal spit. 

“Sorry she slobbered you though. She likes you I guess?” 
He was so earnest and his face was so childlike and absent of 

malice or mockery that I couldn’t help but smile, immediately 
forgiving him for any sins I had accused him of committing. I threw 
his two brothers into my forgiveness campaign too even though they 
were not outside with us but I just threw them into my silent curses 
and forgiveness because they were all part of team Gobby. The 
Gobbonauts you might say or the three anti-stooges you could say, 
although they WERE kind of comical the way they carried on with 



their broken English and unfamiliarity with American customs and 
behaviors. Yeah, funny.  

But stooges they were most definitely not. 
At least that’s what they and more specifically Gobby had 

told me. 
“Anaal nathrakh, uthvas bethud, dokhiel dienve,” a deep 

disembodied voice echoed all around us, shivering the wind, shaking 
the trees. 

“What was…that?!! 
Gobby is wide eyed and manikin still, his face a gaping red 

grape.  
“I…I…I…” 
“You didn’t…”  
“NOOOOO!! I don’t even…”  
Now I was definitely scared. 
A form began to take shape in the distance. Something was 

running toward us. I took a step back and bumped into Gobby. The 
smashing of my foot on Gobby’s foot made him yelp. 

“Don’t panic,” I whispered, my voice wavering and my hands 
shaking at my sides. “But something is —” 

“Not panicking but OUCH!!!” 
I heard a low sound and peered down the street. I could see 

nothing but misty morning sky. “I’m hearing things,” I told myself. 
“I’m just—” I heard the sound again and fell silent. This time, I was 
certain that it was something, but what, I didn’t know. It was soft, 
like feet tapping on cobblestones in the distance and grunting, steady 
grunting, grunt snort grunt snort, kinda like... 

I look down the street. Many of the windows are lit from 
within by an eerie blue light. The sharp silhouette of a man with 



shaved head and his vaguely hideous wife sitting at a table appears 
like a pop-up. 

Wait a minute. Did Gobby—? 
I felt the ground rumbling, a tremor jagged and steady. Gobby 

starts to talk again but I notice something off to the side. This is so 
bad, it’s almost good. 

“Did you put another picture in the box?” 
“Of course I did,” he said with a shrug, as if was obvious, 

calm as a clam now that the truth was clear. “Rakka needs the 
company of her kind, the Zondorian Attack Beasts.” 

“They attack?” I squeaked, sounding like a mouse or a rusty 
hinge.  

“Uh, yes. If provoked. So just don’t—” 
“Provoke them?” 
“Uh huh.” 
“Oh. That’s easy for a fifth grader to figure out. I’m worried 

about the REST of the world.” 
“Well, we’ll jump off that bridge when we come to it.” 
Long shadows engulfed us as the new attack beast trotted to a 

halt, stopping right in front of us. Looking up to see its height I 
imagined this was what looking up at a skyscraper felt like. My neck 
was bent back so far I was getting light headed. 

A group of pigeons cooed shrilly then fled away into the sky 
as if trying to escape the atmosphere of the planet, banking and 
planing as they disappeared to a small cluster of tightly packed dots.  

Gobby’s face went white as a porcelain statue as he nervously 
twiddled his fingers. 

“Gee, he’s…,” I began. 
“She. It’s Rakka’s sister, Zeelah.” 



“Sisters?” 
“Doubly dangerous. Like a pair of lionesses. Female lions 

typically hunt together and are a force to be reckoned with.” 
I wasn’t sure if he planned on having them go on hunting 

missions but I was sure at their size nothing but airplanes or 
bulldozers would be a challenge for them. Like two Godzillas joining 
forces to go on a bouncing stomping grunting screeching stroll 
through the city. Terrorizing and squashing ant sized humanity in a 
massive civilization wipeout, leaving nothing of our world but a 
mangled mass of rubble.  

“So….where will you keep the terror twins?” 
The blank look on his face told me he hadn’t thought that far 

ahead.  
“Lacy, before it's too late, there's one last thing I want to tell 

you...” 
Last thing? This sounded like he was going to tell me his last 

words, as in FINAL and ONLY words before he expired.  
“They're talking with the attack beasts, those pigeons, and 

like the carrier pigeons they are they’re going to circle the universe 
forever delivering their message. What it IS exactly, I don’t know, 
but I’ve got a feeling it's not necessarily GOOD for us humans. But 
their minds are connected with each other now and the messenger 
birds will be back this way again someday soon…maybe TOO 
soon.” 

“Messenger birds?” 
“Yes. Pigeons have been used that way for centuries.” 
I thought about this and it sounded kinda science fiction 

movie. So the birds high tailed it when Zeelah came strolling in. 
Okay, weird maybe, but maybe it was because they were… 

  



“Scared? Maybe the birds took off so quickly because Zeelah 
scared them when she went from long dark shadow to mile high 
beast.” 

“I did consider that. For a moment. If they were simply 
scared they would have scattered in a flutter of high anxiety and flip 
flapped every which way to get gone as they fled for their lives. But 
not this time.  

“Did you hear that long shrill cooing sound they made just 
before lifting off?  

“For them to take the time to shrill so loudly sounded more 
like a strong command to action, followed by all of them zipping off 
together in the same direction as if they knew EXACTLY where they 
were going. It spooked me, Lacy.” 

At that moment I felt as if I had been dumped into a tall tin 
silo immersed in the Okefenokee Swamp; and with titanium teeth 
alligators chomping holes in the sides the water was rushing in and 
trapping me in a massive gator cesspool with no escape possible. Or 
maybe I just slipped and fell into the mud. 

“Is this the end of the world, Gobby?” 
Once again he blank faced me, a pulsating OMG across his 

forehead. 
“I mean, is this a CIA event? ‘Cause it sounds to me like you 

may have harnessed unknown weapons of mass destruction and I 
think greater forces than us would be very very interested in this little 
green box.” 

“It is certainly not comfortable here,” he remarked, “but I 
cannot doubt those pigeons could be after some fashionable 
watering-place, and they have gone away to recruit their health. I 
know my nerves are certainly much shattered, and I require rest 
also.” 

“Fashionable watering place?” 



“Certainly,” continued Gobby; “I hope you will come over to 
the duck-pond. I am off to look for the daughters Vlür. Six beautiful 
daughters. And I am so afraid the Snorgler may meet them. He is a 
perfect monster, and would have no hesitation in breakfasting off 
them. Slowly. Well, good-bye: I have enjoyed our conversation very 
much.”  

Sounded to me like Gobby had snapped! He sounded like he 
was sleep talking, all far away sounding and all. Duck pond? Going 
off to protect six daughters from some Snorgler or something? Kinda 
weird to my ears anyway. He may as well have said something like, 
QT% I FDE3L QW IR. Jumbled jibber jumbo jambo talk.  

“You know, New York City has its own indigenous species 
of ant,” I said to change the course of this crazy train. 

“I know,” he said casually, “and naturally it’s called the 
ManhattAnt?” 

“And human beings actually have the power to smell rainfall 
before it arrives.” 

“Oh yes indeedy.” 
“Now. You think maybe we should figure out where those 

birds zipped off to?” 
He blinked hard as if he was just opening his eyes for the first 

time. 
“Fashionable watering place? Did I really say that? Maybe 

your end of the world question terrified me beyond rational thought.” 
“So…no duck pond then?”  
Now he was staring at me like I’d lost my marbles, and 

furrowing his eyebrows. 
“Duck pond? Where’s a duck pond?” 



 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

The marshmallow clouds were gathering overhead again, signaling a 
huge change in things to come. Gobby was busily attempting to 
corner his brothers, Blahoslav and Melichar and get them to stop 
running around in circles as the weather took a dramatic change 
towards mushroom clouds.  

“You know what Babunia Goba says about mushroom 
clouds…,” he spat out while dodging left to avoid Gobby’s grabbing 
hands, “…she says ‘If it…comes in…clusters it…can’t be good.’ 

“Yeah,” said Gobby slapping at the air in frustration at having 
failed to grab his brother, “but she was talking about the sourdough 
rye bread dough.” 

“She said also brown better is than green in the baking,” Mel 
piped in from the sidelines as he chuckled at Gobby chasing and 
failing to catch Blah who was clearly faster and enjoying it 

The floor started shaking but it seemed I was the only one 
who noticed. Besides, watching the circling brothers Goba was 
making me slightly dizzy. I looked away quickly to calm my roiling 
stomach when out of the corner of my eye I saw something moving 



in the near distance. Now my heart began thumping out not a too 
merry rhythm. And as the brothers wrangled and sidestepped a giant 
carrot creature with staring googly eyes appeared in the distance, its 
bulging arms swinging left and right in front of it, punching massive 
holes in the surrounding air as it made its way to house Gobby. 

“And how true it is that in recounting family history one finds 
discoveries that are anything but discoveries, unless one supposes 
that they have been made twice,” said Gobby, not to be outdone by 
his quick tongued but mangled English speaking brother.  

“In other words, Babunia Goba said all manner of things that 
could be taken as ‘wisdom’ when in fact she was just babbling like 
an old baba.” 

“Well, brother,” said Mel with a forefinger pointed skywards 
as if he were a professor in the middle of a long monologue, “When 
we have the science… 

 Gobby’s head spun round as he tried to wrap his head around 
the “science” reference. 

“She also said ‘You can’t wrap a bear in cotton.’” 
NAR STROM KETOM…NAR STROM KETOM!!! 
A booming voice thundered forth outside, shaking the walls 

and windows and tumbling a pitcher full of water off the counter.  
CRAAAASSSHH!!! 
The pitcher splattered and splashed across the black and 

white checker tiled floor creating a jumbled minefield of glass chips. 
The boys stopped mid-sentence and stared at each other open 

mouthed, eyes wide as saucers, faces gone ghostly white.  
”Dddddd…ddddd…ddid…you hear that?” they sputtered out 

simultaneously. 
Mel ran shrieking from the room, his arms waving frantically 

over his head. 



Blah had stopped running and ducked under a table in 
earthquake preparedness fashion. 

Gobby stared at me with his now patented saucer eyed look 
of shock and awe. 

“Run for cover,” he shouted running toward the bedrooms in 
back. I followed him and once in the bedroom, I slammed the door 
behind me. Once safely inside, I braced myself against the door as all 
around me turned fuzzy black... 

A blizzard raged.  
Looking out the bedroom window with my face pressed 

against the cold glass I saw nothing but the whirling fine snow; the 
wind rattled all the shutters on the old house; it shook the building to 
its very foundations. 

I thought it would be fun to go out into this storm, with thick 
overcoat, high rubber boots, and wool cap pulled low over my ears, 
looking for a Christmas tree in the Big Swamp.  

I took an ax from the woodshed, and was gone. On the way I 
thought for a time that I should turn back—the storm buffeted me so 
terribly, and the cold, in spite of my warm coverings, was so intense. 
But I fought my way along, and at last came to the borders of the 
swamp, a flat tract of perhaps a hundred acres, lying in a hollow 
between hills. 

