




                                       Editor’s Introduction

	 This volume is the twenty-fifth in a series of annual Samplers, 
featuring the best prose, poetry, & graphic artwork published by Scriptor 
Press New England in the previous year.

This volume is dedicated to Judih Weinstein Haggai, a 
fine poet & one of my dearest friends. She & her husband Gadi 
died on the first day of the Israel-Hamas War, October 7, 2023.  
	 She is dearly missed.

Raymond Soulard, Jr.
Editor & Publisher

Scriptor Press New England

* * * * * *
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Judih Haggai Weinstein

I Rise

I rise,
the chair begs me to return

but I can’t
it’s just impossible.

I hear the sounds of figs falling
and I fly through windswept branches

swirling swooping energy within

I drink wayward wafts of cool
and my kayak spirit paddles the streams
furry scampering things along the bank

all one, forest land and hill
me amongst them
large and small, all

not to turn back
till the trumpet sounds

* * * * * *
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Raymond Soulard, Jr.

Dream Raps
All volumes of  Dreams Raps can be found at:

http://scriptorpress.com/dream-raps.pdf

* * * * * *
 

Prelude.

“With dewdrops dripping,
I wish somehow I could wash

this perishing world”
—Bashō

Hobo Jones, the most advanced robot man ever built in history, & his dear friend 
Lilianna, were walking together, hand in hand, along one of the strange corridors of 
the Facility. And they were having a sort of conversation about the things that were 
on each of their minds. 

Lilianna, knowing that, in one way & another, they were bound to see, or find, or 
something, Mulronie the Space Pirate, was trying to list off on her fingers the titles 
of the five Mulronie books, which she had not read in awhile, but which were among 
her favorites. 

Of course the first one is called Who is Mulronie the Space Pirate? And I believe the 
second one is called Return of Mulronie the Space Pirate. Then my favorite, Trial of 
Mulronie the Space Pirate. And I think that the last one is called End of Mulronie the 
Space Pirate? But I don’t quite remember the fourth one. Is it Many Loves of Mulronie 
the Space Pirate? Or is it Many Lives of Mulronie the Space Pirate? 

Hobo Jones was thinking aloud about a conversation he had had with Mulronie. 
Somewhere deep in that time when Mulronie had hit the skids. He was talking about evo-
lution, synthesis, ferment, in time & space, & yet not quite, swirling too, recurring too. 

Steering one’s own boat in collaboration with a world of boats. Universe of boats. 
One boat, none boats, many boats. He said all this, Lilianna. 

He said it was a narrative of narratives of narratives. To harmonize, one must 
understand context, relation. He kept saying: evolution, synthesis, ferment, over & 

Epi Rogan
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over again. As though it upset him, just to say those words. Music’s changing colors, a 
White Room that contains them all, & more. What is, a while. What next, a while. 
What always, for a while, is. End of the world. Start of other worlds. Cause & 
effects, cause & effects, cause & effects. 

Lilianna asked again: Mr. Jones, what is the name of the fourth book in the Mulronie 
the Space Pirate series? You must know. The one where he & Commandeer Cacklebird 
& their Space Tugboat (toot! toot!) travel in Dreamland to the far reaches of outer space, 
to visit that wondrous Festival of Creatures?  Is it Many Lives of Mulronie the Space 
Pirate? Or Many Loves of Mulronie the Space Pirate? 

* * * * * *

Part One.

“All shall be done. 
But it may be harder than you think.” 

—C.S. Lewis

Mulronie the Space Pirate & Hobo Jones & the Last Chance Fixer

My name isn’t, really, Raymond, but that’s the name I use when I’m talking to other 
Scholars in this Manse. You see, I’m not really so very sure about the Manse. I mean, 
there’s a lot going on here. And yet, somehow, when I arrived, with credentials that 
were reasonably true, I gave them the name Raymond, & they went with it. 

The funny thing about the Manse is that it’s very secure from the rest of the Many 
Worlds. And, once inside, you can do pretty much anything you want. Any kind of 
research, you name it, it’s probably going on somewhere in the Manse. Especially kinds 
involving the Dreaming. Many kinds.

But I just had to know more about what happened with Mulronie the Space Pirate, 
& Hobo Jones, the most advanced robot man in history, & the Good Ship Tis So! And 
the story, more like a myth, if even that, of their travels in outer space, to the center 
of the Star Spiral, the one which comprises our Many Worlds. 

Some references only say that they went there to fix something. Others say something 
about stopping a skid. My notes say, over & over: 

Whither the Wobble, & why?

And one time I added this: 

That is the Brothers’ mission.

And another time I added this: 

All worlds braid. All worlds hmmm.

And then there’s the related story, or myth, or something else, or maybe not related 
at all, of how someone called a Last Chance Fixer lived in a little Hut in the center of 
the Star Spiral, along a row of Huts. He kept his little blue flask buried in the earth, 
to be unburied every morning, for a good drink, help get him through his day. 

The story, or whatever it is, says it was him, the Last Chance Fixer, or Mulronie, or 
possibly Hobo Jones, who began to lose colors over time. And some of them, or all of 
them, or none of them, but I think some, were at a party (I don’t think it was like the 
Pahties they have here though), & whichever one of them who had lost all his colors, 
well, he had the other one take a photo of him, to remember. So many questions. 

Was losing his colors something to do with being on the skids? And which one of them met 
the orphan girl? That’s how she’s referred to, for the most part, in the research. And was 
her name Lily? And did the one of them, who fixed things, fall in love with her, because of 
a single kiss, but was captured, & made prisoner in the Compound? And did one, two, or 
three of them escape even deeper into the Compound? Sources conflict. 

And was the Compound really the Facility? Or was the Facility deeper down in the 
Compound? And is that where they first meet, Hobo Jones & Lilianna? Some fragments 
even say they decided to go see Mulronie, with a black-&-white photo, of whoever 
was black-&-white at that party, said photo kept safely in one of the many pockets 
in Lilianna’s long dress. 

Now it gets a little weirder here. Yes, it does. More recent scholars have wondered if 
the Compound is the Facility is the Manse. 

And I will reveal to you now what I believe. Well, what a wild & lost dream helped 
me to believe. Remember: my name is not Raymond. But I believe that, somewhere 
in this Manse, there is a Scholar, in a room, with Mulronie, and/or Hobo Jones, and/
or Lilianna, aka Lily, aka Lilypan, trying to wake them up from the Dreaming.

And the final note, which I have here, is something attributed to Mulronie, which 
I can’t get out of my head as being relevant. Attributed to him is the statement: 
Evolution-Synthesis-Ferment. 

I just don’t know. But I’m going to try to find that room, & see who’s in it, & what’s 
going on. You just watch. 

* * * * * *
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Not Raymond the Scholar

You may wonder how I got to be who I’m not. And that is, not Raymond, the Scholar. 
Well, I will admit that I, too, had wanted to be a Scholar. But my path had gone in 
other directions. And that’s OK. Paths sometimes do that. And so it was not like I 
was a bitter soul in the Many Worlds. 

But it was funny that, by one way & another, I’m not even sure if I can untangle it for 
you, I did indeed end up at the Great Liberry, at the Heart of the Worlds, doing my 
research. And, while there, I did meet a Scholar named Raymond. 

And when he heard my story, he said: You know, it’s not too late for you to become the 
Scholar you once thought you might be. And what he did was, he drew me a map to this 
Manse. Now you would think that getting from the Great Liberry, at the Heart of the 
Worlds, to this strange Manse, would involve more than one map. Maybe more than 
many maps. Maybe there isn’t even a way at all. 

But, no, it was just one map. And it wasn’t even on a very big piece of paper. Just a 
small, soft, green scrap. It hardly even took much of his pencil. And so he drew this 
map for me, shook my hand, & sent me along my way. 

But then he called me back & said, Oh, but wait a minute. One more thing. They’re a 
little persnickety, intense, uptight, what-have-you, about unknown folks at the Manse. So 
just say you’re Raymond the Scholar, & they’ll let you in, no problem. And then he smiled 
at me. Made sure that my knapsack was on my shoulder, good & solid. Sent me right 
along my way again, with my map. 

Now that map got me here. And what’s funny about that map is that it only had six 
directions on it. I don’t know if I’ve ever encountered such a map before. But I did 
end up, upon following those six directions, just six easy instructions, at the door of 
the Manse, saying I was Raymond the Scholar, & being allowed in. 

And, them thinking I was Raymond the Scholar, they brought me to the study-room 
that I’m in, & I could see by the notes that were left, on the large working table here, 
what my work was. Settled between an antique typewriter & a white-faced pink cat 
radio. 

There are some really big piles of notebooks too. Labeled things like Dream Raps, 
Labyrinthine, Many Musics, Bags End News. I wonder a bit if he was some kind of 
Author too, but I don’t dare touch those.

Also on the working table there is a hand-drawn chart, & the chart seems to indicate 
a path from Ferment to Evolution to Synthesis, from the Compound, to the Facil-
ity, to the Manse. From the Last Chance Fixer, to Hobo Jones, to Mulronie the Space 
Pirate. From the orphan girl, Lily, to Lilianna, to Lilypan. And there are questions in 

the margins of the notes about the Star Spiral, fixing things, Brother-Heroes, & the 
Wobble. Huts. Flasks. Peter Pan even. 

And so that’s where I’ve begun, studying his many notes, making many of my own. I 
haven’t asked anybody any questions here, about what’s going on. But I did have that 
dream, that somewhere in this Manse there’s a Scholar who knows. 

You see, he was right. He did warn me, just before I left, to follow his map to come 
here. The last thing he said to me was: Dreams, sometimes even wild & lost dreams, are 
going to become ever more important to you. Always keep that in mind. 

