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Dedication  
 

Itȭs too early to write this yet. This is normally something youȭd write at or near the end of the 

process, when you have people you want to thank for their help. Mostly Iȭm just making the space 

for it before I forget. 

I promise to come back and update this later. So keep an eye out for changes as they happen. 

Thereȭs already something that needs to be said however. I said it last time but it bears repeating. 

Thank you for all of your help Heidi. At this stage Iȭve only written one chapter and already youȭve 

been a source of inspiration and a useful sounding board. Your help has been, is, and always will be 

invaluable to say the least. Also, you make me fart, and thatȭs useful. 
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Prologue  
 

This is book is the second in a series of unknown length. You can find the first here: 

http://www.crankygoblin.com/writing/Escape From Fnordish.pdf  

Itȭs probably necessary to give new readers a short explanation of what has gone on before. So 

this is it, a summary of the previous book, Escape from Fnordish.  

Prince Edgarb is a prince, the son of the Evil King Fnordish (known colloquially as Frank). He 

doesnȭt like his evil father, although he does fear him. He spends a lot of time with his childhood 

sweetheart Eclipse ɀ or Clio as she prefers to be called. 

Phillip the fish is a fish. Through no fault of his own heȭs able to talk and glow in the dark at will . 

Heȭs married to Roberta ɀ Bobbie ɀ and has two children. 

Edgarb and Phil decided to escape from Frank by going to live in Squishpoo; a land that they 

thought would be magical and safe. So without a word to anyone (not even to Clio or Bobbie) 

they hit the road, planning to send for their families once they arrive and ensure that all is safe. 

Frank is angered by this and sends the evil witch Morlin to hunt them down and bring them 

back. 

During their journey to Squishpoo they befriended a few other people: Bambi the were-rabbit, 

Nugget the slut, and Tammy the whore-witch (who happens to be Morlinȭs sister, but not evil). 

Bambi and Nugget both died, but they came back as ghosts. 

When they got to Squishpoo they discovered that the land wasnȭt magical at all; it was just like 

any other city ɀ dingy and boring. But they stayed anyway, since it still seemed a decent enough 

retreat from Frank. 

And thatȭs about all. 

Other interesting things happened along the way, sure, but Iȭm not going to repeat them here. 

Iȭve already written them down once; I see no need to do it again. Go back and read it yourself 

you lazy fuck. 

  

http://www.crankygoblin.com/writing/Escape%20From%20Fnordish.pdf
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Chapter 1 ɀ Welcome Home 
 

Being dead is definitely worse than being alive. When youȭre dead, you 

canȭt do all the cool stuff you can do when youȭre alive. You and I, we can 

do all kinds of cool stuff Ȭcause weȭre livinȭ. Weȭre not dead. Weȭre alive. 

If we were dead, we wouldnȭt be able to do all the cool stuff we can do 

because weȭre alive. Dead people canȭt do cool stuff. Only people that are 

alive can do cool stuff, because theyȭre livinȭ. And you have to be livinȭ to 

be able to do cool stuff. You have to be alive. Yeah, except, when youȭre 

alive, sometimes bad stuff happens, too. Like sometimes you can get in a 

car wreck, or you can have a headache, or twist your ankle, or even stub 

your big toe. So beinȭ alive is kinda hard, too. But I think itȭs definitely 

better than being dead. 

Randall ȬRandyȭ Hickey 

My Name Is Earl 

 

You know the kind of guy that always tries to do good things but his life still sucks? Well that 

was me. Every time I did something good, something bad was waiting around the corner. That 

bad thing was always my father, the Evil King of Fnordish. But then, not long after I recovered 

from yet another father-inflicted broken leg, I learned about a place called Squishpoo from a 

new friend I made called Phil. So we set out to escape my father and one step at a time we went 

there. 

Iȭm just trying to be a better person. 

My name is Edgarb. 

Iȭve been living in Squishpoo now for about six months. Itȭs been an interesting adjustment so 

far, but I think I like it. You see, not too long ago I was living in a castle and treated like a prince 

ɀ mostly because I am one. It was a terrible life to be honest. Sure, being a prince had some 

perks ɀ lots of food, no need to do any actual real work, life was mostly just playtime. But none 

of it was worth it when you bring Dad into the equation.  

I canȭt be sure ɀ itȭs not like Iȭve been everywhere in the world and done everything there is to 

be done ɀ but Iȭm fairly certain that heȭs the most Evil person that has ever lived. Heȭs definitely 

the most Evil person alive right now. Thereȭs evil and then thereȭs Evil ɀ Iȭm sure that people 

that are regular evil still can experience the occasional normal emotion. Like love, for example. 

You might be evil, but you still love your family, right? Not Dad. He cares for no one. My life at 

court was spent either being beaten by him, or trying to avoid him. 

It wasnȭt all bad though. Mum was ok, although sheȭs a little loopy. One of my servants a few 

years back told me that she wasnȭt always that way. It started not long after she married Dad 

apparently ɀ about the same time as some unexplained bruises appeared beneath both her eyes 

and an interesting egg shaped lump showed up on the back of her head. For the last couple of 

years she generally spends her time having tea parties with her dolls. 
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The servants were generally good to me while I was growing up, although the occasional bad 

one would take advantage of the fact that my father didnȭt like me. There was an awful summer 

back when I was about twelve when I ended up doing almost all of this one guyȭs work cleaning 

the east wing. 

Still, I learned to clean well, and it was in surviving that ordeal that pretty much sealed my fate 

with Clio. Clio and I grew up together. A lot of the time in my childhood my mother wasnȭt able 

to look after me herself (due to the aforementioned loopiness) so I spent a lot of time living with 

Clio and her family. Her parents were servants to my parents, and they raised us together 

without prejudice. When I was little and used to having my every whim catered for I spent a 

while resenting having to live with commoners, but as I grew older I soon learned that perhaps 

being a spoiled brat isnȭt all itȭs cracked up to be. I have a lot to thank them for. 

I was down on my hands and knees scrubbing the floor of some random room when Clio found 

me. It took perhaps two seconds for her to work out exactly what was going on, and she told me 

to stop and go with her. I knew that Clarence (for this was the name of the man who was forcing 

me to work) wouldnȭt be back for a while. It was approaching mid day and heȭd be at the nearest 

tavern drinking too much ale and boasting to his cronies that he had the easiest job in the world. 

So I followed her.  

ȰYou really should have told me about this sooner,ȱ she said to me as we walked the halls 

through the castle. ȰThis is so easily fixed, you dumb ass.ȱ We were raised together ɀ she didnȭt 

think of me as royalty, and it definitely showed sometimes.  

ȰHow can this be fixed?ȱ I asked her. ȰIf I donȭt do what Clarence tells me, heȭll beat me. If I tell 

my father whatȭs going on, heȭll  beat me and then Clarence will beat me too.ȱ 

Clio grinned. ȰFirst they have to find you,ȱ she said. ȰThey canȭt beat you if they canȭt get their 

hands on you.ȱ 

She took me out the back of the castle to some secluded woods to wait it out. We spent the rest 

of the afternoon there, playing games like hide and seek, and tag. As dusk drew we went home, 

just in time for supper. Her mother was talking to her father when we walked in. 

ȰDid you hear about that Clarence fellow?ȱ she was saying. 

Her father shook his head. ȰNo, what happened?ȱ 

ȰHe was killed. Didnȭt do any of his work and they found him drunk and unconscious out the 

back of a tavern. King Frank was so mad he had him beheaded.ȱ She clicked her tongue, as so 

many disapproving women do. ȰSometimes this isnȭt the best place in the world to live, but that 

doesnȭt mean you can shirk your responsibilities.ȱ 

And that was when I knew that Clio was something special. Unlike most girls I knew, she was 

smart. She was funny. She was pretty. Sure, I also thought of her as my sister, but she changed to 

me from that point on. 

I guess I changed for her at some stage too. Weȭre together now, living in Squishpoo. 

It took us a little while to get settled, but weȭre doing ok. We all stayed with Tammy at her 

parentȭs house at first. It was pretty cramped but it was nice to stay all together for a bit longer. 
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The trip here had been pretty intense at times, and it was nice to be able to relax and spend time 

with each other without worrying about what was around the next corner. Believe me Iȭve seen 

my fair share of monsters and things for a long time. 

After a while we all started drifting apart. Weȭre still family, we still try to  see each other as 

often as possible, but it was time to stop living together, you know?  

Bambi and Nugget left first. They had a lot of adjusting to do, which is understandable. When we 

arri ved they hadnȭt been ghosts for very long, and once the panic stopped and they had a chance 

to sit still for a while and think they both realised that there was a lot they had to get figured 

out. Iȭm not sure where they go each time they leave, but they seem to be keeping busy. They 

come back and visit about once a month for a couple of days, and we have a sort of mini reunion 

each time they appear. 

I found myself a job in a bakery. I never would have thought it, but Iȭm actually pretty good at it. 

Iȭm still getting the hang of croissants ɀ those fuckers are tricky ɀ but my breads, cakes and buns 

are all very tasty if I do say so myself. Recently the baker I apprenticed myself to retired, and I 

bought the shop from him. Iȭm my own man now, and it feels fine. 

Once we got a bit of money together Clio and I found our own place to live. Itȭs a nice enough 

house I guess ɀ it will do for now anyway. It was certainly ideal at the time ɀ room inside for Clio 

and me, and nice big pond round the back for Phil and his family to live in. 

And thatȭs our life now. I get up early every morning to bake the days bread, and Clio works 

around the house or doing some gardening. Mostly gardening. She loves spending time with 

Bobbie, so she works a lot in the garden around the pond, and they chat all day while she works. 

When she has inside work to do sheȭll put Bobbie in her bowl and bring her inside as well. Clio 

was an only child (except for me) and I think she likes having a sister for a change.  

I donȭt blame her. Philȭs certainly become a brother to me ɀ and a business partner too.  We run 

the bakery together. Each morning when I leave for work I go out the back and scoop Phil up 

into his bowl and he comes along with me. I do the baking and he looks after the books. Iȭve 

never been too good at money management ɀ I think it has something to do with the fact that I 

grew up rich and never had to think about it. 

We always stop by the pub on the way home too, but only for one drink ɀ for me anyway. Phil 

doesnȭt like ale; he just comes along for the atmosphere. He also has no choice, since Iȭm the one 

carrying him. Iȭve become rather partial to the old amber myself, although when I have too 

many the hangovers are terrible. Thatȭs why I only have the one most of the time. 

Philȭs children arrived not long after he moved into the pond. They still havenȭt explained how 

the kids got here so fast considering how long it took us. Itȭs probably best I donȭt ask. Iȭm sure 

there was something weird going on there, and I doubt I want to know what. Itȭs fine though ɀ 

Iȭm glad theyȭre here. I know Phil was missing them a lot and itȭs nice that his family is back 

together. 

So thatȭs whatȭs going on. Life is simple, but pleasant. The city itself is still having some troubles, 

but itȭs less of a problem to us than to anyone else. We were never here before the curse was set 

so we never saw Squishpoo before it lost its magic. As a result, we never had to adjust to a new 
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way of life ɀ not in that sense anyway. Itȭs been a bit of an adjustment to become normal, but 

thatȭs different. 

King Harold is still senile too. Most people simply ignore him now. His crazy decrees are 

applauded when he sets them, but if itȭs anything too strange they are simply overlooked. 

We work each day, and enjoy each otherȭs company at night.  

Life is happy. 

* 

ȰLife is shit,ȱ said a voice behind me. 

I was at work, serving customers and trying to get another batch of buns cooked ɀ theyȭd sold 

well today and we needed more. I turned back from the oven and saw Nugget standing at the 

counter. He was looking dusty and tired, but there was a smile on his face. 

I ducked into the back room and brought Phil out. ȰLook whoȭs back,ȱ I said to him. 

ȰAhh, its Nugget. When did you get in?ȱ Phil asked. 

 ȰJust now,ȱ he answered. ȰI wanted to come and say hi straight away before I checked into a 

hotel.ȱ 

We always play this game with him. Weȭve been through this several times now. It always ends 

the same way, but it great fun to tease him. ȰWell hi,ȱ said I. ȰThanks for stopping by.ȱ 

ȰHi Nugget,ȱ said Phil, straight faced. 

ȰHi,ȱ said Nugget.  

He looked at me. I looked back at him. He looked at Phil. Phil looked back at him. 

He looked down. ȰUmm, well Iȭll be off then,ȱ he said. He turned around to walk out the door, 

looking hurtfully back over his shoulder as I waved goodbye.  

Phil and I both started laughing. ȰCome back here,ȱ I said. ȰYouȭre such a dumbass. Youȭre not 

going anywhere, and youȭre not staying in any hotel either. You know youȭre always welcome to 

stay with me and Clio.ȱ 

 ȰYou guys are terrible,ȱ he said, but he was laughing too. 

ȰWhat was that you said when you first came in?ȱ I asked. ȰLife is shit?ȱ 

He nodded. ȰIt is. You see, being alive is definitely worse than being dead. When youȭre alive, you 

canȭt do all the cool stuff you can do when youȭre dead. Me, I can do all sorts of cool stuff Ȭcause 

Iȭm dead. Iȭm not alive. Iȭm dead. If I were alive, I wouldnȭt be able to do all cool stuff I can do 

because Iȭm alive. Alive people canȭt do cool stuff. Only people that are dead can do cool stuff, 

because theyȭre dead. And you have to be dead to be able to do cool stuff. You have to be dead. 

Yeah, except when youȭre dead, sometimes bad stuff happens too. Like sometimes you can be 

banished to purgatory, or you can get exorcised, or trapped in a pentagram drawn on the 

ground. So beinȭ dead is kinda hard, too. But I think itȭs definitely better than being alive.ȱ 
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ȰYouȭve put a lot of thought into this, havenȭt you?ȱ Phil said. 

ȰNot really,ȱ he answered. ȰIt just occurred to me as I was walking up the street on my way 

here.ȱ 

ȰAnd you felt it was important to tell us?ȱ 

ȰWell, its useful information isnȭt it?ȱ 

ȰNo, not really. You should always make the most of what you have, regardless of what manner 

of aliveness you currently possess.ȱ 

Nugget had stopped paying attention, and was happily scratching himself. He noticed our eyes 

on him and he stopped mid-scratch, his hand still on his groin. ȰWhat?ȱ he said. 

ȰNevermind,ȱ said Phil. 

 ȰIts closing time in an hour,ȱ I said. ȰHead on back to my place, Clio will be happy to see you, and 

you can get cleaned up. Weȭll be along in a little while when weȭre done here.ȱ 

ȰDeal,ȱ said Nugget. 

* 

ȰNo deal,ȱ said Nugget. 

We were back at home now. Weȭd had dinner (those of us that could eat) and were all gathered 

in the living room to talk. I was in a big comfy armchair with Clio on my lap. Phil and Bobbie 

were in a bowl on the coffee table, and Nugget was sprawled on the rug by the fire. 

ȰOh, go on!ȱ said Clio. ȰPlease!ȱ She looked at him excitedly. ȰJust one more time?ȱ 

ȰYeah, go on Nugget,ȱ said Bobbie. ȰYou know it always cracks us up.ȱ 

This was another ritual that we always went through whenever Nugget came back to visit. He 

always put up a fight saying he didnȭt ever want to do it again, but we knew that he didnȭt really 

mind. It was as much fun in the lead up, thatȭs all. 

ȰNo, I said!ȱ he yelled. ȰNo deal!ȱ 

Clio batted her eyelids at him. ȰPuh-lease?ȱ she said seductively. 

Nugget sighed. ȰFine,ȱ he rolled his eyes. ȰBut this is the last time, and I mean it.ȱ 

Sure it will be. 

He stood up and walked out of the room.  There was silence for a moment while we all 

wondered which speech he would do.  

Then his head appeared through the wall above the fireplace. 

ȰSmurfette doesnȭt fuckȱ he said. ȰFirst of all, Papa Smurf didnȭt create Smurfette. Gargamel did. 

She was sent in as Gargamelȭs evil spy with the intention of destroying the Smurf village. But the 

overwhelming goodness of the Smurf way of life transformed her.ȱ  
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His head started moving around in circles and bobbing up and down he spoke. ȰAnd as for the 

whole gang-bang scenario, it just couldnȭt happen. Smurfs are asexual. They donȭt even have 

reproductive organs under those little white pants. Itȭs just so illogical, you know, about being a 

Smurf. You know, whatȭs the point of living if you donȭt have a dick?ȱ 

We all clapped and cheered as he stepped through the fireplace and back into the room. He 

grinned and bowed, pretending to catch flowers that were being thrown at him. ȰThank you, 

thank you very much!ȱ 

We all laughed while he sat down. 

ȰSo what brings you back here anyway?ȱ I asked him. ȰNormally Bambi comes too, so there must 

be something going on if sheȭs not with you.ȱ  

ȰOh yes, my news,ȱ he said. ȰI almost forgot. Tomorrow we have to go get Tammy and then we 

all have to go and catch up with Bambi.ȱ 

ȰWhat?ȱ I exclaimed. ȰWeȭre done with our travels. We have our home now. What could be so 

important that you want to drag us all out again?ȱ 

ȰAhh, I knew youȭd say that, but this is important, believe me,ȱ he looked at each of us in turn ɀ 

Phil and Bobbie, Clio, and then me. 

ȰWe think weȭve found Morlin,ȱ he said. 
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Chapter 2 ɀ Walking After You  
 

What a nice little dog. And you, my dear. What an unexpected pleasure. 

Itȭs so kind of you to want to visit me in my loneliness. 

The Wicked Witch of the West 

The Wizard of Oz 

 

Nuggetȭs news was a surprise to us all, to say the least. We had all thought Morlin was long gone 

and that weȭd never see her again. 

ȰYou what?ȱ asked Phil. ȰYou canȭt have. If sheȭs smart she should be a long way from here.ȱ 

ȰI guess sheȭs not so smart then,ȱ said Nugget. ȰWell, yeah, sheȭs smart, sure, but maybe not quite 

smart enough. Not as smart as me.ȱ He thought about what he just said. ȰOk, sheȭs smarter than 

me. But not as smart as Bambi.ȱ He thought about what he just said this time. ȰYeah, sheȭs 

smarter than Bambi. I mean ɀ wait ɀ no Bambiȭs smarter than me. No. Well, yes, she is, but thatȭs 

not what I mean.ȱ He sighed. 

ȰWe know what you mean,ȱ I said. ȰDonȭt worry about it.ȱ 

This was a problem. Iȭd been starting to let myself forget about it all. I could never forget about 

Dad, those nightmares would stay with me forever. But all the other things that happened on the 

way here, and most especially the danger that Morlin represented ɀ those things were things 

that I was hoping I could let go. Morlin was gone, the death of Bambi and Nugget and Sylvia was 

dealt with, it was all just in the past now. 

Or so Iȭd hoped. I guess I was wrong. Thereȭs no point sticking my head in the sand though, it 

will have to be dealt with. 

ȰAlright,ȱ I said. ȰI should go, and so should Phil. We definitely need Tammy. Anyone else?ȱ 

Bobbie shook her head. ȰCount me out,ȱ she said. 

ȰSame here,ȱ said Clio.  

That was a relief. I didnȭt really think they should come ɀ they couldnȭt really add anything so it 

would be pointless danger for them. Not that I didnȭt love each of them dearly ɀ and I valued 

them highly. But up against Morlin there was really nothing any of us could do, except maybe for 

ɀ hopefully for ɀ Tammy. If she couldnȭt do anything then we were pretty screwed. 

The more I thought about it the more I didnȭt want to be a part of it, in fact. But Phil and I were 

the reason behind all of this happening, and weȭd also somehow become the leaders of the 

group. Iȭm not really sure when that happened, but it had. I guess itȭs because it was the two of 

us who started it all. Everyone else followed.  

It probably doesnȭt help that Iȭm a prince either. I donȭt act very royal anymore, but they all 

know who and what I am. I guess people canȭt help but expect royalty to be in charge.  
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Me, Iȭd prefer to let Tammy run the show. 

 ȰOk, thatȭs that then. Tomorrow morning we go fetch Tammy. Sheȭs not going to like it though.ȱ 

* 

ȰOoh, I love it!ȱ squealed Tammy as she gave Nugget a gigantic hug. ȰThank you!ȱ 

Weȭd arrived at Tammyȭs house just as she was finishing up giving her father breakfast. After 

the initial exchange of pleasantries Nugget had given her a present. 

Every time he came back from one of his trips he always had something for her. This time it was 

a plain white baby doll t-shirt with the letters BFB emblazoned on the front in bright pink. 

ȰI have one question though,ȱ she said. ȰWhat does BFB stand for?ȱ 

ȰButt-Fucking Brilliant,ȱ he answered with a grin. Heȭd actually shown it to me earlier and when 

I asked what it was he just shrugged. ȰIȭm not actually sure,ȱ he said. ȰIȭll just wing it.ȱ Heȭs good 

at that. 

She laughed. ȰWell that seems appropriate, yes.ȱ Her face turned serious then. ȰOk, so normally 

when thereȭs a reunion you invite me over to your house, Edgarb. Whatȭs going on?ȱ 

I like it when Tammy laughs. It really shows how much sheȭs changed since we first met her. 

Back then she was tired and strained. I donȭt know much about whoring myself, but I can 

imagine that itȭs pretty tiring. Sheȭs told me one time that she really didnȭt like her job, but it was 

all she was good at. I pointed out that she was a pretty good witch, but she just shrugged that off 

as irrelevant. Anyway, life as a whore took its toll, and it showed, especially on her face. Ok, 

there might have been some wear and tear in other places, but Iȭve never seen those places, and 

I never plan to. Since we got back sheȭd rested, relaxed, and recovered. Her face was wrinkle 

free, her eyes were bright, and her hair shined. And she smiled. She smiled a lot. After this 

transformation it was a lot easier to see the resemblance between her and her sister. 

I explained to her how they seemed to have a lead on Morlin and that Bambi was waiting for us 

to show us where she was. She took it rather well actually. She left the room and for the next 

couple of minutes all we could hear were the sounds of plates being smashed on the floor. Then 

we heard some foot stamping. A long, high pitched ȰFuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuckity , 

fuck, fuck,ȱ came next, and then she came back in. 

ȰRight,ȱ she said through clenched teeth. ȰLetȭs get the bitch.ȱ She opened a handy nearby 

cupboard door, removed her backpack, slung it on, and headed out the front door. It slammed 

shut behind her. 

The three of us stood there looking at each other for a moment. Nugget shrugged and tipped his 

head at the door, lifting one eyebrow. 

I nodded. ȰI guess sheȭs decided that a calm resolution of differences isnȭt really going to work 

after all,ȱ I said. ȰWell, letȭs try and keep up with her.ȱ 

I was very glad that it wasnȭt me she was coming for. Nothing could stand in the way of that fury. 

* 
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ȰSheȭs been making me furious!ȱ said Bambi. 

ȰHuh?ȱ I asked. 

ȰWeȭve been tracking Morlin for a few months now,ȱ she sighed. ȰEvery time we get close she 

vanishes. Itȭs almost as if sheȭs toying with us.ȱ  

ȰWait up,ȱ I said angrily. ȰA few months? Why didnȭt you tell me?ȱ I was pretty upset. They 

shouldnȭt have been risking so much trouble over it. I was happy to let sleeping dogs lie ɀ why 

would they put themselves at risk like that? 

ȰBecause you would have stopped us,ȱ she answered. ȰI thought it was important, so I made sure 

it happened.ȱ 

ȰYou could have been hurt! Or killed! Ok, not killed, but you know what I mean. That was pretty 

stupid you know, especially if no one else knew where you were!ȱ 

ȰCalm down. Weȭre fine. Nothing happened,ȱ she said. 

While her empty platitudes didnȭt help, I did calm down. I try to be pragmatic about things when 

I can. Lamenting over bovine lactate precipitation  is bound in futility , after all. ȰAlright, whatȭs 

done is done.ȱ 

It was midday and weȭd caught up with Bambi not long ago. We were approaching the outskirts 

of the next town and there she was sitting by the side of the road. Tammy, as always, tried to 

give her a hug but stepped right through her instead. They did it every time ɀ I think even 

though they canȭt touch it was their way of showing that they would if they could. 

ȰOk, so what now?ȱ I asked her. 

ȰFrom what I can tell, Morlin is holed up in an old warehouse in this town,ȱ Bambi answered. 

ȰShe only ever stays in one place for four days ɀ sometimes less, but never any more than that. 

Then sheȭll take flight and go somewhere else. Sheȭs been here for three days, and thereȭs been 

no sign of her leaving yet. If we can get there this afternoon, we might have a shot.ȱ 

She looked at Tammy and continued ȰThe thing is, though, I have no idea what to do once we get 

to her. None of us are any match for her except you. I hope youȭve got something special in 

mind.ȱ 

* 

ȰI think Iȭm going out of my mind,ȱ said Nugget. ȰThe suspense is killing me.ȱ 

We all knew Nugget had a lot of trouble sitting still. It was late afternoon and we were crouched 

behind a dumpster out the back of the warehouse. Weȭd been here for half an hour keeping out 

of site while Bambi went in to scope the place and make sure that Morlin was really there. 

About 30 seconds after she left Nugget started squirming. ȰIs she back yet?ȱ heȭd ask. ȰIs she? 

How longȭs this going to take? Iȭm bored.ȱ 
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Tammy, always the forward thinker (she had to be to have thought to pack them in the first 

place), pulled a colouring book and some pencils out of her backpack. ȰHere you go, do some 

colouring,ȱ she said. 

Nugget looked at the pencils then back at Tammy. ȰYou know I canȭt pick them up,ȱ he sighed.  

She nodded. ȰI know. But I can do the colouring and you can tell me what to do.ȱ 

They made themselves busy while Phil and I kept a watch for Bambiȭs return. Time passed until 

Nugget got bored again ɀ hence his comment about going out of his mind. 

It was just then that Bambi came back. ȰSheȭs definitely in there,ȱ she whispered to us. ȰI guess 

itȭs time for you to do your thing, Tammy. 

ȰUh, yeah,ȱ said Tammy quietly. ȰAbout that.ȱ 

ȰUh oh,ȱ I said. ȰWhat?ȱ 

ȰWell, to be honest, I donȭt really have a thing to do. Last time it was just a battle of wills, and I 

won. Iȭm hoping that doing the same again will work  just as well.ȱ 

Well, to be fair, she did have determination on her side. She also had her previous victory ɀ Iȭm 

sure confidence plays a big part in this sort of thing. And I could see her point ɀ I donȭt think 

thereȭs anyone that could really come up with any sort of plan to capture Morlin that they could 

have a high level of confidence in. 

ȰAlright,ȱ I said. ȰIf thatȭs how it is, then thatȭs how it is. Into the deep end we go.ȱ 

* 

The tunnel ran so deep that we couldnȭt see the end. The warehouse hid a series of tunnels and 

chambers beneath the ground. It was no wonder that Morlin chose it as a refuge. There seemed 

to be a lot of escape routes and things. 

ȰOh man,ȱ said Nugget. ȰThis is the end for us all.ȱ 

ȰCome on, Nuggs,ȱ said Phil. ȰItȭs not that bad.ȱ 

ȰIsnȭt it?ȱ he exclaimed. 

ȰWell, not for you. You canȭt die. No matter what happens to us, youȭll be fine.ȱ 

He brightened at this. ȰYou know, I keep forgetting that. Thanks mate!ȱ 

ȰDonȭt mention it.ȱ 

ȰEven if you get squished like a bug Iȭll be ok,ȱ said Nugget. 

ȰUh huh,ȱ answered Phil. 

ȰOr if you get decapitated,ȱ said Nugget. 

ȰUh, yeah,ȱ answered Phil. 
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ȰOr if she carves you open and leaves your insides spread all over the floor,ȱ said Nugget. 

ȰI said donȭt mention it,ȱ answered Phil. 

ȰOr even if she cracks you open like a wishbone, pours fire ants inside you, sews you back up, 

sits you on top of a fire and lets you burn from without and within at the same time!ȱ he was 

really getting into it now. ȰAnd then just as you think youȭre in the worst pain imaginable she 

throws a cherry bomb in your mouth and your head goes all expluded.ȱ 

ȰNugget?ȱ said Phil. 

ȰYes Phil?ȱ said Nugget. 

ȰWhatȭs expluded mean?ȱ 

ȰThatȭs when something explodes, but itȭs way way cooler and itȭs all gross and wet and thereȭs a 

slurping sound at the end as your brains patter to the pavement.ȱ 

ȰNugget?ȱ said Phil. 

ȰYes Phil?ȱ said Nugget. 

 ȰIf you donȭt shut the fuck up right now Iȭm going get Tammy to cast a spell that makes your 

balls, and your balls only, solid again, and then Iȭm going to get Edgarb to jump up and down on 

them several hundred times. Got it?ȱ 

Nugget nodded. 

We kept walking along the tunnel as quietly as we could, picking our way slowly over the rubble 

that was scattered across the floor until we reached the end ɀ eventually ɀ and arrived at a large 

iron door.  

We stood there for a moment to gather our thoughts, and then I looked at Tammy. 

ȰReady?ȱ I whispered. She nodded. 

I pushed the door open slowly and she stepped in, the rest of us at her heels. The room was 

fairly large and except for a single dingy bed and one small rickety chair it was cold and bare.  

As I stepped over the threshold into the chamber I could everything begin to tighten in on me. A 

small tingle seemed to run through me and the air was suddenly heavy. My temples pulsated as 

a dull pressure began to form in my head. It wasnȭt at all painful, but it was noticeable. 