A long shadow glanced across me as something whizzed by 
overhead. 

In the spring this level expanse was mostly covered with 
water, up through which grew many low red maples, some scattered 
firs and cedars, and a jungle of alders. I had often wished that I might 
explore the gloomy depths of this swamp, but in midsummer 
mosquitoes and pools made things intolerable. Now, with the ground 
and the pools frozen, I had no doubt I could pass through the swamp 
from end to end. 



I left the wood road, and plowed through the deep snow along 
the margin of the swamp, looking out for firs. But I could see nothing 
more than a foot or two away. The storm did not diminish, and all 
around me the snow seemed extraordinarily deep. I sank into it up to 
my knees, and sometimes it was deeper still. I walked a long way on 
the edge of the swamp woodland, not caring to plunge into the 
swamp until I should have spied out a balsam. 

At last I saw, through the cloud of snow, the tapering head of 
an unmistakable fir balsam. I struck into the swamp after it, parting 
the alder branches with the ax held with both hands before me and 
sinking two or three inches deeper into the snow. 

The fir proved to be too irregular for a Christmas tree. Then, 
through the snow, I saw another farther in the swamp. I penetrated to 
that, and found one side of it mangled and lacking foliage. Beyond 
were other firs and I fought my way deeper and deeper into the 
swamp. 

I discovered a circumstance that aided me somewhat in 
working my way through the jungle. The matted alders seemed to 
lean away in masses from the hummocks of earth upon which they 
grew, in such a way as to make crooked arched-over passageways, 
which, I thought, were curiously like the paths moles make under 
matted grass.  

Then, floundering on hands and knees in the deep snow, 
sometimes thrusting my foot down into a watery depth, I had to 
break my way through with the ax to another opening. 

I found the seclusion somewhat fascinating. Down here there 
was no wind, and my clothing and my laborious exercise made me 
warm—even uncomfortably so. I lay a few minutes on my back, in a 
place where I could look up through an opening in the branches, and 
marveled at the sight of the stormy maelstrom overhead. 

The whirling snow looked black. For a moment the current of 
it seemed flowing like a river all one way; then it appeared to turn, to 
cross itself, and to twist about in a circle, from which it soon 



disentangled itself, to resume its swift and steady march in one 
direction. 

All at once it occurred to me to ask myself; which direction 
was that? I thought first that I could not get lost in the swamp so long 
as I could see which way the snow was driving; but a horror ran 
through me when I realized that in my eagerness to be out in the 
storm I had not noticed which way the wind was blowing. I tried to 
think which way it had come as I walked to the swamp, but all I 
could recall was that the storm seemed to be coming from all 
directions at once. 

I started up with a sudden terror; and then, noticing the deep 
track I had made as I floundered to the place where I now lay, I 
began to laugh. To get out of the swamp, I had only to follow my 
tracks back. 

I had come in here to find a nice young fir for a Christmas 
tree, and I was bound to get one. As I sat up, preparatory to rising, I 
saw that the snow, sifting down straight and steady from the eddying 
masses above the tops of the alders, had covered my coat and 
trousers with a deposit half an inch thick. And the minute of inaction 
had made me feel cold and stiff.  

I gotta get moving. 
I plowed along farther into the swamp. Coming out on the 

surface of one of the pools, I rejoiced to see some balsam tops that 
seemed not more than a rod or two from the other edge of the pool. I 
struck through to them, but found not even a mole-path here; I had to 
cut and slash with my ax to get to the trunks of the firs. 

Although the butts were five or six inches thick, the tops 
seemed tapering and even, and I set about cutting down one of the 
trees. Very soon I had the trunk cut in two, and it settled down into 
the snow; but so dense was the growth all about it certainly could not 
fall.  



I had to drag the butt through the bushes, still fighting my 
way with the ax, until the tree lay nearly flat on the ground; and then 
I found that the shape was not pleasing at all. 

I left this fir on the ground and went plowing after another. 
Before long, navigating one of the tunnels under the alders, I 

came upon the exact fir I wanted—a beautiful, even little tree, thick 
and green. 

I cut it down eagerly; but in another moment found that it was 
as impracticable to drag that bushy-headed young tree through the 
alder forest as it would have been to move a house through a jungle. 

I had literally to carve a way for it. I slashed and chopped and 
worked the tree along a foot or two, and this took me at least half an 
hour. 

I sat down, totally out of breath, on the butt of the little tree to 
think it over. How could I get the tree out? I pondered a good while, 
and began to feel very cold, and then looked up to see if the storm 
was still raging violently.  

It certainly was. The space above the treetops was black with 
clouds of snow. 

Then, chancing to look away in the direction from which I 
had come, I noticed that my tracks were already filled with snow! I 
jumped up, very willing to leave my Christmas tree behind. Dragging 
my ax, I rushed through the tunnel toward the pool that I had crossed 
less than an hour before. The track disappeared completely before I 
had reached this small open space. Although the alder branches were 
so thick, they held up very little of the snow. Leafless and wiry, they 
offered no surface for the hard snow to cling to. 

Still, I found my way to the pool, and there the storm struck 
me full in the face. It was blinding. I could no longer see the fir tops 
that had lured me in an hour ago! Every track that I had made in 
coming in was completely obliterated! 



Perhaps if I beat round the outskirts of the pool I could find 
the tracks where I came in, among the bushes on the other side. So I 
began to walk round and round the little open space, searching in 
vain for the tracks, and finding nothing but those by which I had just 
come out of the alders, where I had cut the tree; and even these tracks 
were rapidly being covered. 

I began to feel really scared because I had not the slightest 
idea of the way out of the swamp. But I must be able to reach some 
place where I could see the woods; and once out of the swamp and 
into these, I could easily enough find my way back to the house. 

So for more than an hour—it seemed longer to me and I had 
no way of telling the time—I dragged myself through the tunnels 
under the alders, or slashed to right and left with my ax. I struggled 
and grew desperate, and never once did I catch sight of anything that 
looked like the woods or the margin of the swamp. 

The snow grew deeper and deeper, and made the arching tops 
of my mole-paths lower and lower, while the labor of floundering 
and dragging myself through them became more terrible. Once I felt 
a thrill of relief upon coming on a track which I knew must be my 
own.  

I thought that it was the track by which I had come into the 
jungle in the morning, strangely left uncovered by some better 
protection than the thicket had provided elsewhere. So I started back 
on it pretty joyful and unexpectedly let out a shriek of glee. 

And I followed it until I came to the trunk of a little maple-
tree which I knew I had cut down not fifteen minutes before to clear 
a path. 

Then I knew I was winding about and had crossed my own 
tracks. If I followed them farther, they would simply bring me back 
to where I stood now. 

Meanwhile I had grown very faint—I was almost too badly 
scared to be aware that I was hungry. 



But I felt that it must be afternoon; and on such a day, and at 
this time of year, the darkness would fall by half past three. I felt 
myself hopelessly lost—and abandoned, too, because why did the 
people at the house not miss me and know that having gone after a 
Christmas tree I must be lost in the Big Swamp?  

Why did they not come after me? 
Or, did anyone KNOW I had gone out to the swamp? 
They must come or I would be icicle girl when they found my 

frozen body in the snow! And if I sat down and waited for them I 
would get chilled and become icicle girl in no time at all.  

Already, I felt a numbness creeping over me. The sense of it 
filled me with horror.  

I hurled myself against the bushes; I threw myself on my 
hands and knees, and worked my way through the narrow passages. 
My mind went over and over various useless schemes for tracing my 
way. 

All at once I stopped and pondered. If I was really going 
round in a ring when I thought I was going straight, could it be 
possible that I would go straight if I tried to go round in a ring? And 
if I found my way back to my track and made a ring, why not start 
out again and deliberately add another ring to that? Enough circles 
made like this, placed side by side, would at last reach the edge of the 
swamp. 

I went back on my tracks, and was pleased to find that the 
snow had not yet covered them deeply so I could find the place 
where I had branched off from the ring I had made. 

Walking back on this a few steps, I went off to the left, 
purposely intending to make another circle and come back to this 
one. But after threading and pushing my way a long time, I 
convinced myself that I was not returning to it as I found no more 
tracks.  



A terrible fear of the snow and the earth came over me, and I 
could not bear to get down on my hands and knees to follow the 
tunnels under the bushes. But I was too weak to fight my way upright 
through the thicket. 

My brain whirled as I strained my eyes for the five-hundredth 
time for some sign of the trees of the woods. 

It whirled still more when it seemed to me that I saw 
something large and black and shapeless through the gloom—some 
strange and threatening object descending upon me. 

I was so weak and tired and dazed by the long beating about 
and the everlasting swirl of the storm above my head that I could not 
bring myself to consider the question of what this thing might be.  

It seemed to dash forward at me, and the formless black mass 
then divided as if it were the mouth of a crocodile, and then it drew 
back; it shook angrily from side to side; now it dashed at me again, 
and opened its terrible mouth. 

A loud voice boomed through the trees shaking the snow 
loaded branches. 

VVVVVVVVVVVVMMMMMMM!!!! 
I felt myself swooning in horror as sheets of snow pummeled 

me from above, and I knew that if I fainted here it would be the last 
of me.  

Why had my mother not sent for me? 
Shame came over me that I should be fainting with terror 

over something that could not be real. 
Then suddenly, like the fog had just lifted from my eyes, I 

saw that this terrible shapeless object was a great pine-tree, whose 
dark branches were waving and bending and opening in the storm, 
seen dimly through the thick snow. 

Then I was at the edge of the woods!  



I had no idea on which side of the swamp I was, but that 
didn’t matter. I could find my way well enough now. 

After a little search, I found that I was exactly on the opposite 
side of the swamp from that one which I had gone in.  

Cannons suddenly roared, and bells pealed triple time, 
clanging and clinging as they binged and bonged, while people 
rushed out of every crevice around me flinging flowers upon the path 
of a royal bride and bridegroom, with Gobby looking out of the gilt 
coach window, and bowing and grinning to the people massed 
around him.  

“Phoo!” a woman’s voice echoed through the forest, “There’s 
the horrid old wretch!” 

“What a wriggly, rolly, awkward lump of a pup he is!” 
echoed another voice. “Look how enormous his feet are, how 
flapping his ears, how whip-like his tail, how unreliable his body, 
how erratic his legs. Yet he is pretty. He is positively beautiful!” 

A bouncing puppy tumbled into view, slobbering bobbing its 
head which was growing incredibly huge... 

My eyes snapped open while Gobby shouted at me and 
slapped my face. What had I done to him to deserve getting slapped? 

“C’mon...get up. We gotta go!” 
My ears were buzzing as if bees were stuck inside them. 
“Wha…wha…I don’t…” I mumbled, struggling to make 

sense of what was happening. 
“Ok, ok. Just know this,” commanded Gobby, shaking me 

firmly “we gotta run before the roof collapses!” 
 



 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

I couldn’t see past the mist but heard weird sounds like boots 
walking through deep mud. 