OK, so I’ve got to straighten out my notes here. And then I’ve got to leave this study-
room, to go see what I can find out there.

* * * * * *

The Beautiful Green Plant & the Caterpillar

I am not Raymond the Scholar. That’s as much as I better say for now. Despite this, I 
made it to the Manse, & to his study-room, his notes, his working table. And now I 
want to tell you that I learned pretty quickly that navigating this Manse, well, I can’t 
say it’s like anywhere else I’ve tried to navigate. It’s not one of those places where you 
set your chin in your preferred direction, & get your feet to walking. No. No. No. It’s 
not like that at all. 

You see, I left his study-room, wanting to find the Scholar who will tell me more about 
Mulronie the Space Pirate, & the Last Chance Fixer, & Hobo Jones, & Lilianna, & 
all of that. Right? Anyway, I left, closed the door, but there didn’t seem to be a lock. 
And I started walking down the hallway. 

But I’m sure you know how you can get that funny feeling that where you think you 
are now, well, it should be near to where you were, just a little bit ago, but isn’t? That’s 
how I felt. I’d come to his room from down a hallway, & it had looked just like this 
one, but I had the darnedest feeling that this wasn’t it any more. 

And that got me worried, & wondering: Well, how am I gonna find it again? But then I 
thought: Maybe I don’t need to. If I can get to where I’m going, then I don’t have to worry 
about where I was before. And so I started walking down this whichever hallway. Set 
the chin, get the feets to walking. All that easy jazz. 

And, boy Howdy Doody! I got lost quicker than you can sneeze, I’ll tell you that. Even 
if you had to sneeze twice, like some. 

And so I walked, & walked, but it didn’t get no better. So then I stopped, & turned 
around, & thought: Well, I’ll walk back! But I’d suddenly become disoriented as to 
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which way was back. I know that makes no sense. But this, none of this, made sense. 

So, I don’t know what-all I would have done, but I kind of just slid down against the 
wall, right to the floor. And that’s when I noticed what I hadn’t noticed before. And it 
was that I was sitting right next to a beautiful green plant on a little table. It was in a 
pot, a strange pot, but a pot nonetheless. And it was on this pretty little table that had 
a little skirt on it. And I started watching what was going on with this plant, because 
there was some good action. 

I saw that it was a long plant, tendril-y, draping. And what I saw on that beautiful 
green plant looked like a very large Caterpillar, with the most delicate of features. Just 
an ancient, sweet, almost-but-not-quite-human face, unperturbed by all, but its steady 
crawling, up, & down, & around this beautiful green plant. And so I studied all this 
close & long. And I thought to myself, it wasn’t even a guess, but still, I thought: Oh, 
maybe, this is my Guide. 

And so what I did was, I lifted up the beautiful green plant, with the Caterpillar on it, 
who kept crawling, unperturbed. And, uh, well, I had this random hat on my head, 
gotten somehow along the way (said Theater of the Mind on it, in some weird, surreal 
green-&-golden font), & I put this down on the table, like it’s kind of an IOU. Like: 
I’ll get this beautiful green plant & this beautiful little Caterpillar type being back to you. 
But, for now, I need a Guide. 

And then I began walking down the hallway again. I knew none of it made sense, so I 
was making up sense as I went along. Maybe that’s how it worked. And what I noticed, 
as I walked down the hallway, is that, when I walked too fast or slow, the Caterpillar 
would do the opposite. If I walked too fast, the Caterpillar would slow down. If I 
walked too slow, the Caterpillar would speed up. 

This seemed to matter. Speed seemed to matter. And I felt like soon we’d be coming 
to somewhere, which is all I had wanted to do. And I couldn’t guess what was gonna 
happen next. Could anyone? 

* * * * * *

I Am Far, Far from Where I Started

I am far, far from where I started. And I guess you could ask, were you an interested 
onlooker: Well, where did you start? You, who go by, but are not, Raymond the Scholar?

Well now, that could be a much longer story than I care to tell right now. But I will 
say that where I came from, in ways I could not have foreseen, sent me along my path, 
& that path led me eventually to the Great Liberry at the Heart of the Worlds, & all 
of my research there. 

And also there I met the real Raymond the Scholar, who took kindly to me, & my 
wished-for-but-thus-far-futile desires to be a Scholar too, & thus my great fortune 
had brought me to the hallway in the Manse, where I had just come from, making the 
acquaintance of new friends. Maybe it’s the luck of the T-O-O necklace I ever wear. 
It’s always helped me to fly a little further. Who could say otherwise?

We began to travel together. It’s always nicer to travel with friends, isn’t it? And they 
were not just friends, you see. They were, together, my Guide. For when I walked too 
fast, the Caterpillar would begin to crawl slower. And when I walked too slowly, the 
Caterpillar would begin to crawl faster, on its unperturbed way, up & down & around 
the beautiful green plant. And this all was very good. It got us along for a while. I was 
feeling like: OK, maybe we’ll get there, & find that Scholar here who can tell me about 
Mulronie, & the Last Chance Fixer, & Hobo Jones. All of them. 

But, you know, the thing is, is that at some point, & I can’t say precisely how, I found 
myself climbing up the stairs to what turned out to be a very large Attic. And when 
I arrived to the top stair, & took a look around, what I saw is that much of it was 
crowded in the shadows. But when I harked farther on, I saw that much of it was 
not in the shadows at all, but quite light-filled, or white, or maybe even unfinished. 

And then I heard voices, amongst the shadows, or maybe the shadows themselves were 
talking, & it seemed as though there were speakers passing nearby, but not too near 
to the stairs I’d come up on. More sort of where might be the perimeter of this Attic. 

Words & musical sounds & grunty noises weaving in & amongst each other: Under-
ground system of tunnels & rooms . . . spy from the 1950s . . . engine-less cars . . . deep 
forests . . . October 31 at 10:99 p.m. . . .

And I wasn’t sure whether to go on, or go back, & I wasn’t sure how this would get me 
to where I wanted to go. But this was where we’d come, my friends & I. 

I took a step into the shadows, & another step, keeping a close eye on my friends. 
My speed seemed OK, slow but steady, & I continued to walk. And, again, nothing 
perturbing in my grasp. My little Caterpillar friend kept crawling at a nice steady pace, 
up & down & around the beautiful green plant with the long tendrils. And I heard 
the shadows talking vaguely again on the perimeter, but no one impeded us or ad-
dressed us. No one seemed to know we were there, which seemed to be a good thing.

Then for a moment things seemed to blur blur blur blur blur blur, & I think I saw there 
were numbers crawling along every surface . . .

But then I found that we were approaching, & approaching, & approaching the light, 
or the white, or the unfinished part of the Attic. And, again, a little nervous, I slowed 
down, & my little Caterpillar friend sped up. OK, keep going, clearly indicated my 
Guide. Just checking, mind you. 
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And we arrived, into the light, & it wasn’t like what I expected. It was not unfinished, 
in any usual sense of that word. As we walked deeper & deeper into it, I realized we’ve 
come to a strange new room. It’s no longer the Attic. It’s a White Room, best I could 
think to call it. Like another dimension? 

I wasn’t sure what to do next. But my Guide urged me to keep walking steadily along. 
I trusted them, & so I did.

Isn’t it funny how where you start & where you end in these things can have virtually no 
relation to one another?

* * * * * *

Walking Through the White Room

It’s a very White Room. There’s no features to it. There was just us. And I began to 
think: Well, what would I like to come to? I mean, if I was asked? 

And I answered myself: Well, once a long time ago, I remember reading this book that 
didn’t have a cover. 

At one point, the protagonist, who is something of a really troubled figure, you might say, 
well, she passed through this strange farmhouse, many rooms, many strangenesses. And for 
some reason, I thought about this farmhouse as I walked along through this White 
Room, with my friends, my Guide, on this grand adventure, grandest I had ever had, 
by far. And it began to manifest around me. Oh my gosh.

I found myself in a strange room. Many bookcases. I couldn’t help but take a look. One 
old ragged volume was called The Eighth, Volumes 1-11. Another glowing one was called 
Psychedelic Designations. A third see-through one was called Luminous Ends. Hmm.

There was a fireplace in one corner. In another, there was a big armchair with a little 
table beside it. Maybe some kind of weird board game upon that little table?  OK. I 
looked up. There’s no roof. There are stars. Is that a kind of roof? I didn’t know. 

All right. Take a breath there, not-Raymond the Scholar, take a breath. I sat down in the 
armchair. And I took a breath, with my friends. They did not fuss when I sat. Just taking 
a breath, too, after their own fashions. So glad this Guide was with me at that moment.

And then, suddenly, someone else was there. Just arrived. I don’t know from where. He 
was a big man, a little bit on the tan side maybe. He looked like somebody important. 
He looked like someone . . . perhaps heroic in a way? I just got this feeling that he was 
someone who had done great things in his times, quested far & wide.

And he saw me, & he walked over. And he smiled at me, & my friends. And he said: 

Hello. 

And I said hello in return. How are you? 

He said: I think I’ve lost my friend right now. And I’m not sure how to find him. 

I wanted to help him. I wanted to help him so much. The feeling gushed in & out 
of me, & through me. On a whim, the whim-i-est of whims, I took out a piece of 
paper & a pencil from my pocket. Oh! It was the soft green map-scrap Raymond the 
Scholar had given me.

And I wrote on the back of the map-scrap: Evolution-Synthesis-Ferment. And I 
handed it to him. I smiled, & he smiled in return. 

And something & something & something. But now, neither one of us is in that room 
anymore. But I wonder now what it means that we’d met at all.