Morlin sat on the end of the bed. She was looking bedraggled and dirty. Her eyes widened as she 

saw us come in, and for a moment I thought I could even see fear. She looked fleetingly at the 

door behind us as she realised that she couldnȭt run away without facing us first. 

ȰHello Tammy,ȱ she said quietly. ȰI knew youȭd show up sooner or later.ȱ 

ȰMorlin,ȱ Tammy nodded. ȰAre you ready to come with me now?ȱ 

Morlin shook her head. ȰNo. I donȭt think I am.ȱ 



 17 

ȰOh,ȱ Tammy said. ȰWell, thatȭs the easy way discarded. I guess itȭs time for the hard way.ȱ 

Morlin grinned. ȰSounds good to me.ȱ  
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Chapter 3 ɀ Breaking the Girl  
 

My belly button will always be lint free. I want to full-on kiss your 

clitoris.  

Mathew (Surname Unknown)  

100 Girls 

 

And so now weȭve arrived at the thing I was dreading ɀ the big fight. Iȭd still sort of been hoping 

that we could creep up on her and catch her unawares. I know it was a pretty slim hope, but it 

would have been nice. Not as nice as, say, warm apple pie, but still nice. This dread had been 

building up inside me for the last couple of hours. I could feel the pressure building up in my 

chest, and a slight headache was forming just behind my left eye. It wasnȭt anything serious, but 

I could tell that this was stressing me out a little.  

It was almost a relief in a way. Yes, I was scared. But at least now it was happening. It could all 

go sour, or it could all work out fine. But there wasnȭt time to worry any more ɀ the game was 

on. 

The two them approached each other until they were standing maybe six feet apart. Last time 

Tammy defeated Morlin easily, but Morlin was unprepared back then. She hadnȭt even known 

that Tammy could do magic ɀ of course neither did any of the rest of us. Now that she was 

prepared for it Morlin looked a lot more formidable. Tammy looked daunted, and I had to agree 

with her. Iȭd be daunted too. And scared. I always am when I think of Morlin, so being close to 

her had me petrified. 

I could tell when things were starting to get serious. They still hadnȭt actually done anything ɀ 

just standing there looking at each other. Actually, it was more than just looking ɀ it was intense. 

It was beyond staring too ɀ you could feel something passing between them, and the air seemed 

to dry out. As it did the temperature plummeted and I could see tendrils of frosty breath coming 

from my mouth as I breathed. Nugget and Bambi, of course, donȭt breathe, or feel even, so they 

werenȭt affected. I was worried about Phil though ɀ with a temperature drop that quick I was 

scared that perhaps his water would freeze solid. I kept a hold of his bowl in both hands and 

gently swirled it around and around in the hope that keeping it moving might stop it freezing. 

The cold didnȭt affect either of the witches though. It was as if there was a warm pocket of air 

held between them. I couldnȭt see any frosty breath from them, although to be honest I couldnȭt 

tell that Morlin was breathing at all. Tammy on the other hand was starting to breathe harder, in 

fact she was almost panting. Small beads of glistening sweat were forming on her temples and 

cheeks. 

Their eyes though. Iȭll never forget their eyes. They were sisters, and they had many similarities. 

Right now it was their eyes that I couldnȭt look away from ɀ and no matter which of these 

women I looked at their eyes were the same. Their eyes seemed to swirl, making a spiral that 

glistened between blue and green and purple and back again. The colours deepened as they 

swirled becoming more intense with each colour change, but never quite becoming black. Every 

few seconds they seemed to flash, pulsing with a golden spark for just a fraction of a moment. 
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By now Tammy was really starting to struggle. Her panting had become laboured breathing; and 

her hands, at first hanging at her sides just like her sisterȭs, we now clenched to her stomach as 

if she were trying to protect an unborn child. Her jaw was clenched firmly, the muscles running 

down each side of her neck taught and sticking out. Her lips were held in a grimace. 

And then her eyes faltered and she blinked. We were all expecting a battle of spells, but a battle 

of wills was all it had really come down to. Tammyȭs eyelids gave the tiniest of flickers but it was 

all Morlin needed. She flicked her hand towards her sister and a yellow beam of light shot 

straight into her chest. 

There was a small flash, a raspberry noise, and a slightly rank smell sort of like what youȭd get if 

you left a couple of steaks out in the sun for a few days, but then stood a mile down the road on 

a windy day. And then she was small.  

You couldnȭt even say she shrank. One moment she was full sized, the next she was barely six 

inches tall. Tammy looked around, confused at first at how big everything had become. But after 

a couple of seconds the realisation dawned and she sighed. 

Morlin unslung her heretofore unmentioned backpack, scooped up Tammy, placed her in, and 

put her pack on again. Muffled squeaks came from within and it bulged and shook occasionally 

as its tiny occupant tried to get out again, but all attempts were unsuccessful. 

She looked around at us, smirked, and then ran out of the room, calling back a ȰSo long, fuckers!ȱ 

over her shoulder as she went.  Once she was back out in the tunnels she flicked her wrist in a 

familiar way and pointed a finger back at herself. A tiny lightning bolt flickered from her 

fingertip and it struck her forehead with a small zap. There came a shimmering light, some 

swirly gold fog, and she was transformed into a falcon. And then away it flew. 

* 

We arrived back at Squishpoo just as dusk was falling. It was great to get home again, even 

though weȭd only been gone for a single day. As we walked in the front door of my house I could 

feel some of the worry lift from my shoulders. I knew that being home wouldnȭt solve anything, 

but that didnȭt matter. I was back with Clio and nothing could hurt me now. Well, nothing except 

for that damned headache that I still had. 

It had only got worse since it first started when we walked into Morlinȭs chamber. It wasnȭt 

crippling or anything yet, but it was getting mighty annoying all the same. It just sat there going 

throb throb throb. This headache was starting to give me a headache. 

Clio was sitting in my armchair reading a book. She looked up at us as we came in. ȰI was 

starting to worry,ȱ she said as she stood up and came to give me a hug. ȰIȭm glad you all made it 

back safe. Tammyȭs gone home with Morlin?ȱ 

I looked at her sadly and shook my head. ȰNo. Morlin escaped again, and this time she took 

Tammy with her.ȱ 

ȰOh no! What happened?ȱ 



 20 

We all filled her in on what had happened, and a hush settled over the room. Clio fell back into 

the armchair and started crying. Nugget and Bambi sat on the floor in front of her to try to 

comfort her by being close. 

I was just about to join her myself when a blinding pain struck my head. I almost fell over with 

the suddenness of it, and I yelled out in pain. I somehow managed to put Phil down safely on the 

floor, and then I really did fall over. The pain wouldnȭt let up, and it throbbed constantly in the 

centre of my mind, pulsating from a throb to a sharp stab and back again. I started to scream as 

it felt like my ears started to bleed, and I could only thrash around on the floor. 

And then everything went black and finally I couldnȭt feel anything anymore. And I closed my 

eyes. 

* 

A shuddering boom rolled Edgarbȭs house, followed by an almighty crack that shook the 

windows in their panes. Several glasses smashed to the floor, the spray of shattered glass 

scattering slivers over most of the floor. A couple of pieces struck the unconscious Edgarb, 

scratching his cheek and drawing a small amount of blood. Clio rushed over to him while Phil 

watched concerned from his bowl.  

ȰEdgarb?ȱ she said as she cradled his head in her lap. She rubbed his forehead and kissed him 

gently. She looked at the others. ȰWhat just happened?ȱ 

ȰNo clue,ȱ said Phil.  

Edgarbȭs eyes flickered open and he looked up into Clioȭs eyes. ȰFuck me!ȱ he said softly. ȰWhat 

was that?ȱ She shrugged and shook her head. 

Edgarb looked Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb. 

ȰFucked if I know,ȱ said Phil. 

Edgarb rested his head back on Clioȭs lap and he breathed a sigh. ȰWell whatever it was,ȱ he said 

with relief in his voice. ȰMy head is finally empty again.ȱ 

ȰUhh,ȱ said Phil. ȰWhat do you mean?ȱ 

Edgarb answered slowly as he rubbed his forehead. ȰFor the last couple of days my head has 

been full of voices. It felt as though there was a whole heap of people all sitting inside my mind 

reading my thoughts and mumbling to themselves and repeating my thoughts. Iȭve had no idea 

what it was, but I did my best not to think about it  ɀ it didnȭt hurt as much that way.ȱ* 

He stopped rubbing to sit up again. ȰSince we caught up with Morlin Iȭve had a headache. Itȭs 

been building up and getting worse all day, until just then it went from a little annoying to a hot 

poker stuck through my head. I wonder if there was some spell in Morlinȭs room. Maybe itȭs 

been working its way inside my head ever since then, and it somehow finally pushed the voices 

out.ȱ 

                                                             
* Yes, it was all you bastards out there reading his mind! How dare you do that poor little Ed? The poor 
fellow was hurting, and you all just kept on sitting there in his head making it worse. He did his best, the 
brave little soldier, but eventually it all got too much. I hope you feel ashamed! 
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ȰI donȭt think weȭll ever know,ȱ Phil said. ȰBut itȭs done with now, so hopefully we donȭt have to 

worry about it.ȱ 

Edgarb nodded in agreement. ȰIȭm pretty tired now though. I think maybe we should call it a 

night.ȱ 

* 

The next morning Edgarb and Phil went to see Tammyȭs mother. They had considered not 

letting her know about it until theyȭd confirmed one way or the other if Tammy was alright, but 

theyȭd already come back to Squishpoo and been seen by too many people. If her mother found 

out that Edgarb had been back when Tammy wasnȭt home, then it would be much worse than 

finding out now that Tammy had been abducted.* 

Edgarb was sitting at the kitchen table, having placed Phil next to the salt and pepper shakers in 

the middle. Margot, Tammyȭs mother, was standing at the sink washing up the breakfast dishes. 

While it was still only mid morning, the day had already turned warm. The open window in 

front of her let a breeze in that lightly blew her hair back from her face as she scrubbed. Edgarb 

couldnȭt help but admire the woman before him ɀ it was clear where both Tammy and Morlin 

had got their looks from. It was for that reason especially that only Edgarb and Phil had come to 

see Margot ɀ she really didnȭt need Nugget being, well, Nugget, while getting the news about her 

daughters. 

ȰSo tell me, boys,ȱ she was saying. ȰWhat happened? Obviously it didnȭt go as well as you were 

all hoping.ȱ 

Phil explained it to her as gently as he could. ȰWe found Morlin alright, but she was ready for us. 

Tammy did the best she could, but she was no match for her. Weȭre pretty sure that she had 

some sort of spell that made any other magic in the room weakened. Edgarbȭs head almost 

exploded from a broken spell, and I would have expected Tammy to do better than she did. Iȭm 

not that surprised she lost, but she should have lasted longer. Anyway, Morlin shrunk her down 

and then disappeared with her.ȱ He shook his head and sighed a little. ȰThat Morlin is one crafty 

b-ɖȰ he realised who he was talking to. ȰIȭm sorry,ȱ he said abashedly, ȰIt must be so hard for you. 

Theyȭre both your daughters.ȱ 

Margot shrugged. ȰItȭs ok. I know sheȭs not the nicest person, and sheȭs done a lot of bad things. I 

donȭt expect either of you to like her. But I havenȭt given up hope, not on either of them.ȱ She put 

the last plate on the rack to dry and turned to the bench. As she started making coffee she asked, 

ȰSo whatȭs next? Where do you go from here?ȱ 

ȰActually weȭre not too sure,ȱ Edgarb answered. ȰThe best weȭve figured so far is to split up. If 

everyone heads off in a different direction and looks around, hopefully one of us will find them.ȱ 

He shrugged. ȰBut we really donȭt know where to look. We wonȭt give up, but itȭs a bit needle-y 

and haystack-y.ȱ 

                                                             
* Abducted. It sounds like something to do with aliens. Stay tuned for Escape From Betelgeuse, in which 
Tammy is abducted by aliens, cut into small pieces, and each piece is then fellated by strange creatures 
with tentacles instead of feet, three mouths, and an oddly purplish skin. 
ɖ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÂÉÔÃÁȩ /È ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ËÅÅÐ ÕÐȦ 
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Margot looked thoughtful as she placed a mug in front of Edgarb. ȰI can probably help you with 

that,ȱ she said. ȰWait here.ȱ And she walked out of the room. 

The pair sat in silence listening to her movements through the house. Edgarb sipped at his 

coffee and looked at Phil with one eyebrow raised. Phil could only shake his head in response. 

Margot returned carrying a small white box. It was undecorated except for an ornate silver 

catch on the front. She unlocked the catch and opened the box. Nestled inside were two large 

fuzzy balls. They were almost felt-like, as if lots of little bits of fluff had all been rolled together. 

One of them was a light sky blue, the other much darker, almost a midnight blue. They both had 

a shimmer about them, as if there was a light silver glow emanating from them. 

ȰThese two balls*,ȱ Margot said, Ȱhave special properties.ȱ 

ȰYeah, I noticed that,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰIf thereȭs anything Iȭve learned so far, itȭs that if it glows, itȭs 

magic.ȱ 

Margot nodded. ȰThatȭs not always true, but youȭre right in this case. So these balls can help you 

find both Morlin and Tammy.ȱ 

ȰWhat are they, anyway? I have a feeling I should know, but I canȭt quite place it,ȱ Phil asked. 

ȰTheyȭre made of belly-button lint.ȱ 

ȰYou say what?ȱ 

ȰBelly button lint,ȱ Margot repeated. ȰWhen the girls were babies I collected every single piece 

of their belly button lint for the first two years of their lives. When you have so much of 

something so personal, it canȭt help but acquire certain magical properties. In this case, they can 

be used to find the person to whom they initially belonged.ɖȰ 

Phil and Edgarb were looking at each other. Edgarb raised his eyebrows at Phil. Phil nodded 

back, and tipped his head in Margotȭs direction. Edgarb shook his head, and tipped his head in 

Margotȭs direction. Phil pretended not to see, and turned his back. Edgarb sighed. 

ȰUmm, Margot?ȱ Edgarb asked. ȰMay I ask you a question?ȱ 

Margot nodded. 

ȰOk, so you can use these two magical items to locate your daughters.ȱ 

Margot nodded again. 

ȰBecause theyȭre magical.ȱ 

Margot nodded again again. 

                                                             
* ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔ %ÄÇÁÒÂ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× ×ÁÓ really ÇÌÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ 
ɖ )ÔȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÌÌÙ-button lint is magnetic, although it makes sense when you think about 
it. How does so much fluff gather in your navel? Just like how a magnet has a north end and a south end 
that attract each other, so too is the fluff the north end and the belly-button the south. Gather enough of it 
ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ɉÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÂÒÁÎÄ ÎÅ×ȟ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÆÌÕÆÆɊ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÐÕÌÌ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ Ï×ÎÅÒȭÓ ÂÅÌÌÙ-button to the end of 
time. 
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ȰSo why didnȭt you tell us about this earlier? We could have used it to find Morlin ages ago.*Ȱ 

ȰTammy and Morlin are twins,ȱ Margot replied simply as if this explained everythingɖ. 

Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked at Phil. 

ȰUhh, what?ȱ Edgarb asked. 

ȰTammy and Morlin are twins,ȱ she said again. 

ȰYes, I got that part. But what does that have to do with anything? Besides the fact that itȭs 

something I didnȭt know ɀ and now that Iȭve found out it doesnȭt actually surprise me that 

much.ȱ 

ȰTwin magic works a little differently. It always has done. Sometimes it just makes the magic 

stronger, sometimes it has odd outcomes. In this case, the fluff balls wonȭt work unless both of 

them are lost. If only one is, then neither of the balls are usable. This is the first time since they 

were born that theyȭve both been lost at the same time. I donȭt know why I hung onto it actually 

ɀ it was just taking up room and Iȭve been meaning to throw it out for a long time now.ɗȰ 

ȰWell weȭre glad you didnȭt,ȱ said Phil. ȰThatȭs a great help. Thanks!ȱ 

ȰAnything to help my girls,ȱ said Margot. ȰNow you go find them and bring them home!ȱ 

ȰYes maȭam,ȱ said Edgarb. 

* 

After a quick stop outside the gates of Squishpoo§ to see if the fluff balls worked as predicted, 

the pair went back home. The others were sitting out the back chatting with Bobbie in her pond. 

ȰHowȭd it go?ȱ asked Clio as Edgarb sat down next to her. He tipped the bowl out over the pond 

and Phil swam up to his wife and gave her a kiss. 

ȰActually, better than expected,ȱ he said. ȰSheȭs upset of course, but she was also able to help. 

Sheȭs given us some magic items that will track where Tammy and Morlin are.ȱ 

ȰThat family never ceases to surprise me,ȱ Bambi said. ȰThey just keep coming out with more 

and more magic.ȱ 

ȰYeah, tell me about it,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰSo anyway,ȱ continued Edgarb. ȰWe ducked outside the city on the way back to see what 

direction they were in, and youȭll never guess what.ȱ 

ȰWhat?ȱ Bambi asked. 

                                                             
* Uh oh. Plot hole? 
ɖ Ahh, right. This explains everything. 
ɗ (Á ÈÁȦ ) ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕȩ .ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ Ô×ÉÎ ÍÁÇÉÃ is special, but that that Tammy and 
-ÏÒÌÉÎ ×ÅÒÅ Ô×ÉÎÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅ ÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ 
the cat out of the bag. 
§ -ÁÇÉÃ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒË ÉÎÓÉÄÅ 3ÑÕÉÓÈÐÏÏȟ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩ 
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ȰTheyȭve split up. Tammy is to the west, Morlin to the north.ȱ 

ȰI hope Tammyȭs ok,ȱ said Clio. ȰIf theyȭre not together then sheȭs probably in some serious 

trouble.ȱ 

ȰThatȭs what I thought, too. So my thinking is this: Myself, Clio, Phil and Bobbie will head off 

west to find Tammy. And since theyȭre such experts at it, Bambi and Nugget can follow Morlin 

and work out where she is. Once weȭve got Tammy, weȭll come find you so we can sort out 

Morlin once and for all.ȱ 

Clio and Bobbie were both shaking their heads. ȰNo, Edgarb,ȱ Clio said. 

ȰWhatȭs wrong?ȱ Edgarb asked. 

ȰIȭm not coming with you. Iȭm staying home.ȱ 

ȰIȭm staying too,ȱ said Bobbie. ȰClio needs company, and itȭs easier for me to stay than to find a 

sitter.ȱ 

ȰBut, why canȭt you come? I want you to be safe, sure, but this could take a while. I donȭt want us 

to be apart for so long.ȱ 

Clio looked deep into Edgarbȭs eyes and smiled. ȰItȭs too dangerous. I donȭt want to take any 

risks that something will hurt the baby.ȱ 

Edgarb grinned. Phil grinned. Bambi smiled knowingly, having figured it out already. Edgarb 

took Clio in his arms and held her close. 

Nugget hadnȭt been paying attention, and was happily scratching himself. He noticed all eyes on 

him and he stopped mid-scratch, his hand still on his groin. ȰWhat baby?ȱ he said. 
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Chapter 4 ɀ I Donȭt Want To Miss A Thing  
 

Forest of Feelings, Care-a-Lot, and Earth are the homes we claim  

loving each other; what weȭve got; are places with a different name  

but theyȭre all the same 

Friend Bear, Secret Bear, Braveheart Lion,  

Playfulheart Monkey, Jason & Kim 

The Care Bears Movie* 

 

Now that events were happening in the third person point of view againɖ, Edgarb had a much 

easier time paying attention to what was going on and following his feelings. Of course, news 

like this could only spawn one reaction from him anyway, so it was easy for him to understand. 

Edgarb released Clio from his arms, turned around, and threw up into a nearby pot plantɗ. He 

was happy, he knew he was happy, but ɀ oh fuck. How the hell was he supposed to be a father? 

The only thing he knew about fathers was that they belittled you, tweaked your nose, and then 

beat you. He didnȭt want to beat his child, but how could he not? 

He looked up from the plant pot and wiped his mouth§. ȰThatȭs fantastic honey, really. Iȭm super 

excited. This is terrific news.ȱ He looked her in the eye and smiled. He looked lower, at her 

stomach, and started to smile again. Then he threw up one more time**. 

Bambi looked pitifully from Edgarb to Clio. ȰArenȭt you the one whoȭs supposed to be sick?ȱ she 

asked. Clio just shrugged.  

ȰOnly in the mornings,ȱ she said. ȰSo far anyway ɀ and from what I can tell thatȭs sorta normal.ȱ 

She was watching Edgarb intently. Of all the people in the room, it was Clio who knew exactly 

how Edgarb was feeling and understood what he was going through. Theyȭd grown up together, 

and she had seen how badly his father had treated Edgarb. She wasnȭt surprised that he was 

scared now. Edgarb was a good man; she knew this with all her heart. But she knew that 

wouldnȭt stop him worrying about what his fatherȭs influences might have done to him. She also 

knew that it was this fear that would stop it from ever being an issue. 

She went up beside him and rubbed his back slowly, feeling his gasps spasming across his back. 

Once they abated a little, and he seemed to be finished with the vomiting, she leaned in close 

next to him and whispered something in his earɖɖ. He turned to look at her, kissed her delicately 

on the cheekɗɗ, and stroked her face.§§ 

                                                             
* Please please please please PLEASE get this song stuck in your head. I know I did. *sigh* 
ɖ !ÂÏÕÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȟ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÓÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏËȟ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔ ÔÏÏȢ 
ɗ !Ó ÙÏÕ ÄÏȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÉÄ 
it one New Years. 
§ And then he looked for chunks. Again, as you do. 
** In the pot plant, not on her stomach. 
ɖɖ !Èȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȩ 3ÈÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÓÅÃÒÅÔȢ 
ɗɗ Eww, vomit lips! 
§§ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ )ȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÆÏÏÔÎÏÔÅÓȢ 2%!,,9 ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ (ÏÏÒÁÙ ÆÏÒ ÆÏÏÔÎÏÔÅÓȦ 
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ȰYouȭre right,ȱ he said. ȰThank you. Iȭll be ok now I think.ȱ He sank shakily into his armchair and 

pulled Clio down onto his lap. As he held her close and placed his nose in her neck he said 

ȰImagine. A baby. Wow. 

ȰOk, so weȭve got a baby coming. Thatȭs great. Fantastic even. But for now, we still have to worry 

about finding Tammy.ȱ Edgarb looked at Clio. ȰDo you mind being left home alone? I can stay if 

you need me.ȱ 

Clio shook her head defiantly. ȰNo. This needs to be done, and thereȭs nothing very urgent you 

need to be here for. Not for about eight and a half months anyway.ȱ She looked at him sternly. 

ȰYou will  be home by then, right?ȱ 

Edgarb winked at Phil. ȰWell, you never know what will happen. What if Morlin gets on a boat 

and sails away to a distant land? Weȭll have to follow her. It could be years until we return!ȱ He 

grinned at her, his eyes sparkling. 

It was at around this time that Edgarb received his first lesson in what was to become to him an 

entirely new set of rules to do with women. He called these rules ȬHow To Live With A Pregnant 

Womanȭ.* 

Clio slapped his face, burst into tears and ran from the room. They listened to her stomp 

upstairs, heard the bedroom door slam, heard it open again a moment later, and then listened as 

she stomped into the bathroom, vomited noisily, stomped back to the bedroom. Then the door 

slammed a second time.ɖ 

Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil shrugged. Edgarb looked at Bambi. Bambi 

shrugged. Edgarb looked at Nugget, then looked away again quickly. He walked upstairs. 

ȰHoney,ȱ he called through the door. ȰWhatȭs wrong?ȱ 

ȰNothing,ȱ came the muffled reply.ɗ 

Edgarb, knowing full well that this wasnȭt a time to be believing that oh so common reply from 

women the world over, opened the door and came in anyway. She was lying face down on the 

bed crying. 

ȰHey,ȱ he said. ȰI was only kidding. Of course weȭll be back.ȱ 

ȰI know you were,ȱ she said over little sobs. ȰBut I really donȭt want you to go ɀ I want you here 

with me. But you have to go and I know you do. Blame the hormones ɀ I think theyȭre already 

starting to run wild.ȱ She sat up and wiped her nose and leaned into him. ȰPromise me youȭll 

come back, and soon. Iȭm not letting you go until you promise.ȱ 

ȰOf course I promise,ȱ he said. ȰWeȭll be back before you know it.ȱ 

She held him close for a while, and then pushed him away. ȰOk, go. Quick, before I change my 

mind.ȱ 

                                                             
* )ÔȭÓ Á ÂÏÏË ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÒÉÔten many times. No one can get it right though ɀ probably because each 
×ÏÍÁÎ ÉÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÉÎÓÁÎÅȟ ÙÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÓÏȢ 
ɖ 2ÕÌÅ ρȡ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÆÕÎÎÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÈÉÌÄȢ 
ɗ Rule 2: Never believe a word they say. 
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He kissed her one last time*, and then went downstairs. 

ȰLetȭs hit the road guys. I want to be back here as soon as possible.ȱ 

* 

And so this is how we end up back where we started such a long, long time ago. It was just 

Edgarb and Phil on the road together, sallying forth to see where fate, luck, and a little bit of 

machismo might take them. 

Things went a little better than last time. Before, they moved slowly. This time Edgarb moved 

along at quite a pace. He had grown since they last hit the road together, and developed many 

more muscles than he would have if heȭd stayed home in Fnordish. He could walk all day 

without resting often, he had the right shoes, and he could easily carry Philȭs bowl without 

getting tired. All these things had changed. 

There was also a much higher sense of urgency. Previously theyȭd already thought theyȭd made 

good their escape from the Evil King, and while they wanted to keep up the pace for just-in-

casies, they didnȭt feel rushed. Now there was a life at risk ɀ if they didnȭt find Tammy soon, they 

feared what would happen to her. 

Of course, Edgarb wanted to get home to his family as well. He didnȭt begrudge the fact that he 

had to go on this journey or mission or whatever it was called, but he still wanted to get back to 

be with Clio just as soon as damn fricking possible. 

And so they walked at a bit of a pace. 

Theyȭd started just outside the gates of Squishpoo where they could use the Magic Belly Button 

Lint Balls of Magic(tm). First Edgarb had used Tammyȭs ball to confirm that she was still off to the 

west. Then heȭd passed Morlinȭs ball to Bambi, who did the same and nodded to the north.ɖ 

ȰOk, leave a trail and weȭll catch up just as soon as we can with Tammy,ȱ Edgarb said. 

Bambi nodded and gave him a great big ghost hug. Nugget nodded at both Edgarb and Phil and 

strolled off with Bambi, the two of them arm in arm. 

And so they walked. 

They walked over fields and they walked across streams and they followed paths and they 

climbed hills, all the time following the faint pull of Tammyȭs lint. The travelling was uneventful 

for the most part that first day. At least, it was at first. 

                                                             
* Eww. Not the kissing ɀ thaÔ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÆÕÎȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÕËÅ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȟ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩ #ȭÍÏÎȟ Å×× ×ÉÔÈ 
me. 
ɖ .Ï×ȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Ó×ÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÏÎ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÉÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ "ÁÍÂÉ ÃÁÎ ÈÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÓÅ 
-ÏÒÌÉÎȭÓ ÂÁÌÌ Ïȭ ÆÌÕÆÆȢ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ ÉÎ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ .ÕÇÇÅÔȭÓ ÁÎÄ "ÁÍÂÉȭÓ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÓȟ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÈÁÄ 
ÓÔÕÍÂÌÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ Á ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÂÁÇȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ 
ÓÈÏÒÔ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÅÎÄÅÄ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÏÌÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÁÔ ÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ×ÏËÅ 
up the next day with a sore ass. The bag existed in both dimensions so that it was half ghost and half real, 
ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÍÁÎÉÐÕÌÁÔÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÇÈÏÓÔÙȢ 2ÅÁÌ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÐÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÇ ÁÎÄ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ 
of the pair could carry the bag. Ghost things can be put in the bag and real people can carry it. It was 
rather neat. And it was rather useful. It was also quite coincidental that they managed to find such an 
item. 
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They had been walking for most of the day when, sometime in the late afternoon, they came to a 

bridge. It was your standard bridge-like affair of pine slats across some beams with no rails on 

either side. It was wide enough for two carts to pass in the middle and was sturdy and well kept. 

ȰThis looks like a pleasant area,ȱ said Phil. ȰHow about after you cross the bridge we stop for a 

short rest? Then we can do the last stretch before stopping for the night. 

ȰThat sounds like a great idea,ȱ answered Edgarb. He was fitter now, sure, but that didnȭt mean a 

few hours steady walking at a brisk pace didnȭt tire him out a little bit. 

Just as Edgarb took his first step onto the bridge there came a howl. ȰAroooooooooo*,ȱ came the 

howl. ȰAroooooooooo,ȱ it came again, and Edgarb took a step back off the bridge. 

ȰFuck me,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰItȭs a werewolf!ȱ 

ȰExcuse me Edgarb,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰYes Phil?ȱ  

ȰIȭm not sure you said that right, friend Edgarb.ȱ  

ȰI think youȭre right,ȱ answered Edgarb. ȰFuck me,ȱ he repeated. ȰA talking werewolf!ȱ 

ȰExcuse me Edgarb,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰYes Phil?ȱ  

ȰIȭm not sure you should say that, friend Edgarb.ȱ  

ȰWhyȭs that Phil?ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰWell, it didnȭt talk, for one. Also, all we heard was a howl. It doesnȭt necessarily have to be a 

werewolf. It might be a normal wolf. Or it could be a man impersonating a wolf, or even a man 

impersonating a werewolf. Hell, it could even be a sick cow.ȱ 

ȰI think youȭre right,ȱ answered Edgarb.  