I felt as though I’d stepped into a time warp! 
Dark storm clouds of confusion cast a thick fog through my 

brain so I found it difficult to think. Stumbling along behind Gobby 
was the best I could do. 

Every time I made the mistake of trying to speak, it felt like I 
was talking underwater. The echoing inside my skull was deafening. 
Besides, when the words left my mouth it sounded like babble. 

Have you ever tried to get your mind working clearly again 
after passing out unconscious? Well, let me tell you. If you have not 
yet had the un-pleasure of experiencing this wild ride through 
somebody else’s nightmare, you’re lucky. Because really? You don’t 
want to. 

But I did have some burning questions to ask…if I could only 
get my tongue to cooperate. 



“So…where-did-the-gigantic-carrot-creature-come-from? 
It’s…so…so…” 

“Well,” said Gobby, kindly not commenting on my splintered 
speaking and sheepishly digging his shoe into the dirt, “I was eating 
some baby carrots and thinking it would be cool to have a whole 
culture and maybe city full of vegetable beings, you know? Instead 
of attack beasts? 

“Like how threatening and dangerous could THEY be, right? 
I mean there’d be no conversations like: Hey son, eat your carrots. 
Can’t mom, they’re marching across the table and mounting an 
attack against me.  

“So I drew some miniature carrot characters, and broccoli 
buddies, and pint-size grape guys, writing funny little scenarios for 
them and drawing colorful comic strips starring all of them. Soon, 
the dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink and I decided to go 
to bed.  

“I just tossed the drawing pad on the nightstand next to my 
bed. Next thing I know the earth is shaking and a humongous googly 
eyed carrot creature is marching toward my house.”  

“Not-the…miniature one you drew,” I said my mouth finally 
behaving itself. 

He shook his head while rubbing his chin, pure Gobby. 
“Well, maybe it’s a matter of scale. If it existed in a place 

where most beings were ten times its size then yeah, it might be 
considered miniature. But in our world, the 50 foot carrot is 
DEFINITELY mega scale.” 

An icy shiver ran through me. 
“Beings ten times its size? You mean like 500 foot beings? 

Do you think it CAME from such a place? And if so, are we in 
serious mega-serious danger?” 

I rattled out words rat-a-tat-tat style in a fever- pitched 
acceleration into the panic zone while Gobby’s face became a 



quivering question mark. I think he was happier when I was 
babbling. 

“I hope not, but I have no way of…” 
A wild jungle warrior-like scream rocketed through the air 

and bounced off the houses as a string of boulder sized grapes came 
swinging through the trees Tarzan style. 

“OOOLA, OOOLA, OOOLA, OOOLA, OOOLA!!!!” 
The grapes swung far and wide circling overhead like a 

battalion of buzzards. Or maybe like a troop of daredevil gymnasts. 
“Yeouch!” I gasped as bile crept up my throat. Their 

thunderous war chant was hurting my ears and shivering my timbers, 
as Poppy would say, “Looks like planet HUGE has come out to 
play!” 

Gobby’s eyes went so wide I thought they would burst. 
“What is happening?!!” he shrieked as the grapes touched 

ground and began assembling in commando formation. 
“Uhhh…double ditto for me!” 
I want you to know that I’m not really an adventurous type 

girl by nature. It’s just that observing is what I do best. And what I 
was observing lately made me understand why I was not and may 
never be an adventurous type girl.  

I mean, imagining huge monster sized creatures is one thing, 
part of growing up and stuff. Seeing them actually stomping through 
town and swinging through the trees is a whole different “in your 
face” level of no thank you very much. Think I’ll go back to 
adventuring the wild untamed paths between my backyard, basement, 
and attic. 

Now Gobby, after his initial outburst, appeared calm. More 
calm than I expected him to be. His concerns were more inclined 
toward artistic assessment. 



“Hmm...” he mumbled in classic Gobby style, “Don’t 
remember making their eyes so beady…” 

And before I could say, “Are you serious? You’re only 
reaction is their beady eyes?” the bushes around us began shaking 
violently and moving toward us, long limbs extending from them as 
if reaching for us. Oh, he reacted now! 

“No…no…no…this can’t be,” he babbled jumping up and 
down like a gibbon monkey trying to achieve lift off, “You should 
not be all clumped together.” 

Here I was, silly me, scared because they were marching 
toward us in a forceful and threatening manner. But Gobby was 
miffed because they were clumped together. Now it was my turn to 
shout, “What is happening here?! 

“See…I drew them as a collection of individual florets, you 
know, to give them independence? But all clumped like this,” he said 
as he waved at them dismissively with a disgusted sneer, ‘’...this 
is…well…this is HORRIBLE!” 

Was I losing my mind? His only concern was they were 
clumpy? 

“Uhh…uhh…” I sputtered as intelligent sounding as I could 
since I was petrified in terror, “…they’re clumpy? How about they’re 
attacking monster bushes, huh? Or pygmy trees? How about THAT 
little observation, huh??????!!!!!” 

I was so worked up, I nearly exploded. And as I wound 
myself up tighter and tighter I was jumping up and down and talking 
a mile a minute.  

“A...a…and…these flying grapes…a…a…and 
that…a…and…” 

I was so crazed Gobby probably thought I was going to burst 
out of my skin and go running into the forest. 

Now Gobby shook his head and tossed me such a pitying 
pout I thought that maybe I HAD lost my mind. 



“Oh, Lacy. Not bushes. Not trees. Broccoli. Harmless 
broccoli. The broccoli buddies in 3D. And look how atrocious they 
look with those multiple heads. Like Cerebus quintuplicated. And the 
grapes? What’s with the beady eyes…” 

I may be on the verge of something colossal like losing my 
mind and he’s calmly churning out long $100 words like 
quint…quintu...?” What HE said. 

Then to add to the ridiculousness of this ridiculous situation, 
a tear trickled down his cheek. Now I’ve seen it all. 

I dropped to the ground and took a whole bunch of slow, 
deep, breaths just like I’d been taught in health class. 

Picking at the grass and stony soil, in my quest for calm, I 
decided to take in all of the freakishly grotesque sights I was 
witnessing and treat them as normal, daily happenings. Of course 
beady eyed grapes go swinging through trees like lords of the asphalt 
jungle, of course broccoli buddies lope around on walkabout like a 
larger more multi-headed Cerebus, and surely, since flipping through 
the Greek mythology playbook, I will see a red hooded Charon the 
soul bringer—played by a ghastly grim beetle, no doubt—rowing his 
boat into the underworld.  

Yep, I’ve snapped. 
I wished that time would just stand still and let us be like this, 

where the impossible becomes the usual and all is calm, but just as 
the saying goes, “Nothing lasts forever.”  

“It’s ok,” he said as if it was only natural to fall to the ground 
and pick at stones and blades of grass. It felt so warm, and parent 
like. I hope he didn't see me blush or something.  

“I know I’m failing,” he said, slumped over and looking at his 
feet, “You’re my friend. And with these humongous creatures 
popping out from everywhere…well…it’s a lot, I know. I'll make 
sure to protect you and keep you safe and happy.  



The broccoli buddies and grape guys all stood peacefully at 
attention looking toward Gobby, as if awaiting orders. 

Glancing at them with a faint smile, Gobby said, “Let’s get 
out of here.”  

He grabbed my hand and helped me up and we ran out and 
away from where the troops of plenty stood idly by. 

A peculiar light was shining around the edges of the bushes 
and trees we saw beyond the placid troops in front of us, as if a giant 
black-and-white television were playing just beyond them.  

Without a word passed between us, we went for it full-tilt, 
and pushed through the mass of bushes blocking our way. 

We seemed to be making headway when we lost our footing 
and tumbled. And stopped. And looked around. And let our mouths 
hang open. 

It was not day anymore, and we were not in the woods. We 
were somewhere very else. 

The bushes had opened when we pushed through and dumped 
us on waste ground between tall buildings, and to either side were 
big metal dumpsters and spilt trash.  

The walls just kept going up. Everywhere we looked, we 
were surrounded by enormous concrete monoliths that dwarfed those 
we remembered, and stood in more chaotic configurations. Not a 
single one of them was broken by a single window. 

The bushes swung shut with a loud SNAP! Gobby tugged at 
them: of course they were locked. Locked bushes? The bushes we’d 
emerged from soared into a sky glowing a peculiar glow. 

“Maybe this place is like an anti-world. You know, like 
through the looking glass, like…like…like nothing I’ve ever seen,” I 
whispered. “No, no. No I’ve seen this type of thing of course. But it’s 
the same…but different. And we’ve come through the magical 
bushes and…and…and it’s later than we think…” 



“Maybe,” whispered Gobby doubtfully, trying the bushes 
again. “So how do we get back?” 

“Why did you kick them?” I said. 
“I don’t know,” said Gobby, stricken. “I just…thought like I 

had to.” 
Holding each other’s arms for comfort, peering everywhere 

wide-eyed, we crept into the passageways between the walls. 
We went deeper into the cavern between the windowless 

buildings. 
“We have to get out of here,” Gobby said, speeding up. 
We ran past windblown old newspaper, deserted tin cans, and 

the rustling of black trash bags. In growing terror we turned left then 
right then left, and then Gobby came to a sudden stop, and I bumped 
into him 

“What?” I said and Gobby hushed me. 
“I thought…” he said. “Listen.” 
I bit my lip. Gobby swallowed several times. 
For long seconds there was silence. Then a very faint noise. 
There was a rustling, what might be a light footfall. 
“Someone’s coming,” whispered Gobby. His voice was 

halfway between hope and despair and I thought, would this person 
help, or be more troubles? 

Then he slumped, and pointed. 
It was just a torn black trash bag, billowing nearby. It scraped 

gently against the ground. 
I sighed and watched it despondently as it fluttered a little 

closer. There was more trash behind it: with a clatter a can rolled into 
view, and there was the whisper of newspaper. A little collection of 
discarded stuff swirled at the passage entrance. We leaned against the 
wall. 



“We got to think,” I said. 
“Lacy,” Gobby whispered. 
The garbage whirling around sloshed around our ankles, and 

piles and piles of trash extended as far as I could see. I reached 
forward to peel something slimy off a bicycle handle, all the while 
lamenting this horrible turn of events while at the same time thoughts 
flashed through my mind of a poor kid whose bicycle had come to 
such a grisly end. 

There was more trash than had been there a moment before. 
The black plastic, and the can, and the newspapers, had been joined 
by greasy hamburger wrappers, a grocery bag, several apple cores, 
bicycle pieces, and scrunched-up clear plastic. 

The trash crackled. 
More rolled into view: chicken bones, empty tubes of 

toothpaste, a milk carton. Debris blocked off the way we had come. 
A jaggedy figure appeared. 
We both stared. The trash jumped and bounced. The figure 

stood still. 
“Looks like this place is haunted.” 
“Haunted?” Gobby said. “By what?” 
“Trash thing!” I whispered, with a spooky edge to my voice. I 

wiggled my fingers for added effect. 
The trash was moving towards us. It was coming against the 

wind. 
As we began to creep backwards, it seemed as if the trash 

comprehended we were onto it.  
It sped up. 
The cartons and cans rolled in our direction. The paper 

fluttered for us as madly as agitated butterflies. The plastic bags 
reached out their handles and scrambled towards us. 