* * * * * *

Part Two.

“It’s never too late to mend.”
—Ancient proverb

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer

For a long moment, Dreamwalker regards his old friend, the Gentleman Photographer. 
Long unseen, & yet here he is, also under this bridge by the dirty stream. 

The Gentleman Photographer smiles & says: I know, I know. I look a little different. 
You do, too! 

Dreamwalker had stood up, to regard his friend, & now he sits back down, on the 
stony hill, beneath the bridge, by the dirty stream. Bids his friend sit down too, & they 
both commence to chucking stones into the water. Ker-splash! Ker-splash!

The Gentleman Photographer says: I remember that night we met. First of many we 
didn’t sleep for our talking.

Dreamwalker nods, smiles. 

And you said to me: What I want to know is: what is Dreamland? Down in the 
molecules? What is its reality? How does it assemble, & disassemble? And what 
residual remains, even into waking? 
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You were convinced that there was traffic both ways, waking & sleeping. You kept asking 
me, like I could possibly know: Evolution? Synthesis? Ferment? What if Dream-Mind 
is Supraconsciousness?

Dreamwalker digs into himself, knowing this will help, knowing that remembering 
some things is what he needs to do. It’s hard. It’s a wall. It’s an unfriendly wall. 

But he pushes, & pushes, & pushes. Hmmms. And the world gives way to an image. 

It’s an image of a Boulevard, he says, aloud, eyes closed, seeing it. And along the Bou-
levard are endless Theatres of the Mind. Some always open. Some shut. Some alternate. 

They’re all connected. I believe that. I believe that, waking, it’s like the residual of Dream-
ing. Dreaming’s canvas is greater than simple waking days.

You still believe that? Or is that something that you believed back when? asks his friend 
quietly. 

I don’t know.

Where’s your Hekk stick?

Dreamwalker looks around, & realizes it’s not by him. Almost like an additional limb. 

The Gentleman Photographer nods. You’re stuck, aren’t you? Like me. With me, it’s time, 
that I’ve become unstuck with. With you, it’s waking & Dreaming. This isn’t either for 
you. It’s a nether world.

Dreamwalker nods. My Hekk stick always made it clear, & simple. 

So which are you going to choose? the Gentleman Photographer asks, now stern & seri-
ous. Not like his usual rowdy, jocular style. Gotta go all the way down, or all the way up, 
to reset yourself. I think of it as like loading a new roll of film in my camera here—which 
he demonstrates. 

But Dreamwalker’s uncertain. And because he’s uncertain, he can’t do either, at this 
moment. His friend takes his hand, & Dreamwalker is again warmed by touch. He’s 
calmed by touch. He nears & nears what he has to.

* * * * * *

It Had to Start Somewhere

And Dreamwalker knows: it has to start somewhere. He is stuck, he is between, whatever 
it is. It has to start somewhere.

And so he closes his eyes, & he lies back, as comfortably as he can, on the stony hill, 
beneath the bridge, by the dirty stream. A world he knew long ago.

Eyes shut, he begins to hmmm. He lets the hmmm lead him, but it doesn’t go far. He 
has no intention. He has not-intention, which sometimes works, & sometimes doesn’t. 

So he makes for himself a White Room. He remembers that he knows how to do this. 

And, in this White Room, he begins to poke the walls. They aren’t ordinary walls, made 
of plaster, wood, or steel. They are imaginal walls. They are live, malleable. He pushes, 
& prods them, high & low, reaches into them deep. They have no far end.

But one of his hands . . . seems to grasp something, or be grasped by something. 

And he slowly pulls out his hand, from within the wall. And he looks at what is on 
his hand. It is something that brings up memories beyond long ago for him, but true. 

It is a puppet. It is crudely made. It has a blue skirt that runs down his wrist. And its 
head looks a people-folks head, smiling. Like the head of a space traveler. He’d made 
it, long ago, as a gift for his mother the Scholar. 

And he remembers the day that he began along his path that led him, in one way 
& another, to this White Room really. It was the day he found this puppet, sort of 
crumpled, on the floor of his mother the Scholar’s office study. Lined with books. Top 
to bottom. Every wall. Real books. 

He wasn’t sure why it was on the floor. He didn’t think it was intentional. But you 
know that sometimes unintentional things cause a great reaction in us. They make 
us think things that we would not have thought before, & that’s what happened in 
this moment. 

Because he had never looked at the books in this room. Not once. They were hers, as 
though they were jewelry, clothes. He turned the puppet on his hand now, again, & 
they both looked at the book titles. Aftermath by Cosmic Early. Nazi Jailbait Bitch. 
Power. History of the Six Islands. Life Information Energy. Didn’t know any of these. 

He did know of the row of Mulronie the Space Pirate Books, of course. He & his father 
the Singer were both great fans of these, sometimes read them together secretly late 
at night. Then his father would give him a kiss on his cheek, & a smirking wink, & 
return whichever one, quiet as Creatures, to the Liberry.

But now there was one book in particular that he swore, without even wondering at 
the perhaps-madness one might have thought of this, no, he swore that this book was 
looking back at him. And that was the book he wished to take off those shelves. The 
book that looked back at him. 
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Well, he pulled out his mother the Scholar’s heavy desk chair &, with probably more 
scrapings on her carpeted rug than he would have liked, he managed to shove it up 
against the bookcase, & perilously climb up, & grasp the book, almost out of his grasp, 
of course. Looked, strangely, like it was hand-made? Made of twine, bark & other 
things. Pulled it on down, with the rest of him, lucky that there was a thick rug below. 

Pushed the chair back in. The little space traveler puppet he made for her, that had 
fallen on the floor, inadvertently, he put it back on her desk, amongst her pencils, & 
her calendar, & her clock, where it belonged. And he made away.

Now Dreamwalker is getting somewhere.  

* * * * * *

A Very Strange Hand-Made Book

And whether it was now or then doesn’t matter. Because whether he was somehow 
remembering this from times later, or experiencing it now, live in the moment, anew, 
what did matter was that this was a way to figure out his quandary. Get through the 
knot that stifles him. 

He knows what he has to do, for all the strangeness right now. He has to find his 
Brothers. And he figures they were wanting to find him & each other too. It is just a 
feeling. But he thinks it is more than less likely to be the right feeling about the matter. 

But he knows that his path, his way, is going to be his alone. He can say that it’s going 
to be harder than the rest, because of all the things he has to do. It isn’t just a matter 
of physical traverse to get him from here, whatever here is, to there, wherever they are 
all going to gather. But he also knows them all so very well. Each of them has a unique 
& challenging traverse. 

So, getting back to it, as it were, here was Dreamwalker. He’d found this hand-made 
book, in his mother the Scholar’s Liberry, in the Manse where he lived when he was 
young. And what made it unique was that the book looked back at him. 

Oh, goodness, you might say. What is that? Did it have eyes, a face? 

Well . . . not exactly. But it didn’t matter. Many things look at us, you & I, without faces. 

But, as far as he went, whether hidden among the nearby trees of the White Woods, 
or on the roof of the great Manse that they lived in, there was nowhere to be found 
in which this hand-made book was readable. He was sure there were contents to read. 
There were words of some kind. He could not read them. He could sense them, page 
after page after page. But he simply could not read them. 

He was a good reader. He liked books, like the Mulronie the Space Pirate books. But 
maybe he didn’t like books as much as some. Not as much as his mother the Scholar. 
This hand-made book, though, was different. This book was his in some way that no 
other book had ever been. 

But it wasn’t until several nights later that he took the book to bed with him, under 
his blanket, in his grasp. When he woke up with in the morning, though, no more 
readable than it had been the previous evening. 

But then there was the night he stirred, for one reason or another. Sat up, but dreaming 
still? What was he holding in his arms? A book. Opened it up, hardly thinking what 
he was doing. 

There were words. There were images. He saw them. They were strange & wonderful. 
They felt real. They felt like more than ink on pages. 

But then he drifted back to sleep, fought it best he could, but drifted back to sleep. And 
in the morning, when he woke up, he looked at his book, & it was unreadable as ever.

Well, maybe not quite-as, because now he had a clue.

* * * * * *

You Are Dreaming . . . You Are Awake!

But still, upon waking the next morning, two things remained true. 

The first was that he still could not see clearly what was on the hand-made book’s pages. 
The second was that, even though he had seen better what was on them, perhaps in 
the Dreaming, these memories soon faded. He couldn’t keep them. They were soft. 
They were like water. They were like really brightly colored water, danced & sang, but 
evanesced with each passing hour awake. 

And so he tried again the next night. And he found that: if you pushed, the book 
resisted. If you relaxed, then the book allowed, but only a little. He didn’t understand 
this very well, not yet knowing that books have their own kind of living, & sentience. 
It was something that took him a long time to grasp. 

But the present dilemma was that he had reached the next stage of his relationship 
with this book, & he now seemed stuck there. And he really wasn’t sure what to do. 

Until one night when he took himself, quietly, long after evening hours, into a clear-
ing, in the nearby White Woods. One that he favored for watching the Moon. It was 
a good place to see the Moon when it was full. And he brought his book there. He 
had no plan. Him, book, full Moon, clearing. Shaped a bit like a temple.
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And sometimes, when the Moon was at its fullest, & he was able to calm enough to 
listen, he heard the hmmm that filled the White Woods, more & more, as he listened 
better & better. And this night he finally joined in. He never had before. He’d listened, 
passively, enjoying, but he hadn’t joined in. 

But something was going on with him that he did not understand. And it seemed, more 
& more, that if he was going to do in this world, he’d better just go on ahead & do. 