ȰFuck me,ȱ he repeated. ȰA werewolf or a wolf or an imposter or a cow or something else of 

unknown origin and no fixed address that might possibly be able to talk or might possibly not 

have that ability but which at this stage is indeterminable!ȱ 

He looked at the fish with raised eyebrows of querysomenessɖ. 

ȰMuch better,ȱ nodded Phil. 

Edgarb stepped forward onto the bridge a second time. ȰAroooooooooo,ȱ came the howl, just as 

it did before. ȰAroooooooooo,ȱ it came again, again, but this time Edgarb didnȭt step back. 

ȰArooooooooo?ȱ it came one more time, and then there was silence. 

                                                             
* 4ÈÁÔȭÓ !ÒÏÏÏÏÏÏÏÏÏÏȟ ÎÏÔ !ÒÏÏÏÏÏȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȢ 
ɖ %ÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÃÏÏÌ ÌÁÂÅÌÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ also the inverted eyebrows of surprisation, the flattened 
eyebrows of sadiciousness, and over plucked eyebrows of oops-I-slippedified, amongst others. 
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Edgarb took another careful step forward, bringing his rear foot onto the bridge as well. He 

could feel the slats creaking under his feet as he shuffled forward. Now that he was actually on 

there he could see that what had initially looked to be a sturdy well maintained bridge was 

really a dilapidated old thing with a new coat of paint. As he shuffled his feet he could feel the 

whole thing start to sway and some ominous* noises came from underneath. Another step and it 

was less of a sway and a distinct wobble. 

ȰEdgarb?ȱ said Phil. 

ȰYes Phil?ȱ 

ȰIȭm a little worried.ȱ 

ȰYeah, me too. I donȭt think this is going to be a very stable crossing,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰMe either. Please donȭt drop me.ȱ 

ȰI canȭt make any promises, but Iȭll do my best. Take a great big breath of whatever it is that you 

breathe and Iȭll try to get over just as fast as I can. If too much water spills just hold on ɀ thereȭs 

more water in my backpack and Iȭll top you up as soon as I get across.ȱ 

ȰGood luck my friend,ȱ Phil said quietly. 

Another howl came from beneath the bridge. ȰAroooooooooo,ȱ it went. ȰAroooooooooo.ȱ The 

hair on the back of Edgarbȭs neck rose and he shivered as if a cold breeze had run across his 

face. 

ȰI really donȭt want to know whatȭs making that noise anymore,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰAgreed,ȱ said Phil. ȰRun!ȱ 

And Edgarb ran. He jumped and leaped and pirouetted and pranced. He tried to stay in the air 

for as long as possible, hoping that if he didnȭt touch the ground too often the chances would be 

in his favour that he wouldnȭt fall through or cause the bridge to collapse. 

And he didnȭt fall through or cause the bridge to collapse. It started to shake. Then it started to 

wobble. It started to make all manner of strange creaks and groans and cracks but it didnȭt 

collapse and he didnȭt fall through. 

And he ran. He ran and he jumped and he leaped. The water in Philȭs bowl splashed a bit, and 

things got quite choppy for him indeed, but he didnȭt run out of water, and he didnȭt fall 

overboard. Edgarb made it to the other side out of breath and dry of mouth and shaky of foot. 

Once safe on the opposite bank he put Phil down gently and then stood bent over gasping and 

shaking with his hands on his knees while he got his breath back. 

ȰThat was not in the least bit fun,ȱ said Edgarb eventually. 

                                                             
* 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÔÙÐÅÓ ÏÆ ÏÍÉÎÏÕÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÍÉÎÏÕÓ ÌÉËÅ ÓÐÏÏËÙ ɉ/Î ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÒË ÎÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈe 
cemetery as we stood with the rain dripping in our faces the wind whistled through the trees, sounding 
ÏÍÉÎÏÕÓÌÙ ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÈÏÓÔȭÓ ÌÏÓÔ ÃÒÙ ÏÆ ÁÎÇÕÉÓÈɊ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÍÉÎÏÕÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÁÔ ɉÔÈÅ ÖÉÃÁÒ 
looked suggestively at my groin and winked ominously). This was the spooky type of ominous. Just so 
×ÅȭÒÅ ÃÌÅÁÒȢ 
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ȰYeah, I sorta noticed that,ȱ said Phil dizzily*. ȰNow that weȭre clear, Iȭm sorta wondering again 

about that noise.ȱ 

ȰYeah, I am too. I wonder what was making it.ȱ 

ȰWhat was making what?ȱ said a deep gravelly voice from behind them. 

The pair looked around at this new voice and saw a large...something...standing nearby. 

ȰSomething was making an awful aroooooooooo sound,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰYeah,ȱ said Phil. ȰIt was really awful. I never want to hear it again. Not ever.ȱ 

ȰAroooooooooo,ȱ said the large something that was standing nearby. ȰAroooooooooo,ȱ it said 

again. Drool seeped from its mouth where its fangs stuck out, and it licked its lips slowly with a 

large grey tongue. 

  

                                                             
* 9ÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ ÄÉÚÚÙ ÔÏÏ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÌÏÓÈÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÃÈȟ ÓÕÒÅÌÙȢ 
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Chapter 5 ɀ Wild Thing  
 

And youȭre kept in an open cage, so youȭre free to leave or stay. 

Sometimes you get confused, like thereȭs a hint I am trying to give you. 

The longer you think, the less you know what to do. 

Talking Bird,  Narrow Stairs  

Death Cab For Cutie  

 

There was a series of repeated lookings back and forth between Edgarb and Phil.* 

ȰAroooooooooo,ȱ said the large something that was standing nearby one more time. It made 

assorted snuffling noises and its nose twitched a few times, much like a post orgasmic labia as it 

deflates. 

ȰI hope youȭve got your breath back,ȱ said Phil. ȰBecause I think itȭs time for you to start running 

again.ȱ 

ȰDude, I already figured that out!ȱ Edgarb replied. He took a short moment for a quick look 

around to get his bearings, picked up the fish bowl, and sprinted for the closest trees. He 

pumped his legs as hard as he could and concentrated on making it to cover. He hoped that once 

he got in amongst the trees he could lose the large something. 

Edgarb heard an ȰArooooooooooȱ behind him, followed by the noise of scratching dirt as the 

something scrabbled itȭs feet and gave chase. The fast pattering as it rushed up behind them got 

louder as it approached. 

ȰRun faster Edgarb!ȱ quoth Phil. ȰRun faster!ȱ 

ȰIȭm trying Phil!ȱ Edgarb answered between breaths.  

The sounds behind them stopped and Edgarb looked back over his shoulder. 

ȰArooooooooo?ȱ came the howl again. It looked at them both quizzically and it turned its head 

on its side.  ȰDid I hear you right? Is your name Edgarb?ȱ Its voice was deep and gravelly, and it 

had a small lisp ɀ as youȭd expect when you had fangs poking out of your mouth. 

Edgarb stopped his running and turned to face the something. It was still standing there 

motionless, a look of expectation in its eyes. ȰWell that all depends,ȱ he said. ȰIf I were to be this 

Edgarb, would that be a Good Thing(tm)ɖ or a bad thing?ȱ 

The something pondered this question with care. ȰItȭs a Good Thing(tm)ɗ no matter the answer. 

ȰIf youȭre not, itȭs good for me, for I shall surely have an early supper. If you are, then itȭs good 

for you I suppose.ȱ 

                                                             
* 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩ /Ëȟ ÆÉÎÅȢ 
Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked at Phil again. Phil looked back at Edgarb. 
There, happy? 
ɖ Patent Pending 
ɗ Patent Still Pending 
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ȰEating me for supper doesnȭt sound too good, I must confess.ȱ Edgarb looked at Phil, who 

nodded. ȰOk, yes, Iȭm Edgarb.ȱ He started to back up slowly just in case there was a differing in 

opinion between what really was considered good. 

ȰPrince Edgarb, son of King Fnordish?ȱ it asked. 

Edgarb gulped. This probably wasnȭt going to be so good after all. He backed up another step 

and nodded. ȰYes, that would be me.ȱ He answered tentatively. 

ȰYour mother is Queen Fuxalot and youȭve impregnated the fair Eclipse with your seed?ȱ 

ȰNews sure travels fast,ȱ whispered Phil. ȰWhat do you think this is all about?ȱ 

ȰI have no idea,ȱ said Edgarb. He looked back at the something. ȰYes, Iȭm that Edgarb.ȱ 

The something stumbled to its knees and pressed its face to the ground. ȰYour Highness!ȱ it 

grovelled. ȰI apologise for chasing you, I knew not who you were. Please forgive me.ȱ 

It stayed there prostrate in the dirt while Edgarb looked on round-eyed. He wasnȭt exactly sure 

what to do now. It had been a long time since anyone had fawned over him back at the palace in 

Fnordish, and even back then he was always embarrassed by it. Sure, he knew how he was 

supposed to act, but he never liked doing it. And in this case, he was scared that saying the 

wrong thing would shorten his reprieve and still get him killed or eaten*.  

ȰWhat do you think?ȱ he asked Phil. 

ȰI have no idea. He looks genuine though. But if heȭs acting like this, Iȭd say you need to act regal, 

rather than your normal self.ȱ 

ȰGood idea,ȱ Edgarb nodded. He looked down at the something in the dirt. 

ȰArise, gentle creature. Lift thine body from the dirt in whence you lay and brush thyself down 

for thine appearance is ill becoming of thee.ȱ 

ȰYes my lord,ȱ the something said as it scrabbled itself quickly up from the ground and made 

brushing motions over itself to clear the dust. 

ȰNow tell all of which you know of me, fore I summon mine vengeance down upon theeɖ and 

smite thine soul to infinityɗ,ȱ Edgarb had to admit that he was really getting into this. 

The something looked fearfully at Edgarb, and then at Phil, then back at Edgarb. ȰItȭs the fish, 

isnȭt it? Is it a ninja fish? Some other sort of stealth assassin? Or perhaps itȭs a zombie fish?ȱ He 

                                                             
* One at a time or both at once? Which one first?  
ɖ Heh. I dunno about you but I thought of this when I re-read it: 
The path of the righteous man is beset on all sides by the iniquities of the selfish and the tyranny of evil 
men. Blessed is he, who in the name of charity and good-will, shepherds the weak through the valley of 
darkness, for he is truly his brotherȭs keeper and the finder of lost children. And I will strike down upon 
thee with great vengeance and furious anger those who would attempt to poison and destroy my 
brothers. And you will know my name is the Lord when I lay my vengeance upon thee. 
ɗ ,ÏÏËȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÓÏÕÎÄÉÎÇ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÁÄȢ ) ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÏÎȭt claim to be any sort of medieval royalty myself, 
so the speech is a little hard for me to do. But you get the gist of it, right? 
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looked back at Phil again. ȰAre you a zombie fish?ȱ he repeated. ȰAre you filled with magical 

powers? Does Elvis talk to you? Does he tell you to do things? Do you see spots?ȱ 

Phil looked sternly at the something. ȰIȭm not a zombie fish. I do magic though, yes.ȱ 

ȰFuck me!ȱ said the something. ȰA talking fish!ȱ The something started to quake a little. Its knees 

started a little bit of a tremble. It stepped back carefully out of reach of the magical fishy. It then 

thought for a moment before opening its mouth to answer Edgarbȭs demands. 

ȰWait a moment,ȱ Edgarb cut it off. ȰBefore you start on that, can you tell us who you are? And 

what you are?ȱ 

ȰMy name is Jonas*. Iȭm a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰA what?ȱ 

ȰA bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰA Beowulf?ȱ 

ȰNo, a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰA bad wolf?ȱɖ 

ȰNo, a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰA big gulp?ȱ 

ȰNo, a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰA blue smurf?ȱ 

ȰNo, a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰA bear-wolf?ȱ 

ȰNo, a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰThatȭs what I said.ȱ 

ȰNo it wasnȭt.ȱ 

ȰYes it was.ȱ 

ȰNo it wasnȭt.ȱ 

ȰYes it was.ȱ 

ȰNo it wasnȭt.ȱ 

ȰYes, it was. I said bear-wolf.ȱ 

                                                             
* )ȭÍ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÅÅÌȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÓÈÏ×Î ÕÓ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÈÏ× ×Å ÆÅÅÌȢ 
ɖ Blaidd Drwg? Darlig Ulv Stranden? I am the Bad Wolf. I create myself. I take the words. I scatter them in 
time and space. 
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ȰI know thatȭs what you said, and I said Iȭm not a bear-wolf. Iȭm a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰYou said the same thing twice then.ȱ 

ȰNo I didnȭt.ȱ 

ȰYes you did.ȱ 

ȰNo I didnȭt.ȱ 

ȰYes you did.ȱ 

ȰNo. I did not. You said bear. B. E. A. R. I said bare. B. A. R. E. Theyȭre different. Obviously.ȱ 

ȰWell yes, theyȭre obviously different in their meaning. But they sound the same.ȱ 

ȰWell just remember. Iȭm a bare-wolf, not a bear-wolf.ȱ* 

ȰOk, ok, fine,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰYouȭre a bare-wolf.ȱ 

ȰThank you.ȱ 

ȰWhatȭs a bare-wolf then? Wait, no, donȭt answer that. One question at a time. How do you know 

me?ȱ 

ȰAh,ȱ said Jonas. ȰNow there is a question.ȱ 

ȰYes, that was a question.ȱ 

ȰIndeed it was.ȱ 

ȰAre you going to answer it?ȱ 

ȰYes, I will,ȱ said Jonas. ȰAnd answer it now I shall.ȱ He stopped. 

Edgarb waited. And he waited some more. ȰWell?ȱ 

ȰWell what?ȱ queried the bare-wolf. 

ȰAnswer it then.ȱ 

ȰWhat was the question again?ȱ 

ȰHow do you know me?ȱ 

ȰI didnȭt answer that already?ȱ 

ȰNo, you didnȭt.ȱ 

ȰSure I did.ȱ The bare-wolf thought about it. ȰOk, maybe not. 

                                                             
* Can you imagine what a bare-bear-×ÏÌÆ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅȩ )ÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ )ÍÁÇÉÎÅ Á ÂÅÁÒ-wolf, then strip 
it naked. 
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ȰWell, itȭs simple really. I was sitting under my bridge, as I so often do, when I heard a noise. I 

came up and saw a woman. A tall woman with black hair. Beautiful she was, so beautiful. But she 

looked mean.ȱ 

ȰThat would be Morlin,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰYes, that was her name,ȱ said Jonas. ȰMorlin. It was she who told me all about you. Appearances 

are deceiving arenȭt they? She presumed I was evil too, all because of the way I look. But Iȭm not. 

Really Iȭm not. I pretended though ɀ I didnȭt want her to know that. She said to stop you at any 

cost, to make sure you donȭt come any further. I agreed willingly enough, but I swore to myself 

that Iȭd assist you instead. Itȭs not often a royal champion will come, fighting for justice and 

honour. But you are, and I will help you in any way that I can.ȱ 

ȰUmm,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰIf youȭre not evil, why did you try to kill me until you found out who I am?ȱ 

ȰGood point Edgarb,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰWell, Iȭve still got to eat donȭt I?ȱ Jonas said. ȰThereȭs being good, and thereȭs starving to death. I 

donȭt particularly want to starve. But now I know youȭre not food, so all is good.ȱ 

ȰWell, if you say so,ȱ Edgarb said carefully. ȰSo how can you help us?ȱ 

ȰEasy,ȱ said the bare-wolf. ȰIȭve got her scent now. I can follow her trail and find out where she 

went easily. Follow me and weȭll find her soon enough.ȱ 

ȰWeȭre not actually trying to find Morlin yet,ȱ said Phil. ȰSheȭs captured our friend, Tammy. Itȭs 

Tammy that weȭre trying to save first.ȱ 

ȰYou mean the little fairy she had with her?ȱ asked Jonas. ȰAbout 6 inches tall?ȱ 

ȰSheȭs not a fairy, sheȭs just a witch. Morlin shrank her to that size when she caught her.ȱ 

ȰNot a problem,ȱ said Jonas. ȰI got her scent too.ȱ 

ȰGreat,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰLetȭs go get her.ȱ 

* 

They arrived at the cave pretty quickly after that. It was a lot easier when they had a guide 

rather than trying to follow the vague pull of belly button lint*. Still, it had been a hard slog 

getting there, even if it didnȭt take too long. 

So yes, now they stood before a cave. It was a standard run of the mill cave, nothing too exciting 

to look at. Just an opening in the wall, dark and plain it was. 

ȰSo,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰTammyȭs in there?ȱ 

ȰAye, so she is my boy,ȱ said Jonas. ȰSo she is.ȱ 

Edgarb looked at Phil. ȰMate,ȱ he said. ȰI think itȭs time to do your thing.ȱ 

                                                             
* 2ÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȩ -ÁÎȟ ÈÏ× ÌÕÃËÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅm. Yes, insert sarcasm here. 
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Phil nodded and assumed a look of concentration. After a moment his skin began to glow. 

ȰThere we go,ȱ he said. 

ȰThanks mate. Ok, once more into the breach.ȱ And he stepped forward into the cave Phil tucked 

under his arm, Jonas one step behind. 

They walked through the cave by the light of Phil, following the passage deeper and deeper into 

the earth. There were numerous twists and turns and it didnȭt take long for them to feel 

completely cut off from the outside world. 

As they walked, to pass the time, Edgarb spoke to Jonas. 

ȰSo just what is a bare-wolf anyway?ȱ he asked of the something. 

ȰAh,ȱ said Jonas. ȰNow there is a question.ȱ 

ȰYes, that was a question.ȱ 

ȰIndeed it was.ȱ 

ȰAre you going to answer it?ȱ 

ȰYes, I will,ȱ said Jonas. ȰAnd answer it now I shall.ȱ He stopped. 

Edgarb waited. And he waited some more. ȰWell?ȱ 

ȰWell what?ȱ queried the bare-wolf. 

ȰAnswer it then.ȱ 

ȰWhat was the question again?ȱ 

Edgarb sighed. ȰWhat is a bare-wolf?ȱ 

ȰI didnȭt answer that already?ȱ 

ȰNo, you didnȭt.ȱ 

ȰSure I did.ȱ The bare-wolf thought about it. ȰOk, maybe not. 

 ȰWell, thereȭs two ways of answering that. Thereȭs the long answer, or the short answer. Which 

one would you like?ȱ 

ȰLetȭs start with the long answer,ȱ answered Edgarb. ȰI think weȭve still got a way to go inside 

this cave. If it gets to be too much, I reserve the right to stop you and ask for the short answer 

instead. Deal?ȱ 

ȰFair enough,ȱ Jonas nodded. ȰOk, so the long answer is this.ȱ And the bare-wolf started to recite 

a passage that was oddly poetic in a fairly bad way. 

ȰIn the Worlds before Monkey*, primal chaos reigned, heaven sought order. But the Phoenix can 

fly only when its feathers are grown. The four worlds formed again and yet again, as endless 

                                                             
* 'ÏÏÇÌÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ȡɊ 
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aeons wheeled and passed. Time and the pure essences of Heaven, the moistures of the Earth, 

and the powers of the Sun and the Moon all worked upon a certain rock ɀ old as Creation. And it 

magically became fertile. That first egg was named Thought. Tathagata Buddha, the Father 

Buddha, said ȬWith our thoughts we make the world.ȭ Elemantal forces caused the egg to hatch 

from it then came a stone Monkey. The nature of Monkey was irrepressable! 

ȰBorn from an egg on a mountain top, funkiest Monkey that ever popped, he knew every magic 

trick under the sun, tease the Gods and everyone can have some fun. Monkey magic, Monkey 

magic, Monkey magic, Monkey magic, Monkey magic, Monkey magic ooh! 

ȰWhat a cocky, saucey Monkey this one is. All the Gods were angry and they punished him. Until 

he was saved by a kindly priest, and that was the start of their pilgrimage quest. Monkey magic, 

Monkey magic, Monkey magic, Monkey magic, Monkey magic, Monkey magic, Monkey magic, 

Monkey magic ooh!ȱ 

Jonas ceased his recital and looked expectantly at Edgarb. 

ȰAh, excuse me, Jonas?ȱ asked the prince. 

ȰYes?ȱ 

ȰWhatȭs the short answer?ȱ 

ȰYou sure you want the short answer?ȱ Jonas asked. 

ȰYes.ȱ 

ȰOk, you ready?ȱ 

ȰYes,ȱ nodded Edgarb. 

Jonas coughed lightly to clear his throat. ȰThe short answer is...that Iȭm not sure,ȱ he said. ȰMy 

mother told me I was a bare-wolf. My father told me I was a bare-wolf. But no one has been able 

to tell me exactly what that is.ȱ 

Edgarb thought about this. ȰYou know Jonas; I have a suggestion for you.ȱ 

Jonas looked at him expectantly. 

ȰDonȭt give the long answer ever again.ȱ 

Jonas hung his head. ȰYes sir.ȱ 

It was about then that they reached the end of the tunnel and arrived in a large chamber. The 

floor appeared to be made of glass, and a soft green light was pulsing through from beneath, 

illuminating  the entire room in its mystical glow. 

Suspended from the ceiling in the middle of chamber was a bird cage. It was your standard 

everyday type birdcage, wicker-made and rounded-top. The door to it hung open, and inside it 

was Tammy, sitting forlornly on the floor of the cage. As they appeared at the entrance of the 

room she looked up and smiled.  



 38 

ȰEdgarb!ȱ she called in her high pitched tiny voice. ȰPhil!ȱ She jumped up and stood at the door 

of her cage. ȰBe careful now, donȭt step on the glass!ȱ 

Edgarb had just been about to step forwards, but he pulled back his foot quickly. ȰHow come?ȱ 

he called. 

ȰItȭs an illusion,ȱ she answered. ȰIt looks strong, but itȭs not. Itȭs not even really there. Thatȭs why 

my door was left open. Thereȭs no need to lock me in, I canȭt leave anyway.ȱ 

ȰOk,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰSo all we need do is to throw you a rope.ȱ 

ȰNice idea Edgarb,ȱ said Phil, who hadnȭt had a line in a while. 

ȰThanks Phil,ȱ said Edgarb, whoȭd had too many. 

ȰActually Edgarb,ȱ called Tammy, who was only just getting started again. ȰThereȭs something 

else you need to deal with first.ȱ 

ȰAnd what would that be?ȱ said the over-dialogued one. 

Tammy was about to answer when a crash came from the back of the cavern as a hidden door 

flew open and banged against the wall. A large shadow fell across the floor as a shape loomed in 

the doorway. 

ȰHer,ȱ said Tammy.  
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Chapter 6 ɀ Glass and the Ghost Children 
 

But one more thing. The person that finds her gets to name her right? I 

want to name her Dottie, after my wife. Sheȭs a vicious life-sucking bitch 

from which there is no escape.  

Karl  

Armageddon 

 

 ȰOh no, itȭs her!ȱ yelled Jonas. 

ȰOh no, itȭs her!ȱ yelled Phil. 

 ȰWho the fuck is her?ȱ yelled Edgarb. 

ȰIȭll explain later,ȱ called Tammy. ȰHide!ȱ 

The trio retreated back down the passage until they were out of sight. They held themselves still 

and tried to stay as quiet as could be. 

ȰWhat is that ruckus?ȱ went a deep, growly but female voice. 

ȰUh, what ruckus?ȱ asked Tammy. 

ȰI was in my room there, and I heard a ruckus,ȱ the deep female voice said. 

ȰCould you describe the ruckus, maȭam?ȱ 

ȰWatch your tongue, lady. Watch it! Now tell me, what was that ruckus?ȱ 

ȰHmm,ȱ went the hmming noise of a six-inch witch pondering her hmms. ȰHmm. Well Iȭm not 

sure. I really didnȭt hear anything, honest. Perhaps it came from somewhere in your room.ȱ 

ȰUhh,ȱ went the uhhing noise of a much-larger-than-six-inch scary woman of some description 

getting confused. ȰUhh, maybe it did. Ok, nevermind.ȱ 

They could hear footsteps as the large woman left, followed by a bang and the muffled thump of 

a very large body hitting the ground. 

ȰOww,ȱ went the owwing noise of a much-larger-than-six-inch scary woman of some description 

falling over. ȰOww, I always miss that step.ȱ* 

The trio waited while she picked herself up and walked away, the door slamming closed as she 

left. They then walked back to the cavern entrance. 

ȰOk, keep your voices down,ȱ said Tammy. ȰIf youȭre too loud sheȭll come back.ȱ She paused to 

look at her rescuers and smiled. ȰItȭs so good to see you both again. I knew youȭd come and get 

me, but I wasnȭt expecting you to appear so soon. How did you do it?ȱ 

                                                             
* ȰTapȟȱ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ tapping noise of a spuriously typed footnote being inserted for no particular reason. 
Ȱ4ÁÐȟ ÔÁÐȟ ÔÁÐȱ 
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ȰIt was pretty easy actually,ȱ said Phil, who was still trying to reaffirm his ability to have dialog. 

ȰFirst your mother gave us something to track you with, and then we met Jonas here. Heȭs got a 

good nose on him and that sped things up even more.ȱ 

The little witch looked at Jonas. ȰIȭve seen you before,ȱ she said. ȰWerenȭt you at the bridge when 

Morlin stopped for a rest?ȱ 

ȰThatȭs right maȭam,ȱ the bare-wolf answered. ȰYour sister, she thought I was evil. I thought it 

was better to go along with what she was saying than to stand and fight and lose right there on 

the spot.ȱ 

ȰWell thank you for your assistance friend bare-wolf,ȱ she said courteously. 

Jonas looked smugly at Edgarb. ȰSee?ȱ he said. ȰBare-wolf. Itȭs not that hard.ȱ 

ȰYeah yeah,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰBut back to the point ɀ before we can get you out of here Tammy, we 

need to know the set up here. Most importantly, I repeat: who the fuck is her?ȱ 

ȰAh,ȱ said Tammy. ȰNow there is a question.ȱ 

ȰYes, that was a question.ȱ 

ȰIndeed it was.ȱ 

ȰStop it. Iȭm not going to go through this again. Just answer it.ȱ 

Tammy laughed. ȰSorry,ȱ she said. ȰI know what bare-wolves are like. I couldnȭt resist. Ok, so 

there are really only two things keeping me here. Youȭve seen the floor already. The other is her. 

Sheȭs an evil beast thatȭs been set here to guard me and make sure that I donȭt escape. Sheȭs a 

monster ɀ two monsters in fact. Sheȭs got the body of a very large woman, almost that of a giant. 

But sheȭs not a woman ɀ sheȭs a Cyclops.ȱ Tammy paused just in case an ominous clap of 

thunder chose that very moment to rumble. But it didnȭt. ȰSheȭs not just any Cyclops though. A 

Cyclops is easy to defeat if you know what youȭre doing, but this Cyclops is much rarer, and 

much harder to get past.ȱ 

ȰWell what makes her so special then?ȱ asked Phil. 

ȰA Cyclops, by definition, is singular in nature ɀ as evident by the fact that it has only one eye. 

But this Cyclops, she has...ȱ Tammy paused again, just in case the thunder roll was running a 

little late. But it wasnȭt. Ȱ...two eyes!ȱ She looked over shoulder, hoping for a lightning bolt or at 

least perhaps a light breeze. 

ȰUmm, a two eyed Cyclops,ȱ said Phil. ȰIsnȭt that what we normally call a regular* person?ȱ 

ȰOrdinarily, yes, but this one is different. Think of it more as a Siamese twin. Or maybe 

schizophrenic. The Bi-clops has two distinct personalities, one for each eye. Only one eye is open 

at any time ɀ when itȭs the eye on the left Calamity Jane is in control. When the left eye closes 

and the right eye opens, then itȭs Chatty Cathy thatȭs dominant. It was Calamity Jane that was 

here just then ɀ did you hear her trip over? Whatever can go wrong with her will go wrong. 

                                                             
* $ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÇÌÏ×-in-the-ÄÁÒË ÆÉÓÈ ÔÁÌËÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ȬÒÅÇÕÌÁÒȭȩ 
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Sheȭs clumsier than a two year old with a growth spurt, but her accidents almost always hurt 

those around her, not herself. You do not want to be around when Calamity Jane is nearby.ȱ 

ȰI guess that makes sense,ȱ said Phil. ȰWhat about the other personality?ȱ 

ȰThe other one is Chatty Cathy,ȱ Tammy explained. ȰShe never stops talking. Once she starts 

sheȭll go on forever. Her voice is awful, and if you hear her for too long first your ears will 

smoke, then theyȭll bleed, then your brain melts inside your head.ȱ 

ȰThey really donȭt sound too pleasant, either of them,ȱ said Jonas. 

ȰThey most definitely arenȭt pleasant at all, you have that right. So the question is what do we do 

now?ȱ 

Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb. They both looked at Tammy. Then they both 

looked at Jonas. Then they both looked at Tammy. Then they looked back at each other. 

Edgarb thought a little. Phil thought a little. Jonas tried to think a little but he got sidetracked. 

ȰWell, there was the rope idea,ȱ said Edgarb. 

Phil nodded. ȰWe can give it a try, yeah.ȱ 

Edgarb pulled a rope out of his backpack. He unfurled it, grasped one end tightly, and hurled the 

other end towards Tammy. It fell short of the cage by about ten feet. 