We screamed and ran. We heard the manic wet rustle of the 
predatory trash. 

We raced through the maze of walls, desperate to get away. 
Behind us there was a scrunching of paper, a percussion of 

cardboard, the squelch of damp things moving fast. We were fighting 
for breath. 

“I…can’t…” I said. Gobby tried to pull me along, but I could 
only flatten against a wall. “Please, help,” I whispered. Gobby stood 
in front of me between me and our pursuers. 

Joining all the foul bacteria crawling on my skin, three 
thoughts jumped in describing our current situation: 

1. Extremely strange 
2. Extremely scary 
3. Extremely dangerous! 

The trash was close. It had slowed, and was creeping towards 
us. The stinking heap came with motions as careful and catlike as its 
odd shapes would allow. The stench of old dumpsters was strong. 

My mind was intensifying this tragedy by inventing ugly 
creatures, vile creatures waiting below the icky trash surface. 
Thinking to themselves: “Lacy Sparrow, we’re waiting for you, 
Lacy, going to rub our slimy bodies on your feet and legs when you 
shuffle through. And we’re going to chew off your toes, then your 
feet…one by one.” 

Ragged black plastic reached out with its rip-arms, trailing 
trash juice like a slug’s slime. Gobby raised his arms in despairing 
defense, and I held my breath thinking the creatures had me in their 
claws, closed my eyes and passed out… 

In my sleep I dreamed a beautiful fever dream. It seemed to 
me that I was walking by moonlight in a garden which was totally 
new to me, situated in a wilderness surrounded by a dark forest of 
oak trees.  



By the light of the moon—which had never appeared to me 
so brilliant or so beautiful before—I saw hundreds of flowers, 
displaying their charms and filling the air with sweet perfume. Best 
of all, I dreamed that my father who I knew neither by look nor form 
was with me in this beautiful place.  

The moon shining on his face showed his revered face lighted 
by a gracious smile. Running to him, I fell on his chest and shed tears 
of joy. Such comforting, peaceful thoughts, my cheeks were wet with 
tears; then I suddenly awoke screaming “EEUW! Why do I have to 
sleep in slime?” 



 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

I didn’t know why we were sneaking around like we had done 
something wrong – surely we could go for a stroll in anti-world if we 
wanted– but like Gobby, I felt the need to keep our activities a secret.  

There was, however, no chance of that. 
“What do we have here?” 
Our reactions, if they could produce a sound, would have 

made a resonating snap throughout the house. 
Mel’s gaze—Mel?—ticked back and forth between Gobby 

and me. It then travelled to the door Gobby was holding open for me, 
and our drowned-rat getups. We reeked of trash. 

Nobody said anything for a while. 
And then, calm as a falling leaf on a windless day, Gobby 

said, “Morning, Mel.” 
“Look what the cat dragged in,” Mel said, still bug-eyed as he 

slowly descended the stairs. 
“Nice to see you too,” Gobby said drolly. 



“It’s black and not yet morning,” Mel said, pointing out the 
window. 

The attacking trash seemed to have only taken a respite. It 
was now on the move again with a renewed vigor. But as Mel was 
pointing out the window right at this monstrous mixture of trash—
moving toward us RAPIDLY I should add—he made no comment. 
Maybe this anti-world was so toxic that aggressive trash was normal. 

“Where you is did run off?” 
I exchanged a look with Gobby. 
“Nowhere in particular. Why don’t you go wash up? I’ll 

make waffles,” Gobby said, pushing his brother back up the stairs 
towards the bathroom, scolding him for not working on his English 
lessons. After getting rid of Mel by shutting him in the bathroom, he 
said to me, “Why don’t you please to usiądź while I make Mel those 
waffles?  

Ok. So English was still HIS second language too making 
him like advanced intermediate ESL or something, and sometimes he 
mixed up the consistent order of nouns verbs and prepositions. Not 
often though. Also, benefit of the doubt, a few minutes of listening to 
either of his brother’s snatch and grab attempts to cobble together the 
sentence structures of English into coherent speech was enough to 
make ANYBODY lapse into fresh from the homeland Ponglish. So 
please to understand. 

But these brothers were something unique I had come to 
know in short measure. Their habits. Their pursuits. Their comfort 
pleasures.  

They would sometimes splurge and eat cabbage and beets and 
sing of commerce and art, and their singing would both belittle and 
enrage them, maybe something else or nothing at all.  

I have no idea how it feels to leave family behind and move 
to a new land, a foreign difficult to comprehend land. A place where 
this is not my house, this is not my bed, this is not my golden sun, 
this is not is not is not...were like everyday thoughts. 



The night/morning goes on. 
“The world is a scary place, and it’s only getting scarier,” I 

said as we moved through the dark. “And the normal things that 
scared me before seem silly compared to the huge supersized things 
that are scaring me now.” 

Thinking I had seen all the scary things I could handle, 
Gobby launched into a story about a girl Mel had known before he 
came to America, Karina. Giggly, friendly, sometimes spooky, his 
brother enjoyed spending time with her and they would laugh like 
loons at the silliest things.  

I thought, hey, she sounds nice. Oddly, I even got a little 
jealous.  

But before I could wallow in these dark thoughts the story 
changed gears. He told me she was different, very different from 
your average girl. She was a werewolf, and lived with her brother 
and parents.  

“Why are you telling me this?” 
“In some ways you remind me of her. Not the werewolf part, 

I mean, just in general.” 
A swirl of confusion ran through me. 
“Wasn’t your brother afraid of her? I mean, she could like 

go…CHOMP!!! 
“No. She was too young for that part of being a werewolf yet. 

She was still at the cub stage when we—I mean HE—knew her. She 
only ate ants and spiders—” 

“EEUW! Ants and spiders? Really? You sure she just didn’t 
like to snack on gross stuff?” 

“Yeah, I did think of that and told him. But like Blah said. 
Mel was coo coo for Cocoa Puffs about her. When we moved to 
America it didn’t matter anymore…” 



I tried to decide how much was fact and how much was 
fantasy in this girl’s story, but like Gobby said, it didn’t matter 
anymore… 

I was ready for a sunny morning, where the fresh, cool winds 
were blowing, and not a cloud in the sky. Yet in the dark it felt to me 
like we were heading for a fearful storm that raged far and wide, 
where the kinder weather spirits saw great billows of heavy clouds 
rolling above their heads and in fits of frustration tossed them far and 
away blasting us all with their hidden fury.  

And Gobby had just compared me to a spooky werewolf girl 
his brother was coo coo about. It was like a biting wind as I made 
comparisons in my mind, and saw things in increasingly grotesque 
pictures as my imagination ran wild.  

I could only hope the weather would turn from cold and 
prickly to calm and deep warmth, where I could watch silent and 
serene as the storm died away, and all was still again.  

Night sky and fields of black slowly transformed as the first 
flickers of sunrise appeared. Passing along into memory were the 
final pieces of a drooling night  

A flat cracked surface and a building shines triumphant. I am 
reflected in colors, an image in mosaic glass. She does not see, she 
does not watch, I see her, me, us, color strips of light, of, me…of us 
all.  

The sun was going overhead beginning its daily journey 
westward in a sparkling sheen that wrapped every leafless tree and 
seemed to caress the swaying vines into new life. The honeysuckles 
had not dropped all their leaves, and the evergreens were taking on 
their winter tint. 

Now vanishing were the fruits and sorrels and studded acorns, 
the produce of the yamboo and the blooms of the yulan, blood-gutted 
berries and wrinkled cresses, branches of juice-slimed sloes, whortles 
and plums and varied mast, the speckled eggs from the nests of daws.  



Then it hit me in a frosty blast. What would my mother think 
when she finds my bed and “pillow girl” me? She would be waking 
me for things like getting dressed for school, breakfast and heading 
out the door to begin my day. All collapsing like a house of cards 
when she finds the pillows bundled under my blankets like pillow 
girl and is shocked to see I’m not there. And here I was lazily 
watching the first rays of sunshine while stealthily strolling through 
anti-world when I had better come up with a believable story quick! 

I attempted to quickly cobble something together… 
Hey mom, you’ll never believe it but I met these triplets, 

brothers from Poland, Evžen Arno Teodus Goba, I call him Gobby, 
and the next brother, Blahoslav Oldrich Teodus Goba, and finally 
last but not least, Melichar Radim Teodus Goba. And before you ask 
why they all have Teodus in their names, I gotta tell ya the funniest 
part…. 

Talk about a collapsing house of cards. These cards wouldn’t 
collapse. They’d smolder and burn and flutter down around me like 
fiery flakes of doom! 

What? Three brothers? No big mom. Yeah I met three, count 
‘em THREE, brothers, triplets, how often does THAT happen, right, 
and that’s where I’ve been and that’s why I wasn’t in my bed this 
morning because I slept at THEIR house… 

Oh right. That would go over like bad breath at bedtime.  
Hey, I was surprised I could remember all of their NAMES in 

this time of stressfully pending disaster, okay? Yay me! Not easy 
names to remember at any time. 

I guess my mind is like a steel trap at the most unlikely of 
times. 

But my heart was still rumbling like stampeding elephants. 
Maybe I was overthinking this. Analysis paralysis. If I was gone or 
like MISSING long enough, she’d be so relieved and overjoyed 
when she finally found me she’d…you know, like I went 



MISSSING?...she’d probably be…overjoyed?...happy? …you know 
she would be…most likely…oh come on…definitely maybe…  

Who am I kidding? 
With a story like that? She wouldn’t sentence me to 

permanently positively punished. She’d STRANGLE ME!!!! 
 



 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Meanwhile, far from the drama of attacking monsters or anti-worlds, 
a city funeral is in progress in one of the burial-grounds close to the 
crowded street; Pastor Prilson reads the Service: Ask, and it shall be 
given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto 
you; for every one that asketh, receiveth; and he that seeketh, 
findeth; and to him that knocketh, it shall be opened. Or what man is 
there of you, whom if his son ask bread, will he give him a stone? Or 
if he asketh for a fish, will he give him a serpent?  

There is hardly any petty mischief that is not connected with 
the life of a dodgy person. Pastor Prilson was aware of this. He was 
not only a pious man, but an upright one. He used to say, that people 
who were really conscientious, must be so in small things as well as 
in great ones, or they would destroy the effect of their own principle, 
and their example would not be of general use.  

For this reason he never would accept anything from any 
unqualified person. He did not content himself with pushing the thing 
off by asking questions, and pretending to take it for granted in a 
general way that the prize was fairly gotten. But he used to say, that 
by receiving the booty he conspired in crime, made himself a 



shareholder in it. And if he gave a present to the man who brought it, 
he even tempted him to repeat the mistake.  