And so he joined in the hmmm, eyes half-closed. And there was a moment when the 
book fell open before him, in his lap, & there were clearly words upon its pages, & 
the words read: 

You Are Dreaming.

What? Was he? They faded after a while. And he did too. 

But he faded with all that was around him, rather than being separate. He faded 
within the temple-shaped clearing in full moonlight, & the hmmming everywhere, & 
the strange book in his grasp. 

And when he opened his eyes fully in the Dreaming, & he looked down at his book, 
the words now read: 

You Are Awake.

What? And then he fell back into sleeping again &, somehow, one way & another, 
ended up in his own bed, book on the floor, nearby. 

What had this meant? 

Well, he didn’t know much. And he probably couldn’t put even that into too many 
words. But, clearly, the more he did, the more got done, & the more reacted to his 
actions. We know that’s how the world is. He was learning it too. He was creeping & 
crawling, closer, to things he needed, so much better, to understand. 

* * * * * *

Full Moon Hill

Dreamwalker was studying his very strange hand-made book on the Full Moon Hill, 
near his home at the Manse. His father the Singer would sometimes rouse up a night 
of songs for those who lived in & near the Manse, & was especially fond of this hill’s 
high, clear view of the sky. Thus the name. He’d even told Dreamwalker, with a smirk-
ing wink, that he believed the Moon was somehow closer to this hill, in a way more 

than mere height could explain. 

But the book had become elusive, by waking & by the Dreaming. It wouldn’t tell him 
nothin’, no matter how he wished. And yet he tried, night after night, in the clearing 
shaped like a temple in full moonlight. Then, coming upon that lively night to Full 
Moon Hill, with his father the Singer & many others raising a happy musical noise, 
he decided to come back another night on his own to try reading there.

And spent a lot of time on that hill, even kind of became known as the young fellow 
who spent a lot of time on that hill, by locals. He was aware of them, occasionally. But 
nobody was as important as what he was pursuing. They didn’t have any answers any 
more than he did. And he didn’t know that they wouldn’t mock & laugh what he chased. 

Then, one time, deep in a Full Moon night, he heard a noise. It was like a soft breath, 
not intended for him to hear, but he heard it. And, for some reason, he stood up, 
looked around, & saw that, down into the Woods, those White Woods down there, 
with neither beginning nor end, there fled a figure. And, for reasons he did not un-
derstand, he gave chase. 

Book under arm, left his hill, left his tries-&-failed efforts to read, & he chased, & he 
chased. What he never could figure out was whether he chased this figure in Dream-
ing, or in waking, or in both. But he learned, maybe in Dreaming, but he wasn’t sure, 
that her name was Zia. 

And eventually she slowed enough for him to follow, not too close, but follow. And 
eventually, beyond following, she would allow them to sit on opposite sides of a Great 
Tree in the White Woods. Never on the same side, never side-by-side, & he never saw 
her face. But he would read to her, from his very strange hand-made book, & she 
would seem to listen very quietly.

But he simply just didn’t know: Was he waking? Was he dreaming? Was this part of the 
lesson that his on’ry book was trying to teach him? 

Eventually, he got something of a look at her form. She had long, long tangled hair, 
face hidden somewhere in there. But he couldn’t get any closer. It just wouldn’t happen. 
So he satisfied himself with getting as close as he did, with them sitting on opposite 
sides of a Great Tree. And she never spoke, but he began to wonder if he even knew 
how to listen right. 

So then he began to hmmm one night, out of the blue. No reply, no joining in. Many 
nights he tried it. Maybe once in a while, it seemed like there was more, but it was 
like hmmming wasn’t it. 

It was something else. It was something in the air itself that he had to pay attention 
to. What was in the distance between him & her? Was it something visible? Was it a clue? 
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Was it, possibly, a lavender trace? 

* * * * * *

There Was a Time When He Knew Her . . . Forever

There was a time when Dreamwalker knew Zia, of the long tangled hair & the turned-
away face, forever. And then there was later, & later, & later after that. But, even now, 
as he sorts through this-that-&-th’other, her trace remained in his Hekk stick. 

Memory? Path? Wish? Promise? Guide? Some-n-all. Some-n-all. 

He traveled on. When or how he got this Hekk stick is a story not quite recalled in his 
remembering. It’s kind of like . . . he didn’t have it . . . & then he did. But he cannot 
remember the moment where he got it. 

It could have been that game, which he found himself in later on, that involved 
translating into a game piece, on a board—

& then . . . onto multiple levels—SPRITES & IMPS?

& then . . . into a figure on a TV show—TRIPTOWN?

& then . . . long words in a book—LABYRINTHINE?

& then . . . music in a beautiful song—SCO’U’TLAND?

& then . . . a movie image on a movie theater screen—REMOTELAND?

And it was a game. It was a changing game. It was a game whereby he could now 
dreamwalk. He dreamwalked from the game. If he’s indeed left the game at all. He 
sometimes wonders. Doesn’t suppose it really harms anything if he’s still in this game. 

Other things go on too. Just like it’s rather nice that he has this Hekk stick to navigate 
dreams by, because the Hekk stick, with its trace of Zia, looks for, in any scene, any 
moment, any situation, a like indigo trace in things. It could be hidden, high or low. 
Could be barely there. Could be not there. But for the thought of it.

Is he getting closer to his Brothers again? Is he remembering what he needs to remember? 
Maybe. He’s now in the White Woods, the beautiful White Woods. By waking, by 
Dreaming, either & both, yes & no. 

And he sees, on one of its trees, a poster. Below the poster, a Soup tureen. 

The poster is of his friends the Creatures. The White Bunny. The wonderful dancing 

Bears. Many others. Is it an invitation?

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker Wants to Go to the Rutabaga Festival

Dreamwalker very much wants to go to the Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock. He has not 
known of such a Festival before, & he wonders why. But then he thinks: The White 
Woods is pretty big. Nobody knows how big, if it’s known at all, & there are many Islands. 

He just feels lucky, because it sounds like this Festival is special. First he sees a poster 
that depicts his friends the Creatures. And then, below the poster, he notices there is a 
charming little Soup tureen. Tis the most beautiful Soup, which he enjoys, thankfully. 

Funny thing about this Soup. He now feels like he is more Dreamwalker than he has 
been in a long time. He feels like he can again do his Dreamwalking thing. Walk wak-
ing, Dreaming, at the same time, if needed. He doesn’t always do it. He falls into it, 
when needed. And out of it, when not needed. He feels himself. He feels ready. Eager. 
Stepping forward. 

And sometimes in life, where you come to a point where you’re stepping forward, 
looking around, breathing your air, you fall in with others who are the same way. And 
so, too, he falls in with the Travel Angels. 

He’s never heard of them either. But he discovers that they roam the White Woods, & 
many other places. And they seek to calm, to smooth, to clarify. They fall into conflicts 
that are occurring. They find ways to settle them. The opposing parties were never 
really sure how this happened. These Travel Angels were subtle, & wily, & mysterious. 
Even they themselves could not say exactly how they go about always settling the 
conflicts they come upon. 

But Dreamwalker sees how good they are. And they enjoy his company. They admires 
his Hekk stick. He even tells a story or two about his Brothers, that he is wanting to 
see again, & he feels, more & more, like he is indeed bound for seeing them again. 

And it is probably the Medic among them who helps him to become fully awake, 
fully aware. Let it go, the Medic says. Empty out, & get ready to embrace a whole lot 
new. Come on!

* * * * * *

Truth is a Pathless Land

Truth is a pathless land. That seems to be about what sums up the collective view of 
the Travel Angels that Dreamwalker finds himself with. He gathers, slowly, that they 
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are from different ones of the Many Worlds. The Medic, who helps him, he learns, 
had been trained by the Thought Fleas, & by the Creatures. They were trained in the 
Hmmm, which Dreamwalker knows well. 

Of course everyone knows this language, but there’s so many aspects to it that nobody 
knows it fully. And what the Medic had learned from the Thought Fleas & the Crea-
tures, & their Tenders like the White Bunny, was how to use it as medicine, even to 
heal. It wasn’t a secret knowledge that they had, but it did take knowledge, & it did 
take practice. And it did take intent. All these things are important. 

But Dreamwalker doesn’t really want to be a healer so much as he wants to find Broth-
ers. And he has this feeling that it was via this Festival he’d now heard about. 

And he said to the Medic, who he still didn’t know terribly well, but well enough: 
Could you help me get to the Festival? 

And the Medic said: Why, brother, the Festival is where everyone is bound right now.

* * * * * *

Just a Little Push

The Medic, who travels with the Travel Angels, had just said to me: We’re all going to 
the Festival! Or something like that. I don’t even remember now. But then what hap-
pens, almost simultaneously, is that he gives me a little push. Just a little push. Not a 
unfriendly push. Not a hurtful push. Almost like you could say a needed push.

Because what happens then is that I stagger a bit, lose my full balance, & I coulda 
caught myself back up, but I don’t. I let my balance lose. And I find that I am not 
tumbled on the ground. I’m sort of hovering above it, just an inch or two, & I’m no 
longer not-moving. 

Which is to say, I’m now moving along in some direction &, from my perspective, 
for a while, what I see is grass. Even in the White Woods, there’s grass, in some places 
at least, & that’s what I’m following. Following the grass. 

And it could be that after a while I’m in a field, or two, or several, but then I start to 
feel like even being an inch or two above the ground is not quite what should be at 
this moment. And I start to sink. I sink whole into the ground. 

I don’t know how. Am I Dreaming? I could explain it away that way. I am Dreamwalker, 
after all. And I can do this kind of thing, Dreaming, waking. But I’m not so sure this 
time, & it starts to get even stranger as I start to pay attention, & stop trying to explain 
now from then. There’s no then to explain now. 