ȰOk, the rope isnȭt long enough. Try getting closer.ȱ 

ȰI canȭt get ten feet closer, Phil. Thereȭs only about two more feet I can move.ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰWhat about,ȱ said Jonas, Ȱif you turn around and move ten feet up the passage?ȱ 

ȰUh, no Jonas. Then Iȭll be ten feet further away.ȱ 

ȰNot if you face away from Tammy. If youȭre facing back up the passage and you move ten feet 

forwards, then youȭve achieved what you wanted. Throw the rope behind you and itȭll reach. 

Just aim carefully.ȱ 

ȰJonas,ȱ said Phil. ȰThink carefully about what you just said.ȱ 

Jonas thought about it for a good minute and then realisation dawned in his eyes. ȰOooooh,ȱ he 

said. ȰOops.ȱ 

Edgarb sighed. ȰWe could go get a longer rope I suppose, but that will take a couple of days 

walking to get it and come back.ȱ He looked around dejectedly. ȰI canȭt see anything else we can 

do though.ȱ 

He walked back and forth along the passage entrance, thinking to himself, but not coming up 

with anything. ȰIf only the glass floor was stronger. We only need to get that little bit closer,ȱ he 

said. 

Phil looked towards Tammy. ȰTammy,ȱ he said. ȰMorlin must have got close to the cage to put 

you in it. How did she do it?ȱ 
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Tammy blinked. ȰI hadnȭt really thought about it,ȱ she said. ȰBut now that you mention it, she 

was whistling the whole time. I thought she was just happy to have caught me, but she walked 

straight across the glass without any problems. I only know that the glass is weak because I 

dropped the bread that I was given when Chatty Cathy gave me my first meal. She threw it at 

me, I missed the catch, and it fell through the glass. Of course, then I had to put up with Chatty 

Cathy talking at me for the next half hour as she explained it all. I almost died, until I realised 

what was going on and cast a spell on my ears to dampen the effect of her voice.ȱ 

ȰBut,ȱ said Edgarb, Ȱbut, doesnȭt your magic not work when youȭre tiny?ȱ 

ȰOh it works,ȱ said Tammy. ȰBut its power is reduced. The spell I cast was tiny, but it was being 

cast on tiny ears. So it worked fine.* I canȭt, however, cast it on any of you. Youȭre all too big.ȱ 

The group of would-be rescuers nodded. 

ȰPerhaps we can find the right pitch of whistle,ȱ said Phil. ȰGive it a go friend Edgarb.ȱ 

Edgarb pursed his lips together and blew. While he did manage to blow a rather large gob of 

spittle onto the ground, there wasnȭt much of a noise coming out of his mouth.ɖ 

ȰEdgarb?ȱ said Phil. 

ȰYes Phil?ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰDo you know how to whistle?ȱ 

ȰActually, no. Iȭve never been able to get the knack.ȱ 

ȰThen why, friend Edgarb, why didnȭt you say so?ȱ 

ȰWell, it was worth a shot. You never know, I might have got lucky.ȱ 

ȰOk. Good try I guess. But no, I guess not.ȱ Phil looked to Jonas. ȰCan you whistle, perchance?ȱ 

ȰAh,ȱ said Jonas. ȰNow there is a question.ȱ 

ȰYes, that was a question. And answer it you fucker. Just answer it.ȱ 

Jonas shook his head. ȰNo way, I canȭt whistle,ȱ he said. ȰItȭs the fangs you see. They stick out so 

far I canȭt purse my lips to make the noise. Iȭd love to be able to though ɀ Iȭve tried and tried, but 

all I get is a sort of pthbbbbbt.ȱɗ 

ȰHmm,ȱ went the hmming noise of the young prince who was stuck for an idea. ȰHmm, well I 

canȭt think of anything.ȱ 

                                                             
* )Î ÅÓÓÅÎÃÅȟ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ Ȭ! ÌÁ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈÅÓȦȭ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ Ȭ! ÌÁ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÏÎ 2ÉÔÚ 
ÃÒÁÃËÅÒÓȦȭ 
ɖ There was, of course, the wet slap of the gobbet of moist mouth mucus hitting the ground. Thwock! 
ɗ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ )ÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÉÆ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÃÁÎÉÎÅ ÂÒÅÅÄ ɉÏÒ ÈÁÌÆ 
ÂÒÅÅÄɊ ÃÏÕÌÄ ×ÈÉÓÔÌÅȢ 7ÈÅÎ ×Å ×ÈÉÓÔÌÅ ÁÔ Á ÄÏÇȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÇ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇȟ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 7ÈÅÎ Á ÄÏÇ 
whistles...who doÅÓ ÉÔ ÒÕÎ ÔÏȩ /ÎÅ ×ÈÉÓÔÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÄÏÇ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÃÈÁÓÉÎÇ ÉÔÓ Ï×Î ÔÁÉÌ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ 
time, never escaping the endless loop of trying to come running to itself. And that  is why dogs have fangs. 
Nature is protecting the entire canine genus from dying out.§ 
§ I have to wonder now ɀ what would happen if vampires could whistle? 
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ȰHmm,ȱ went the hmming noise of a talking fish that was also stuck for an idea. ȰHmm, I canȭt 

think of anything either.ȱ 

ȰHmm,ȱ went the hmming noise of a bare-wolf that didnȭt want to be left out from the chance to 

be part of a recurring line. ȰHmm, hmm, hmm.ȱ 

Edgarb was about to hmm just one more time, just in case it helped, when he heard the crash of 

the hidden door at the back of the cavern as it opened again.  

ȰI definitely heard a noise this time I know itȭs not me, it has to be coming from out here, I want 

to know whatȭs making it, itȭs distracting me from the TV, now whoȭs out here I wonder? 

Tammy, is that you making noise or is it something else? I want to know whatȭs going on and I 

want to know right now,ȱ went a voice from the doorway before the Bi-clops had even 

appeared. 

ȰItȭs Chatty Cathy!ȱ whispered Tammy. ȰItȭs the other personality! You guys better hide again.ȱ 

Edgarb started to move back up the passage when Jonas lost his footing and fell over. By the 

time Edgarb had helped him back to his feet it was too late ɀ Chatty Cathy had appeared and 

they were seen. 

ȰOoh, intruders! I like intruders. If thereȭs intruders then I get to do some thumping and some 

bone snapping and some head punching and I then maybe I can cut them up into pieces and eat 

them for my supper.ȱ 

Chatty Cathy was a very large woman. Her skin had a faint green caste to it, but other-wise she 

appeared to be generally human, although over-sized. She stood about seven and a half feet tall, 

with rippling muscles bursting along her arms and legs. Her short dress was tight and ragged, 

much of the Wilma Flintstone variety.* 

ȰAnd once Iȭve eaten them, Iȭll gather their bones and build myself a new chair so I can sit on 

them and fart. Theyȭll be stuck in the afterlife knowing that their remains are being farted on 

over and over again and thereȭs nothing they can do about it.ȱ 

By this stage Chatty Cathy had her eye on the intruders and was starting to make her way over 

to them. While it had appeared that the glass floor ran right to the walls of the cavern, they 

actually stopped short of the walls by about eight inches ɀ just room enough for someone to 

carefully slip their way around the edge of the room. 

ȰOh yes, Iȭm going to hit you and kill you and eat you and fart on you, thatȭs exactly what Iȭm 

going to do. There are two of you there, I can see you plain as day, and Iȭm going to get you both. 

And donȭt you start thinking youȭre safe there either, little fishy in his bowl ɀ a warm fish 

milkshake dessert would be a fine ending to the meal.ȱ 

And so on. Chatty Cathy didnȭt earn her name for always feeling cold.ɖ  

ȰMaybe I can get her to fall off the edge there,ȱ Edgarb said. He bent down and picked up a rock, 

took careful aim, and threw it as hard as he could at Chatty Cathy.  

                                                             
* It was dirtier though. Much, much dirtier. And Wilma is way hotter. 
ɖ )Æ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÃÏÌÄȟ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÈÉÖÅÒÉÎÇȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ !ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÉÖÅÒ Á ÌÏÔȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÅÅÔÈ ÃÈÁÔÔÅÒȢ 2ÉÇÈÔȩ 2ÉÇÈÔȩ 
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Ȱ ɀ and then youȭre going to scream and scream from the pits of hell when Iȭm done with you 

all,ȱ Chatty Cathy was saying. ȰOh yes, this is going to be ɀȱ and Edgarbȭs rock hit her nose ɀ 

bonk! It didnȭt actually hurt her very much, but she was so surprised that she blinked. To you 

and me, a simple blink is nothing. But to the Bi-clops a blink was enough to send Chatty Cathy 

away ɀ as Chatty Cathyȭs eye closed, Calamity Janeȭs eye opened. * 

ȰRarrrgh!ȱ called Calamity Jane. ȰRarrrrrrrgh! ȱ Calamity Jane kept on scooting around the wall, 

getting closer with each passing second. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰWeȭre really in trouble now!ȱ 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Phil. ȰWe really are!ȱ 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Tammy. ȰYou really are!ȱ 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Jonas. ȰIȭm scared! Aroooooooooo!ȱ 

The floor shimmered, for just a moment, as if a torch was flicked on and off again quickly. 

ȰWait!ȱ called Tammy. ȰDo that again Jonas!ȱ 

ȰArooooooooo?,ȱ Jonas arooooooooood. The floor shimmered a second time. 

ȰOne more time,ȱ Tammy asked. ȰBut this time, hold it longer. 

ȰArooooooooooooooooooooɀȱ Jonas arooooooooood, but he held it for longer. The floor kept its 

shimmer, the glass appearing almost alive as colours swirled within it.  

ȰNow Edgarb, while heȭs arooooooooooing, test the glass!ȱ Tammy directed. 

Edgarb tentatively reached out with one foot until it came in contact with the floor. It felt firm 

enough, so he slowly applied pressure until he was standing with his full weight on it . He moved 

his other foot forward too, and stood easily on what up till now had been completely unstable. 

He bounced a couple of times on his heels to prove how solid it was, and he stepped back. 

ȰOk Jonas, you can stop now,ȱ said Tammy. 

Ȱɀoooooooooo,ȱ finished Jonas. 

Tammy looked carefully at Calamity Jane, who still had a fair bit of wall to sneak along before 

her rescuers were in any real danger. ȰWell there we are then,ȱ she said. ȰWhile Jonas 

aroooooooooos, you can come and grab me.ȱ 

Edgarb shook his head. ȰThatȭs not going to work Tammy. As soon as the floor is solid and I 

cross over to get you, Calamity Jane can come across too. We know how to save you now, but we 

canȭt do it right now. In fact, any time Jonas makes his noise, sheȭll hear and come running out. 

Iȭm not sure this helps us at all. Jonas is just too loud.ȱ He looked apologetically at Jonas. ȰSorry, 

but itȭs true. I know you canȭt aroooooooooo quietly.ȱ 

Tammy frowned as she realised that what he said was true. ȰFuck,ȱ said Tammy. 

                                                             
* SorÒÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÒÅÁÌ ÆÏÏÔÎÏÔÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÈÏÔ 7ÉÌÍÁ &ÌÉÎÔÓÔÏÎÅ ÉÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ 
imagined her in a threesome with Fred and Barney. Yeah, me either. 
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Jonas tipped his head to the side for a moment, deep in thought. Then he grinned a wolfish grin. 

ȰActually guys, I think we can do this. Edgarb, be ready to run out and grab her as soon as the 

floor is solid again.ȱ 

The bare-wolf looked around on the floor for another rock and picked it up. ȰHey, Jane!ȱ he 

called to the Bi-clops. 

Calamity Jane looked over at him. Jonas threw his rock directly at her, hitting her square in the 

eye. Not only did the rock hit, but it stuck fast, embedding itself firmly in her eye socket. The 

other eye immediately opened of course, which brought Chatty Cathy back to dominance. 

Ȱɀ great fun! A dinner and a show and some free furniture. Iȭm getting hungry just thinking 

about it.ȱ And so on. She continued with her babble of threats, but we donȭt really need to hear 

them do we?* 

ȰHey, Cathy!ȱ Jonas called out, cutting her off. ȰYeah, yeah, we get it. Youȭre going to eat us and 

do horrible things to our remains. But tell me this ɀ how are you feeling?ȱ He checked to see that 

Edgarb was ready, turned back to Cathy.  

As soon as she started to answer the question ɀ for after all, how can a motor mouth resist a 

question like that? ɀ Jonas let forth his loudest and longest aroooooooooo yet. 

ȰAroooooooooo!ȱ he arooooooooood. ȰArooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooɀȱ 

Chatty Cathy kept up her stream of talk about her feelings while Edgarb sprinted across to 

Tammy, picked her up, and sprinted back. While he was getting her however, Cathy had moved. 

Yes, she was chattering constantly about how her feet were a bit sore and she thought maybe 

she had a bad tooth developing and how she missed her parents and her belly was starting to 

rumble and how the weather had been unseasonably warm lately and how strange it was that 

the bees were disappearing and that she was thinking of cutting her hair, but she kept on 

approaching the passage entrance all the while. She didnȭt chase after Edgarb, no. She was 

focussed on Jonas, determined to finish him off. 

Jonas had other ideas however. Ȱɀoooooooooo,ȱ he finished his aroooooooooo once Edgarb was 

back on stable ground, and then reached into his trouser pocketɖ. He pulled out a hand mirror 

and held it up in front of the Bi-clops. 

Chatty Cathy, of course, stared back at herself. She was transfixed, frozen to the spot, as she 

streamed her constant prattle directly at her own reflection. Already a little smoke was starting 

to seep out of her ears, the mirror glass reflecting back the brain melting tirade stronger than 

ever. Jonas reached for her hand, lifted it in front of her face, and placed the mirror in her grasp. 

ȰI think weȭre clear to leave now,ȱ Jonas said proudly as he returned to the others. 

ȰThat was fucking awesome!ȱ cheered Phil. ȰWell done!ȱ 

                                                             
* 2ÅÁÌÌÙȟ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔȢ 
ɖ Was Jonas wearing pants? From this point on, you can presume that he is I guess. 
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Jonas blushed as only a bare-wolf can*, and smiled shyly. ȰThanks,ȱ he said, looking to the 

ground and drawing a circle in the dirt with his toe. 

ȰYes, well done Jonas,ȱ agreed Edgarb. ȰBut letȭs get out of here.ȱ He sat Tammy on his shoulder, 

checked that she had a good hold, and set off back up the passage, Jonas following close behind. 

Once they were back out in the open they stopped and sat in a nearby grass clearing. They 

rested for a little while, each lost in their own thoughts as they had something to eat. But then-  

ȰNow what?ȱ asked Tammy. 

ȰNow,ȱ said Edgarb, Ȱwe catch up with Bambi and Nugget, and finish off Morlin once and for all!ȱ 

  

                                                             
* Badly. 
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Chapter 7 ɀ Growing Up (Falling Down)  
 

One time my cousin Walter got this cat stuck up his ass. True story. He 

bought it at our local mall, so the whole fiasco wound up on the news. It 

was embarrassing for my relatives and all, but the next week, he did it 

again. Different cat, same results, complete with another trip to the 

emergency room. So, I run into him a week later in the mall and heȭs 

buying another cat. And I says to him: ȬJesus, Walt! What are you doing? 

You know youȭre just gonna get this cat stuck in your ass too. Why donȭt 

you knock it off?ȭ And he said to me: ȬBrodie, how the hell else am I 

supposed to get the gerbil out?ȭ My cousin was a weird guy.  

Brodie Bruce 

Mallrats  

 

Jonas was doing a lot of thinking as he led the others back along Morlinȭs trail. Theyȭd been 

travelling for half a day now, tracking Morlin from the cave where Tammy had been rescued to 

wherever she was now, presumably where they would meet up with Bambi and Nugget. 

He plodded along with Morlinȭs scent in his nose, Edgarb trailing behind. Tammy was perched 

on Edgarbȭs shoulder and they were talking quietly to themselves, leaving Jonas free to think 

whatever thoughts he felt like thinking about as he walked. 

Heȭd spent his whole life so far not really knowing what it was that he was. A bare-wolf was just 

a label, as far as heȭd been concerned. There was nothing special about him ɀ other than being 

wolf -like ɀ that heȭd been aware of.  

But now heȭd actually done something different. Heȭd done some sort of magic. It hadnȭt been 

intentional; he didnȭt have to try to make it happen. He just...did it. 

What else could he do? He wondered. Could he do anything else? Is it just his aroooooooooo that 

is magic, or can he make other sounds too? And why had nothing happened before when he 

arooooooooood? 

He was perplexified. And ponderful.  

And contemplatey.* 

Maybe it was time to try some other noises. ȰAreeeeeeeeee,ȱ went his howl. ȰAreeeeeeeeee,ȱ it 

went again, echoing through the hills, sounding very much like the non-masculine member of a 

homosexual couple who had just seen a mouse. 

Edgarb jumped, almost knocking Tammy from his shoulder. ȰWhat the hell?ȱ he asked. ȰWhatȭs 

wrong Jonas?ȱ 

ȰNothing,ȱ Jonas answered over his shoulder. ȰIȭm just testing something.  Araaaaaaaaaa,ȱ went 

his howl again. ȰAraaaaaaaaaa.ȱ This time it sounded more like a wet fart than anything else. 

                                                             
* He was also puzzulated, cogitational, ruminant, speculatored and reflectiferous. 
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Edgarb jumped again. ȰDude, those howls sound simply awful. Canȭt you do any better than 

that?ȱ 

Jonas sighed. Maybe heȭd never figure it out. ȰI guess not,ȱ he said. ȰNevermind. I wonȭt do it 

anymore. My apologies.ȱ 

* 

Bambi was sitting on an old log* by a stream watching the water babble over the rocks when 

Nugget appeared and sat down next to her. She turned to look at him and said ȰWelcome back,ȱ 

she smiled. ȰHowȭd you go?ȱ 

He grinned. ȰPerfect. She had no idea I was there.ȱ 

ȰGreat,ȱ she answered. ȰAnd youȭre sure of that? She didnȭt know at all?ȱ 

ȰIȭm positive. I snuck myself in super quietly, saw her, and snuck myself out again. I wasnȭt there 

for long ɀ hell, all I did was poke my head through the wall. But now we know exactly where 

sheȭs hiding out. Mission accomplished!ȱ 

ȰThat was easier than I thought it would be. All we can do now is sit and wait for the others.ȱ 

Bambi sighed. ȰI donȭt mind being a ghost, but sometimes itȭd be so nice to be able to do normal 

things.  Look at this stream here. Itȭs just begging for me to grab a fishing line and dangle a hook 

in the water. But we canȭt. Hell, we canȭt even eat the fish if we do catch anything.ȱ  

She looked over at Nugget. ȰDonȭt you ever get even just a little bored sometimes?ȱ 

Nugget shook his head and smiled at her. ȰNope,ȱ he said. ȰNot even just a little. Thereȭs always 

something fun to do. You just have to know where to look.ȱ 

Bambi rolled her eyes at him. ȰSometimes I think you look a little too hard.ȱɖ 

ȰWhat do you mean?ȱ he asked. 

ȰWell what about on our way here when we were following Morlinȭs trail? The chicken farm?ȱɗ 

ȰWhat about it?ȱ 

 ȰYou still havenȭt told me what you got up to in there. There was a lot of noise, and you came 

out with a big smile on your face. What exactly happened?ȱ 

ȰNever you mind,ȱ Nugget said with a wink. 

Bambi shook her head. ȰYouȭre a sick, sick little man, you know that?ȱ 

* 

                                                             
* Heh. Log. 
ɖ Heh. Hard. 
ɗ Heh. Chicken. 



 49 

They arrived that evening. Bambi and Nugget had been sitting by the campfire, but stood up to 

welcome them once they heard them approach. There was a merry reunion with hugging and 

welcome back cheers and such, but it didnȭt last too long since itȭs rather hard to hug a ghost. 

Although a little concerned at first, once Jonas was introduced to the pair of ghosts they calmed 

down and welcomed him as a friend. He was happy to make more friends, but so many people at 

once made him feel a little crowded ɀ heȭd been alone for such a long time. So he sat at the fire 

and listened quietly, keeping himself out of the way while the friends caught up and told their 

stories of what had happened since they last saw each other. 

Silence fell once all the stories had been told, and they all sat companionably together watching 

the flames flicker, simply enjoying each otherȭs company.  

Tammy moved over next to Jonas. ȰWhatȭs wrong?ȱ she asked him. ȰYouȭve been withdrawn 

since we started travelling. I can understand it now with strangers around, but thereȭs 

something else going on, isnȭt there?ȱ 

Jonas nodded. ȰIȭve been thinking Tammy. I never worried about it before, but now I canȭt help 

but wonder who ɀ and what ɀ I really am.ȱ 

ȰYouȭre you,ȱ said Tammy simply. ȰYouȭre you, and thatȭs all that matters. If you were any 

different, I wouldnȭt be here right now.ȱ She leaned towards him and hugged his thigh.* 

ȰI know that,ȱ he said with a smile. ȰAnd I was glad to help. But what else can I do? Iȭve never 

even thought about magic before, not once. But now, can I do it? It seems I can. But how? I have 

no control over it. I didnȭt even try to do it, all I did was my aroooooooooo, and that was an 

accident.ȱ 

ȰIȭve been thinking about that actually,ȱ she said. ȰAnd Iȭve got a theory.ȱ 

ȰTell me!ȱ 

ȰLet me show you instead, if thatȭs ok.ȱ 

Jonas nodded. ȰI guess.ȱ 

ȰThere are plenty of flowers around here,ȱ she said. ȰPick one and come back.ȱ 

He picked the first one he could find, a small white daisy.  

ȰOk, now watch.ȱ She wiggled her fingers and shot a tiny little spark out. The spark hit the 

flower and it turned to stone. She shot a second spark and it turned back to a normal flower 

again. 

ȰItȭs lucky itȭs such a small flower,ȱ she said before anyone could ask how she could manage such 

a feet while she was still pixie-sized. ȰAny bigger and the spell would have failed.ȱɖ 

ȰAnyway, you saw what I just did. The flower turned to stone. Now you try. Make your noise and 

see what you can do.ȱ 

                                                             
* 3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÉÎÙȟ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩ 3ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȢ 
ɖ Ooh, well played Tammy! I hear you all say. Answer the questions before anyone has a chance to ask them. 
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Jonas looked doubtfully at the flower, then at Tammy, then back to the flower.  He shrugged. 

ȰAroooooooooo!ȱ he arooooooooood. 

The flower sat there on his palm, unchanged. 

Tammy nodded. ȰI knew that wouldnȭt work, but I wanted you to see it anyway. So youȭve got 

that? You didnȭt have an effect at all.ȱ 

ȰThanks for rubbing it in,ȱ he said with a laugh. 

ȰHush. Now, Iȭm going to cast the exact same spell again. But this time, as I zap it, do your thing 

again.ȱ 

ȰWhy? My thing does nothing.ȱ* 

ȰJust do it,ȱ she said. 

Jonas shrugged. Tammy wiggled her fingers again, then let loose her little zap. ȰAroooooooooo!ȱ 

he howled one more time, watching the flower as it turned to stone. 

ȰSee?ȱ he said. ȰNothing.ȱ He sighed. 

ȰLook again,ȱ said Tammy. 

He looked again. He looked a third time. ȰWait,ȱ he said excitedly. ȰItȭs not stone at all! Itȭs lead.ȱ 

He sniffed carefully at the flower. ȰItȭs the same basic colour, but itȭs lead now!ȱ 

He smiled...and then turned back to Tammy wide-eyed. ȰBut what did I do? Why did it work that 

time?ȱ 

ȰYou didnȭt cast a spell, and you didnȭt cast a spell back in the cavern where I was trapped. 

Youȭre not a magic user. But,ȱ she said with twinkling eyes, Ȱyou are magical. You changed my 

spell into something else.ȱ 

She jumped down off her log and stood with her back to the fire while she explained. ȰThis is 

what a bare-wolf is, you see. A bare-wolf is bare of magical ability. You canȭt cast a spell to save 

your life, even if you spent years studying magic. So youȭre bare of magical ability, but youȭre 

filled to the brim with magical power. Your whole body is bursting with magic, untethered, raw, 

magical energy. You need a catalyst though. Let your magic out ɀ which is what you do when 

you howl ɀ and all you do is let it out. But let it out into another spell, and it takes hold. The spell 

gets twist ed and shaped into something else. 

ȰYou were able to make the floor of the cavern solid because the floor that was there was 

magical. A spell created it, so your power could change it. If it was ordinary glass that was 

simply weak, there would have been nothing you could do. But it wasnȭt, it was an enchantment, 

and you were able to make a change. 

ȰBut thatȭs all you did Jonas. You made it change. When Morlin whistled, the floor didnȭt 

shimmer the way it did for you. Her spell allowed her to walk straight across using magic. What 

you did was turn it into a solid piece of thick glass. That was different. 

                                                             
* Heh. My thing. 



 51 

ȰSo thatȭs what you are, my bare-wolf friend. Youȭre not a magic user, youȭre a magic modifier.ȱ* 

Jonas thought about this, and smiled. ȰYou know, I can live with that. I was wondering if I could 

become an all-powerful warlock or something. I canȭt, but thatȭs ok. Itȭs nice to have an answer.ȱ 

He nodded contentedly. 

ȰIȭm glad thatȭs sorted out,ȱ said Phil. ȰYouȭve been down all afternoon. Youȭve got your answer, 

now smile fucker!ȱ 

Jonas laughed. 

ȰMuch better,ȱ he said. 

ȰRight,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰTime to plan. Weȭve faced her twice before. The first time we won, but 

with the element of major surprise. The second time around we lost. What do we need to do 

different this time?ȱ 

ȰWell,ȱ said Nugget. ȰSurprise worked the first time. What if we all run in there and say boo?ȱ 

ȰI donȭt think thatȭs the sort of surprise weȭre after, Nugget,ȱ said Bambi. 

ȰTrue,ȱ said Phil. ȰWe all walked in the second time around and she wasnȭt surprised by us 

showing up. It was only that she didnȭt know that Tammy was a witch.ȱ 

Edgarb clicked his fingers. ȰThatȭs what it is! Itȭs not surprise that makes the difference, itȭs 

when something happens thatȭs unexpected ɀ something that canȭt be predicted. Thereȭs no way 

she could have known that Tammy was a witch; that totally threw her off. But the last time we 

saw her it was different. She may not have known when weȭd show up, but she knew that we 

would. It might have been a surprise, but it was also expected.ȱ 

ȰOk,ȱ said Phil. ȰSo what does that mean for us this time?ȱ 

ȰWe need to throw something ɀ or more than one something ɀ at her that she wonȭt be 

expecting.ȱ 

ȰLike how Iȭm with you guys and not on her side?ȱ asked Jonas. 

ȰLike how Iȭve been released from my prison?ȱ asked Tammy. 

ȰLike how Iȭm not dead and you arenȭt either, Edgarb?ȱ asked Phil. 

ȰI think,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰI think that maybe we might be onto something here. So if Jonas walks in 

announced...ȱ 

Ȱ...and I tell her that I killed you both...ȱ added Jonas. 

Ȱ...and we run in and surprise her...ȱ said Phil. 

Ȱ...and I hide somewhere on Jonas and jump out and zap her in the eyes...ȱ said Tammy. 

Ȱ...then maybe...ȱ said Jonas. 

                                                             
* A great big thank you to Heidi for coming up with the definition of a bare-wolf. 
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Ȱ...just maybe...ȱ said Phil. 

Ȱ...it just might work,ȱ completed Edgarb. 

* 

And thatȭs exactly what they set out to do. They waited until morning, of course, and then set the 

plan into motion. 

Morlin had hidden herself away inside an old abandoned farmhouse. It was looking a little 

worse for wear with patches in its thatch roof and most of the windows were smashed and 

broken, but the stone walls were sturdy enough. 

They all gathered behind a nearby barn. There was much synchronising of watches and double 

checking of backpacks and adjusting of underpants. Once all was synchronised and checked and 

adjusted, they tiptoed carefully towards the front door of the farmhouse. Every few steps 

Nugget would stop the group to test the wind direction and to readjust his underpants, then 

continue on. 

While the rest of them huddled near the entrance, Jonas took a deep breath, let it out again, and 

knocked firmly on the door. He then immediately opened it and walked straight in. 

ȰHello?ȱ he called out. ȰMistress Morlin, are you there?ȱ He walked further into the house, past 

the front room and into the kitchen. Morlin was sitting at a table watching him approach. 

ȰAhh, Jonas, the bare-wolf. I hope you have a good reason for coming here,ȱ she said 

threateningly. 

ȰOh I do maȭam, I do,ȱ he replied. ȰIȭve taken care of what you asked of me.ȱ 

Her eyes brightened. ȰThe prince and his stupid pet?ȱ 

He nodded. ȰExactly. They made a fine meal.ȱ 

She smiled happily. ȰLovely!ȱ she exclaimed. ȰThat makes things so much easier.ȱ She stood up 

and paced around the small kitchen. ȰThereȭs just one small problem though.ȱ 

ȰOh yes?ȱ queried Jonas. ȰWhat problem would that be?ȱ 

Her smile vanished. ȰThe one where youȭre lying to me. I can smell you, Tammy. Thereȭs no 

point hiding.ȱ 

ȰFuck,ȱ went a small voice from behind Jonas. Tammy appeared on his shoulder. ȰSo much for 

the element of surprise.ȱ 

Morlin cackled disdainfully. ȰYou surprised me once. Never again. I thought you were smart 

enough to know that by now.ȱ She lifted her hands up to chest height and began to weave an 

intricate spell. 