Yes, Pastor Prilson, a man who led by example. 
And for this upright man the mourners in their long black 

cloaks stand round the open grave, nodding, mumbling the canonical 
reply in unison, and shivering as the coffin is lowered into it; yet, 
something is odd, clearly off, for the plot wherein the grave is dug is 
nothing but bits of bones and splinters of coffins.  

The churchyard of our city is no longer a field of weeds: it is 
a field of dead citizens.  

Mere blocks away as if life is far too busy to pause for 
something as mundane as death, there is no cessation at all to the 
bustle and the noise of construction crews industriously building new 
structures to add to the cityscape.  

Standing stones. A decaying no man's land populated by 
condemned buildings and hungry homeless with sparkling new 
buildings popping up for people with lots of money. Steam rises from 
manhole covers, drifting across the litter- lined streets.  

A figure stands, moves into the light as time screeches to a 
halt. A gaze as cold and pitiless as a midnight sun. 

I’m no longer sure if I’m actually seeing what I think I’m 
seeing, or hallucinating. My world has gone all topsy turvy. Like up 
is down and down is up. Flip flopped like the earth has upended and 
all the rules I once knew no longer apply. Like suddenly, I’m feeling 
more worn out and older than any ten year old has reason or right to 
be. 

I think I need an ice cream. 
Suddenly, there was a grunt of effort, and something dropped 

from a tall spindly tree. Hit ground without a sound. A body. A 
spooky boy. Clothes shredded and hanging in tatters from his too 
skinny body. Red welting scratches all over him as if he had just 
crawled through a briar patch.  



He fell out of nowhere, landed with a plop right in front of 
Gobby who yelped and staggered away— and backed right into me. 

The boy gasped, reached for Gobby, missed, ducked, and 
dropped out of sight. I shrieked. Gobby shouted, “It’s a ghost boy.”  

I swept behind Gobby for protection. Ghosts now? 
We both dropped down and crouched behind the tall spooky 

tree. Though it was so skinny, it didn’t hide us at all. 
Gobby looked around. “Well, he’s gone now, straight through 

the ground. Keep an eye out, alright?”  
I looked about eagerly, but ghost boy was gone.  
Then it hit me. Was this the man/boy I saw or THOUGHT I 

saw staring at me…at everything, with eyes so cold and pitiless it 
could have been death himself? Or was this that jaggedy figure from 
anti-world? 

I quickly rattled off my suspicions as my knees began shaking 
and toppled me over. Gobby was too stunned to react. As he listened 
and watched me pick myself off the ground, he shook his head 
slowly and stared right through me. 

“We’ll deal with that later. Have to focus now. That ghost is 
coming. Not sure how I know this, I just do. Stay down and hold on 
for the wild ride coming our way.”  

The tree veered, pitched, and juddered. I screamed. Gobby 
backed away from the tree like it had just burst into flames. 

We watched in horror as a ghostly figure began materializing 
and growing out of the tree. 

“It’s that thing from anti-world!” Gobby said. “He was in the 
tree, looking through it…” 

“Maybe ghost boy jumped in there when he went through the 
ground?” I said, unsure why Gobby had jumped right to anti-world 
thing.  



“Don’t think so. Maybe he was just the lookout for this 
beauty.” Gobby pointed at the still-materializing and increasingly 
hideous anti-world figure.  

With a growl and wild enraged yellow eyes the anti-world 
figure stared daggers into us.  

“You philistines!” he screeched. “Leave my frightbox alone!” 
He leapt out straight at us. 

Gobby fired intense stink-eye towards the advancing figure to 
no avail. His eye daggers thwacked into the figure’s fiery yellow 
eyes and disappeared, meaning they had to effect at all to stop this 
motivated entity. The figure snickered and grumbled angrily but did 
not slow. His face was ferocious. 

The figure shouted out, “Prepareth to square!” 
Gobby backed up and adopted what appeared to be his 

interpretation of a deadly kung-fu stance, his foot raised and kicking 
impotently at dead air. 

“Grimalkin,” the figure bellowed, then nodded 
acknowledgment before racing at and then stopping with inhuman 
precision at Gobby’s raised foot, grasping it with two pincer-like 
fingers and pushing it away dismissively; tossing away this piece of 
offensive trash.  

“I shall heave the gorge on thy livings, naughty mushrump! 
Surrend’r mineth owneth frightbox is mine own solitary 
commandeth.”  

Gobby stood with his hands at his sides, looking at the ground 
in stunning defeat as the tall imposing figure leaned over him 
continuing his tirade. 

“’Tis not to beest trifl’d with. Not a toy, dandiprats. Entire 
w’rlds and civilizations has't toppl’d and crumbl’d bef're its colossal 
pow’rs. Polliwog,” he sneered, backslapping his hand 
contemptuously toward ghost boy, who was eagerly crawling away 



to avoid the supernatural wrath, “wast the guardian. Wast didst grant 
the anoint’d title of ‘keepeth’r” 

Now Grimalkin kicked dirt at ghost boy before sweeping his 
skeletal arms in front of him launching an agitated dirt devil at the 
boy who was quickly encircled in a whirling dirt storm. 

“Keep’r f'rsooth!” he spat with a hoarse snigger. “The kirtle 
clad dolt couldst not f'rfend tumbling from a tree thus tearing asunder 
the ambuscade for to reave the prize. Baseborn buffoonery demanded 
he behold my quarry, believe thee me.”  

The ghost boy began a piteous animal howling that curdled 
the air. I could not help but feel sorry for the poor boy that had done 
nothing wrong as far as I could see. Definitely not something wrong 
enough to suffer the vicious punishment he was receiving. 

“Curiosity killed the cat?” Grimalkin cruelly chuckled, 
pointing a bony finger at the boy. “Killed this wog too. Scurvy, 
lurdan, idiot! The bane of the rapscallion way. Expiry by idiocide…” 

The dust storm stopped, tossing ghost boy forward and flat 
out on his stomach.  

I looked at the poor boy as he now lay flat out at the feet of 
this dreadfully indifferent and deadly detrimental figure, still howling 
and blubbering piteously, dirt caked tears striping his face and snot 
running out of his nose.  

“Was to keep the prize safe. Hidden. Lost to all the world,” 
he said, hurling a nasty green spit shower upon the boy. “Instead, he 
lost it to a crafty bibliopole and bijoux dealer, a knave chapman. 
Bethinks himself a mage yet is aught but blackguard. Heighdy ho! Be 
that as it may, in sooth, wast simple chicanery won the prize from 
this mooncalf.” 

I was not entirely sure the exact meaning of some words in 
the slurry of archaic Shakespearean words Grimalkin beat the boy up 
with, or of the crushing insult they contained, but by the WAY he 
said them, his grotesque expressions and wild body language, I 
knew…I just knew with all my heart and soul, these were the most 



OFFENSIVE and hurtful lexicon of archaic words known to all. And 
this continuation of verbal abuse AFTER he had tossed and swirled 
the boy in a dirt devil straight from hell! 

 “I wast spar'd caducity af're expiry by providential grace,” 
Grimalkin continued, seemingly enjoying his tirade and the power to 
inflict suffering, “thus couldst I spy this loathly crookback toad as it 
ambl'd f'rth, pate so base to did grind me bethought it wouldst 
tumbleth h'reat.  The keep'r…f'rsooth!” 

Ghost boy sat up scowling, and wiped the dried mud off his 
face. Dust rose as muck fell, and he brushed it off onto the ground 

He moaned, and sat forward. He didn’t make another sound 
for a minute or so, and then he moaned again, and moved slightly.  

I watched him return to his senses and prepare to spring into 
action. 

He raised his head, looked at Gobby, and then made a sound 
like a particularly dim and miserable cat. He looked at Grimalkin, 
then swiveled his head and saw me. “Oh, no,” he mewled. 

“If movest thee—” Grimalkin began to threaten, but he 
interrupted the looming spectre. 

“I’m not going to move,” he said. “I’m just going to sit here. 
I’m not going to do anything.” 

“For if ‘t be true thee moveth …” 
“I’m not going to!” he insisted. “If I didn’t have LIVING 

witnesses present, one a young lady,” he said, nodding to me “then 
yes, I probably would move, and I’d probably try to vaporize you.” 

“Nay talking. Talking is not allowed.” 
He glared at him. “You know, every time I see you, you’re 

more and more like him in manner and speech.” 
“Like who, pray tell, clodpole?” 
“The Grantor. You think you’re so smart and superior.” 



“I shall taketh yond as a compliment,” said Grimalkin with a 
wickedly vain smile. 

“You shouldn’t. I’ve heard stories about him, you know. 
About the lame things he’s done. He’s not this vast and powerful 
force you think he is. I call him the GranBORE!” 

“Thou knowest not what thinkest I of him!” 
Ghost boy laughed. “I can see it in your eyes. Everyone can. 

The way you follow him around, believing every word he says.” 
I shifted my weight slightly, uncomfortable with how ghost 

boy was mocking and purposely taunting this foul spirit. Had he lost 
his mind? 

Ghost boy picked a piece of dried snot off his face and tossed 
it away from him, hitting Grimalkin on his leg. 

“Sorry,” she said unconvincingly. 
“Thee didst yond on purpose!” he raged. 
A slit in the dusty air opened up and a pair of blazing eyes 

peered in. 
“What happeneth h’re?” a deep droning voice commanded 

shaking the airspace. Grimalkin startled, and whipping his arm away 
from him tossed a fireball at ghost boy which made him howl again.  

“Who is’t yond? Art th’re … art th’re two people out th’re?” 
Grimalkin recognized his voice— “Grantor?” he said, then 

correcting himself, “Master.” 
The eyes found him and they widened in shock. “Pisser? 

Grimalkin Piss’r?” 
Ghost boy began chuckling softly. 
Grimalkin coughed…“Er…Pissoire, Master…”  
“Piss’r…Pissoire…indeed…Piss’r. What puts thee th’re?  
“Imperial business puts me here.” 



“Imp’rial thee sayeth? Has’t I f’rgot a task I appoint’d thee? 
“P’rhaps not imp’rial. One self-appoint’d f’r to s’rve imp'rial 

purposes.” 
“Quite presumptuous, Piss’r. Has’t thee f’rgot the ‘rd’r of 

hest?” 
“Indeed not, Master.” 
“Ha ha. Yet thy actions bid me yond thee has’t 

f’rgot…Piss’r” 
“Pissoire, Master, Pissoire” said Grimalkin in the soft 

whimpering tones of a child. 
“A quandary I bethink. Yet I bethink Piss’r suits thee bett’r in 

both nameth and tendencies.” 
“Aye, ‘tis possible ‘tis true, mast’r.  
“’Tis true without questioneth.” 
Grimalkin shuffled uncomfortably, caught between an 

imperial command and intense desire to the contrary. 
“‘Tis true as raineth, cadet. From anon on thee shalt beest 

Piss’r,” he commanded. His voice monotonous and guttural was 
fatiguing to the ear. 

“As thee wisheth, Mast’r,” said Grimalkin with a long drawn 
out bow. 