For even though I was whole a moment ago, under the earth, solid, still moving along, 
I’m no longer solid, or at least no longer one. I’m moving along, but in many direc-
tions. Many many directions. I’m shooting out in all directions, branching off left & 
right, faster than I can say this, faster than words can say, faster than the word speed 
can tell. All directions. 

I’m still me. I’m still solid. I’m still Dreamwalker, whatever this is, but I’m spreading 
in all directions. And there’s something to this. There’s a reason I’m not Dreaming 
right now. Because I am looking at a kind of map. Oh. Dreamland.

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker Comes to . . .

Dreamwalker, well, I guess you could say, comes to. The map in his hand seems, well, 
I guess you could say, seems as much paper as it does Moss. Somewhere in between. 
Map of Dreamland? Imagine that! 

But he feels distracted, doesn’t know where he is. He pulls out one of his hand-made 
books, & tucks this map among its pages safely, for later perusal & study. 

He’s in a soft place, soft & green, & hmmming. Dusk? Sunrise? He thinks the former, 
but he’s not quite sure. Looks a little closer as this softness in which he lays. Ferns? A 
deep, wide, bed of Ferns. Goodness me. 

He smiles. He’s always liked Ferns. And there’s more here, as he becomes aware of it. 
Well, there’s a girl lying next to him. And she’s holding in her arms a pink suitcase. 
She’s dressed in pretty, frilly clothes, many colors, the kind a girl wears when she’s 
feeling pretty, or someone else wants her to feel pretty. 

She’s holding that pink suitcase tight, & he’s not sure of all this. But he takes her hand. 
And, in the dusky light, they smile at each other. She’s nice, if unexplained, & then 
the hmmming rises again . . .

And then, for a while, there’s a funny voice, & they listen . . . 

the blue blinking tunnel went down for a while. Very quiet. And 
I guess cool, but not so much. The blue blinkings after a while 
got less on-&-off, on-&-off, & more kind of gradual. Like beacons 
gotta blink, but not in any one way. 

Then the tunnel kind of began to go up for a long while, which 
made no sense. And then it just curved & curved, so I could not 
see so far ahead. I just kept my paws going . . . . 
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For awhile, the two of them, hands held, are with the bearer of this funny voice, 
in that tunnel, following a blue light somewhere, & it seems as though this is what 
they’re gonna do. They’re gonna follow that funny voice along somewhere. Hands held. 
Dreamwalker’s got that Mossy map tucked close, & this new friend, & that new friend. 

Is this the wonderful Festival? Why it must be . . .

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker Blurs, & Comes to

Dreamwalker blurs, & comes to, smiling. He did enjoy traveling with the frilly-dressed 
girl, following the funny accents of that strange little fellow, as they traveled the Islands, 
uniting them by beacons. The great Rainbow Wheel. He was there. Saw it happen. 
It drifts away like . . . some kind of dream that he can’t remember. You would think 
Dreamwalker could probably remember every dream. I guess not. 

He’s lying on a patch of grass, in the White Woods. Seems to be awake. Enough. He 
hears cheering & shouts nearby. That’s the Festival. That’s the Rutabaga Festival & 
Fleastock he’s heard tell of, come to, compulsively come to. 

But something else attracts attention. Something over there. It’s on that tree. It’s not a 
branch, or a fruit or a nut. It’s a . . . painting? Like one that his Brother Francisco might 
render? Could it be one of Francisco’s? His long lost Brother? 

Dreamwalker’s heart is pounding in his chest. Stands up, unsteadily, feeling like he’d 
been carousing for days. Had he? Is that what it was like? Uniting the Islands? Oh, maybe. 

So he gets his footing, & walks over to that painting, a canvas that is hung on that 
tree. It’s a White Birch. Of course. He approaches, thinking excitedly about all of it, 
about his Brothers, about seeing them again. Did they save the world? It’s still here, 
isn’t it? That’s no kind of good answer, but it’ll do for now. He just wants to find them. 

In the distance, the shouts & laughter get a little louder. He hears a voice crying out: 
I’m telling you, folks, Labyrinthine is your path. Follow me! You’ll learn so much about 
the world! Subscribe now! It’s a good idea. Get in on Labyrinthine. Get in on it! Listen 
to me . . . 

Now he’s standing before the canvas, hooked on the tree trunk, & it’s dark, & he 
already knows this is a magick picture. It’s dark, you see. It’s darker than dark, you see. 

OK. All right. But he can’t shake his feeling that there’s something about this painting 
connected to his Brother, Francisco the painter. He stops. He steadies. He finds his Hekk 
stick in his hand. Where’d that come from? Its indigo trace is glowingly, practically singing. 

He studies the picture. He hmmms for a long time. High. Low. Steady. Syncopated. 
And then he sees them. It’s all of them. It’s him & his Brothers. All six. And they were in 
a Cave. That’s why it’s so dark. And they’re together, arm to shoulder, hand to face. 

This is who they were, & are, & will be. It’s that Cave of the Beast, where last they were 
together.

He wants us to reunite, & he wants us to go back. Oh, God. Again? All right. I’m with 
you all. Always, Brothers. Always. 

* * * * * *

Click-Click! Click-Click! Click-Click!

Dreamwalker is still getting his bearings at the Rutabaga Festival. Seems to be doing 
OK. One event is leading to the next, without too much struggle. He’s not sure what’s 
next. That’s when he hears, somewhere behind him: Click-Click! Click-Click! Click-Click!

Oh my. Oh my! Dreamwalker says himself. He knows that sound. He’s not heard it in 
a long time, but he knows it. Click-Click! Click-Click! Click-Click! He looks around, 
this way & that, among the trees. 

There he is! His friend, the Gentleman Photographer! They greet each other, warmest 
& dearest of old friends. Have not seen each other in who knows how long. 

How did you come to be here? Dreamwalker asks. 

Well, I was traveling with some good folks for awhile, & then they moved along. I think 
they had places they had to be. 

Where? Where were they having to be? Dreamwalker asks, suddenly paying far more 
attention than he already was. 

The Gentleman Photographer thinks about it for a moment. He puts his hands in 
his pockets. He’s wearing a kind of denim jacket. In fact, you could say all of him is 
denim. Denim jeans, denim jacket, some kind of strange denim hat. Dreamwalker 
remembers this all well from their student days, long ago, on that other world.

Something about a Beach, & about helping someone. Maybe meeting people. To be hon-
est, I enjoyed their company, but I don’t think that I really learned all the details of what 
they were doing. 

But something about a Beach? Dreamwalker asks again, earnestly. 

Yes. 
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Dreamwalker nods, embraces his old friend again. They, like times of long ago, slide 
their arms within the embrace of each other, so they’re walking side by side, arms linked. 
This is how they did it. They had found each other, as friends, when they didn’t have 
any others. It was this nice feeling of being back together again. 

But you’re here for a reason, aren’t you? asked Dreamwalker.

The Gentleman Photographer nods. Yes. And I have to admit, it’s why I didn’t travel on 
with my friends. You see, I have a picture I need to take, of the Tangled Gate. 

Dreamwalker nearly falls over, & his friend has to hold him on tight. What do you mean? 

I can’t take a picture of it. I tried & tried. No matter how far I stood back, I couldn’t get 
all of it. And my friends thought maybe the Thought Fleas might be able to help me, with 
their good advices. I haven’t yet gotten up my courage to ask. 

Well, Dreamwalker nods, & he declares to his friend: I’m going to help you to find your 
answer. And you’re going to take that picture you want to take. And maybe we can just 
travel together for a while. I’m looking for my Brothers, but I have a feeling it’s going to 
be a while until I find them. And I’ve been traveling with this one & that one so far, but 
everyone’s come & gone. I’d like me to stay for you & you to stay for me, for a while. What 
do you think? 

What the Gentleman Photographer thinks is that he leads them into a clearing, & 
sets his camera on a stump, & he has them sit down, arms together linked close can 
be, & he has his camera take a picture of them, smiling. Happy to be reunited. Stand 
ups, retrieves his camera.

Dreamwalker says: I think I have encountered the Thought Fleas before, in my long travels. 
And from what I recall, they are the kindest of folks. So let’s go find them, & let’s ask your 
question, & see what they have to say, by way of advice.

And that’s what they do. Arm linked in arm, Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Pho-
tographer set off to find the Thought Fleas, & answers, along their even longer travels 
to come. 

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker, the Gentleman Photographer, & the Strange Girl

They can hear distant cheers & cries & laughter. Seems to make sense it would be 
that-a-way. And they probably would have gotten there sooner if they hadn’t found 
themselves walking with a strange girl who, as though she’d been talking to them for 
a while, familiarly, of herself, explains, by way of not explaining, from what they can 
figure out, that she’s on her way back from later, having figured out that none could 

really stop her. And, along the way, her plan was to meet herself & grab on tight, & 
sure, & together they would continue traveling back there. Hmm.

She seems sincere, friendly after her own fashion. The Gentleman Photographer, him-
self also a bit unstuck in time, feels sympathy for her, & her plans, & he says, hoping 
Dreamwalker wouldn’t mind: Would you like to link arms with us, for a little while, 
here & now? And perhaps, when our business is transacted here, we can talk more of your 
travels back. We might be able to trade tips on traveling back & forth. And other ways too. 

Well, this girl is a bit on the feral side, but there’s something about the Gentleman 
Photographer that does not rile her hackles. And Dreamwalker too, while quiet, merely 
listening, also does not strike her in any negative way. It seems like the friendliest of 
invitations. So she links arms, with both of them, now being in the middle. 