ȰCrap,ȱ Tammy whispered to Jonas. ȰI recognise that spell. This is going to hurt. Itȭs the Ultra-

Mega-Super-Death-Bolt-Of-Doom.ȱ She looked at him carefully. ȰYou know what to do right?ȱ 

Jonas nodded. ȰYes Tammy. Donȭt worry about it,ȱ he whispered back. 
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She smiled at him. ȰGood luck my friend,ȱ she said. And then she yelled, ȰEdgarb! Stand clear!ȱ 

Morlin finished her spell and flicked her fingers towards Tammy. A bolt of magic, shimmering in 

the full rainbow of colours and crackling with wild energy, raced towards her. It really did look 

Ultra-Mega-Super alright. 

The bolt was just about to hit them both. ȰAroooooɀȱ went the desperate howl of the bare-wolf. 

But it seemed to be too late. The bolt hit them, and as it hit the entire kitchen seemed to explode. 

The table and chairs were blown back to the wall where they fell to pieces. Morlin was flung 

through the window and the kitchen counter crumpled to toothpicks. The house, sturdily built, 

would have collapsed had it not been for the quality carpentry. The roof buckled but it didnȭt 

give. 

But what of Tammy and Jonas? The eye of the storm can often be calm, but in this case there was 

no such luck. The massive amount of power in the blast tore through their bodies, the 

shockwave pounding them to the ground. 

Their bloody, beaten bodies lay silent on the floor, not a breath to be heard. 
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Chapter 8 ɀ The Lost Art of Keeping a Secret 
 

Iȭve been chasing this guy ever since I joined the force. He has no 

conscience and he shows no remorse. Heȭs the mastermind behind 

numerous bombings and political assassinations. He has a felony list a 

mile long, murder, arson, kidnapping, terrorism, you name it. Heȭs the 

most dangerous and brilliant criminal mind Iȭve ever known. For years 

Iȭve been watching him, tracking him, studying his every move. I know 

his every mannerism, his every facial tick gesture. I know him better 

than he knows himself. And now after all this time Iȭve finally figured 

out a way to trap him. I will become him. 

Sean Archer 

Face/Off 

 

Edgarb raced into the farm house as soon as the dust cleared. ȰTammy!ȱ he called. ȰJonas!ȱ He 

searched desperately through the rubble, refusing to believe even for a moment that they might 

not have survived. He climbed over what was left of the table and chairs, pushed aside layers of 

cupboard doors, and there, poking out of a pile of assorted wood chips, glass fragments, and a 

little yellow cocktail umbrella , was a bloody, clawed foot. 

ȰJonas!ȱ he yelled again. ȰIȭve got you; weȭll get you out of here.ȱ He looked frantically around for 

help. Bambi and Nugget stood nearby watching avidly from the edge of the room. Philȭs bowl sat 

next to them where heȭd discarded it when he entered the room. 

Bambi couldnȭt help him, she was incorporeal*. Phil had no hands, so that was no use. But 

Nugget... 

ȰNugget, come here and help dig,ȱ he called. 

ȰGood idea Edgarb,ȱ Nugget said. ȰAnd for my next trick Iȭm going to walk on water, then Iȭll 

bowl a 300, and finish it all off with a glass of red wine. Iȭm a ghost Edgarb! I canȭt touch 

anything!ȱ 

ȰYour ghost bagɖ you dick ɀ you can use it like a glove.ȱ 

ȰOh,ȱ said Nugget. ȰI didnȭt think of that.ȱ He tipped his bag out onto the floorɗ next to Phil and 

stuck his hand inside. He helped pull the rubble aside, working with Edgarb to uncover Jonas. 

While they worked, Edgarb looked back up at Bambi. 

ȰBambi, check on Morlin. Where is she?ȱ he ordered. Bambi left the room to search outside. 

                                                             
* Ooh, five syllables! 
ɖ Heh. Ghost bag. 
ɗ Contents of bag: One (1) Magic Belly Button Lint Ball of Magic(tm) . One (1) empty toilet roll. Three (3) 
condoms (unopened). Two (2) condoms (used). One (1) chicken. 
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They uncovered Jonas, his body bruised and bleeding. His eyes were closed fast, and his mouth 

hung open with  his tongue lolling out the side like a flaccid penis on a warm day. Edgarb leaned 

in close and listened carefully. ȰHeȭs still breathing!ȱ he said joyfully. ȰBut whereȭs Tammy?ȱ 

They rolled Jonas over onto his back so that he could breathe a little easier, and there, in a 

pocket of rubble, lay Tammy. She was unconscious too, but she appeared otherwise unharmed. 

She had blood all over, but no cuts. Jonas had bled all over her while he was protecting her from 

harm, but there was no visible damage. 

ȰWe need to wake them both up somehow,ȱ said Edgarb. He tried slapping them both gently on 

the cheeks, but they didnȭt respond. 

 ȰSlapping is what it takes is it? Ok guys, Iȭll handle this,ȱ said Nugget. With his hand still in the 

ghost bag, Nugget knelt down next to Jonas and started slapping. Thwack, thwack, thwack, the 

slaps went as he got into the rhythm of it. Thwackety, thwack, thwackety, thwack.  Jonas didnȭt 

stir, but his cheeks did turn a nice shade of crimson. 

He then turned to Tammy and did the same to her, although he had to be more careful with his 

aim. Luckily, little Tammyȭs head was very similar in size to a testicle, and if thereȭs one thing 

Nugget knew, it was how to protect his crown jewels. Thwickety, thwick, thwickety, thwick, he 

went. Thwickety, thwickety, he continued, his pace speeding up. ȰOh yes,ȱ said Nugget. ȰYes. Yes. 

Ooh. Yes.ȱ Thwickety, thwickety. ȰOoh. Baby. Yes. Take it. Ooh.ȱ Thwickety, thwickety. 

He was about to move back to Jonas again when Tammy started to cough and her eyes flickered 

open. ȰAhhhhhh!ȱ she screamed, as her eyes beheld Nugget. ȰWhat the fuck? Ahhhhhhhh!ȱ she 

screamed once more. She tilted her head back, took a deep breath and ȰAroooooooooo!ȱ she 

went. Tammyȭs scream, while coming from a very little person, was amazingly loud. Jonas 

snorted as he was woken. 

Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb. They both blinked. Nugget adjusted his 

underpants*. 

Jonas sat forward and peered around intently. ȰWow,ȱ he said. ȰEverything looks so much 

smaller! Have I been put back to normal size again?ȱ He looked around some more until his eyes 

came to rest on Tammy. 

ȰOh. Fuck. No,ȱ said Jonas. 

ȰAroooooooooo!ȱ wailed Tammy. 

ȰNo. No. No. No. No. No,ȱ Jonas continued. 

ȰAroooooooooo!ȱ wailed Tammy some more. 

Edgarb looked at Phil again. Phil looked at Edgarb again. They both blinked again. 

ȰUmm,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰUhh,ȱ said Edgarb. 

                                                             
* 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄȟ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ )Ô ÆÅÅÌÓ ÎÉÃÅȢ 
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ȰWhat?ȱ asked Nugget. 

ȰI think we have a problem here,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰNo. No. No. No. No. No,ȱ Jonas repeated repeatedly. 

ȰI donȭt get it. Whatȭs going on?ȱ Nugget demanded. 

ȰIt seems,ȱ said Edgarb, Ȱthat whatever spell was cast went a little awry. It looks to me like Jonas 

is inside Tammy; and Tammy is inside Jonas.ȱ 

ȰNo theyȭre not!ȱ said Nugget. ȰI can see them right there; theyȭre sitting next to each other. No 

oneȭs inside anyone else. And besides, look how tiny Tammy is! If Tammy was inside Jonas, 

sheȭd suffocate. If Jonas was inside Tammy, heȭd split her open faster than a vicar breaking in a 

new altar boy.ȱ 

ȰNot inside inside. Not physically. Mentally. Their minds have swapped.ȱ 

ȰOh, right, now I understand. Itȭs like the two monkeys who had electrodes wired to their heads 

in an evil scientistȭs lab and the hunchback has pulled the switch on some big hulking machine 

just as lightning strikes from above. Bzzzzzt!ȱ* 

Ȱ...ȱ said Edgarb. 

Ȱ...ȱ said Phil.ɖ 

Ȱ...uhh...yeah...ȱ said Edgarb. 

Bambiȭs footsteps approached from the front door. ȰI found Morlin!ȱ she said as she appeared in 

the doorway. ȰShe was blasted through the window and outside. Sheȭs been knocked 

unconscious, but I donȭt know how long sheȭll stay that way. You guys better get out there and 

do something.ȱ 

ȰNo. No. No. No. No. No,ȱ Jonas ɀ no, Tammy ɀ said again. 

ȰTammy! Calm down!ȱ snapped Edgarb. 

ȰOh look! Iȭve got breasts!ȱ Tammy ɀ no, Jonas ɀ said. 

ȰWell thatȭs just not fair,ȱ complained Nugget. ȰIȭd give anything to be inside the body of a 

woman for a while. Just imagine...ȱ and Nugget imagined.ɗ 

ȰNo. No. No. No. No. No,ȱ Tammy said again, again. Not Tammy the six-inch witch, Tammy the 

mind inside of the bare-wolf body.§ 

ȰTammy!ȱ Edgarb yelled. ȰStop it! Youȭre in shock!ȱ 

                                                             
* Two monkeys! Oh hells yeah.  
ɖ ... 
ɗ 3Ï ÔÈÁÔȭÓ .ÕÇÇÅÔ ÔÁËÅÎ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÔÏÐÓ ÔÏÕÃÈÉÎÇ 
himself. 
§ 7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÉÄÉÃÕÌÏÕÓȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÁÓÉÅÒȢ 4ÁÍÍÙ-wolf ɀ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ 4ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÍÉÎÄ 
ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ *ÏÎÁÓȭ ÂÏÄÙȢ *ÏÎÁÓ-witch ɀ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ *ÏÎÁÓȭ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ 4ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȢ 7Å ÏË ÎÏ×ȩ 
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ȰNo. No. No. No. No. No,ȱ Tammy-wolf said yet again, again.  

ȰOk, you leave me no choice,ȱ said Edgarb. He slapped Tammy-wolf on the cheek ɀ hard. 

ȰNugget, no!ȱ he ordered quickly after seeing Nugget step forward again to take his turn. 

Tammy-wolf, meanwhile, had stopped crying. She gulped, wiped her eyes, then sighed and 

collected herself*. ȰAlright,ȱ she said. ȰThis is unsettling. But I guess there are bigger problems 

right now. We really do have to take care of Morlin.ȱ She thought for a moment and then looked 

at Edgarb. ȰYou know, this could be useful.ȱ 

ȰWhat could?ȱ he asked. 

ȰThis mind swap thing. I donȭt think Morlin is going to be much of a problem anymore. Iȭm back 

to full size, which means I can do full size spells again.ȱ 

ȰWell, thatȭs useful, sure,ȱ Edgarb said, Ȱbut sheȭs still stronger than you.ȱ 

Tammy-wolf nodded. ȰAh ha! Not while Iȭm in this body.ȱ 

ȰI thought Jonas could only modify magic?ȱ asked Edgarb. ȰYouȭre in his body, shouldnȭt you 

only be able to do what he does?ȱ 

Tammy-wolf  shook her head. ȰThereȭs two parts to how magic works. The body gives you 

power. Jonasȭ body contains an immense amount of power, as we already know. Ability and 

talent though, thatȭs a mental thing. All the greatest magic users had many brothers and sisters, 

but very rarely do any siblings also have the ability. Merlin, probably the greatest wizard of all 

time, was the seventh son of a seventh son. If genetics came into play, thereȭd be magic users 

absolutely everywhere. Ability and talent though, theyȭre mental. It depends on how your mind 

was formed. Not your brain, but your mind.ȱ She paused while the other digested this 

information. ȰThatȭs why Morlin was so surprised that I could do magic the first time we fought. 

Not only did she not know, she never even conceived of the possibility.ȱ 

ȰSo how did that happen then?ȱ asked Phil. ȰBoth you and your sister both being magic users?ȱ 

ȰIȭm not completely sure, but my best guess is that itȭs because weȭre twinsɖ.ȱ Tammy-wolf  

answered. ȰSo anyway, weȭve got my abilities, full size and full strength, and all of Jonasȭ power 

that comes with being a bare-wolf. I can feel all the energy inside of me, Iȭm bristling with it. ȱ 

She flicked her hand nonchalantly and the kitchen counter was instantly repaired. She flicked a 

second time and the table and chairs were back where they were, all in one piece. A last flick, 

this time with barely any movement at all, and the entire room was back how it was to start 

with  ɀ unbroken window panes and all. 

ȰOh yes. This feels wonderful!ȱ she exclaimed. She looked at Jonas-witch with a grin. ȰYou really 

have no idea what youȭre missing out on here. All this power, it tingles.ȱ  

                                                             
* How do you collect yourself? Put yourself into a display case? 
ɖ Phew. That plot device has come in handy a couple of times now! Hooray for twins. 
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And then she coughed. A little blood trickling down her chin , and she winced. ȰOk, letȭs go 

outside and see if we can finish this. The power feels good. The damage to this body, not so 

good. Jonas, I think one of your lungs has collapsed.ȱ 

* 

Everyone had moved outside to deal with Morlin. They stood in a circle around her, while she 

lay peacefully on the ground, unconscious. They were a fair distance from the farmhouse, 

considering ɀ about fifty yards. It was a long way for a body to be thrown. 

While dark clouds had gathered and were looming overhead, Morlin was curled in a ball, for all 

appearances resting gently in the long, still dewy grass. Peaceful she might look, but she was 

still the worse for wear. Blood trickled from her nose, and a multitude of scratches covered her 

body.* 

Tammy-wolf was the last to arrive, hobbling slowly as she joined the others. She refused any 

help even though she was obviously in a lot of pain. Jonasȭ body had clearly taken quite a 

beating, and she was suffering for it. Jonas-witch had asked her how she was doing, but all she 

said was ȰJust be glad you canȭt feel your own body right now.ȱ The only concession sheȭd given 

to her pain was to find a felled branch to use as a walking staff. 

ȰTammy?ȱ Phil said quietly. 

She looked at him expectantly. Everyone else held their breath as they listened, knowing what 

Phil was about to ask.ɖ 

ȰCanȭt you magic yourself better?ȱ he asked. ȰYou really arenȭt looking well.ȱ 

She shook her head. ȰNo,ȱ she replied. ȰNot yet anyway. Iȭll look into it after weȭve taken care of 

Morlin.ȱ She looked at the placid figure on the ground, thinking about how twisted and evil 

Morlin had become. She sighed. 

It started to rain. The rain was very light at first, spotting gently on the ground like the white 

cotton panties of a catholic schoolgirl on the first day of her menstrual cycle. Morlin stirred 

quietly, first scratching her nose and then rubbing her eyes gently as she yawned. ȰWhat the-ȱ 

she started to say. Then her eyes opened wide and she stood up. 

Her eyes swept the circle while she worked out exactly what was happening. Then she laughed. 

ȰYou people are so fucking pathetic. You keep on coming back for more. Havenȭt you realised 

yet? You canȭt beat me. Iȭm stronger than all of you.ȱ She looked down at her sister. ȰEven full 

sized, youȭre no match for me. 

ȰI could crush you, crush you all. I could send you to the ends of the earth, and you come to 

destroy me? Ha ha ha ha!ȱ she chuckled. ȰI told the bare wolf to kill you because even he, with 

nothing, has the power to destroy your hopeless lives. But look, heȭs joined you ɀ by convincing 

him of what?  Your plan, your royalty, your hope, your kindness? What a waste! His Majesty 

                                                             
* $ÅÆÅÎÅÓÔÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÓËÉÎÃÁÒÅ ÒÅÇÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÕÔÉÌÉÓÅȢ 
ɖ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÁÌÌ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÉÔȢ 7ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ 4ÁÍÍÙ ÔÏ 
arrive, they had a quick round of rock-paper-scissors to pick the lucky person. Phil lost, obviously. He 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÎÄÓȟ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÉÎÓȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÃÁÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÍÁËÅ Ðaper. Everyone else, of course, chose scissors... 
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King Fnordish will surely strip all of those things from you soon enough,ȱ She paused. ȰIf I donȭt 

do it first.ȱ 

 ȰWait,ȱ said Edgarb, ȰWhat?ȱ 

ȰQuiet,ȱ Morlin commanded with a flick of her wrist. Edgarbȭs mouth vanished. 

ȰMmmph, mmmph, mmmph,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰTammy?ȱ said Phil. ȰDonȭt you think itȭs time for you to step in?ȱ 

Tammy-wolf nodded. ȰYes, I think so. We bore her? Thatȭs nothing compared to how much sheȭs 

boring me now.ȱ Morlin looked confused. ȰYes Morlin. Your Ultra-Mega-Super-Death-Bolt-Of-

Doom didnȭt just back-fire on you ɀ it did much more than that. You put my mind inside of a 

bare-wolfȭs body.ȱ 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Morlin. 

ȰIndeed,ȱ said Tammy-wolf.  She flicked her own hand. Edgarbȭs mouth returned. She flicked it 

again and a shimmering blue crystal appeared from nowhere, encasing Morlin inside.  

ȰDouble fuck,ȱ said Morlin. This time when she swore her voice was muffled. As it would be from 

inside a bloody big blue gemstone. 

ȰWhoah baby!ȱ said Nugget*. ȰThatȭs a mighty big crystal. We could make a fortune selling that! 

Surely having an evil witch encased inside will lessen its value though wonȭt it? Take her out, 

take her out.ȱ 

Tammy-wolf ignored Nugget. ȰMorlin, youȭre done. Iȭve had it with you too. I just want to go 

home and forget you ever existed.ȱ She raised her hand to finish her sister off once and for all 

when Edgarb cut her off. 

ȰTammy, wait!ȱ he cried. ȰShe mentioned my father. I think this is important. We need to find 

out more.ȱ 

Tammy-wolf  was impatient to be done with it all, but he had a point. ȰOk, I guess youȭre right.ȱ 

She looked at Morlin. ȰHow could King Fnordish do anything?ȱ 

ȰIȭm not saying a word,ȱ Morlin answered, her face locked in a grimace as she tried to escape her 

prison. But she couldnȭt escape. The crystal was too strong; Tammy-wolfȭs control over the 

magic was immense. 

Tammy-wolf  laughed. ȰNice try, sis.ȱ She placed her hand onto the crystal, and focussed her will. 

ȰSpeak!ȱ she cried. 

ȰWhen you left home, King Fnordish told me to keep an eye on you.ȱ 

ȰWell yeah, we know that,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰBut that was ages ago.ȱɖ 

ȰNo, it was only recently.ȱ 

                                                             
* Yup, Nugget has finally finished masturbating. And about time too! 
ɖ #ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÆÉÖÅȟ ÂÏÏË ÏÎÅȢ )Î ÃÁÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ 
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 ȰYouȭve been back to Fnordish?ȱ he asked. 

ȰNo.ȱ 

ȰThen how did he give you your orders?ȱ Edgarb was getting worried. 

ȰKing Fnordish is an even more powerful magician than me.ȱ 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Bambi. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Jonas-witch. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Tammy-wolf . 

ȰWhat?ȱ said Nugget. 

ȰHa ha ha ha!ȱ said Morlin. ȰDidnȭt know that did you? Heȭs been running Squishpoo since you 

left, and heȭs been there since about a week after you arrived.ȱ* 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Bambi. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Jonas-witch. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Tammy-wolf. 

ȰWhat?ȱ said Nugget. 

ȰI think weȭve heard enough Tammy,ȱ Edgarb said quietly. ȰBut donȭt kill her. You never know, 

we might need to talk to her later.ȱ 

 ȰGood point. Ok, watch this.ȱ She assumed a look of concentration, and muttered a word or two. 

The blue crystal started to shrink. 

ȰStop it!ȱ called Morlin. ȰYou canȭt do this.ȱ 

ȰI can, actually,ȱ Tammy replied. 

The crystal continued to shrink, and as it did, so too did Morlin. It kept shrinking down to the 

size of a golf ball, until there it lay on the grass, sparkling gaudily as the raindrops fell on it. 

ȰRight, problem solved. She canȭt use magic when sheȭs so small. Even if she could the crystal is 

impervious to magic, and only I can break the spell.ȱ 

ȰPerfect,ȱ Edgarb nodded.   

                                                             
* Well now, the secret is out, and at long last. It took eight chapters for our heroes to find out something 
ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÂÏÏËȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȢ 
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Chapter 9 ɀ Wish You Well 
 

There is no ocean, John. There is nothing beyond the city. The only place 

home exists is in your head. 

Dr. Daniel P. Schreber 

Dark City 

 

ȰI think we better head home just as soon as possible,ȱ Edgarb was saying. He was sitting at the 

kitchen table back in the farmhouse listening to the rain pattering on the window. Bambi sat 

opposite him*; while on the table between them sat Phil, with Jonas-witchɖ perched next to himɗ. 

Nugget was searching the cupboards for food§. Tammy-wolf hadnȭt arrived yet ɀ she was still 

refusing help and was slowly limping back inside.** 

ȰIȭm worried  about Clio and Bobbie,ȱ Edgarb continued. ȰIf my father really is in Squishpoo, then 

they arenȭt safe.ȱ Phil was nodding his head as Edgarb spoke ɀ he was just as worried about his 

wife as Edgarb was about the mother of his unborn child. 

ȰBut Morlin said that heȭs been there since before we even arrived,ȱ Bambi said. ȰHeȭs had all 

this time to cause them ɀ and us ɀ harm. Donȭt you think youȭre just being paranoid that heȭd 

choose this particular moment?ȱ 

The muffled voice of Nugget with his head in a cupboard called out ȰGet him an aluminium hat. 

That way paranoid people canȭt read his mind.ȱ A couple of cans of tomato soup and a packet of 

instant noodles fell to the floor by his feet. He got bored with that cupboard and moved onto the 

next. 

ȰIȭm not so sure, Bambi,ȱ Jonas-witch disagreed. He hadnȭt known Nugget for even a full day, but 

still long enough to learn that most of the time it was easiest to pretend that he wasnȭt even 

there. ȰIf heȭs as powerful a magician as Morlin said he is, then he might know that sheȭs out of 

the picture, making this the best time to strike, isnȭt it?ȱ 

ȰAs much as I donȭt want to,ȱ said Edgarb, ȰI have to agree with Jonas. If thereȭs one thing my 

father is good at, itȭs causing pain and anguish and suffering. This would be the perfect time to 

him ɀ just when Iȭm feeling my happiest. Can you imagine how Iȭd feel if I got back to Squishpoo 

to find them hurt? Or gone?ȱ 

ȰTry not to think about it, mate,ȱ said Phil quietly. 

                                                             
* ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÉÅÎÃÅ ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÈÏ× ÇÈÏÓÔÓ ÃÁÎ ×ÁÌË ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ×ÁÌÌÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ 
can still sit on chairs. Perhaps we need to ask Simon the spastic boy ɀ he seems to have a theory for 
everything. 
ɖ ! ÒÅÃÁÐȟ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎȢ ,ÁÓÔ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÇÏȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢ *ÏÎÁÓ-×ÉÔÃÈ ÉÓ *ÏÎÁÓȭ 
ÍÉÎÄ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ 4ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÓÉØ-inch-tall body. Tammy-×ÏÌÆ ÉÓ 4ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ *ÏÎÁÓȭ ÆÕÌÌ ÓÉÚÅÄ ÂÏÄÙȢ 
ɗ 0ÅÒÃÈÅÄ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔ ÔÅÒÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÉÎÇ *ÏÎÁÓ-witch that 
×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÅÓÔÉÃÌÅÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ÏÆȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÁÎÙ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ 4ÁÍÍÙȭÓ ÌÅÇÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÏ ÆÁÒ ÁÐÁÒÔȢ 
Sprawled was definitely a better word for it.  
§ 9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÆÏÏÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÅÁÔȢ 3Ï ÁÍ )Ȣ 
** 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÏÔÎÏÔÅȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÆÏÏÔÎÏÔÅÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ 
paragraph, I should round the count out at five. 
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Tammy-wolf slowly hobbled into the kitchen and sank into one of the chairs. ȰThis is awful,ȱ she 

said. ȰIt feels like just about every bone is broken. Or if not broken, then theyȭre at least bent and 

twisted.ȱ Tammy-wolf turned to Jonas-witch. ȰWe need to get our minds swapped back. Your 

body needs fixing, and I canȭt do it while Iȭm in it. But we have to do it soon ɀ Iȭm sorry my 

friend, but I donȭt think it ȭs going to last very much longer if I donȭt do something.ȱ 

ȰWhy canȭt you heal him right now Tammy?ȱ asked Phil. ȰYou can do anything now canȭt you?ȱ 

ȰNo,ȱ she said simply. ȰI canȭt. Iȭve got a massive amount of power, but itȭs still too new. Iȭve got 

no finesse. I can do big things ɀ great things* ɀ but healing requires a light touch and perfect 

accuracy.ȱ 

ȰWell what can you do then?ȱ 

ȰI need to get back into my own body,ȱ she said. ȰIȭm used to my own power levels. I should be 

able to sort it out then.ȱ 

Again the muffled voice of Nugget, this time with his head in a different cupboard, called out. 

ȰThat wonȭt work  Tammy. Your own body is still teensy ɀ surely Jonasȭ injuries are too severe 

for you to handle at that size? Hell, you probably couldnȭt even fix a paper cut.ȱ He backed 

himself out of the cupboard, stood himself up, and stared back at everyone as they stared at him. 

ȰYes, yes, stop it. I do pay attention sometimes, you know!ȱ 

ȰI never thought Iȭd say this,ȱ said Bambi. ȰBut Nuggetȭs right.ȱ 

ȰOh, that. Donȭt worry about that,ȱ said Tammy-wolf. She flicked her hand in Jonas-witchȭs 

direction. He expanded rapidly back to full size, which would have been quite dramatic if it 

wasnȭt for the accompanying fut sound. After almost knocking Philȭs bowl over, he fell off the 

table. 

ȰOw,ȱ said Jonas-witch, rubbing his hip. ȰBe careful there!ȱ 

ȰSorry,ȱ Tammy-wolf apologised with short breath. ȰAs I said, I havenȭt got full control over all 

this power yet. You were supposed to expand slowly, sort of like a marshmallow over a low 

heat.ɖȰ She panted a little bit as she got her breath back. ȰOk,ȱ she said, more to herself than to 

anyone else. ȰThis is getting harder.ȱ 

Nugget cleared his throat. ȰI retract my objection,ȱ he said. He moved over to the fridge to have a 

look in there. Assorted bangs and crashes started up immediately. 

ȰThereȭs one thing I donȭt understand though,ȱ said Bambi. ȰJonas modifies magic, right? So how 

come his body is failing? If he changed Morlinȭs Death Bolt into a mind swap, then he shouldnȭt 

be hurt at all, should he?ȱ 

ȰHe didnȭt get all of his Aroooooooooo out, is my best guess,ȱ answered Tammy. ȰSome of the 

power within the spell was modified, but not all of it. His body took the brunt of what was left.ȱ 

                                                             
* Terrible, yes, but great! 
ɖ Or perhaps more like an old man watching soft-porn. 
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ȰEnough questions for now, please,ȱ said Tammy-wolf. ȰWe need to get switched back, and soon. 

And besides,ȱ she smiled. ȰIȭll be so glad to be rid of these fangs. Theyȭre a nightmare ɀ Iȭve 

bitten my tongue about five times already, and thatȭs only since I got back here.ȱ 

ȰYou think you have problems?ȱ laughed Jonas-witch. ȰThese blood pockets on my chest keep 

weighing me down! I canȭt walk properly  ɀ they keep swinging back and forth knocking me off 

centre. Iȭve forgotten what itȭs like to walk in a straight line. How do you put up with them?ȱ 

ȰYou just need to learn to sway your hips better to compensate,ȱ advised Nugget, forever the 

expert on all things anatomical.* He was still banging around inside the fridge, sniffing old 

yoghurt containers and trying to work out just what exactly that lump at the back might have 

been before it grew fur. 

ȰAnyway,ȱ said Tammy-wolf, Ȱletȭs get this done.ȱ A sudden coughing fit sent spasms through 

her, rasping weakly as more blood sprayed out of her mouth. She wiped her mouth slowly as 

she recovered. ȰJonas, you really need to brace yourself. This body of yours is in quite a bit of 

pain.ȱ  

Jonas-witch nodded solemnly. ȰItȭs ok Tammy,ȱ he said. ȰI can take it.ȱ 

ȰA gerbil!ȱ Nugget called out. ȰThatȭs whatȭs under the fur ɀ a gerbil! Hang on a minute ɀ what 

the fuck is a gerbil doing in the fridge? It should have been frozen for freshness.ȱ In his 

excitement he somehow managed to bump the fridge and the middle shelf collapsed. An 

assortment of jars and tins and bowls spilled to the floor. Most of them spilled, creating a 

miasmic pool of gravy, ketchup and rancid mayonnaise. 

A mind-swap spell is normally a very long and involved process. Tammy-wolf  was able to speed 

it up a bit by tapping into what was very nearly the last of Jonasȭ reserves, but it still was going 

to take her a couple of minutes to perform. There were intricate hand gestures required, as well 

several incantations. Every phrase she muttered was interspersed with another coughing fit. 

She winced her way through it as best she could. 

She was just getting to final part of the spell ɀ the bit where you put left foot in, and then you 

take your left foot out againɖ ɀ when the room started to shake. It wasnȭt a large shake, as you 

would expect to have with an earthquake, with the good china falling from shelves to smash on 

the floor. It was more like a gentle wobble, just enough to show ripples on the top of a glass of 

water, Jurassic Park style. 