“And hencef’rth thee shalt executeth nay hests, imp’rial ‘r 
oth’rwise, unless I so ‘rd’r. Doth I maketh myself cleareth?” 

“Aye, master.” 
“Completeth thy ill hath found ‘task’ and rep’rt to high 

council immediately f’rthwith. Carryeth on, Piss’r”  
With this last utterance he disappeared, much to the relief of 

Grimalkin. 



Ghost boy was now in such a profound tizzy laughing, he 
rolled over clutching his stomach, “I’m gonna BURST,” he grunted. 

Grimalkin glanced at him with a sneer. 
“You…you…you…back DOWN to him? You’re like soft 

butter to his commanding voice…Piss’r.” 
“Checketh thyself, squab. Beneath all is much unspoken” 
“Seemed well spoken from where I sit. You backed down to 

that blowhard.” 
Grimalkin snorted contemptuously. Evidently, his ideas of his 

own perfections, both of person and mind, far exceeding the truth, he 
had found that others by no means thought of them as he did; and 
then his good humor was far from invincible. Which was not much to 
the good to begin with.  

“Grantor is Grand Master.” 
“Well…for you, OBVIOUSLY. For me? Nah!” 
From what I’d seen, it was easy to imagine that in one breath, 

Grimalkin’s anger would in a blast wave hit the ground, the wind 
strength high enough to blow over trees, exploding and resulting in a 
sizzling jet of gases that incinerates anything volatile on the ground. 
Vegetation would be vaporized. Rocks would melt to form glass — 
in short, a hellish explosion. And ghost boy was taunting him as if he 
wanted to bring on the beast. 

“I mean,” continued ghost boy, “He’s so heavy and badly 
proportioned and he’s not relieved by his appearance, which is dull 
and ill-formed. His voice, monotonous and guttural, is fatiguing to 
the ear; and the peculiarity of his manners, as well as the oddness of 
his figure, often excites a degree of ridicule, which the respect his 
self-anointed self-appointed officious title demands does not always 
stifle.” 

Grimalkin, his humor exhausted, waved his hand and a thick 
piece of tree bark affixed itself across ghost boy’s mouth effectively 
gaging him. 



Now silence returned. 
A kind of fragile serenity was quickly returned to the overall 

scene, but the individual scene of poor ghost boy had once again 
been upset by the cruelest tempest. I could not feel entirely sorry for 
him. I mean, when you stand in front of a bull and keep taunting, him 
don’t be surprised if he charges you with blood in his eyes and 
smoke pouring out of his nostrils.  

I made my eyes as wide as possible, and Grimalkin sighed. 
With his customary sneer, mind you, but he did let go a small sigh. 

“Well, pleasure meeting you and all but we’ve got things to 
do and I can see that you’ve got YOUR hands full with other matters 
so we’ll just stroll along and get out of your way— 

“OUT of my way naïve sprite? ‘Tis because thee two 
scallywags art IN mine own way yond I am h’re at all.” 

“But you’re like…DEAD! Didn’t your business with this 
world end when…you…y’know…died? 

“Life and death art but one, a tremendously large circle yond 
enwheels all. In sooth, th’re is nay endeth. Each day is m’rely anoth’r 
day of life, death, and life aft’r death. Thy und’rstanding is far too 
naïve and simple. Howev’r, as thou art not yet fully f’rmed, 
und’rstandable. Und’rstandable, f’r thy station…but entirely 
WRONG!”  

He paused, ran his hands down his sides, then holding them 
out to his sides, shook his hands as if shaking off water, and launched 
into the familiar.  

“Let us commence anew. I shall heave the gorge on thy 
livings, naughty mushrumps! Surrend’r mineth owneth frightbox is 
mine own solitary commandeth.”  

In a flash he went from thorny, cantankerous but tolerant 
instructor, to power mad terror.  

 “Please get me out of here,” I whispered to Gobby. 



“Are you okay? Have you been injured?” he whispered back. 
“Uh…NO!” 
“Ahem, ahem…tadpoles?” he stage whispered with a snicker 

while unloading major stinkeye on us, “I BECOMETH IMPATIENT 
F’R THE PRIZE!” this last sentence a blood curdling shriek! 

Whoa! I’ve never heard a banshee shriek. But if I had to 
guess…I’d say I just did! After hearing this, I’d love to be able to 
shriek-speak. Gets your attention. 

“What’s happening?” Gobby whispered. 
“You heard him.” 
A deathly silence muffled all, making me feel like I had 

earplugs. Then, so softly as if I was imagining it, I could hear 
someone shouting, faintly, and even though the shout was urgent, 
there was no danger in it. Maybe I could use it to our advantage. 

“Uhm…tall scary guy? Can you hear that faint shouting? I 
think someone’s coming.” 

He screwed up his eyeballs and gave me the death stare. Then 
his eyebrows went sky high when he heard it too.  

“Fie! Cometh h’re and englut mine own coxcomb thee 
distemperate blinking idiot!” he bellowed to whoever it may be. 

The faint shouting suddenly became louder and I could hear 
someone or something jogging towards us. I was struggling to keep 
my sense of direction, following a map in my mind that I hoped was 
accurate. 

Something moved in front of me and I jerked back, stifling a 
scream. It was ghost boy, appearing and immediately disappearing 
into the gloom. Either he hadn’t seen my face or else he just didn’t 
consider me a priority. I wondered if he could see when he was 
blipping in and out of different locations. 

Evidently I was not the only one who just saw something. 



“By the timeth someone gets ‘round to telling me what hast 
just hath happened,” Grimalkin exclaimed, “it may beest too late to 
doth aught about ‘t.” 

An icy draft brushed by me and I shivered. Then ever so 
softly, directly behind me, I heard the hushed voice of ghost boy. 

“Make no motions, child, be still.” 
Oh oh. I thought things were creepy enough until they got 

creepier still. 
“You and your friend now get to play the role of manikins, 

fun stuff, yes? No movement, no sound, naught but blank facial 
expressions. I will do the rest.” 

Didn’t I read about his type of thing in some creeper story? 
My ten-year-old mind went blank. 

I felt a rush of cool wind circling around me, one, two, three 
rotations. When it stopped, ghost boy was again close behind me 
giving instructions. 

“Now, move backwards slow and steady slow and steady and 
stop when I tell you to.” 

Doing as he asked I kept my eyes facing forward as I stepped 
backwards, and the oddest thing happened. I saw myself, from 
behind, standing right where I had just been standing; frozen in place 
with my arms at my sides; like a piece of myself had pulled away 
from me when I moved. What was happening here?!  

I shuddered. 
Sensing my discomfort at a sight so disorienting, ghost boy 

spoke again. 
“Ignore what you are seeing, “he said, “it is naught but 

echo…” 
Echo? I knew the echo concept but this went way beyond the 

echo in the valley and large room echo I was familiar with. 



I heard some quick shuffling behind me and next thing I 
knew I was being pulled to the ground behind a hedgerow. Gobby I 
could see was already there on his knees. 

“Now, allies. I’ve set up a spirit shield to buy you some time; 
and left behind your echoes to keep him occupied. You skedaddle, 
staying low until you get behind this building, then scatter far and 
wide and I will deal with you know who when he figures out the old 
switcheroo.” 

“But,” I said a little too loud.  
Ghost boy put his fingers across my lips. “Shhhhh. He can 

see you standing still in front of him but we need to continue to feed 
the illusion by being especially quiet. 

Ok I nodded. “But,” I whispered, “what about you?” 
He smiled and patted himself on the chest proudly. 
“Me? Fear not, ally. This is a dance he and I repeat every now 

and again throughout infinity; the eternal battle between good and 
evil. Something to do with the karmic wheel? And remember, I’m a 
spirit. He can’t really hurt me, just inconvenience me. I think that’s 
what tweaks him the most, his ultimate powerlessness.” 

“But he’s so…angry” said Gobby, flicking a chunk of spider 
web goo off his shirt. Must’ve got that when he was pulled through 
the hedge. 

“So I’ve noticed. When I slip him a few pints of grog though 
he smoothes right out. He’s got this ‘power’ fixation.” 

I started nodding like a bobble head at that comment. 
“And how come you don’t sound so…I don’t know…all 

Shakespeare language and stuff?” I put in. 
“Oh, he’s from the 16th century. Me, 20th. So, you see…” 
Mismatched centuries, eternal spirits, ant-worlds, spirit walls? 

What happened to those simple days when all I had to think about 
was school, family, Gobby, and huge mythical creatures? 



GONE 
The word popped out in front of me almost making me yelp. 

Don’t know where the randomly appearing words disappeared to but 
it looked like they were back. Finally, something that felt familiar. 
Like I coulda used ya a few times back there, y’know.  

Suddenly we heard Grimalkin begin bellowing again and this 
time he was winding up like he was gonna totally EXPLODE. 

“Times up allies. Run for it!” 

RUNNNNN! 
Once they start they don’t quit. 



 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

Voices-es-es-es-es-es 
There were voices as we rounded the building; unsure who 

was friend or foe we turned left in an attempt to dodge any crowds. 
So far, Gobby hadn’t been a whole lot of help, and I was starting to 
wonder why. 

I thought I heard a familiar voice and stopped. Gobby ran into 
me, squashing his hands between us. He spun around and fell to his 
knees in muted agony, his brows twisted like laundry being wrung 
dry. 

“Quiet,” I whispered, snippy, “we’re trying to AVOID 
attention.” 

“It’s okay, Lacy. For you I play the fool,” he looked at me 
pathetic like a hurt puppy and shook his right hand at me. It had an 
inflamed red splotch on the back of it. “Remember that fireball? 
Well, with the velocity that thing struck ghost boy a smoldering hot 
chunk flew off and torched my hand. I was behind you and you 
didn’t see me. Oh did I do a jump jump dance when that happened.” 



Wow! I must have been so terrified and concerned with ghost 
boy I forgot Gobby was even there. The things you don’t see happen 
even when you’re right there. Right then I felt like a big meany 
because I got angry with him for running into me and dropping to the 
ground. Looks like I won’t be getting any good friend awards. 

But we must stick together like wet pages. 
Now crowds are moving fast, crawling on like raging ants 

from a disrupted nest. As we move a nudge here, a nudge there, as 
we start moving away from everyone then like salmon swimming 
upstream we’re suddenly moving the same direction as everyone 
else. 

We hear a helicopter circling…circling. 
My stomach is getting sick of all this movement. I’m terrified 

beyond rational thought. I wish everyone would stand still and 
HUSH! 

People, people, people everywhere pushing and shoving 
making me think childhood is something I once knew; like napping 
on a hammock, bathing in the tub, laughing for no reason, kicking up 
dirt and rolling through the grass. 

At least the sun remains unchanged. 
People do not hush because I stare. We’re moving moving 

being pushed from behind toward somewhere and not sure where or 
what that somewhere is. My mind is spinning like I spin on Easter 
morning when my stomach is loaded with sugar. 

Tall people all around so I can’t see over their heads but 
slowly, surely, a steady murmuring as oohs and aahs begin from 
somewhere at the front of this moving crowd.  