And now they are three, side by side by side, walking through the White Woods, toward 
the Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock where, as they get closer, the shouts & laughter & 
other Festival-like noises grow louder & louder. 

But then she stops, & they stop. She harks. She sniffs. She hmmms. She points some-
where over there. They’re uncertain what she’s pointing toward, or what she sees. 

I gotta go. It was sure nice meeting you gents. But she’s over there, & I can’t miss her again. 
Bye now! 

And she’s off. She’s practically swift as Creatures in how fast she goes. And all they can 
explain to each other later is that they were almost sure that, as they saw her disappear 
among the trees, her white-pinkish dress sort of flowing behind her, they were almost 
sure they saw a bit of someone else in a white-pinkish dress, waiting for her? 

Maybe? It’s hard to say. They wish her well. Maybe they’ll see her again. The Gentle-
man Photographer knows he could always use a good traveling companion who, too, 
is unstuck in time. 

But, meanwhile, they link arms again, & now they make it into the Great Clearing 
where, oh my gosh! The Festival is going full bore, in every direction. Dreamwalker is 
not sure who to talk to. He’s unsure what to say. 

Then up to them walks a Thought Flea. She’s wearing a long leafy-looking dress, 
with many pockets, out of which seem to protrude tools of various kinds, perhaps a 
clipboard, & other useful items. She looks like the one to know. 

She smiles at them. She greets them, slight curtsy, shake of the hands & paws. And 
then she confirms it: Hello Festival-goers! My name is Flossie Flea. You two look like you 
might enjoy some accompaniment for a while. May I? 



32 · Scriptor Press Sampler | 25 | 2023 Annual Scriptor Press Sampler | 25 | 2023 Annual · 33

They both nod yes. Smiling yes. 

* * * * * *

In the Company of Miss Flossie Flea

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer are now strolling around the Great Clear-
ing, where is presently occurring the Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock, in the company 
of Miss Flossie Flea. Miss Flossie Flea is a really good listener. And she asks them to 
tell of their travels. She nods agreeably, listens with her paw on chin. 

She has led them to the center of the Great Clearing, where there’s a great big kettle 
of Rutabaga Soup, special recipe. Miss Flossie fetches them each a bowl, & a spoon. 
They insist upon her joining them, & so they all stroll over to an edge of the Clearing, 
where the Great Trees are that surround the Clearing. And they sit down in a friendly 
little group to enjoy their Soup together.

Miss Flossie is sipping her Soup, but clearly she’s also in thought about all the stories 
that they have been telling her. She sets her spoon down in her bowl, holds it safely 
in her lap, looks at Dreamwalker, & says: Your Brothers are all passing through here, 
on their way to the Beach of Many Worlds, where my dear old friend Abe the Ancient Sea 
Turtle lives. I think that’s where your reunion will occur. 

Dreamwalker nods. The Soup has made him feel a little aerie. And so this is something 
he knows because he knows it, or now he knows it. That seemed a strange thought, 
but true, either way. 

And you’re traveling with your dear friend, the Gentleman Photographer, Flossie said, 
smiling, nodding at the Gentleman Photographer. And you came here to ask me about 
taking a picture of the Tangled Gate. 

Which I did, says the Gentleman Photographer, friendly, also feeling a little aerie right 
now. 

Flossie nods & smiles. 

What do you think? he asks. 

Paw on chin again, Flossie says: I think part of taking the picture is figuring out how 
to take the picture. I don’t think that, once you figure it out, you’ll find any impediment 
to doing so. 

Well, the Gentleman Photographer thinks about this, in his aerie state of Soup-ed-ness. 
But I haven’t figured it out, he says. I’ve tried many ways. 

Flossie asks: Have you taken a picture of the Tangled Gate before?

He shakes his head. No, not the whole thing.

Maybe the Tangled Gate has never had a picture taken of it before. The whole thing, 
Flossie observes. 

The Gentleman Photographer nods, never having thought such a thought, because 
usually understanding pictures to be a one-way thing. He takes the picture, & thus 
his or its or their picture is taken. 

Maybe the Tangled Gate does not understand what you’re doing, & so isn’t able to cooper-
ate, she says, smiling charming upon him. Try again, but differently, & remember our 
conversation. It might help. 

Well, it seems like she’s helped both of them. But she has one more thing to add, after 
she’s enjoyed the rest of her bowl of Soup. She says: In the White Woods, It is really good 
to travel with a friend. Especially when you want to do big things. I hope you two dear 
friends keep traveling together for a while. 

Then she smiles. She stands up. She brushes off her already spotless dress. She leans 
down to give each of them a kiss on cheek. 

Then she says: But you’re welcome to stay around here awhile as well, before you set off on 
your travels again. I hope you do. 

And, with a wave, she’s on her way. 

* * * * * *

How to Get to the Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock?

I hope you all know that you’re invited too, to the very merry festive & enjoyable 
Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock, in the Thought Fleas’ Great Clearing, in the White 
Woods. The Festival is open to all. 

And if you need a little helping hand or paw getting there, let me give you a clue. 
What you need to travel the White Woods is intention, & the right hmmm. So, to get 
to the Festival, you need to want to go to the Festival. 

If you want to go to the Festival, I’m going to teach you the hmmm to use, & it’s a 
really easy one to remember. It goes like this: Hmmm-Hmmm-Hmmm-Hmmm-Hmmm-
Hmmmmmm. Five short, one long. Over & over again. 

As you walk through the White Woods, think about the Festival, & how much fun 
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it will be, & how welcomed you shall be. You will be given a lovely bowl of Rutabaga 
Soup, & a spoon. You’ll get to walk around & meet all sorts of fellows & folken, all 
friendly, to the last. That’s where Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer are. 
If you want to go there too, that’s how. 

They are in conversation now, after having spent a little time with Miss Flossie Flea. 
And the Gentleman Photographer says: Miss Flossie is right. Maybe I just don’t know 
how to take a picture of the Tangled Gate, & it doesn’t know how to have its picture taken. 
And strangely, my friend, it reminds me of something someone once said to me. She smiled 
at me & said: My life is like a ball of thread, unwinding ever behind & before me.

Dreamwalker nods & smiles too, at this sentiment, this philosophy. He chooses not 
to ask the Gentleman Photographer who this friend or acquaintance might have been, 
but simply to enjoy her philosophical words. 

Where to next, Sir? asks the Gentleman Photographer, with a smile on his face. He 
knows they have to get to that Beach. And they’ve decided to travel together. And he 
wonders what this great Brother-Hero will say next about their path.

Dreamwalker says: Honestly, I’m not sure. Do you feel like we should linger at this Festival? 
Does it seem like there’s healing & medicines here? 

The Gentleman Photographer does not need to take long to reply to this. He nods 
immediately, & so they relax under a Great Tree. They enjoyed their Soup with Miss 
Flossie. Maybe some more later. For now, they watch the various exploits going on. 
See things setting up. There’s talk of a Talent Show, & a Magick Curtain, that was just 
recently repaired, so that all could go forth. 

And then, as maybe they are starting to doze a little bit, sitting under this Great Tree, 
shoulder to shoulder, best of kin right now, there is in the distance a sound. It draws 
nearer. Laaaaaa! Cackle-cackle! Hmmmmmm . . .

And then again. Laaaaaa! Cackle-cackle! Hmmmmmm . . . 

And one more time, for emphasis. Laaaaaa! Cackle-cackle! Hmmmmmm . . . 

It fills, & swirls, & dances around the Festival, & brings everyone into its song, this 
Braided Perfect Laaa! that many have heard tell of, & now they’re within, & part of, 
& adding to.

But what’s especially important for our two traveling friends is the message that 
Dreamwalker hears. Hmmming & laaaing & cackling like the rest, but he listens to 
that message. 

It’s a message from his Brothers. He says it aloud to his friend, barely. It’s a message from 

my Brothers! This is how we now know their whereabouts. We may linger a little longer, 
my friend, but not much. Not much. 

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer Dreamwalk the Festival

As the Braided Perfect Laaa! Cackle-cackle! Hmmm travels through, in, & around, & 
among the Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock, lifting folks up to sing & join along, laugh-
ing, cackling, laaaing, hmmming, we find Dreamwalker & his dear friend the Gentle-
man Photographer caught up in the excitement & delight as well. They’re linked, arm 
in arm, as they walk, & on the unlinked arm of Dreamwalker there is out, perhaps for 
use, his Hekk stick. Oh my, not only that but it’s got that indigo trace glowing within it. 

Something about this moment, something about it all. Even with his dear friend, 
linked in arm, Dreamwalker feels no hesitation to dreamwalk around this Festival. 
Within the Dreaming part of his walking, he’s showing the Gentleman Photographer 
memories of his home, the Manse, the great place where he lived with his mother the 
Scholar & his father the Singer. 

And Dreamwalker has finger to lips to the Gentleman Photographer, because they are 
seeing what he very rarely saw when small. Pahty Nights. They didn’t happen often. 
And Dreamwalker didn’t understand them fully at the time. It took a long, long time, 
in fact, for him to learn that these Pahty Nights were when the Manse was opened up, 
& welcoming to, Sleepers. Those who travel through the Dreaming, tinkering here-&-
there, & trying to fix history. They’re looking for places where moves could be made, 
sometimes on the smallest of levels, to make history go a little bit better. 

And they would come in droves to these Pahty Nights, because his mother the Scholar 
was very popular, & she was very good at helping them to find places in the Dreaming 
to make their adjustments. She was one of the best, & her Pahty Nights were not to be 
missed. That’s for sure. Not at all. 