The window above the table blew out again, shattering a second set of glass over the lawn 

outside. A laugh ɀ a most decidedly evil laugh ɀ echoed around the kitchen. Ha ha ha, went the 

laugh. Then it chortled. Then it giggled.  

Edgarbȭs eyes widened. ȰI know that laugh!ȱ he cried. ȰFuck, fuck, fuckity , fuck, I was right. 

Father is on to us. I wish Clio was here, and Bobbie too. Itȭs the only way we could be sure that 

theyȭre safe.ȱ 

                                                             
* Except for ɀ it seems ɀ the correct hole to insert his penis into. ɗ 
ɖ Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, hokey pokey! 
ɗ !ÕÔÈÏÒȭÓ ÎÏÔÅȡ !È ÙÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ is there actually such a thing as a correct hole? 
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From amongst the assorted tins and bowls now scattered over the kitchen floor a jar of 

cumquat* jelly ɀ pretty it was, quaintly bottled and covered at the top with a patch of red and 

white chequered cloth ɀ rose into the air, and then shot directly at Tammy-wolf .  

It glanced off her head, barely hitting hard enough to cause any pain, let alone injury. But it 

obviously served Frankȭs purpose. It was just enough to make Tammy-wolf  lose her 

concentration. Her eyes suddenly closed and she swore softly to herself. 

ȰFuck,ȱ she said, and she stamped her left foot, but it certainly did not go in. 

The shaking subsided and the laugh ɀ the most decidedly evil laugh ɀ petered out into silence. 

Edgarb rushed over to Tammy-wolf, who was starting to slump to one side, and helped her stay 

upright. 

ȰAre you ok?ȱ he asked her. 

Tammy-wolf was panting again with the strain. She let them subside a little and then drew as 

deep a breath as she could. ȰFuck fuck shit fuck shit shit fuck,ȱ she said. ȰHe broke my 

concentration. Now I have to start the spell all over again. Everyone be quiet, we canȭt afford for 

me to lose my concentration again.ȱ She looked at Jonas-witch with sorrowful eyes. ȰItȭs 

borderline now, Iȭm sorry. Iȭm afraid youȭre going to be in a massive amount of pain.ȱ 

Jonas nodded simply. ȰReally Tammy, itȭs fine,ȱ he said. ȰYouȭre doing the best you can, we all 

know that.ȱ 

A mind-swap spell is normally a very long and involved process. Tammy-wolf couldnȭt speed it 

along very much since the body she was in was deteriorating rapidly, but she did the best she 

could by tapping into what power reserves remained.  

She carefully put her left foot in, painfully put it out again, and then as she spoke the last word 

she reached forward to grab Jonas-wolf by the hand. Their hands were about an inch apart 

when a bright blue spark arced between their fingers. 

The pair of them fell to the floor  in a slump. They both lay tranquilly in a heap, arms and legs 

intertwined. Edgarb straightened them out and made sure they were comfortable. He bent over 

to see if he could wake them. 

ȰTammy?ȱ he said gently. ȰWake up.ȱ He tapped her on the shoulder, and when that didnȭt work 

he patted her on the cheek. ȰHey, you need to wake up!ȱ he called louder. ȰNugget, no!ȱ he 

ordered quickly after seeing Nugget step forward again to take his turn. 

Tammy started to twitch after another pat from Edgarb, and she slowly opened her eyes. ȰOh 

fuck yes,ȱ she said groggily. She patted herself down carefully, making sure that she was all 

intact. ȰOh my dear sweet Lord, itȭs so good to feel normal again.ȱ She looked down at her crotch. 

ȰYes! Thereȭs nothing dangling down there anymore. Now that, my friends, is a big relief.ɖ 

                                                             
* #ÕÍÑÕÁÔȦ /È ÈÅÌÌÓ ÙÅÁÈ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ /Ëȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅȢ 
ɖ Little does she know that having a penis is hardly the worst thing about being male. Try going without 
underwear on a hot and sweaty dÁÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÄÁÙ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÃÒÏÔÕÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ 
supposed to be glued to your thigh.  
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 ȰOops, sorry, I got distracted there for a moment.  Ok, now we need to deal with Jonas. Edgarb, 

put him up on the table, please.ȱ  Tammy stood herself up while Edgarb moved Jonas. She felt 

good again. Great, even. No pain, nothing. Just her normal old self again, and back to full size as 

well. All she needed now was a nap, and thereȭd be nothing to worry about at all. 

She took a moment to collect herself and then turned towards the table. Sheȭd need to study him 

carefully first, using her magical inner eye, to see just how many injuries he had, and how bad 

each of them was. 

She opened her awareness up to his body, concentrated and ɀ she gasped. 

ȰWhat?ȱ asked Edgarb. ȰWhatȭs wrong?ȱ He moved up next to her so he could look at Jonas. His 

face fell. 

Tammy looked down at Jonas sadly and a tear appeared in the corner of her eye. It grew in size 

quickly until it ran down her cheek and fell to the floor, glistening in the late morning light. She 

reached out and took Edgarbȭs hand, squeezing it tightly. 

ȰHow could this happen?ȱ he asked. He didnȭt want to believe what he saw, but he couldnȭt help 

but face the truth. Bambi was crying now too, and Nugget came across and put his arm around 

her. He looked a little puzzled, but since that was his normal look it wasnȭt really too clear if he 

understood what was going on or not.* 

ȰIt was the delay,ȱ Tammy said. ȰKing Fnordish delayed me at just the right time. It took too long 

to start the spell all over again. His body just couldnȭt last any longer.ȱ Tammyȭs voice had 

turned husky, her throat almost choking her as she talked as she tried to hold back her sobs. 

Phil was dejectedly floating still in his bowl, watching what was happening with big soulful eyes. 

ȰGoodbye Jonas, my friend,ȱ he said sadly. 

Tammy reached down and stroked his head, brushing his hair out of his face. ȰThank you Jonas,ȱ 

she whispered. ȰWe didnȭt know you long, but we wouldnȭt be here without you. Itȭs because of 

you that Iȭm free. I will never forget what you did for me, or the size of your trust and friendship 

in us.ȱ 

* 

It was sullen and depressed group that walked back home again that afternoon.  

Jonasȭ final resting place wasnȭt really that far from Squishpoo, only a couple hours if they 

pushed it hard. Edgarb wanted to hurry to make sure that Clio was ok, but at the same time he 

felt like it would be a disservice to the bare-wolf to run away from him so fast. He settled for a 

reasonably brisk pace that satisfied his sense of urgency, but didnȭt break his sense of decorum. 

They had spent the early afternoon burying Jonas in the garden outside the farm house. Edgarb 

had dug the grave himself, even though Tammy said she could do it much easier with a wave of 

                                                             
* 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÓÁÄ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÓÃÅÎÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÕÍÏÕÒȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÁÇÒÅÅȢ (Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ) 
thought I should point out that it actually was ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȢ 3ÕÒÅÌÙ 
even Nugget, as much of a deviant as he is, would have forgotten for at least one moment that not 
ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÓÅØÕÁÌ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÈÅ ÇÒÉÅÖÅÄȢ 3Ï ÈÉÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÏÎ ÍÁËÅÓ ÉÔ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Ðaying that much 
attention to anything other than the fact that he was touching Bambi. 
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her hand ɀ again, Edgarb just didnȭt feel it was right. He thought it might even be considered 

cheating, and he didnȭt want to dishonour him in any way. Nugget had offered to help, but they 

had only been able to find one shovel.  

Once they had laid him in the ground, they stood around him silently while Tammy placed some 

flowers in the grave. No one really knew what to say. They loved him for the sacrifice he had 

made and for the help had given them, but none of them really knew him. There just hadnȭt been 

time. It was this that frustrated Edgarb the most ɀ there hadnȭt been time. Everything lately was 

a big rush and so much was lost along the way. 

Eventually he filled in the grave, said one last goodbye, and that was that. They gathered their 

things and left quickly. Not far from the farm however, Nugget snapped his fingers. ȰOoh, thatȭs 

what I should have done! Donȭt wait for me, it wonȭt take long,ȱ he said as he turned around and 

walked back. ȰIȭll catch you up soon.ȱ 

He disappeared from sight quickly as he jogged back the way they had come while the others 

kept on walking. He returned about half an hour later, a satisfied look on his face. 

ȰWhat did you do?ȱ asked Phil and Nugget fell into step. 

ȰThe gerbil,ȱ he replied. ȰScrape the outside off and itȭs still good.ȱ* 

Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked at Phil. 

ȰYou what?ȱ the fish looked exasperated. ȰYou went back for an old, mouldy gerbil that you canȭt 

eat and we wonȭt want?ȱ 

ȰOh no, that would be silly,ȱ Nugget answered, rolling his eyes. ȰReally Phil, you should think 

things through a bit better before you open that big mouth of yours. Seriously, does that make 

any sense at all?ȱ 

ȰNothing you do could surprise me any more Nugget,ȱ said Phil. ȰSo what did you want the 

gerbil for?ȱ 

ȰI gave it to Jonas. Well, I couldnȭt really give it to him, but I left it on his grave. I donȭt think heȭd 

eaten in a while, and I thought he might like it. Wolves will eat anything you know.ȱ  

Nugget looked so serious and eager to please that no one said a word. 

That was before though. Now they were getting close to Squishpoo, and Edgarbȭs desire to get 

home as fast as possible was pushing him to walk faster and faster. The others, knowing what 

was pushing him forward, didnȭt try to stop him.  

Tammy was starting to get worried a little too ɀ her parents were still living in Squishpoo as 

well, and although they were very minor characters that were mentioned rarely and had only 

appeared the once to introduce a rather fortunate plot device, Tammy loved them. She didnȭt 

know if she had incurred Frankȭs full wrath yet, but she didnȭt think it would take much longer if 

she hadnȭt. She was sure theyȭd be fine, but ɀ perhaps it was time to tell them to get out of town 

for a while. Just in case. 

                                                             
* )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÌÉÍÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÇÏÏÄȦ 
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They walked over one last hill, and there was Squishpoo laid out before them. The sun was just 

starting to set, and the sunlight was painted across the rooftops in gold strokes that made 

everything look warm and peaceful. 

It was, of course, Nugget that saw the problem first. And of course, he didnȭt realise it was a 

problem. ȰHey look,ȱ he said, elbowing Bambi in the ribs*. ȰSomeone else is having a bad day 

too.ȱ He pointed out to one side of the city. 

Bambi looked carefully until she saw what he was pointing at. At first she was going to ignore it, 

but then she realised... 

ȰEdgarb?ȱ she asked. ȰYou live over in that part of the city donȭt you?ȱ She pointed in the same 

direction that Nugget had. Edgarb looked to where she was pointing and gasped. It was a 

column of smoke spiralling up from what had to be a house that was burning down. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Edgarb. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Phil. 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Bambi. 

 ȰFuck,ȱ said Tammy. 

ȰWhat?ȱ said Nugget. 

ȰThatȭs my house,ȱ said Edgarb. 

 

  

                                                             
* No, there was no hard on this time. One thought at a time is how things work with him, and he was 
looking at something else. Obviously. 
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Chapter 10 ɀ Prisoner of Society  
 

Mufasaȭs death was a terrible tragedy; but to lose Simba, who had 

barely begun to live ɀ for me it is a deep personal loss. So it is with a 

heavy heart that I assume the throne. Yet, out of the ashes of this 

tragedy, we shall rise to greet the dawning of a new era in which lion 

and hyena come together, in a great and glorious future! 

 Scar 

The Lion King 

 

King Frank laughed gleefully to himself. He chortled. He giggled. Oh dear, how sad, he thought to 

himself. The bare-wolf is no more. My heart bleeds. He laughed some more. I donȭt think Iȭve had 

cumquat jelly before. I must remember to give it a try.  

Frank was in King Haroldȭs bedchamber. He was sitting in a large armchair, leaning forward 

looking down at a steaming cauldron that sat on the small table in front of him. Projected on top 

of the putrid green liquid inside was the image of a farm house kitchen. Several people were 

gathered around a body that lay on the table, all of them looking sad.  

ȰOk,ȱ he said out loud. ȰThe bare-wolf is out of the road. That treacherous bitch Morlin is taken 

care of. Whatȭs next?ȱ he pondered to himself.  

ȰIȭm sorry my lord, are you talking to me?ȱ quavered a voice in the corner. King Harold was 

dressed in rags. He was on hands and knees cleaning out the fireplace and stacking wood.  

A small wooden chest sat next to the cauldron. Frank opened its rusty brass clasp and took out a 

small steel dart which he threw nonchalantly ɀ but accurately ɀ at Harold. ȰSilence!ȱ he 

commanded. ȰI didnȭt give you permission to speak.ȱ Harold had stiffened in surprise at the 

blow*. He plucked the dart from his posterior, wiped it off on his shirt, and placed it back in the 

chest. As he got back down to resume his scrubbing his knees creaked and he gave an 

involuntary groan.  

ȰOk, where was I?ȱ Frank mumbled. ȰOh yes. Edgarb.ȱ As he spoke the young princeȭs name his 

voice turned feral, growling it out with distaste. Almost spitting, in fact. ȰWhat will I do to you 

next, my little boy? Youȭve had long enough to get yourself comfortable now ɀ you know what 

itȭs like to feel happiness. You can only know true despair if you know what it is youȭre missing. 

Now youȭll know.ȱ  

He continued his pondering silently as he watched Harold working away at the fire. Some of 

Haroldȭs autonomy had been restored now ɀ at first Harold was just an empty shell that Frank 

used like a puppet. Since heȭd arrived in Squishpoo though, he had less time to control the 

figurehead himself. So Frank gave him some of his own mind back ɀ Harold was still completely 

obeisant, but it was more like a brain washing now rather than a brain emptying.  

                                                             
* Heh. Stiffened blow. 
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Harold ran the kingdom marginally well ɀ at least for day to day duties ɀ under advisement from 

Frank. This left Frank free to continue his plots and schemes with few interruptions. It took a 

few adjustments to come up with the correct mix of autonomy versus servitude, but it was 

working pretty well now. *  

And so now ɀ yes, now ɀ it was time to move on. The time for sitting around watching and 

waiting was over. Edgarb had built himself up enough that it was time to bring it all crashing 

down. But how? It wasnȭt that Frank couldnȭt think of what to do, it was that he had to decide 

which one of the many things would be best.   

But then a glimmer flickered for just a moment at the back of his mind. Just a tiny  little spark it 

was, like the quietest of quiet voices. Oh, but then it grew quickly.  

Edgarb thought he was safe here in Squishpoo, so it was time to learn that nowhere was safe. He 

would surely be rushing home just as soon as he could now, so it seemed only right for Frank to 

welcome him back with a present. A manȭs home was his castle and it was time for the castle to 

go. Now there was a fine present indeed.  

* 

ȰTheyȭre probably going to be gone for a couple of weeks,ȱ Bobbie said, Ȱif not more. Theyȭve 

only been gone for three days. Stop being so impatient.ȱ 

Clio sighed, moved back from the window and flopped down in Edgarbȭs armchair. ȰI know. But 

I canȭt help it. Iȭm worried about them.ȱ She looked up to the mantelpiece where Bobbieȭs bowl 

was sitting. ȰYou canȭt tell me that youȭre not worried too.ȱ 

Of course Bobbie was worried. ȰOf course Iȭm worried,ȱ she said. ȰMy husband is out there too. 

But I also know that staring out the window and pining for them wonȭt make any difference. So 

come on, itȭs time to get your mind off it. Why donȭt you make yourself a nice cup of tea, then 

you can read me a book.ȱ Bobbie loved her stories, but she could never turn the pages, so she 

was reliant on others to do her reading for her. Clio always enjoyed reading to her, so it would 

be a good distraction.  

While she didnȭt stop her worrying, Clio did the best she could to put a brave face on it. She did 

as suggested and went into the kitchen to make herself a drink. She was just filling the kettle 

when she heard a smash, a tinkle, a crash, and a whoompf.  

ȰBobbie?ȱ she called. ȰWhat was that smash?ȱ 

ȰThe front window breaking!ȱ Bobbie called back in reply.  

ȰAnd what was the tinkling?ȱ 

ȰThe bits of broken window landing on the floor!ȱ 

ȰAnd what was that crash?ȱ 

                                                             
* Frank still didnȭt like to think about that first day when his orders were taken too literally. Sit on your 
throne for the day and take care of petty business, heȭd said. And sit on his throne all day, he did. When 
Frank finally came to find him that evening there he sat in a pool of cold urine and faeces. 
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ȰThe flaming torch that was thrown through the window hitting the shelves on the opposite 

wall!ȱ 

ȰAnd what was that whoompf?ȱ 

ȰThat is the whole lounge room going up in flames!ȱ Bobbie called. ȰHey Clio?ȱ 

ȰYes Bobbie,ȱ Clio answered.  

ȰAre you going to come in here and put the fire out?ȱ 

ȰOh. Good point.ȱ 

Clio rushed back into the front room. Unsurprisingly, the window surely had been smashed, its 

white curtains blowing gently in the breeze above the shards of glass that had tinkled their way 

down to the floor. A flaming torch did indeed lay on the floor at the other side of the room, its 

flames already licking up the shelves, catching nicely on the books stored with it.  

ȰShit!ȱ cried Clio. She rushed Bobbie into the kitchen, grabbed a towel, and raced back to the fire. 

Already the flames were spreading ɀ the entire shelf was slowly burning now, and it was 

starting to spread to the couch. Clio ran around frantically trying to beat the fire out, but nothing 

seemed to hold it back.  

The fire was growing fast. ȰThe fire is growing fast,ȱ she called out. She raced back into the 

kitchen and filled her big cooking pot with water. She thought it was too late already, but she 

had to try. ȰI think itȭs too late already,ȱ she said to Bobbie as she rushed past. ȰBut I have to try.ȱ 

Back into the lounge room she went with the pot, tipping it desperately into the fire. And then 

back to the kitchen again, to get more water.  

She was on her fourth pot when the fire reached the stairs and started spreading to the rest of 

the house. She wiped the sweat off her brow and stumbled back to the kitchen. It was no good. 

There was nothing she could do. ȰItȭs no good,ȱ she sobbed, Ȱthereȭs nothing I can do.ȱ She blew 

her nose on her sleeve and looked sadly back at the flames. ȰItȭs all going up,ȱ she said. 

ȰEverythingȭs lost.ȱ 

ȰWhat matters is that weȭre ok,ȱ said Bobbie. ȰAnd about that...ȱ she looked at Clio nervously. 

ȰYou know, itȭs getting a bit warm in here. And by in here I mean in my bowl. I donȭt really think 

that being saved from immediate destruction is going to help if I get poached, do you? Do you 

think maybe that we could get out of here?ȱ 

Clio apologised and picked up her bowl. As she walked through the back door and into the yard 

she heard another crash as the stairs collapsed, blowing a mass of soot and embers through the 

kitchen and out the door.  

ȰThe kids are still off with the sitter, right?ȱ Clio asked her friend, serendipitously negating the 

need to mention them again for a while.  

Bobbie nodded.* 

                                                             
* )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÅÒÅÎÄÉÐÉÔÏÕÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȢ 0ÈÉÌȟ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Á ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÔÈÉÎËÅÒȟ ÅÎÓÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÔÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ 
always prepared for long absences in time of emergency. 
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Clio stumbled around the side of the house to the street out front. The house was an inferno 

now. All the windows had blown out, the flames licking greedily out into the eaves. Not much 

was visible of the inside now, but what could be seen was already destroyed.  

They stood there watching the house collapse as it turned to cinders over the next hour. There 

was nothing that could be done to save it, it was best just to let it burn down to nothing. Crowds 

had gathered to watch its destruction, one family even bringing a picnic hamper and deck 

chairs*. Many of her neighbours came up offer their commiserations, although Clio was too 

shocked at her loss to do more than nod perfunctorily.  

The shadows grew longer and longer until the sky started to darken. It had just become a rich, 

deep, dark purple when Clio felt a tap on her shoulder. Her eyes still drawn to what remained of 

the fire, and presuming it was just another well wisher, she didnȭt even turn around.  

ȰYes, itȭs my house,ȱ she said. ȰThank you for your thoughts.ȱ She was still fixed on watching the 

last remnants of hers and Edgarbȭs possessions turn to ash.  

But there was no answer, only silence. She could still feel a presence behind her though, and it 

was enough to break her from her daze. Just as she was turning see who was there an arm 

reached around her from behind and a dirty hand was clamped over her mouth. ȰItȭs your house 

is it? You must be Eclipse then,ȱ a rough voice whispered in her ear. Whoever this man was, his 

breath stank of ale and old fish. ȰThat was very helpful of you to tell me.ȱ 

The man laughed quietly in her ear. ȰOh, and by the way, youȭre coming with me,ȱ he said. He 

dragged her off down a nearby alley way, lost from sight almost immediately in the darkness of 

twilig ht. No one else saw a thing, they were all too busy watching the fire and enjoying the 

show.ɖ  

* 

The dungeon down below the castle was dark, damp, depressing, dull, dreary and draftyɗ. It was 

also quite large§, which was useful since there was about fifty people being contained within. 

The walls were your standard large grey stone brick affair with iron chains and shackles 

hanging down from up high. Every few yards was another set of these chains, more often than 

not with a prisoner suspended, each almost identical in appearance to the last. They were 

mostly your classic old timer ɀ white of hair and grizzled beard, wrinkly skinned and pale of 

hue, gapped and toothless of mouth, the usual deal ɀ even with the classic stained loincloth of 

coverings. These prisoners were hung from the chains, backs to the wall, a couple of feet from 

the cold dirty floor.  

But in the distance, way back in the darkest, dampest, depressingest, dullest, dreariest, draftiest 

corner of the dungeon was something different. Low sobs came from this corner, pitiful little 

sobs, heart wrenching in fact. The sobs were interspersed with little whimpers and nose 

                                                             
* Said family was the McBrowns. They were cheap bastards, they were. Any public spectacle that involved 
ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÍÉÓÆÏÒÔÕÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÁÎÄ Á ÓÈÏ×Ȣ 
ɖ Especially the McBrowns. 
ɗ And many other things that start with D. 
§ Domineering in dimension? 
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sniffings. These blubberings went on for a while, but they slowly reduced to the occasional 

sniffle.  

Once all had fallen into silence ɀ except for the odd chain clanking ɀ a small voice spoke. ȰClio, 

are you ok?ȱ said the voice.  

Clio sniffled one more time and sighed. ȰIȭm fine Bobbie,ȱ she said sadly. ȰI guess. I just donȭt 

understand why weȭre in here. Random thugs, that would be terrible, but weȭd know what was 

going on. But it was the palace guard that took us ɀ weȭre in the dungeon underneath the castle. 

We didnȭt do anything against the law. First the fire, and now this ɀ what did we do wrong?ȱ 

ȰI donȭt know,ȱ answered Bobbie. ȰBut thereȭs something more going on than we know about, 

you can count on that. Weȭve all heard how odd King Harold has become ɀ thereȭs no way he 

even knows that we exist, Iȭm sure, so the orders wonȭt have come from him. Maybe Morlin 

managed to cast a spell on one of the generals or something ɀ theyȭve been bewitched into 

thinki ng weȭre enemies of the state.ȱ 

ȰDo you really think so?ȱ Clio asked. It wasnȭt that she wanted to be mixed in with anything 

Morlin was doing, but at least then sheȭd know.  

ȰI have no idea. But there has to be an explanation, surely.ȱ 

A laugh ɀ a most decidedly evil laugh ɀ echoed around the dungeon. Ha ha ha, went the laugh. 

Then it chortled. Then it giggled. ȰOh yes, thereȭs an explanation alright,ȱ a dark, evil voice said 

ominously. ȰA very simple one indeed. Can you guess what it is now?ȱ 

Clio felt a squirm in the pit of her stomach.  

ȰFuck,ȱ said Clio, who knew that voice only too well.  

ȰFuck,ȱ said Bobbie, who didnȭt know the voice ɀ but it was pretty damn obvious, wasnȭt it?   

ȰFuck isnȭt really much of a guess,ȱ said Frank. ȰWould you like to try again?ȱ 

ȰKing Fnordish, I should have known. Only you could be so bold. The King of Squishpoo will not 

sit still for this when he hears you attacked an innocent person...ȱ 

ȰDonȭt play games with me, you stupid bitch. Youȭre not innocent and you know it. I know what 

youȭve all been doing; Iȭve been watching you all since before you first arrived. You think King 

Harold will save you? Heȭs been mine from the very start.ȱ* 

ȰYou know,ȱ said Bobbie. ȰThat explains a hell of a lot, doesnȭt it?ȱ 

ȰYes,ȱ said Clio. ȰIt explains too much. I guess weȭre totally fucked.ȱɖ 

ȰOh well done,ȱ said Frank. ȰFull marks to the dumb slut who turned my son against me. I have 

no interest now in redeeming him of course, you must remember that. He wonȭt survive this ɀ 

he will die, and most spectacularly. But first I will break him, and break him hard. Thatȭs where 

you come in. How do you think heȭll like seeing pieces of you spread all over the city?ȱ 

                                                             
* But I was gonna go to Tosche Station to pick up some power converters! 
ɖ Oh ÍÙ ÇÏÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÅȦ 
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Frank laughed, one of those especially gruesome laughs that really make it clear just what an 

evil bastard he really is.  

ȰFor now however, Iȭll leave you to think about it. Nothing will save you, but I quite like the idea 

of leaving you to agonise over just when it will be that I come back to rip your spine out of your 

still -breathing body.ȱ Frank turned with a flourish, his cape grandly twirling behind him, and he 

swooped off out of sight.  

His voice floated back to them as he threw one last comment back to them before he stepped 

through the doors. ȰOh, and donȭt start thinking that Iȭve forgotten about your little friend 

either! Iȭm quite partial to sushi!ȱ 

ȰFuck,ȱ said Clio again.  

ȰIndeed,ȱ said Bobbie sadly.   

* 

King Frank laughed gleefully to himself. He chortled. He giggled. Oh dear, how sad, he thought to 

himself. The ladies are gone, the house is gone, happiness is gone. He laughed some more. Oh what 

a shame, whatever will he do?  

Frank was back in his rooms again now that the bitch and her fish friend were locked away in 

darkness. As he walked across the room he looked over at Harold to make sure he wasnȭt doing 

anything wrong. Harold was scrubbing the floor now, carefully scraping all the dirt from 

between each stone before scrubbing them clean. Satisfactory. 

He sat down in his chair and leaned back, a smile on his face. He was immensely satisfied with 

the results, and things were only going to get worse for the young prince ɀ so far, the plan was 

working perfectly. This was the key to the whole thing, Frank knew. Extensive planning. Life 

was full of unexpected twists, but if you plan for every eventuality, then nothing can go wrong.  

Speaking of planning, Frank thought, itȭs time to turn my mind to the next stage. Everything is 

good for now, but I need to put some more work into what happens next.  

He drummed his fingers on the arm of his chair as he lapsed deep into thought about what else 

he wanted to do to his despicable offspring. He absent mindedly leaned forward and peered 

once again into the steaming cauldron. He wasnȭt really paying attention, it was pure habit ɀ so 

often he had watched Edgarb baking bread, or making love, or chatting idly with the stupid fish 

out by his pond. It was soothing to watch as he schemed torment after torment.  

There was Edgarb on his knees before the smoking ruins, tears carving rivulets through his 

sooty cheeks. There was the idiotic talking fish, sitting dejectedly at the bottom of his bowl. 

There were the two ghosts standing hand in hand in silence, sharing the grief. And there, at the 

back, stood the whore. Frank was really looking forward to meeting the whore. He had all 

manner of lessons planned for her, and by the end of it she would be beaten, broken and 

powerless. 
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His smile became a bloodthirsty leer as his head swam with images of the different torture 

devices he could use ɀ both on the whore and on the bitch in the dungeon. So many things to do, 

so many ways to make them bleed*. So many ways to make them scream. Wait a moment ɀ  

Wait, what? he thought as he stared intently at the cauldron, his eyes widening as his attention 

snapped back. A small dwarf, hunchbacked and dirty, was hobbling towards them. He had a 

severe limp and was leaning on some sort of long green crutch. It almost seemed to glow as if he 

was walking with a green light saber. There was no deep resonant swoosh noise as he took each 

step though, and as the dwarf came further into focus he realised that it was simply a walking 

staff painted green, the last rays of the setting sun shining off its opalescent surface.  

The dwarf? No, that couldnȭt be, could it? Surely it was impossible! If the dwarf was there then that 

meant ɀ no! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuckety, fuck!  

Frank kicked his table over in anger, spilling the cauldron over the floor. ȰClean that up Harold,ȱ 

he ordered as he picked up his chair and smashed it against the wall. ȰClean it all up.ȱ  

ȰArgh!ȱ Frank yelled angrily. ȰThis changes everything.ȱ  

 

  

                                                             
* 3ÈÅ ÃÒÉÅÓ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÔÏÏ ÏÆÔÅÎȟ ÈÅ ÓÍÏËÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÉÎËÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ 
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Chapter 11 ɀ Lycanthrope  
 

Thatȭs not a joke, thatȭs a severe behavioural disorder.  

Chet Donnelly  

Weird Science 

 

Simon was a special boy. He was sixteen years old now, and he was special. He couldnȭt walk, he 

couldnȭt move his arms too well, but he was special. He really couldnȭt talk either, but oh boy 

was he special. 