Now bodies move left and right as we reach what might be 
our ultimate destination. No, no, NO!! With my mouth unattractively 
hanging open I can’t help but see what everyone is so engrossed 
with. Rakka and Zeelah are in the middle of a huge field jumping—
the ground shakes—bouncing—the ground rumbles more—and 



people are starting to clap and cheer like they’re at a circus 
performance.  

Voices are booming from the circling helicopters, “STAY 
BACK, FOLKS. STAY BACK. THESE UNIDENTIFIED WILD 
ANIMALS MAY BE DANGEROUS. STAY BACK!!!” 

People are not really listening as they continue pushing 
pushing forward to get a better view. Excited whispering is going 
around saying the helicopters are part of the performance to add the 
realistic element. Realistic element? This is as REAL as it gets!  

Phones are clicking away as tons-o-pictures are taken, people 
thinking they’re so lucky to be at a huge free circus performance and 
stopping to take selfies, and suddenly Gobby and I are surrounded by 
a bunch of crazy tourists. Nobody is the least concerned about any 
potential dangers.  

I look at Gobby whose face has gone white as newly bleached 
white sheets. Now Rakka and Zeelah are stopped midfield, their 
heads bowed down, their long necks intertwined while they emit a 
long deep animal moaning. As they do this their back legs sweep 
vigorously backwards and forward across the ground like bulls 
winding up to charge.  

They push and push and push against each other with the 
moaning increasing in intensity as it reaches an insanely loud pitch 
that does not transmit anything good. Yet people are surer still that 
this is the EXACT time to take that historic selfie. 

The helicopter voices are frantic now, “STEP AWAY FROM 
THE CREATURES. STEP AWAY…. STEP 
AWAAAAAAYYYYYY!!!” 

Gobby has slipped away from me and I’m thinking now of all 
times you ditch me. I begin frantically scanning left and right trying 
to figure out where he could have gone. Oh, I think, abandoning me 
‘cause you felt like I abandoned you back at the Grimalkin 
showdown? I’m thinking these dark thoughts, mentally casting him 
away as my friend for like EVER, when my enraged eyes catch sight 



of a small, Gobby shaped being at the front of the crowd staying low 
to the ground. He’s up to something. What? 

The question is answered too quickly as I, like everyone else, 
is shocked to stunned silence. One second the huge dancing beasts 
are entertaining—maybe fully scaring the helicopter crews—and 
entirely keeping everyone on the ground caught up in what was 
happening in front of them. But simultaneously so many people have 
turned their backs and attention away from the creatures as they go to 
selfie land to capture their history making pictures, that Gobby below 
the surrounding knees, eyesight and attention of this insta-crowd, 
whips out the green box, tilts back the lid and faster than you can say 
GONE, dissolves the creatures into wisps of bluish smoke, sealing 
them tight and ready for catch-me–if-you-can travel. 

The only remaining sound is the circling helicopters repeating 
without purpose, “STEP AWAY FOLKS. STEP AWAY…. STEP 
AWAAAAAAYYYYYY!!!” 

Moans and complaints and “wouldn’t you know it” surges 
through the crowd as people listlessly move away, back to where 
they began, the helicopters remaining on steady alert in case this 
frightful event is not yet past. 

A mother is trying to calm down her tantrum frenzied toddler 
who is standing still refusing to budge, demanding a creature toy—
demanding mind you—when it is only too obvious she does not lack 
in toys. Creature toy? Did this little girl see a souvenir stand 
somewhere? This train has gone off the rails as ashamedly visible to 
all the mother has about as much control over this trampling tyrant as 
Verruca Salt’s father had over her if you remember that twisted 
childcare nightmare tale (please see Charlie and the Chocolate 
Factory). 

Gobby meanwhile has crept to the back of the crowd to find 
me and off we jet to anyplace but here to have a much earned fit of 
roll on the ground laughter over the spectacle, the insane dimensions 
it ballooned to, and the OOPS now they’re gone instantaneous bye 
bye exit that left everyone scratching their heads.  



And we were pretty sure that long before the helicopter crews 
got an idea about what these unidentified creatures MIGHT be, they 
up and vanished like a fast fading bad dream. Leaving the 
confounded crew with an incident they get to discuss only amongst 
themselves from this day forward; this momentous experience to be 
secretly and securely filed deep in the classified national security 
information archives, a place so covert that Top Secret Security 
Clearance personnel who are in the know about this unusual 
occurrence need to entirely forget they know at all. 

“You know,” said Gobby after we had laughed ourselves out, 
“All those people taking pictures? They’re in big trouble.” 

“Big trouble?” 
“Yes. I think the government is going to be quickly chasing 

down all those people to seize their cameras.” 
This slapped me upside the head as my eyes crossed in 

perplexity. 
“Seize their cameras? I don’t—” 
“Think about it. These two huge unidentified creatures frolic 

in an open field mid-city and draw a crowd. A crowd big enough to 
draw government attention.” 

“Yeah, but—” 
“But once the helicopters showed up things had already got 

way out of control. Now the government had a spontaneous massive 
crowd control issue on their hands AND huge unidentified creatures 
to contend with.”  

“Yeah, but it all worked out, right?” 
Gobby put on his professor face. 
“Yes and no. Yes, a possible catastrophe was averted when I 

zapped Rakka and sister back into the box. But, No because now they 
had unidentified creatures that got the attention of a large crowd then 
disappeared. Disappeared! Know what that means?” 



“No but I got a feeling you’re going to tell me anyways.” 
“Right. It means they had an emergency alert they responded 

to in force only to have the very creatures they were seeking to 
identify and round up disappear right before everyone’s eyes. 
Meaning they now have to DENY it ever happened.” 

Okay, now I got this. “Oh…Oh…and the—”  
“And the pictures make that denial a serious impossibility.” 
Now it all made sense. Like Men in Black without the flashy 

thing. 
“But they don’t have the flashy thing; I mean neuralyzer, like 

the Men in Black.” 

“No and I’m pretty sure they’d love to. But all they can do 
now is round up all the cameras and keep them locked away deep in 
the Top Secret archives.” 

“Yeah but with phone cameras and Instagram and Snapchat 
and the internet and and and…” 

“Exactly. Their problems are magnified exponentially.” 
“Wow. And we were there.” 
“And like Top Secret agents we can’t tell anybody.” 
This sounded extreme, not tell anybody? What’s the point if 

we can’t tell anybody? 
“Ever?” 
“Right. We can’t tell anyone ever…” 
This was some adventure we had gotten ourselves into, one 

that took us to strange places like anti-world and introduced us to 
creepy and scary spirits like Grimalkin and now we’d just witnessed 
something we couldn’t tell anyone about; ever. Not like I was going 
to tell anyone about any bit of this adventure anyway.  

Then it struck me. When did the green box go from creating 
things to making things disappear? 



 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

“Bon,” said Gobby, nodding towards ghost boy, “told me it can 
create as well as eliminate after he dragged me behind the hedge and 
BEFORE he went after you. Hence the collapse of worlds comment 
made by Grimalkin.  

“It was this specific aspect that made him so hungry for it. 
“According to Bon, Grimalkin was as power hungry as he 

was power mad, which is why he was banished from the upper 
reaches of the afterworld and cast down to the lower darker depths, 
much like Lucifer being cast out of heaven.” 

“So Grimalkin gets to wander the underworld forever 
inhabiting trees, and stones, and…uh…dung,” at this Bon started 
chuckling softly, “as he slogs through his tortured eternity. 

“After being conjured by Krespo using his deviously acquired 
black magic skills, Bon, who just happened to be testing the box’s 
abilities was suddenly conjured into the living world, at which point 
Krespo set out to get it at any cost.” 

“Hmm, then why did he drop the price to so cheap YOU 
could afford it?” 



“That’s just the thing. Evidently Grimalkin, who had been 
hounding Bon for some time to introduce him to this fabulous and 
all- powerful entity encased in a box, discovered that Bon had been 
conjured and in the process lost the box to a dangerously devious 
human.  

And oh the afterworld flip-flopped on that day. Leaving 
Grimalkin in a quandary: he both admired and worshipped Krespo 
for his masterful trickery while despising him intensely for pulling 
off the royal scam.”  

“Now Krespo, having opened a door to the spirit world had 
made the separating wall between it and our world a slight bit 
THINNER allowing Grimalkin to poke through the created vortex 
and attempt to wrestle it back from Krespo.  

“But this was impossible by the binding laws of sorcery.  
“According to these laws and bylaws the owner of the box, 

now being its official protector, could not be forced to give it away, 
he had to give it away willingly. But Krespo’s greed would not, 
COULD not allow him to do that. Grimalkin tried incessantly by 
putting on the nice act an attempting to bribe Krespo with all the 
riches the world had to offer.  

“But Krespo wasn’t having it. He felt he already HAD the 
grand prize in his possession. He could create all manner of being to 
the limits of his imagination to get all he wanted, people and 
creatures included, and simultaneously use to box to eliminate 
anyone and anything that got in his way. Making him the ruler of the 
whole world! What more did he need?” 

“I would have liked to hear THOSE negotiations.” 
“But once he understood the quagmire he had dropped into, it 

was only too clear to him that maybe the entire afterworld would 
come around haunting and hunting him until he surrendered the box. 
Suddenly his pot of gold didn’t shine as brightly. He put in up for 
sale hoping to lure someone in and pass along his burden. Let THEM 
deal with the avaricious afterlife. 



“But he wasn’t going to GIVE it away. That’s why he began 
with the exorbitant price of $999. May as well make a good chunk of 
change in the process of unloading this albatross, he thought. 

“After a while, when no one was biting, I wandered in. I 
don’t know why, but whatever it was he latched onto me as the likely 
patsy. Maybe he figured, hey, he’s just a kid, if the afterworld comes 
after him he’ll give up the box immediately, problem solved.” 

“But he only asked you for $9.99.” 
“Right, he wasn’t making $999, but he was sparing himself a 

world of grief and getting a real happy customer.” 
“When the vortex weakened to the point that Grimalkin had 

to return or literally disintegrate, much like he did when he got 
sucked into the box, he returned to wander the underworld, making a 
vendetta to get that powerful box into his possession at any cost.  

Of course, when he remembered that Bon had been swindled 
out of the box to begin with, making the task of getting it into his 
possession all the more difficult, Grimalkin made Bon the appointed 
victim and decided to vent his anger upon him with extreme 
prejudice, the manner of which we got to witness for ourselves when 
the venomous monster struck out at the weakest link in his chain of 
destruction.” 

“Thanks for that BRILLIANT breakdown.” 
“Thank you.” 
“Just kidding. I need an ice cream!” 
“What then must we do—” 
“Heard mine own nameth and how couldst I refuseth 

audience?” 
He’s BAAACK!! 
“And thee, wart of mine own posteth'ri'r…HEEL!” Grimalkin 

commanded causing Bon to be dragged directly toward him and into 
his choking hands. 