But Dreamwalker himself would be sent to his room, because he was small, & maybe 
they didn’t think it was something he could understand yet. 

It was about the ripples, Dreamwalker remembers, tightening his grip on Hekk stick, 
& on his friend. He eventually learned that it was the ripples that the Scholars like his 
mother the Scholar would seek & advise the Sleepers on. They were trying to adjust 
things, to make history kinder, gentler, more generous. But there’s more to it than that. 

Dreamwalker pulls his friend into a corner of a great room, where lots of the Pahtying 
took place. It was like a ballroom. Just so big. And, as the night went on, it got bigger, 
& bigger, until it seemed like there was no roof above, nor walls about them. It seemed 
like it was more a green place, a great green place with great beautiful White Woods all 
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around them, & a Full Moon above. It was like an Amphitheater that they would be in. 

And Dreamwalker confides quietly: One time, I got as far as this place, in this moment. 
No one found me. I was sitting in a corner, just like we are now. And someone came over 
to me, & explained to me what she was, & who she was. She was Dennise Rose from the 
University of M. And she smiled at me kindly. And she said: How do you do? And I was 
frozen struck with not knowing what to say. But she was kindly. She patted me on the head 
& said: You have a good time. But stay out of the fray. 

The Gentleman Photographer grasped his friend’s attention. I knew her too! Dennise 
Rose. I knew her! Is that when we first crossed paths? By knowing her, both of us? What 
does that mean? 

And then there are sounds all around them. Cheerings, yellings, shoutings, encourag-
ings. And they kind of come to. Dreamwalker awakes fully with his friend, & they 
find themselves on a stage. A strange wonderful stage, & the entire Festival is cheering 
for them! Cheering for their talents! What wonderful talents! Everyone is so pleased, 
& cheering, & cheering!

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer in the Festival Talent Show!

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer slowly stand up, cohere to their situ-
ation. No longer Dreamwalking but now fully awake. They stand upon a stage, & 
there is a great audience before them, of all manner of kinds of folks & folken. And 
they are cheering, & calling out. The two look at each other, & wonder if they’ve done 
anything worth the cheerings. 

Then Miss Flossie Flea emerges from the crowd, & hops up on the stage with them. 
And she looks at Dreamwalker & says: It was your Hekk stick. 

Dreamwalker has it still in his hands. 

It showed everyone your Dreamwalking. The two of you, Flossie explains kindly. The great 
house you were in. The Scholars too. It showed everything for a moment. It projected your 
Dreamwalking here, in the air, for all to see. 

Dreamwalker’s jaw drops, if it could drop anymore at this point. I didn’t know it could 
do that. 

Flossie nods, smiles. And that’s your known talent, she says, with kind of a smirking 
grin. Now if you go through that green-&-gold curtain, you will be brought up there—& 
she points to another stage that was way up high, distant to see—& you’ll find your 
hidden talent. Will you do it?

Dreamwalker & the Gentlemen Photographer look at each other. There didn’t seem 
to be any way they could disagree to this proposal. And so they nodded, & seemed 
ready to pass on through the curtain, get along to it, whatever it might be, when Miss 
Flossie says, in a whisper: Take a bow. Good performers always take a bow.

They nod. They both take flourishing-dramatic-smiling-arms-raised-&-waving-about 
bows, & then they disappear behind the green-&-gold curtain. More cheerings & 
cheerings follow them.

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer Pass Through the Green-&-
Golden Curtain

Now perhaps Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer may have thought that the 
way from the Lower Stage of the Talent Show at the Festival, to the Upper Stage of the 
Talent Show, said stage located at the far end of a much greater stage, is probably just 
going to be some kind of climb. Maybe there is a set of stairs that has been rigged? Might 
have been a tunnel along the way to make way through? Ha! Hahahahahaha! Ut-unh.

For, in less than the blink of a blink of a blink of an eye, they find themselves in what 
seemed to be like nowhere near where they’d been. This was not the White Woods. 
This was not the Festival. No Talent Show stages, lower or upper, seem anywhere in 
sight. No. They are quite somewhere else.

At first it is dark. Quite dark. And the only light they have even to keep moving by 
is what is provided by Dreamwalker’s Hekk stick, which glows indigo. When it glows 
indigo, that is a sign that it is picking up the indigo trace somewhere nearby. It is one 
of the Hekk stick’s many little tricks. 

This particular trick has to do with finding a way to travel from place to place in 
Dreamland. An indigo trace in any given scene was how you best get from where you 
were to the next place. What is funny is that usually only a small patch somewhere 
high or low on the Hekk stick would glow lightly. But now Dreamwalker’s whole Hekk 
stick is lit indigo. He isn’t sure what this means. If nothing else, it gives them light to 
go by. But he is sure that a Hekk stick is never ever simply a lantern. 

They are indeed climbing along, not very steep. And it doesn’t seem like it is some 
kind of earth beneath their feet. Not packed but not loose. They have to walk care-
fully. But they aren’t in danger at the moment &, as they walk along, more light seems 
to come around. It’s as though they are walking into daylight. They walk & walk &, 
as the daylight comes, the Hekk stick in Dreamwalker’s hand dims. Maybe it was a 
lantern this time. 

They are now walking on a paved street, empty on both sides. But, eventually, there 
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are houses, & the houses get bigger & bigger as they go along. They range up from 
regular-sized houses to very big houses. What might be called mansions. 

And Dreamwalker begins to wonder if somehow they are approaching the great house 
that he lived in, when he was small. It certainly doesn’t feel like they are coming to 
the town he lived in. City? What was it? He doesn’t know. Too many questions & not 
enough answers, as always. 

But now they are sitting on the curb, & way back from the curb is a great mansion 
type building, & Dreamwalker says (finally, since they hadn’t either of them talked at 
all up to this point): That looks like where I lived when I was small.

Well, the Gentleman Photographer has not been able to understand any of this so far. 
And that was part of why he has kept quiet. He doesn’t know what to say. But sud-
denly he stands up, & says: My friend, maybe we have to go there to understand about 
hidden talents more. Even if just yours to start with. Let’s go. Lead with your Hekk stick. 
I think we need to trust its guidance. 

* * * * * *

Arriving to the Manse

It has so many rooms. Dreamwalker says to the Gentleman Photographer. I tried to 
count them, but never came up with the same number. 

How many floors? 

Dreamwalker shakes his head & laughs. I do seem to recall on some side of it a 12-story 
exterior staircase that sometimes is a waterfall too.

Was it, is it, um, is it where your mother the Scholar, & your father the Singer, live now? 
asks the Gentleman Photographer tentatively. 

Dreamwalker shakes his head. No, they’re both far gone from here. 

The Gentleman Photographer takes this somewhat ambiguous answer for what it’s 
worth, & does not press. He points at the building. Are they there now? 

I think maybe, says Dreamwalker, trying to answer this one a little more clearly. Do 
you hear those sounds? The music, coming from all over? 

The Gentleman Photographer nods.

Those are the Pahty Nights, with the Sleepers. 

The Gentleman Photographer remembers of course. Though wasn’t sure he understood 
everything he had seen. He asks: So this has to be one of those nights? Are we traveling 
in time? Or is this Dreamland? Are we still making our way from the Lower Stage of that 
Talent Show to the Upper Stage? 

Trying still to be clear, Dreamwalker stops, faces his friend, puts his hands on his 
shoulders, nods, shakes his head, & smiles. They walk on. 

Dreamwalker’s Hekk stick is glowing, like he doesn’t know if it’s ever so glowed before, 
as they come to the front entrance. But it’s not really what you might merely call a 
front door. It’s more elaborate than that. And stranger too. 

And they walk by a number of people, standing about the entrance, who nod at them 
vaguely, not in recognition, nor not-not in recognition. And Dreamwalker knows the 
Hekk stick is doing something he’s never seen the Hekk stick do before, which is partially 
shielding & partially distorting their identities. 

They think we’re friends, even if they’re not sure which ones we are, he says softly to the 
Gentleman Photographer, as they are now inside the Manse. 

That’s what we called it, Dreamwalker suddenly remembers. It was the Manse. It is the 
Manse.

The Gentleman Photographer asks: Now what?  

Dreamwalker has an idea. He leads his friend from the main landing area, the open 
vestibule that they’ve arrived to, onto a very particular hallway. And to a chosen door, 
where he then stops. Very deliberately, he stops. He listens at the door. Doesn’t hear 
any sounds. Finger on lips, he clicks the door-handle, & pushes the door in. Someone 
inside says: Oh! 

Dreamwalker pulls the door shut again, quickly, grabs the sleeve of the Gentleman 
Photographer, & pulls him rapidly down the hall, & into another room. They hear 
the door open, the one that Dreamwalker had pushed into. Someone comes out, & 
looks around, & then walks in the opposite direction. They’re safe.

Still, they wait, in this darkened room, for what seems like a long time. And then 
Dreamwalker leads them out into the hallway again, & back down to that door. And 
this time he pushes in with more confidence. They both come in, & close the door 
behind them. 

Dreamwalker walks very deliberately over to the large desk that is at one end of this 
very large office. And he looks on the floor, & there is the crumpled space traveler 
puppet, that he had found when small, coming into this office. And now he knows 
why it was down there. 
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I caused it to be there, just now, but I find it there before, when I’m small. 

The Gentleman Photographer is breathing heavily, because he doesn’t know if this is 
about Dreaming, or about time, or about the Talent Show, & all Dreamwalker manages 
to say is yes & no with nod & shake. What do we do now? 

Dreamwalker, for the first time since they’ve arrived, looks uncertain. But then the 
answer’s made for them. The door opens, & someone looks inside without quite seeing 
them, just hearing voices, & says: Come on! Come on! They’re breaking out the Zubadon! 
Everybody’s gotta get a drink. Everybody’s gotta get a drink! This Pahty is finally starting!