Simon, if you recall, was smart. Amazingly smart. If Doctor Who ever regenerated into a sixteen 

year old spastic boy, thatȭs how smart he would be. Brilliant. He used to sit at school all day 

writing (very badly, very shakily) in his notebooks. In his books heȭd write all manner of things, 

mostly scientific equations and things like that. Brilliant things. Things only his special mind 

could figure out. 

When he was fifteen his notebooks were discovered. And what a discovery it was. So many of 

the universeȭs problems ɀ solved! All of his work so far was published on the spot, and little 

Simon the spastic boy became very, very famous. And very, very rich. 

So now Simon has stopped catching the bus to school. With all this money Simon could do 

whatever he wanted, and the first thing he did was stop going to school. When youȭre smarter 

than the smartest teacher there ɀ smarter than anyone else in the world, in fact ɀ there really 

wasnȭt any point any more. 

Instead, he made himself a private office. It was a modest affair, just a simple room with a desk 

and a window. The desk sat next to the window, and it was a big window with a view of some 

nice park land. Park land was very important to Simon ɀ not because he was eco-friendly, not at 

all. He just liked the colour green. He thought it was pretty. He would sit at his desk all day, 

scrawling away in his note book, seemingly inexhaustible of ideas and solutions. 

At lunch time his specially hired secretary-slash-nurse would come in with his lunch and feed it 

to him. Simon enjoyed his lunch time. The only way he could chew his food when he was eating 

was to flop his head forward and this of course meant that with each mouthful-and-head-flop he 

would happily chew away while looking straight down his secretaryȭs shirt. She would be 

leaning forward ready to scoop up any half chewed food, drool, and other assorted liquids and 

semi-solids that escaped from his mouth, and that provided him the perfect view. His little 

spastic penis would slowly stiffen more and more as he continued to eat ɀ and watch.* 

The best part of his day, however, was when he went home. He was chauffeured to work in a 

limousine in the mornings, and carried inside by the driver. But home time was another story 

indeed. 

                                                             
* 4ÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙȟ ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÒÉÇÈÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÏÁÔÍÅÁÌȢ 
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Heȭd stopped catching the school bus to school, this we know. He missed those rides though, so 

he bought the school bus. It picked him up after work and took him home, and oh dear Lord it 

was good.  

Oh how he enjoyed sitting there up the front of his bus watching the world go by. The corners 

would still throw him about a bit, sticking his face to the window and sending rivulets of drool 

streaming along the ledge. Heȭd smile happily and lick the glass, utterly content. 

Perhaps it should be explained why he was content. You see, Claire still caught the bus too. Do 

you remember Claire? She was the pretty girl two years his elder who never wore panties on the 

ride to school. Now she was eighteen and free of classes. He paid her a rather large sum every 

week to ride the school bus with him, displaying her wares just like before. 

ȰNice cunt you have there,ȱ heȭd say, just like he always used to. And just like always, that might 

have been what he was trying to say, but he still sounded much like a drunken, slack lipped 

Jabba the Hutt. But an older one now, with a slightly deeper voice. 

The difference now was that Claire wouldnȭt look away like she used to do, but instead took it as 

her cue to give him a blow job. Mighty good at it she was too, and little Simon the Spastic boy 

can certainly testify to that. 

This was why he only caught the bus once a day ɀ only on the way home. His fragile little spastic 

body simply couldnȭt handle that twice a day. He tried once, but he shook so bad afterwards that 

he couldnȭt write a single thing in his notebook until well after lunch. 

So this was now spastic Simonȭs routine, day in and day out, and he was happy. He kept on 

writing down his ideas, equations, and thoughts in his books, and once a year the books were 

reviewed and published. 

One afternoon about two weeks ago he decided to try his hand at writing a different way. Heȭd 

come up with the reason for why a certain phenomenon was occurring, and he could simply 

write down the answer as he usually did. Instead, he wrote it out in prose, explaining events 

leading up to this occurrence and finally making sense of it all at the climax. 

Not only was it a different writing style, which was interesting in itself, but it showed something 

else too ɀ that little Simon the spastic boy might actually have an imagination. This, of course, 

was something that nobody expected. 

What follows is that story. It was originally written by Simon with no thought of context. It has 

since been annotated by the author of this volume.  

* 

There once was a little doggy. He was a happy little doggy, indeed he was. Heȭd spend the day 

roaming the hills, chasing sheep just as fast as his little legs could carry him. All day, every day, 

heȭd go on the chase, little paws flapping across the ground, tongue lolling out to the side and 

flapping in the breeze.* 

                                                             
* It was lolling and flapping, yes, but this time be assured that this time it was not like a flaccid penis on a 
warm day. Perhaps this time we could compare it to a semi-stiffy in a wind tunnel. 
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He might have been a little doggy, but he was also a special doggy. Part of his specialness was 

indeed due to being little. He was really little ɀ so little that he couldnȭt even be seen by the 

naked eye*. Tiny, he was, microscopic even. Now, you might be wondering how a microscopic 

doggy could be chasing sheep ɀ surely heȭs too small to be able to catch them, right? Well, as Iȭm 

sure you realise, just because youȭre chasing something doesnȭt mean you intend to actually 

catch it. There is as much fun in the pursuit as there is the disemboweling and the bathing in 

your victimȭs blood. However, in this case thatȭs not the problem ɀ the sheep are microscopic 

too. 

But thatȭs not the only reason that this wee little tiny doggy is special. This doggy is also dead. 

Thereȭs only one way a dead doggy can also be a doggy that runs around chasing sheep ɀ heȭs a 

zombie dog.ɖ And that doggyȭs name is Nort. 

Nort is a zombie dog, one of the many zombie dogs that infest our bodies. These microscopic 

hounds of the undead roam our bodies ɀ they think of us as hosts ɀ chasing tiny sheep and 

providing us with our sense of touchɗ. Nort was different from other zombie dogs ɀ he had a 

spell accidentally cast on him a couple of years previous to these events and became a full -sized 

zombie dog§. Eventually the spell wore off and he shrank back down again, joining his pack back 

on his host. 

He enjoyed his time as a full sized doggy, but it was good to be home. Things went back to 

normal for him for quite a while after that. But only for a while. For you see, this is where this 

story picks up. 

Itȭs a little known fact that zombie dogs have an allergy. You would think that since they are 

undead there really couldnȭt be anything that they were allergic too ɀ except maybe for 

beheading, of course; they certainly have an adverse reaction to decapitation. Zombies, due to 

their undeadednessnous, have a very large problem with new life. Life in general is fine ɀ live 

and let live, the zombie dogs say (except for sheep. They canȭt help themselves. Sheep must be 

caught, and they must be caught now). But new life, ahh, that feels eminently wrong to them. 

And so when his host fell pregnant, her pack of Zombie dogs abandoned ship and they wonȭt 

return until the baby is born. 

Donȭt worry, not all of them left. About one in fifty zombie dogs are immune to this new life 

aversion. These ones stay behind, hardly even noticing that there are less of their pack-mates 

around to run with. This is lucky, since if they all left his host would have lost her sense of touch. 

The ones that stay behind are rather unusual zombie dogs ɀ the reason they donȭt notice that 

                                                             
*    Heh. Naked. 
ɖ    !ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Ô×Ï ×ÁÙÓȟ ÉÆ ÎÏÔ ÍÏÒÅȢ &ÏÒ ÅØÁÍÐÌÅ, he could be in doggy 
ÈÅÁÖÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÇÈÏÓÔȢ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÎ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÔÈÁÔ Á ÇÈÏÓÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÁÔÃÈ Á ÓÈÅÅÐȢ** 
ɗ    #ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ρφȟ "ÏÏË ρȢ (Å ÌÉÖÅÓ ÏÎ %ÃÌÉÐÓÅȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȢ 
§    )ȭÍ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÂÏÙȦ 
**   7ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ×ÉÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ×ÁÙȢ *ÕÓÔ ÁÓË .ÕÇÇÅÔȟ )ȭÍ sure he knows how to catch a sheep, if you get 
what I mean.ɖɖ 
ɖɖ   7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÃÈÉÃËÅÎÓȢ 3ÈÅÅÐ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȟ ÃÁÎ ÔÈÅÙȩɗɗ 
ɗɗ   ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÁÎÁÔÏÍÉÃÁÌÌÙȦ 3ÈÅÅÓÈȦ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÇÅÎÅÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ§§ 
§§   !ÈÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÇÏ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÌÌÕÌÁÒ ÌÅÖÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÏÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÕÆÆȢ***  
***  Cross breeding is an interesting science, you know. Imagine a sheep with feathers. That probably 
explains the dodo bird. ɖɖɖ 
ɖɖɖ Perhaps if we were to fill in tÈÅ ÇÁÐÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÇ $.!ȣ 
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anything has changed is because they are too busy having conversations with the voices in their 

heads. Yes, thatȭs right, foetally-immune zombie dogs are all schizophrenic. * Fun huh? Having a 

severely diminished population of zombie dogs on their body also goes a long way to explaining 

why pregnant women get so damn fucked up, too.ɖ 

When the zombie dogs scattered from the new-life infested body of their host, something 

strange happened to Nort. The spell that had grown him to full size before had left an interesting 

side-effect. As soon as he left the hostȭs body, he grew back to full size again. She was sleeping at 

the time, so fortunately she didnȭt notice, but he was very confused. He jumped back onto her 

again and he shrank back down. Jumped off and he went big. Nort shrugged and went on his 

way ɀ heȭd still be able to go back home again when he wanted to, so it was no big deal.  

Ordinarily he would have followed the rest of his pack. When zombie dogs leave their host while 

theyȭre pregnant, they simply go join the other dogs on the nearest person. Since he was big as 

soon as he left his hostȭs body, he had no idea where his pack had gone ɀ they were too small for 

even him to see. It didnȭt matter though ɀ he enjoyed being big last time, and so he would enjoy 

it again. 

He went travelling his merry way around and about and in and under and over the nearby 

countryside. It was nice to be out in the real world without having to worry about catching 

those damn sheep. He did what he wanted, when he wanted, and it was just lovely. 

For the first week anyway.  

Then Nort got bored. Freedom might be nice, but his life really did only have one main purpose, 

and without it he started to feel a bit lost. Chasing sheep was what he was built for, and chasing 

sheep ɀ hell, chasing anything ɀ is what he needed to do. He searched high and low, but for some 

reason there were no sheep nearby to be found. He didnȭt want to get too far away from Clio, so 

while he was sure some sheep could be found further away, he didnȭt want to take the chance 

that heȭd lose her.  

And so this is why he was sitting under a tree at the side of a forest trail crying when the bad 

witch Hildegard walked past him. 

She stopped and looked at him. ȰWhy are you crying, little zombie dog?ȱ she asked him. 

ȰMy host is pregnant, so I canȭt stay with her until sheȭs clean. But I donȭt want to roam too far 

away in case I lose her. And I canȭt find any sheep!ȱ Nort blubbered. 

ȰAhh, I see,ȱ said Hildegard. ȰI think I can help you with that. Come home with me and Iȭll help 

you.ɗȰ 

                                                             
* &ÏÒ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÓÃÈÉÚÏÐÈÒÅÎÉÁ ÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÃÕÒÅ ÉÔȟ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏË ȬTheyȭre not out to get me, but I 
know theyȭre coming for meȭ ɀ a discussion of schizophrenia and other fun party games by little spastic 
Simon. 
ɖ With the ÄÒÏÐ ÉÎ ÚÏÍÂÉÅ ÄÏÇ ÎÕÍÂÅÒÓȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÌÅÓÓ ÓÈÅÅÐ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÄÁÙȢ 3Ï ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÓÈÅÅÐ 
ÌÅÖÅÌÓ ÇÅÔ ÔÏÏ ÈÉÇÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÕÓÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÁÌÌ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÉÃËÎÅÓÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ÃÕÒÔÁÉÌÉÎÇ 
the excess sheep levels. 
ɗ .Ï×ȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉng how it is that Nort ɀ a zombie dog with no dialog at all ɀ ÃÁÎ ÔÁÌËȢ )ÔȭÓ 
ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȢ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ also ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÙ (ÉÌÄÅÇÁÒÄȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÅȟ Á 
ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ :ÏÍÂÉÅ ÄÏÇȦȱ 4ÈÉÓ ÔÏÏ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȢ 
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Nort followed the witch home. She lived in a little house that was built of gingerbread. The roof 

was shingled with sweet cakes and the windows were made of transparent sugar. ȰDonȭt eat my 

house,ȱ the witch muttered to Nort as they approached. Nort didnȭt like sweets, so she didnȭt 

actually need to warn him ɀ but sheȭs a bad witch, you have to expect her to be grumpy too. 

She led him inside and gave him some food. While he ate she made him up a bed in the corner. 

ȰYou can sleep there,ȱ she said, pointing to the bed. ȰStay as long as you want. Iȭll  feed you and 

give you shelter.ȱ 

ȰBut that doesnȭt solve my problem,ȱ Nort said. ȰThank you for being so kind, but it doesnȭt give 

me any sheep to chase.ȱ* 

ȰOh, Iȭm not kind,ȱ said Hildegard. ȰNot in the slightest. Iȭm not doing this for free you know. 

Youȭll be working for it, believe me.ȱ 

Nort pricked his ears up. ȰYou have sheep?ȱ he asked excitedly. 

The witch shook her head. ȰNo,ȱ she said simply. ȰThereȭs no sheep for miles and miles, by the 

order of King Harold.ȱɖ 

Nort hung his head. 

ȰBut,ȱ she continued. ȰThere are still things to catch. Iȭm getting too old and slow to catch them 

anymore, so you can catch them for me.ȱ 

ȰBut,ȱ Nort said. ȰI catch sheep. Thatȭs all I know.ȱ 

ȰDonȭt be stupid,ȱ answered the witch. ȰCatching one thing is like catching another. Itȭs not the 

sheep you want; itȭs the thrill of the chase.ȱ 

Nort was doubtful, but he held his tongue. ȰOk,ȱ he said. ȰWhat am I catching?ȱ 

ȰBees,ȱ she answered. ȰI need bees ɀ lots and lots of bees.ȱ 

ȰWhat could you possibly want bees for?ȱ The zombie dog was confused. 

ȰIȭll show you that once you catch me some,ȱ came the reply. ȰAre you finished eating?ȱ 

Nort nodded his head. ȰI am. Thank you.ȱ 

ȰKeep your thanks. Go and earn your meal.ȱ She hustled him towards the door. ȰDonȭt come back 

till you have some bees,ȱ she said grumpily, and she slammed the door. 

Nort stood there, looking out from the front porch of the gingerbread house. Catch some bees, he 

thought to himself. That canȭt be too hard, surely. He was about to step off the porch and start 

hunting when a thought occurred to him. 

He turned back and knocked on the door. ȰExcuse me, sorry, I have a question,ȱ he called. 
                                                             
* Oh, I forgot to actually explain about the talking zombie dog and the lack of inclusion of the self-
copulating running gag. My apologies ɀ ÁÓ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȢ 
ɖ Coincidentally, this order was given on the very same day as the one in which Frank found him sitting in 
a pile of his own poo. 
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The door flew open and the witch appeared, looking impatient. ȰWhat?ȱ she asked. 

ȰI donȭt have pockets,ȱ he said. ȰWhere do I put the bees once I catch them?ȱ* 

Hildegard disappeared for a moment. She came back, threw a canvas sack at him, and slammed 

the door a second time. 

Nort took up his sackɖ and finally stepped off the front porch. After a little bit of a sniff around 

he took himself into the forest to hunt down some bees. 

His first bee sighting came after only a short time. Zombie dogs have extremely good hearing, 

and the buzzing of this first bee was clearly audible. He chased the sound, getting ever closer to 

that buzzing until he burst into a meadow. What a fantastic meadow it was, too. It was the size 

of a small field, hedged on all sides by the lush green forest. The long green grass waved lazily in 

the slow breeze, bright yellow daffodils and small white daises rippling gently. 

And the bees! There were bees everywhere. Nort bounded out into the meadow and snap! He 

caught a bee in his mouth. He spat it into his sack and leaped off again, snap snap! Two more at 

once. Into the sack he spat his bounty and off he ran. Nort was in paradise. So many bees, so 

much running, it was divine. 

So Nort continued for the rest of the day. Sprint, snap, spit. He practiced the multi-snap, in which 

he snaps up a bee while thereȭs one already in his mouth. He practiced the extended-multi -snap, 

where he snaps several times in a row, each time adding another bee to his mouth collection. He 

also worked on his poly-snap, where with one snap he collects more than one bee. He gave the 

multi -poly-snap a go too, where he does two successive snaps, at each time collecting multiple 

bees. Rather challenging was the extended-poly-multi -snap, but he did manage to get it done 

right at the end of the day.ɗ 

As the sun was starting to set on that first day he had filled his bag and took himself back to the 

gingerbread house. He stepped up onto the front porch and tapped on the door. 

Hildegard opened the door and stared at him. ȰYou better have some bees,ȱ she said. ȰIf you 

donȭt, youȭre sleeping outside.ȱ 

Nort held up his bag to her. She checked its contents and nodded happily. ȰOk, in you come,ȱ she 

said. He followed her inside and curled up by the fire§. This is the life, he thought to himself as he 

relaxed.  

The witch brought him some dinner and then busied herself with his bees. She worked at the 

main table, but Nort couldnȭt see what she was doing with them. He didnȭt worry about it. He 

ate, he relaxed, he grew tired and he went to bed. 

                                                             
* /ÏÐÓȟ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÍÙ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ .ÏÒÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ (ÉÌÄÅÇÁÒÄ ÉÓ Á ×ÉÔÃÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÓÔ 
a spell on herself that allows her to understand his howls and woofs and things. I told you it was easily 
explained. 
ɖ Heh. Sack. 
ɗ He was about to try the double-decaf-half-caf-snap-with -a-twist -of-lemon when he realised that he 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ 3ÔÅÖÅ -ÁÒÔÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 
§ By the way, thereȭs a fireplace in the gingerbread house. I know it seems a little unrealistic ɀ wonȭt all the 
candy melt? I hear you asking ɀ but such is the way it goes. Thereȭs a fireplace, and the caÎÄÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÍÅÌÔÉÎÇȢ 
Live with it. 
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Such became Nortȭs life now. Wake up, chase bees, bring them home, eat dinner and go to bed. 

Nort was happy again. He had purpose. He had direction. Most importantly, he had something to 

chase. He roamed far, he roamed wide, he collected his bees.  

After a while Nort did get curious. ȰExcuse me, Hildegard,ȱ he said one night. ȰWhat do you do 

with the bees?ȱ 

The witch beckoned him over to the table where she was processing that dayȭs batch. ȰWell first 

what I do is to pick a nice plump bee out,ȱ she explained. ȰThis plump bee gets dipped in alcohol, 

which kills it quick but doesnȭt ruin its texture or flavour. I then dip it in sugar water, which 

makes it nice and sticky.ȱ As she explained this she did exactly that ɀ a quick dip in some alcohol, 

and then into the sugar water. She laid the bee carcass on the table. 

ȰThen,ȱ she continued, ȰI pull out ten more bees, one at a time. For each one I rip out their 

stinger (which also brings out their poison) and stick it to the first bee. After all ten are done Iȭve 

now got a big fat bee covered in stingers.ȱ 

She took a moment to put together the big multi-stingered bee and then started talking again. 

ȰAfter that the bee gets a great big thick coating of wet sugar. After it dries off I dip it into one 

the coloured dyes I have here to make it pretty. And then weȭre done.ȱ 

Nort thought about this for a moment, and then asked ȰBut why?ȱ 

ȰIf thereȭs one thing in this world that pisses me off more than anything else, itȭs strangers 

knocking on my door. Travelling salesmen, Jehovahȭs witnesses, they drive me crazy! So now 

whenever they come to my door I hold up my bowl. They choose one from the collection of 

different coloured jelly beans, pop it in their mouth, and problem solved.ȱ 

ȰYou kill them?ȱ asked Nort. 

ȰNo, that doesnȭt kill them. But it does knock them out. The killing comes later.ȱ 

ȰSo what do you do with them then?ȱ 

ȰWhat have you been having for dinner each night?ȱ 

ȰOh,ȱ said Nort. ȰWell that makes sense. Iȭve been wondering what the meat was in my stew. 

Very tasty, thank you.ȱ* 

 

  

                                                             
* Chatty Cathy mentioned this a little while back. So if you were wondering about it, wonder no more. Now 
you know why the bees have been disappearing. 
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Chapter 12 ɀ All The Small Things 
 

Come with me if you want to live. 

Kyle Reese 

The Terminator  

 

The dwarf approached the group slowly, his walking staff tap-tap-tapping along the pavement 

as he limped his way towards them. His body was twisted, he was dressed in rags, and a matted 

grey beard hung from his gnarled face. His large bright green eyes were clear and focused 

though, a sly intelligence showing through. 

He stopped in front of Edgarb, who was on his knees in front of what used to be his home, busily 

weeping for his lost family. He waited a respectful amount of time, but when the prince didnȭt 

respond he coughed loudly to get his attention. 

ȰPrince Edgarb,ȱ the dwarf growled roughly. ȰPlease pay attention. I have a message for you, and 

itȭs very important that you hear it.ȱ  

ȰGo away,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰIȭve just lost my home and my family.ȱ He looked over to Phil, who was 

sitting dejectedly at the bottom of his bowl next to him. ȰSo has my friend here. I donȭt care 

about any stupid fucking message.ȱ He looked back to the dwarf, his eyes sullen. ȰGo away, I 

donȭt care.ȱ  

ȰBut-ȱ said the dwarf.  

Edgarbȭs eyes darkened and his jaw tightened. ȰI said go away. Iȭm not going to tell you again.ȱ 

The dwarf could see Edgarbȭs arms tighten and his fingers curl into fists as he said this.* 

The dwarf sighed. He took a step backward ɀ painfully ɀ and removed himself from Edgarbȭs 

view. He moved closer to Tammy, who was standing at the back of the group.  

ȰExcuse me, mistress witch,ȱ he said to the blonde woman. ȰIȭm really not trying to cause any 

trouble, but itȭs extremely urgent that Prince Edgarb listens to me.ȱ  

Tammy shook her head sadly. ȰI can appreciate that you think it might be important, but 

consider things from his point of view. Heȭs only just discovered that his wife was burned alive ɀ 

his wife and his unborn child. Do you really think heȭs going to see sense any time soon? Take 

my advice, friend dwarf, and come back in a month.ȱ She thought about this a little. ȰPerhaps 

two.ȱ she amended.  

ȰThatȭs just it,ȱ the dwarf began, Ȱhis-ȱ  

Tammy held her hand up. ȰLeave,ȱ she said brusquely, and she turned away from him.  

                                                             
* He thrusts his fists against the posts and still insists he sees the ghosts. 
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The dwarf sighed. He considered approaching the ghost rabbit, but he knew that the response 

would be the same. He was about to give up and leave when he saw a light blue glow from a 

nearby alley.  

He stumped his way to the alley entrance and peered inside. The ghost-slut, the dwarf thought. 

Perhaps...just perhaps...  

He hobbled his way down the alley to where Nugget was sifting through the trash. ȰNugget,ȱ 

said the dwarf. ȰMay I have a word?ȱ As he spoke assorted pieces of trash flew out from inside a 

big garbage hopper. A small pink tricycle with no wheels almost landed right on top of him, but 

the dwarf stepped aside nimbly ɀ a surprising trick given how crippled he appeared.  

ȰWell, Iȭm a little busy right now,ȱ Nuggetȭs muffled voice floated out from the hopper. ȰCan it 

wait?ȱ A series of tennis balls bounced their way over the side, rolling off down the cobbled 

surface of the alley way.  

ȰIȭm afraid not,ȱ the dwarf replied, ducking his head as a chicken carcass whistled past his ear. 

He stepped further back as some mouldy vegetables, a bright yellow toy pickup truck and a half 

day old sandwich all dropped to the ground. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a gigantic 

ɀ but quite well used* ɀ handkerchief and wiped some gravy off his face.  

Nugget sighed and stepped back through the hopper and out into the alleyway. ȰIȭll never find 

the perfect gift,ȱ he mumbled dejectedly to himself as he straightened up. He turned his head to 

the dwarf and blinked, a large grin coming to his face.  

ȰMy, youȭre so tiny!ȱ laughed Nugget. He reached down and petted the dwarf on the head. ȰAnd 

such a cutie! What can I do for you, little fella?ȱ  

The dwarf shrugged him offɖ and cleared his throat. ȰI have a message for Edgarb, but he wonȭt 

listen to me. Can you help me?ȱ  

Nugget shook his head sadly. ȰAfraid not, small guy. Edgarbȭs a little indisposed right now. Heȭs 

just lost his family, you know. Why donȭt you run back to your mummy and daddy and worry 

about it some other time?ȱ  

ȰBut thatȭs just it,ȱ the dwarf said. ȰHe hasnȭt lost his family. Neither has the fish. Theyȭre alive 

and well.ȱ  

Nugget blinked.  

He tucked his shirt back in, straightened his belt, and clapped his hands. ȰLeave this to me,ȱ he 

said with a grin. ȰThis is a job for Nuggsy!ȱɗ 

* 

Edgarb wiped his eyes and stared at the dwarf. ȰTheyȭre alive? Oh thank fuck. So where are 

they?ȱ  

                                                             
* 7ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ Á ÎÉÃÅ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÉÌÔÈÙ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÃÒÕÓÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÂÌÏÂÓȢ 
ɖ Which is a rather hard trick to achieve whÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ Á ÇÈÏÓÔȢ 
ɗ Which is a prompt to say Oh Shit! 
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The dwarf shrugged. ȰI have absolutely no idea. I was told to fetch you, and thatȭs about all I 

know. My master wants to see you. I was to tell you that theyȭre ok, and that my master can help. 

Youȭre supposed to come with me.ȱ  

The others were all smiling, relieved to know that things werenȭt quite as bad as they thought 

they were. Phil was doing back flips in his bowl.  

Nugget was doing his happy dance. It had taken a lot of effort to get Edgarbȭs attention, but heȭd 

managed it in the end, and he was quite proud of his work. He stopped his dance and started 

packing up the chainsaw and the Chinese peanuts.  

Edgarb looked at Phil. Phil looked at Edgarb.* 

ȰWhat do you think guys?ȱ Edgarb looked to his friends. ȰWe can stay here, or we can follow 

him. If we stay here, we might figure out whatȭs happening, or we might not. If we go with the 

dwarf, we might get some help. Or it might be a trap. I donȭt think it is, but we have to be in this 

together.ȱ  

They all looked at the dwarf, then back at Edgarb. Tammy moved over next to Edgarb and put 

her arm around his shoulders. ȰI thinkȱ she said, Ȱthat itȭs good to see you back to your normal 

self.ȱ She smiled. ȰI also think of course we should go with the dwarf. Since when has the chance 

of being led blindly into certain death and ultimate doom ever stopped us before?ȱ  

Everyone else nodded. Everyone, that is, except Nugget. He was doing his happy dance again. He 

stopped for a moment and looked around quizzically. ȰGo with who to where?ȱ he asked.  

Edgarb laughed. It wasnȭt a big laugh, but it wasnȭt forced either. He was still desperately 

worried about his family ɀ and about Bobbie too ɀ but the relief at knowing that they were alive 

let him relax just that little bit.  

ȰI think that settles it,ȱ he said with a small smile. ȰIf Nugget isnȭt paying attention, then weȭre on 

the right track. I get worried if he thinks he knows whatȭs going on.ȱ  

Nugget, meanwhile, finished off a pirouette and started on a series of back flips, a grin on his 

face.  

* 

Travelling. Itȭs boring. Sometimes you read those passages where thereȭs nothing going on 

except people travelling from one place to another. They have deep and meaningful 

conversations. They have deep thoughts.  

Sometimes interesting things happen along the way. Sometimes crucial things happen along the 

way. Sometimes nothing at all happens but thereȭs still a big long description of everything that 

happens ɀ or doesnȭt happen, as the case may be.  

Edgarb was of course having deep thoughts. Thoughts of Clio, of the baby, of Bobbie, of his 

house, of his father, of where they might be being led, of who they were being led to. All this 

weighed on his mind, how could it not? 

                                                             
* As they do so very well. 
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The others were thinking similar things too. Deep things and things that were interesting, Iȭm 

sure. Things of a profound nature, surely. Things reflective. Except maybe for Nugget. 

So they travelled. They left that night, heading out of Squishpoo and into the hills. They stopped 

early and camped in a forest, the dwarf providing them with food and shelter. They continued 

the next day, and the day after. They left the hill country and kept on going. 

Thereȭs only so much you can do to make travelling sound interesting. Perhaps Nugget regaled 

them with tales of his chicken farm exploits. Perhaps Tammy told some tales of her days in the 

brothel. Phil might have described, one night, by the campfire, how he kept having dreams of a 

large blue box that was bigger on the inside.  

Maybe they all kept silent, each of them thinking their own set of deep, interesting, profound 

thoughts. Except maybe for Nugget. 

But the point is that they travelled. In the end, they travelled for four days. It probably would 

have been a lot less if the dwarf could walk properly. Or if he had longer legs. 

* 

ȰWell, here we are,ȱ said the dwarf. He stumped himself over to a rock and carefully sat down, 

hissing his breath sharply as he winced at the movement. As he relaxed he rubbed his knee 

tenderly. 

ȰBut weȭre in the middle of nowhere!ȱ exclaimed Edgarb. ȰItȭs just desert*. What could possibly 

be out here?ȱ He looked around at the barren landscape ɀ sand stretched for miles, the only 

thing breaking up the scenery was the occasional boulder that provided scant shade. 