“So, thee has't much to shareth with these sprites wide mouth 
toad, at mine own expense of course,” he spat, roughly shaking Bon 
like a vicious child abusing a doll whose head was about to fly loose. 

“Oh no, not this stale power mad rant again,” I murmured, 
sighing loudly enough to draw stares from Gobby.  

And for some reason, this jump in an upend my world act so 
irked me, I felt a rumble beginning at my toes, similar to the ground 
quakes I had just experienced at the Huge Mythical Beasts 
performance and I just knew I was going to go stupid. Brave, maybe, 
but definitely STUPID. 

They train you to act when you need to act, and it’s drilled 
into you that you’re there to help others.  

So that’s what I did. 
“Listen,” I said, strolling boldly up to Grimalkin and standing 

way tall, like they teach you to do when facing down a mountain cat, 
“I don’t know who or what you THINK you are,” I shouted, getting 
in his face, poking a finger into his bony chest. “And I may be just a 
child compared to your ancient deadness, but I think you’ve gone 
way overboard beating down this poor boy.” 

Grimalkin stared at me, unmoving, his eyes lifeless as a dead 
fish.  

“Abusing this boy,” I nodded towards the groveling boy, “no 
matter what he may or may not have done, is getting you no closer to 
seizing your ‘prize’ as you call it.”  

I backed up a few steps while keeping my eyes on this 
abusive spirit, who kept his cold lifeless eyes on me as well. 

“So,” I sniggered, rocking my head side to side all sassy like, 
“you didn’t get to have your surprise attack, didja?” 

That raised his upper lip in an ugly mouthed sneer. 



“Well, boo hoo, ya big baby! Didn’t your mama tell you that 
the world isn’t here to give you your wont?” throwing this last word 
in to ante up to his archaic word assault. 

This got his attention. Now he raked his hands through the 
remaining hair on his mostly bald head and droned, “Aye the lady 
didst, thee malap'rt pismire! Right bef're I twist'd h'r skinny scrag and 
did squeeze the life out of h'r putrid corse …”  

He then began the most creepy death world laugh I had ever 
heard and hope to never hear again, baring his hideously yellow 
rodent teeth. The entire kingdom of the dead joined in making his 
laughter super loud, super echoey, and strong enough to knock me 
down onto my butt. Plus, he had dead man’s breath coming at me 
gale force. 

The look on his face was hotly seething now like he was 
about to explode into a million little spirit pieces. Had I pushed my 
luck past the limit with this vengeful spirit? 

“Marry if ‘t be true thou art not the boldest most impudent 
wench I hath ev'r seen,” he did roar, “Yea ‘tis bold, f’rsooth, ye 
scallywag. Naught yond expiry cannot sootheth …”  

His face transformed into a ghastly death mask as he 
slammed Bon to the ground and pushed his arms out in front of him, 
his hands encircled in a strangulation position, and floated, not 
walked, quickly toward me. I was frozen in place looking up at him 
from where I sat, locked down by his yellow penetrating Svengali 
eyes. Before I knew it he was on me, his cold dead hands locked 
around my throat.  

“Prithee whimp'r and plea me unhand thee, scullion. Yea, 
dropeth a teareth whilst I smiteth thee …” 

So this is how it ends, I thought; me being strangled by a 
vengeful spirit. And it wasn’t even ME who had the green box he was 
after! But I did shout him down totally rad if I do say so myself. My 
lungs were burning fiercer than any fire… 

—cough…cough…cough…— 



Yeah life…in with a bang, out with a whimper. 
I’m really gonna die. Sorry mom… 
Then as suddenly as I had surrendered myself to death, his 

grip began loosening, loosening, loosening, as he seemed to be 
pulling back away from me, his face gone beyond ghostly white with 
a look of sheer terror slapped across it like a way comical cartoon. 
Geez, must’ve scared him…just li’l ol’ me.... power IS addicting. 

And for a shining moment I felt totally huge and super 
powered! 

Then I saw what ACTUALLY scared him.  
Gobby was standing behind him with the green box lid tilted 

back and open like a crocodile mouth as the box sucked Grimalkin 
into this huge spirit world power vacuum style, gradually reducing 
him to a fading wisp of smoke; just like he’d done with his mythical 
beasts. And standing next to Gobby was Bon with a slightly hesitant 
though mischievous smile across his face.  

“Stavros Vasilantonopoulos Krespo be praised,” said Bon 
raising a fist high. “Were it not for your ill found gains and quest for 
glory naught of this amazing box of wonder and woe would have 
seen the light of a new day.” 

“Wonder for the good, woe for the bad?” I threw in there, 
breathing freely once again. 

“In a very real sense…YES. A thousand times 
YESSSSSSSS!!” 

“Oh, and Lacy, in case you were wondering,” said Gobby, 
“I’m leaving this miraculous supernaturally powered box in Bon’s 
capable hands. Wouldn’t want what’s in there getting loose.” 

Bon nodded sagely and gripped the box ever the tighter. 
“Better to be buried in spirit world rather than here, where as 

we already know, vicious avenging spirits have a knack for showing 
up to claim what is not rightfully theirs much to the horror and might 



I add inconvenience? of the living. In the netherworld between the 
physical and the spirit realm is the best storage for a force so 
immensely disrupting.” 

And the people cheered. 
“Hear hear.” 
“There there.” 
“Where where? 



 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 

Back to school. Back to normalcy. Back to real life as a real kid in a 
real world. Without magic boxes. Without huge mythical beasts. And 
most definitely without dangerous threatening spirits out to make me 
one of them...well before my time. 

But questions, questions, questions, my middle name. All this 
stuff had happened right? Yet so many unanswered questions. 

QUESTIONS!! 

“So tilt the box lid back like a crocodile mouth to make it pull 
in not push out. That came from where?” 

“It came to me in a dream, a too real to not be REAL dream 
where Bon was letting me in on this carefully guarded secret, 
expanding on what he’d already told me face to face,” Gobby began, 
“Only when the miraculous sisters were dancing and prancing did I 
try it out. I needed something fast and that’s all I had.” 

OMG this was humongous news. 
“So, you didn’t KNOW it would work?” 



“No. I only knew what Bon had told me, what I saw in my 
dream, and that someone had to do something; that someone most 
rightfully being ME since it was bringing my drawings to life that set 
up this whole performance. And the dream kinda told me how—” 

“Whoa!” I jumped in rudely cutting him off, “That sounds 
kinda hinky, Gobby. Bon came to you in a dream to give you the 
magic key? So you’re telepathic now and channeling spirits?” 

Gobby was looking at me oddly and slowly shaking his head. 
“I don’t claim to be any of those things, Lacy. That’s just the 

way it happened, nothing more.” 
Whatevs. I still think he’s at least slightly telepathic AND can 

channel spirits. For two reasons. One, because I think he is. 
Two…how cool is THAT to be friends with someone who can do 
that totally cool stuff? 

“Look if you really want to know, check out this book I 
borrowed, Connect With Your Dreams. See what it says right here on 
page 1: When you dream, the line between the physical and spiritual 
world is gone, your limitations are gone, and you access a realm of 
instant manifestation. Best of all – if the conditions are right – you 
remain lucid throughout the dream and remember it when you 
awaken. 

“And according to experts, because we’re kids? We’re able to 
connect with our dreams easier…” 

WOW! 
“…so, reading this dream stuff is great and all, but, the beasts 

are gone, the spirits are gone, the box of wonder and woe is gone 
and…everything is back to normal.” 

“Everything?” 
He looked at me funny like he didn’t understand me. 
“Well, tell me what is NOT back to normal?” 



I stood there looking all sheepish and began dreamily stirring 
the loose dirt around with my foot. 

“Just this dream stuff about connecting to the spirit world 
being easier for kids sounds…I dunno…kinda interesting?” 

Now he got a scared ghostly look sweeping across his face 
like a runaway Zamboni machine. 

“Uh oh. If you’re thinking about trying to make those spirit 
connections purposely, you’ve already seen it is dangerous and not a 
game.” 

“I know but…” 
Miss Emeline approached (breaking up our very interesting 

convo), talking with a slender woman holding a thick leather clad 
book. I recognized the Principal’s soothing tones. 

They stood far enough away as if their convo was private, but 
they spoke loud enough so we could hear. 

“With all due respect to your position,” the Principal was 
saying, “security matters are handled by the Executives, not the 
Teachers. Besides which, with the Master Domo injured, you need to 
be kept safe.” 

“Understood, Laura, but when I intercepted this,” This is 
insulting,” he said. Don’t they know how dangerous I am? I am very, 
very dangerous. I’m a trained killing machine. And still, they send 
you. A child, I paraphrase of course as he spoke in archaic 16th 
century tongue, and why I thought I needed to step in…” 

“Quite distressing that they have gone to these lengths to 
achieve a circle whose center is everywhere and whose 
circumference is nowhere, IntraCircle domination. Going after 
children. Children? Have they no ethical boundaries?” 

“I could not agree more, Laura…umm…Principal, Ma’am. 
But one thing I still DO NOT understand. He referred to a child 
being SENT by an unidentified entity. It is my understanding that the 



child…more specifically CHILDREN, were innocently drawn into a 
battle of which they had no foreknowledge.” 

“Perhaps now is a good time to share this information with 
you. In a letter distributed today by headquarters, the following 
pronouncement was put forth: We are witnessing an unprecedented 
situation. All efforts are being made on the ground and through all 
ItraBands to activate operatives at all levels. And, in light of the 
above reasons, the organization has nominated its Chief Technology 
Officer Bernard Lister as a single point of contact, and requested 
other hubs to provide the same so that the person can be reached out 
to on short notice for implementing this protocol.” 

“I see. So our Master Domo, Professor Lister, has been made 
point man?” 

 “Yes. In short, the human/spirit pairing has been approved 
straight from the top. A living human and deceased human 
combination gives us advantages we have never before had at our 
disposal. The intel alone is astounding, working both sides of the veil 
simultaneously. The potential is limitless.” 

“Indeed it is,” said Miss Emeline shaking her head, maybe 
still fuzzy about or not fully agreeing with the order. 

The Principal held up her hand to pause Miss Emeline. 
“And these particular children, having received impromptu 

crash training,” the Principal continued reading, “are by executive 
decree to be immediately and forthwith inducted into the guild via 
crisis mandate protocol rule #13.” 

“Oh my my. Rule #13? This is definitely extreme, no?” 
“Ours is not to question the wisdom of our leaders, Emeline. 

We simply cross our fingers and go forward—” 
“One step at a time.” 
“So right, so true.” 

And once again I have QUESTIONS!! 



Coming soon: 
(Song of the Veil, Book #2) 

 
With her newfound spirit world abilities, Lacy, creates a connection 
so powerful that her friend Gobby gets pulled in and trapped in a 
fourth dimension universe. She goes in after him and gets swindled 
into a devil’s cornucopia of high stakes games to decide his fate. 
Now it’s her move and time is running out. If she does not win 
before the vortex snaps closed, her friend is lost inside forever... 
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