He turned to Phil. ȰYou know,ȱ he said quietly, ȰIȭm beginning to think that weȭre being led 

blindly to our doom. Perhaps the dwarf here was sent by Frank to distract us.ȱ 

Phil considered this for a moment, but then he shook his head. ȰNo, I donȭt think so. Frank 

wouldnȭt tell us that Clio and Bobbie were ok. Heȭd want us drowning in our misery.ȱ 

ȰWouldnȭt we hurt even more if, after telling us they were ok, we then found out they really 

werenȭt after all?ȱ 

Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked down at some fascinating looking pebbles heȭd suddenly 

just noticed on the ground by his feet. 

ȰDo you really want to be thinking those sorts of thoughts?ȱ asked Phil. 

ȰGood point,ȱ said Edgarb. He turned back to the dwarf. ȰI say, dwarf, whatȭs going on?ȱ 

The dwarf stared back at Edgarb. ȰWhat do you mean, whatȭs going on? This is where I was 

supposed to lead you, and lead you here I have.ȱ 

ȰBut dwarf, thereȭs-ȱ Edgarb started, but then he had a thought. ȰActually, whatȭs your name? I 

really have should have asked earlier. Iȭm sorry.ȱ 

                                                             
* The place with sand and cactuses and mirages and stuff. Not ice cream. 
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ȰItȭs alright,ȱ said the dwarf. ȰYou donȭt need to know. Just call me dwarf. That will do  fine.ȱ 

ȰNo, no, no!ȱ said Edgarb. ȰItȭs not right. Iȭve been too consumed with my own goings on and Iȭve 

forgotten my manners. Itȭs just not right. Whatȭs your name?ȱ 

ȰSeriously, you donȭt need to know.ȱ 

ȰOh come on. Iȭm sure itȭs not highly classified information or anything. Itȭs not Rumplestiltskin 

is it?ȱ 

ȰNo itȭs not. Forget about it.ȱ 

ȰTell me!ȱ 

ȰMmmph-mmmph-mmmph,ȱ mumbled the dwarf. 

ȰWhat was that?ȱ 

The dwarf sighed. ȰButtons,ȱ he said sadly. 

To give Edgarb his due, he didnȭt even crack a smile. He wanted to, but he was brought up too 

well. Everyone else though, oh they thought it was a riot. Nugget went so far as to laugh so hard 

that he fell off the rock he had perched himself on.  

ȰButtons! Bahahahaha!ȱ he laughed as he rolled around in the sand kicking his legs and giggling 

madly. ȰWhat a gorgeous little name for such a cute little fella! Now all we need is-ȱ He sat up 

and looked around. ȰAnyone got a tiny little sailor suit handy?ȱ He fell back over again, holding 

his stomach and chortling away. 

The dwarf frowned. 

But Edgarb was a gentleman. ȰItȭs nice to meet you, Buttons,ȱ he said politely. ȰI really am sorry 

for being so rude. So as I was saying, this is just sand and rock and thereȭs nothing here. How can 

this be where youȭre supposed to take us?ȱ 

The dwarf tapped his nose knowingly. ȰYouȭll find out, each of you in turn,ȱ he said slyly. 

Edgarb raised his eyebrows at the dwarf. ȰEach in turn? What?ȱ 

The dwarf laughed. ȰAsk Nugget.ȱ 

Edgarb looked around, noticing at the same time that Nuggetȭs laughing fit had been cut off into 

silence. Nugget was nowhere to be seen ɀ heȭd vanished. ȰWhat?ȱ said Edgarb. ȰWhereȭd he go?ȱ 

Edgarb turned back to the dwarf to discover that the dwarf was now gone too. ȰHey!ȱ he called. 

ȰWhere are you?ȱ he turned back around again and this time Bambi and Tammy had 

disappeared as well. 

ȰShit,ȱ he said. ȰPhil?ȱ 

ȰYes Edgarb,ȱ answered the fish. 

ȰWhat do you think is happening, my friend?ȱ 
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There was silence. He looked down to where Philȭs bowl had been sitting, but it was gone now 

too. 

He sighed. 

He looked around, wondering what was going on, but he could see nothing. Nothing at all. 

Where did everybody go? He walked around slowly, wondering what to do. 

And then the ground opened up beneath his feet and he disappeared through the sand. 

* 

Edgarb landed in some sort of underground chamber. The floor was dusty, but otherwise it was 

clean enough. There were benches lining three of the walls, the fourth had the only door. At 

least, Edgarb guessed it was a door ɀ it was just a big plastic panel with no doorknob but the 

markings on the wall suggested a door shaped cut-out. 

The others were all seated around the room on the benches. Buttons was closest to the 

doorway, a large smile on his face. As Edgarb looked at him he started to laugh. 

ȰOh, I love that trick,ȱ the dwarf giggled harshly. The laughing fit soon turned into a burst of 

coughing. The intensity of it knocked him from his seat and he lay on the floor gasping for 

breath and hacking up big wads of goop. Said wads were spat onto the walls where they ran 

slowly down to the floor.* 

Once his episode had subsided the dwarf got himself seated again. ȰWorth it,ȱ he said weakly, 

his chest still heaving. 

ȰWhatȭs going on?ȱ asked Edgarb. ȰWhere are we?ȱ 

Buttons pointed at the doorway. ȰWeȭve just arrived at the secret entrance. Through that door 

lies the answer to all the questions youȭre asking. I can say no more, only point you forward.ȱ As 

he said this he stood and moved towards the door. He waved his arms before it, muttering 

quietly to himself. The door whooshed open.ɖ 

The dwarf assumed a mysterious voice. ȰBeyond lies your destiny. Go forth and seek it!ȱ 

Edgarb picked up Philȭs bowl and stepped through the doorway, the others following close 

behind. As soon as Tammy, who was bringing up the rear, came forward, the door whooshed 

shut again, leaving them all in darkness. 

Nugget and Bambi, of course, had their pale blue glow, but it wasnȭt enough to see anything by.  

ȰPhil?ȱ said Edgarb, his voice rolling into a low echo that bounced back and forth. They were 

obviously in a very big room, whatever it was. 

                                                             
* Mostly. The occasional large solid chunk stayed right where it was, stuck fast to the wall with a fine paste 
of bright green phlegm. 
ɖ A proper woosh. You know the elevator that Luke and Han take to get to the prison level on the death 
star? Not like that. More like the door behind Luke and Leia when they swing over the open chasm. 
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ȰAlready on it,ȱ answered Phil. A pale white light started to shine from Philȭs bowl, growing 

brighter and brighter as he warmed himself up. Edgarb lifted the bowl up higher and soon the 

entire room was lit up.* 

They were standing at the back of a large chapel. Rows and rows of wooden pews stretched out 

in front of them, leading up to a dais at the other end. Along the walls were hung assorted 

tapestries depicting incongruous scenes that seemed unlikely to be shown in a church. They 

were old and dusty, some of them quite threadbare. 

The first showed a young man with blond hair kneeling before a lake as if praying ɀ although he 

could also have been talking to someone in the water. Another, further up the room, showed a 

pretty scene of some countryside with tall snow-capped mountains in the background. In the 

middle distance, sitting on a fence post, was a picnic hamper. 

Nugget particularly liked one near the end displaying what was mostly a peaceful looking farm 

and its surrounds. In the centre was a large metal shed, a spray of white feathers wafting out the 

front doors. 

ȰThis is way too strange,ȱ said Edgarb quietly. ȰWhat is this place?ȱ 

He looked back towards the stage at the front and saw a figure standing in the shadows. It was 

tall and dressed all in black. It raised a pale white hand and beckoned them all forwards with 

one curling finger. 

Phil looked at Edgarb. Edgarb looked at Phil. They shrugged.  

The group approached the front of the room, walking solemnly down the centre between the 

rows and rows of seats. As they reached the front the dark figure stepped forward into the light. 

He was a stern looking man, his face narrow and drawn. He had a well maintained beard that 

followed the edge of his jaw line, but was cleanly shaven over his top lip and cheeks. He was 

dressed in a black suit with a long well-tailored coat, and a fine black top hat. 

ȰHello?ȱ asked Edgarb quietly. For some reason, although this man standing before them was 

tall and lean and appeared rather old ɀ nothing to be scared of ɀ Edgarb couldnȭt help but feel 

that he should be respectful. 

ȰHello Edgarb,ȱ said the man. ȰYouȭre probably wondering why I called you here.ȱ 

The entire group nodded their heads, although already it was clear that Nuggetȭs mind was 

wandering and he absently agreed with everybody else as his eyes flicked around examining the 

room more carefully. 

ȰYes,ȱ said Edgarb. ȰWeȭve come a long way and it would be nice to get some answers. Who are 

you?ȱ 

ȰJust call me Abe,ȱ said the man. ȰOk, allow me to explain.ȱ He coughed once and then stood up 

straight and tall, stepping forward right to the front of the dais. 

                                                             
* Sort of like an Ood, but without the hose. 
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ȰMany score and some years ago our fathers brought forth on this land a new city, conceived in 

liberty and dedicated to the proposition that no one shall live in fear,ȱ he began. He seemed to 

be really getting into it, his arms waving to and fro and as he spoke. 

Realising that this could be quite a long speech, the group sat themselves down in the front 

pews as they listened to what the man was saying. Nugget took himself over to the side of the 

room to look at the old tapestries some more. 

ȰNow we are engaged in a great war, testing if that city, or any city so conceived and dedicated, 

can long endure,ȱ continued the man in the top hat. ȰWe have come to dedicate our lives to this 

fight, to vanquish the Evil King from that city so that the city might live, so that all who live 

within it, nay, all who live anywhere may survive!ȱ He was getting quite red in the face, was this 

man, as he worked himself up. 

As he spoke, Nugget was still poking around the tapestries. He walked up to one and studied it 

carefully, tracing the outline of a tiny little six inch tall witch sitting inside a bird cage with his 

eyes. 

ȰAnd should we win this war, then this will be the day when the entire land declares in one 

voice: We will not go quietly into the night!ȱ the man with the funny beard was beginning to 

shout now, really getting down with the message he was preaching.  

Nugget moved to the next tapestry along from where he stood, this time seeing himself with his 

head inside a fridge. 

ȰWe will not vanish without a fight!ȱ the man yelled. 

Nugget moved along again, this time to the tapestry closest to the front of the room. 

ȰWeȭre going to live on!ȱ 

Nugget brushed his hand along the image of a dejected, crying Edgarb who had fallen to his 

knees before the smoldering ruins of his home. The tapestry started to fray at the touch, and a 

hushed ripping noise began. 

ȰWeȭre going to survive!ȱ shouted the old man, his whole body getting into it as he bounced up 

and down in time to his words. 

Nugget stepped back, a guilty look on his face as he watched the tapestry unravel before his 

eyes. It fell to the floor in a heap, a cloud of dust blowing up. As the air cleared again a doorway 

came into view ɀ sitting there behind where the tapestry would have been. There was no door, 

just an open doorway. He peered through the doorway and his eyes bulged. Then he smiled ɀ a 

great big, infectious grin. He waved to Edgarb and motioned for him to come and see. 

ȰToday, we celebrate our-ȱ* the man in the top hat with the funny beard stopped as he saw what 

was going on. ȰPay no attention to the doorway behind the tapestry!ȱ he shouted.ɖ 

Edgarb ignored him and walked over next to Nugget. ȰWhat is it?ȱ he asked the ghost. 

                                                             
* &ÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔ ÌÁÄÙȦ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÂÓÅÓÓÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔ ÌÁÄÙȦ 
ɖ Bahaha! Take that Lisa! 
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ȰJust look,ȱ Nugget answered. ȰGo on.ȱ 

Edgarb poked his head carefully around the doorway, then stepped back again. He looked at the 

others, a look of surprise on his face. 

ȰFuck me,ȱ said Edgarb, ȰItȭs-ȱ 
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Chapter 13 ɀ Back in Black  
 

Come with me if you want to live. 

The Terminator  

Terminator 2: Judgement Day  

 

                                                               Ȱ-a talking Spanky.ȱ 

ȰIndeed,ȱ said the duck, ȰI hope youȭre not cranky 

That I let you all think I had met my demise. 

But to let the world know ɀ it would not have been wise.ȱ 

For indeed it was Spanky that stood there with a smile ɀ 

he wheeled himself out through the pews to the aisle.  

ȰThatȭs right, motherfuckers, quack, quack, quack, quack. 

You should not be surprised ɀ the cripple duck is back!ȱ* 

 

The duck wheeled himself right on down to the front,  

giving me an excuse to include the word cunt 

in this little rhyme Ȭbout a friend thought long gone ɀ 

but instead of dying he had just withdrawn. 

The companions were all so completely surprised 

that the shock on their faces went all undisguised. 

Bambi was astounded and also quite perplexed 

you really never know just what might happen next. 

And Tammy she knew the duck least of those there,  

but that did not mean that she was unaware 

how important it was ɀ the return of their friend. 

It could be so handy for them in the end. 

                                                             
*Do you really think that he would not have found 
some way for his shattered self to stick around? 
While you might have thought that hÅȭÄ ÍÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÍÉÓÅ 
but you know that in Fnordish no one really dies. 

Edgarb and Phil they were both quite dumbstruck 

at the sight that they saw here, they really were stuck  

for a single word that they could possibly utter. 

Or to say. Or exclaim. Or to shout or to mutter. 

But Nugget was happy and glad and was dancing. 

He spun right around and then began some prancing.  

ȰOh joy,ȱ called the ghost. ȰOh what wonderful day. 

Iȭm happy ɀ so happy ɀ all will now be ok.ȱ 

He continued to dance as he span and he leapt,  

and no one could have known that he was so adept. 

He jumped up and down and he clapped his hands twice. 

He stopped and he said ȰWe should hear his advice.ȱ 

Edgarb however had now found his own tongue 

and at last from his stillness his mind it had sprung. 

He did rise and he stepped up towards the small cripple. 

He could do with a drink ɀ he wanted a triple. 

But instead of some liquor to make him feel right 

he remembered his manners and acted polite.  

ȰOh Sir Spanky, you know that of you we adore,  

but please tell us what happened, oh please, I implore.ȱ 

And fair enough too. I bet all of you here 

are wondering how the Great Duck could appear 

when it was so explicit with big clouds of feathers 

and he was blown apart from his beak to his nethers. 

Now Spanky he looked everyone in the eye,  

and he said ȰIȭll explain ɀ or at least I will try.  

Itȭs all very difficult, all very strange,  

all very complex and a little deranged. 
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You see, as you know, I can see right ahead. 

I can see the future, it is all there,ȱ he said.  

ȰRight there at the front of my mind and I can 

see all of our destinies over the span 

of our lives as they stretch forward up to our deaths.ȱ 

Spanky stopped speaking and took some large breaths.  

ȰAnd so while I did see that I would be smited,  

and all of my feathers they would be ignited, 

I also did see it would not be the end. 

But I knew it would take me a long time to mend 

from the damage that Morlin the witch inflicted; 

and I knew I was right ɀ just as I predicted. 

I know that it looked like I simply exploded ɀ 

but it had to look real, she could not be goaded 

into thinking that somehow sheȭd not succeeded. 

She had to believe that sheȭd not been misleaded. 

If she doubted this fact you could not have survived,  

not no way, not no how, and not how hard you tried. 

And so with my final few breaths Ȭfore she hit 

there was a few lies that i had to commit. 

I broke off the spell that made everyone rhyme. 

I made it look hopeless and bided my time. 

For I knew only if I was out of the way 

would then Tammy come right forward and save the day. 

And then just as her shot of lightning made contact 

I cast a spell on myself that could counteract 

the worst of the effects of the spell cast at me, 

but only just enough so I really could flee. 

I was hit, I got burnt, I was in severe pain,  

but it was all required so my death I could feign. 

And as I was injured I cast another spell 

so that I could become invisible as well. 

I hid myself quiet at the back of the room, 

and I watched as the place became much like a tomb 

as the bodies they dropped and the blood it was shed. 

But I swear that it was the only way ahead. 

I know that there was a high price to be paid,  

and you probably feel like you have been betrayed. 

The cost of your success was awful, I know,ȱ 

and he looked dolefully at the pair with the glow. 

ȰYes, I have to admit I knew you both would die. 

And to Sylvia we would also say bye. 

But no matter how hard I played out our actions 

there was only one way to get the right reaction. 

If anything ɀ any one single small thing,  

had of been different then the Evil King 

would even now be ruling this entire world. 

Itȭd all come to naught, our plans would be unfurled. 

 

And so that was the choice with no choice but to make: 

to sit idly by and hope for no mistake. 

If I did any different then weȭd all be fucked. 

The end of the world? Oh yes that would have sucked. 

So I did what I considered necessary. 

Now itȭs time and Iȭm back and I need now to be 

right here in the thick of it guiding you on 

before your chances of success are all gone.ȱ* 

But now Nugget was smiling and laughing and such. 

He thought that this all was simply way too much.  

ȰNow listen here, Spanky,ȱ he said with a flurry.  

ȰItȭs nice of you to say but you need not worry. 

Being dead really is not that great of a chore. 

I know Iȭve enjoyed it;  itȭs not been a bore. 

And the important thing is that we all go on,  

for as you just said; else we would not have won.ȱ 

                                                             
* This line in this note will end in the word fever. 
And that word rhymes well of course with the word beaver. 
And I think I will end this line with the word dick, 
all of this because I ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ Ȱ(ÅÈȢ 4ÈÉÃËȢȱ 
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Edgarb was focused on letting all the words 

sink in as he thought about what he had heard. 

He could only agree with what Nugget had said,  

but it all seemed to hang there on such a fine thread. 

He looked down at Phil who looked back up at him,  

and who then did a twirl, and then commenced to swim 

round and round a few times while he thought of it all,  

and then he stopped still at the top of his bowl. 

ȰMister Duck Sir I guess that that all does make sense. 

But for a while now things have been a bit tense. 

Do you think you could now tell to all of us here 

why you summoned us forth and you wanted us near?ȱ 

But Edgarb said ȰNo,ȱ and he shook his head firm.  

ȰThere is something else first that I would like to learn. 

If you wanted us to come to see you so fast,  

why did you put us through all this Abe Lincoln farce?ȱ 

 

Well Spanky he laughed and he said with a grin,  

ȰThere is three different ways in which this all can spin. 

The first is the plainest, you see, donȭt you know. 

I could not come out early and ruin the show. 

Without using some type or kind of distracter,  

the suspense we had back there at the last chapter  

wouldnȭt have been anywhere so dramatic ɀ 

and to make you all wait, he is a fanatic.* 

And the second fits better with the entire plot. 

Since letting the Evil King know, it is not 

something we want him to know much about,  

and so this way we can confuse him with much doubt. 

                                                             
* The he that you just heard the little duck mention: 
that is me - I thought I would aid comprehension. 
And since each of these verses they cover four lines; 
this footnote stops here - yes in four, not in nine. 

For you see I can promise he saw who I sent 

to fetch you from your home while you felt such torment. 

You see, little Buttons has served Abe so well. 

And by using him, lies are what we now can sell. 

Of course, old Abe here, and the King of Fnordish,  

they both have quite a past from a time ago-ish. 

They used to do battle and violent things 

upon one another and all that that brings. 

The damage was vast but the smoke at length cleared. 

Neither of them won; they were both burnt  and seared. 

All of this was before the king learned to do spells ɀ 

Since then, Abe backed off and he said his farewells. 

And now the Evil King thinks that Abe is now here 

and will rescue you all and will fill you with cheer. 

And so while it may be that you all feel this way,  

he does not have a clue Spanky will save the day. 

The third of the reasons, I must say is true,  

itȭs really quite petty and so Iȭm telling you 

that the dwarf is so cute and so tiny and neat. 

I thought it was funny to use that deceit.ȱ 

ȰOh Spanky,ȱ said Nugget. ȰYou are one funny dude. 

But for all that youȭve said I can only conclude 

that thereȭs more going on than we can recognise. 

So I think that itȭs time for us to fraternise 

and be told now exactly what is going on. 

Before we all get lost and the King he has won. 

So Edgarb, my dear friend, if youȭre now satisfied,  

thereȭs some other questions that should be pacified.ȱ 

Well Edgarb, he nodded ɀ his head up, his head down ɀ 

at the duck sitting there at the front of the crowd. 

ȰPlease go on,ȱ said the prince and he sat on his pew.  

ȰIȭll be quiet, I promise, and Iȭll listen to youȱ 

And so Spanky prepared to tell them all about 

what was going on, and to leave them no doubt 

that events ɀ they so slowly were culminating  

and actions that were needed were cumulating. 
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He looked at the group who were sitting right there. 

He could not help but think they were under his care. 

For Spanky he knew that they never really asked 

for all of these dangerous ɀ but required ɀ tasks. 

He looked at the prince, oh so straight, blonde and worn,  

with such a great burden he had to adorn. 

It was not young Edȭs fault that the entire threat 

was his father ɀ but he just could never forget. 

So Edgarb he carried all the guilt and the blame 

on his own shoulders and it was such a shame. 

But Spanky he knew there was no way to convince 

that the blame was his Dadȭs and not born by the prince. 

The fish understood exactly who should pay, 

and on whose shoulders all the blame for this lay. 

He did what he could for his friend he called brother;  

for a better friend he could ask for no other. 

This unlikely pair ɀ the blond prince and the fish ɀ 

were just seeking joy in the poo-a-la-squish. 

Together they handled their burden all unfazed. 

At their thoughtless deeds the duck remained amazed. 

The cripple who had such a penis so erect 

let his gaze move on from the small fish to the next 

of the people who were sitting there all around,  

playing their part as events they unwound. 

And there Tammy sat, looking cool and demure,  

an interesting part of the team to be sure. 

The last he had seen she was nothing except 

a low down, dirty whore who with everyone slept. 

But Spanky had known where her destiny lay ɀ 

that worthless prostitute was all gone now today. 

She was now all grown up and come into her own. 

Itȭs funny what happens when you donȭt feel alone. 

And so now she embraced every part of her role. 

Edgarb might be in charge but she mothered them all. 

There was more of her transformation to come yet,  

once all the conditions had been truly met. 

Spanky sighed a small sigh in an internal way,  

for the knowledge he had on his shoulders did weigh. 

He could not let her know just what yet was to come,  

or back to her old ways sheȭd surely succumb.* 

Before he could think too much more of the witch,  

he knew that the time was the right time to switch. 

He turned his attention on to the were-rabbit,  

particularly the ghost form she inhabits. 

Again it was time to see something a new ɀ 

as the last time he saw her she was not see-through. 

He slowly examined this blue apparition 

that sheȭd had to wear now against her volition. 

 

Heȭd been watching her while heȭd been in retreat 

with nothing much to do after his mock defeat. 

He had watched on them all, so do not get me wrong ɀ 

but of Bambi he watched her the whole way along. 

Of all of the people inside of the group here,  

she was surely the most affected most severe. 

For Bambi had started out as an innocent,  

and even though she was now all iridescent 

she had never asked for any part of this, 

and had stumbled into it like in an abyss. 

Bambi she might simply be a were-bunny,  

but no one would want this, not for any money. 

By all rights she should have gotten angry and mad,  

and most of the time she should have been quite sad; 

she kept on going on with a smile on her face, 

and she always kept going and was full of grace. 

                                                             
* Over the course of this sweet masterpiece 
you will find that you are being teased without cease. 
Of things that are coming you will get a peek. 
%ÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅËȢ 
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But Spanky was puzzled, there was something hidden,  

even to the duck her life was forbidden. 

Whenever he tried to examine inside her 

some force was around that caused him to deter. 

It was black ɀ all just black ɀ when he looked up ahead ɀ 

when Bambi was the focus inside of his head. 

So again, as before, he gave up his questions 

and moved on, instead, to some different impressions. 

Thatȭs right it was time for a look at the slut. 

That Nugget, everything here he changed into smut. 

Spanky almost laughed as he studied this ghost. 

For it was the boy slut that amused him the most. 

Yes, Nugget the slut ɀ he had plenty of faults. 

And his sex driven brain, well it sure never halts. 

And he often seemed stupid and dumb and a child,  

but it all was forgotten as soon as he smiled. 

And here he was now kicking back in his chair,  

his hands Ȭhind his head and his feet in the air. 

Without any worry or doubt on his face 

he looked all around and way out into space. 

And Spanky the cripple who had such a hard-on 

knew that it was time to explain all going on. 

He drew in a breath and adjusted his chair 

and spoke of the things only he was aware. 

ȰMy friends you have learned some of whatȭs going on. 

That the king he has turned Harold into his pawn. 

That heȭs plotting and scheming to ruin you all,  

to make you all wail and to cry and to crawl 

on your knees to his throne so that you all can plead ɀ 

but you know that you wonȭt ever surpass his greed. 

He will murder you all thatȭs exactly his plot. 

He will be-head you all and then leave you to rot. 

But Iȭm here to tell you that there will be a way 

to defeat him finally and to save the day. 

The way to succeed is very complicated 

but we simply canȭt win if it ȭs not obfuscated.* 

                                                             
* Well obfuscated is a wonderful word. 
Such a great word to read but it just now occurred 
to me if I use that then I wonder, today, 
is anthropomorphise another I can say? 

For he will still be watching I can guarantee. 

So we need to disguise what we do, youȭll agree. 

First of all we will need to create a distraction 

and hopefully we will get the right reaction ɀ 

that when we send Bambi back into Squishpoo 

heȭll follow her actions and not those of us who 

remain here to go where so ever we need, 

to continue the plan and to let us succeed. 

Now youȭre all probably wondering where to go,  

and what you will do, and if it will be slow. 

The answer is easy once you think about it. 

He has one weakness thereȭs no need to doubt it. 

So Nugget, and Tammy, and Edgarb, and yes ɀ Phil,  

you all have to go back to that awful ville 

that the fish and his friend had so tried to escape. 

To Fnordish youȭll go to get out of this scrape.ȱ 

At this point did the duck stop to look all around 

to see who showed surprise or was wearing a frown. 

The witch she was as he assumed from the start,  

but he already knew that she was really smart. 

She sat there straight faced but she did nod her head. 

So he turned his attention to Bambi instead. 

She was looking upset ɀ thatȭs understandable,  

for she surely must think she was expendable. 

He would have to have words with the mum of the group 

to tell her to make sure she felt part of the troupe. 

Nugget, he saw, was not paying attention,  

so of him there really was no need to mention. 

The prince was almost choking on empty air,  

and the fish looked as though he was close to despair.  

ȰNow Spanky, youȭll be sure we mean you no wrong,  

and we know that you would never string us along. 

But really,ȱ said the fish, Ȱwhat the hell? What the fuck?ȱ 

And he looked rather pointedly at the lame duck.  

ȰBambi is going home but just what will she do? 

And the rest of us ɀ well you should give us a clue.ȱ 
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Spanky he nodded and coughed and then said,  

ȰYou are right. I will tell you whatȭs coming ahead. 

The others ɀ dear Bobbie and the pregnant Eclipse ɀ  

are being held hostage with big chains and long whips. 

They have not been hurt, so thereȭs no need to worry. 

But theyȭll be happier if we tell ɀ in a hurry ɀ 

that we know where they are and that they will be fine. 

The best way to do that is to give them a sign. 

The safest way indeed is to send in a ghost. 

And Bambi, we all know she is really the most 

suited to the task for whatȭs the other way? 

Send Nugget? Well that ideaȭs totally gay. 

And of Fnordish it holds the one thing that we need 

to be done with the King and to make his holes bleed. 

For you see thereȭs one there that truly possesses 

the way to hold back on all of his transgresses. 

Edgarbȭs mother is the only one who can hold 

him in check and to make all his plans come unfold. 

I cannot guarantee that this plan will succeed 

but I know nothing better of all that I heed.ȱ 

Phil looked at Edgarb and Edgarb looked at Phil. 

They both looked dumbfounded and sat perfectly still. 

Then Edgarb he blinked and he shook his puzzled head.  

ȰSpanky you canȭt be serious,ȱ the blonde prince said. 

ȰMy motherȭs just a tiny little bit infirm, ȱ 

he said delicately with a bit of a squirm. 

Even now so many miles from his old scene,  

he had trouble saying bad things of the queen. 

We all know that she is particularly queer,  

But the prince even now he still had this small fear 

that to say something even if it was not strong 

would utterly be unconscionably wrong. 

ȰTo be very fair, I do have to admit,  

a tea party with dollies will not help one bit. 

Sheȭs more like a deer thatȭs been caught in headlights 

than someone so useful she puts things back to rights.ȱ 

The little duck nodded and then went on to say,  

ȰI know it does not sound like a useful way 

for progress to be made so you all save the day. 

But think who heȭs hurt, who feels the most dismay. 

I canȭt explain how you will get through to her,  

but you will, I have seen it so do not deter.ȱ 

The young little prince turned to Bambi and said,  

ȰHeȭs not ever been wrong we should follow his stead. 

We will all miss you so, be careful of the King. 

But I think it is good all the hope you will bring. 

If you donȭt want to do it we will understand. 

You are certainly not underneath my command.ȱ 

And he stopped and he looked at her with pleading eyes.  

ȰBut I am just so scared of my angelȭs demise.ȱ 

A tear slowly ran from his eye to his cheek. 

He wiped it away and tried not to look bleak. 

* 

Bambi just shrugged and said, ȰWhat do I do?ȱ 

as she looked at those there and she bid them adieu. 

Spanky just smiled then he uttered one ȰQuack.ȱ 

And a small shuffling noise drifted up from the back 

                                                             
* Now normally when these chapters are written 
I include some pictures of things all Seussian. 
But Dawson is so pretty and sexy and gay 
I just had to include this picture in some way. 