And the door shuts again. 

What’s Zubadon? asks the Gentleman Photographer.

Dreamwalker is nodding his head, & sort of shaking it at the same time, saying it’s 
a kind of drink. A cocktails of drinks. It was only served during these Pahties with the 
Sleepers. Let’s go.

And they quickly leave the office, come back out into the hallway. Then two things 
happen at the same time. The first one is Dreamwalker pulls from his many pockets 
his Mossy map of Dreamland. The second is that he looks up, & notices someone 
who has long tangled curly hair, far down the hallway, toward where the Pahty is oc-
curring. Before the Gentlemen Photographer can breathe twice, they are racing down 
the hallway.

* * * * * *

In Flight!

Dreamwalker & his dear friend the Gentleman Photographer are in flight! Led by the 
urgency of Dreamwalker’s sighting of his . . . friend? acquaintance? partner? colleague? 
counterpart? Words & words, & word some more. Her name is Zia, of the long tangled 
curly hair, & he has not seen her in a long time. 

Even as they hurry, Dreamwalker notices that his Mossy map of Dreamland is laying 
open in his hand. He’d pulled it out, & then forgotten it. Too many things going on 
at once. 

But a Mossy map of Dreamland is not helpless to its readers’ intentions, or distrac-
tions. This Mossy map of Dreamland, sensitive already to Dreamwalker’s touch, is 
leading them along. Absorbing Dreamwalker’s uncertainty, & returning to him a sense 
of direction, & purpose. He may not be fully aware of what’s going on, as he gently 
holds this map in his hand, & hurries along. But the Mossy map knows, well knows.

Soon they come from the hallway into the Ampitheater, where the Pahty, filled with 
happy Sleepers, is being held. Crying out: Zubadon! Zubadon! Zubadon! And jump-
ing up & down, like happy fools! 

What is this drink? The Gentlemen Photographer wonders again. But the truth of the 
matter is that he’s not sure how to ask. Dreamwalker has a close grip of his hand, the 
one that’s not holding the Mossy map of Dreamland. And they are, simply, rushing 
along. Dreamwalker’s Hekk stick is obscuring their path through these crowds. They’re 
vaguely recognized as friendly & familiar to the Pahtying folk. And Zia, who is fast as 
Creatures, is already far down the field that runs beyond the Ampitheater. 

And what’s funny about this field is that it’s both larger & smaller than it looks. So 
they arrive sooner than it seems they would to the end of it, where are Great Trees 
like all the rest that surrounds the Ampitheater, in what looks like White Woods, 
whether it is or isn’t. 

But when they arrive to this far end of the field, there is no Zia. There is, however, a 
strange ornate Dream Cabinet that Dreamwalker’s hardly known for so long that, for 
a moment, he’s not thinking about the fact Zia is now nowhere in sight. 

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker’s Dream Cabinet

As Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer approach the Dream Cabinet, there 
is one additional brief occurrence, almost over before it’s begun.

But for a moment they can see, careening high up in the air, arcing over the Ampithe-
ater, from somewhere to somewhere, some kind of tall man. And he seems to have, 
gripped tightly in his grasp, one in each arm, two other tall men. And, for a moment, 
they can hear: Ahhhhhh! And then they’re gone. 

The Gentleman Photographer gathers his thoughts again, since they are paused, as 
they have not been. And he says to his dear friend: Who is Zia to you? 

Dreamwalker has wondered this too, for a long time, & never come up with what 
could be said to be clear or sure answer. But what he does say, for his friend’s sake, is: 
I was from the waking. She was from the Dreaming. And we took turns, building each 
other up, till we were built, & we did not know what to do then.

He says this quietly, as though he & the Gentleman Photographer both have the sense 
that they may not be completely alone anymore. There might possibly be a Creature 
or two nearby. Not in any way a danger, & probably shy of them. 
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The Gentlemen Photographer knows what it’s like to have someone like this. He asks: 
When did you meet? 

Dreamwalker, again, cannot say for sure, anything of any kind, regarding this, but he 
does say: Maybe the first time it was at one of these Pahties? Or maybe it was the next first 
time, or the first time after that? But maybe in the White Woods first? Or the time before that?

At first it seemed like she belonged to me somehow, he says slowly, measuring his words 
very slowly. Then like we belonged to each other somehow. Then it was more me to her. 
But I realized later, in long times when I was far from her with my Brothers, that it was 
never any of that, in truth.

Dreamwalk sighs. The Gentleman Photographer squeezes his shoulder, willing to 
listen or to let it go for now. Fine with both. Then Dreamwalker talks some more, 
almost like in a trance.

What built up between us was a kind of Mesh of Dreaming & waking, so subtle as to belie 
even close deduction. It was impossible to know where it began between us, how it crossed, 
where it ended, if it did. What built around us reflected this indecipherable relation of 
ours. The Mesh will hold as long as we do.

Then, no more. He stands up now, & thoughtfully considers the Dream Cabinet 
before him.

The Gentleman Photographer cannot quite reck how this Dream Cabinet too can 
stand, seeming as it does to rise up from a small wooden base to ever emerging waves 
in all directions. Its drawers have the look of ancient knots in ancient trees, & yet too 
are somehow its drawers.

He is also unsure how Dreamwalker will open it. But, somehow, Dreamwalker & the 
Dream Cabinet seem to have an agreement between them that when he needs to get 
into it, the Dream Cabinet will allow this to occur. 

He mutters something, trying to explain this better than he had about Zia: It was 
my hidden world, compensated me for loneliness & want. My tools. Medicines, materiels. 

Then shows the Gentleman Photographer a strange pencil, probably the strangest 
pencil he has ever seen. Says: I used it to erase something, & wipe away the shavings. 
They’d scatter on the wall. I’d blow them away, & tiny mites of some kind would scatter 
away too, over & over. Laughing? 

He looks at the Gentleman Photographer deeply in his face, deeper than he usually ever 
does. And the Gentleman Photographer wishes he understood what these words meant. 

And that’s when Dreamwalker finds what he seemed to be looking for in the Dream 

Cabinet, & pulls it out. It seems to be some kind of hand-made book, but the Gentle-
man Photographer’s not assuming anything at this point. 

But Dreamwalker explains, sort of: It’s how we talk, as far away as we are, sometimes. This 
is how we talk. And he just studies this book for the longest time, in complete quiet.

* * * * * *

At the Far End of the Ampitheater

The Gentleman Photographer is curious to know more about how Dreamwalker uses 
this strange hand-made book to communicate with his counterpart, Zia. So Dream-
walker opens the book, & shows him a few specific pages, narrating while he does. 

The Gentleman Photographer notices that there are no words written, at least on these 
pages, in the book. They are all images, & strange ones at that. They do not, to him, 
seem like your ordinary images in a book. They do not seem two-dimensional. They 
do not seem still, & he is not sure what else was about them might be unique, unusual. 

Dreamwalker says: I learned, with Zia’s help, & others, that the Manse is a research facil-
ity. It contains labs called Mystic Station. Some of it built up from the abandoned ruins of 
a very old dream-mapping project.

The Gentleman Photographer nodded, listening intently. 

Dreamwalker continues: The labs only exist in Dreamland. You cannot get to them by 
waking. That’s where Zubadon is crafted. Grown. Brought into being. 

The Gentleman Photographer nodded, hanging on tight to these strange words. 

Dreamwalker continues: Drinking Zubadon is the key to what the Sleepers do, to their 
kind of Dreamwalking. When you see it, you’ll notice it’s tinted blue. Like certain kinds of 
mushrooms. That’s not a coincidence. 

Is that how you learned to Dreamwalk? The Gentleman Photographer risks to ask. 

No, Dreamwalker says, & then, unusually, explains: You see, my father the Singer taught 
me about the Hmmm that he learned from the Creatures. And this particular Hmmm was 
my way of starting to learn how to Dreamwalk. Among other things. So I was not like the 
Sleepers, even from the start.

The Gentleman Photographer nods. He’d kind of guessed that Dreamwalker is different. 
Dreamwalker pages on in the hand-made book, to the later pages, which the Gentleman 
Photographer could swear get thicker, & broader, & more multi-dimensional. It does 
not seem like a book, in hand, is being paged through. It seems more like a Theater 
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of the Mind is enveloping them. Yet, still, somehow, a book in hand. 

We can’t stay long, Dreamwalker concludes, but we can’t leave yet. That’s what she says. 

The Gentleman Photographer nods. That was when he notices a group of very shy, 
sniffing, uncertain, but nonetheless near to them looking for attention, Creatures. There 
is a lovely white-furred Bear, with handsome hat & scarf, several fine little Meese, & 
a bee-you-tee-full greyish Ow-ell.

Dreamwalker looks at them, nods. Smiles. We will follow where you lead, my friends.

* * * * * *

Walking Across the Elongated Field

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer now find themselves walking back across 
the elongated field toward the end where the Sleepers are Pahtying in the Ampitheater, 
having drunk their Zubadon. 

They are now accompanied by a group of shy but friendly Creatures. Creatures will 
come around in the White Woods for many reasons, but one of them is certainly as 
Guides & guardians of people-folks, when needed. 

And they’re now arrived to where there are Sleepers, who greet them friendly, smil-
ing, dancing, not taking particular notice of them, except that they don’t have their 
clipboards. 

Dreamwalker nods, remembers, apologizes, & asks if they could get two clipboards & 
two pencils. The Gentleman Photographer nudges him hard with questions. 

Dreamwalker replies: You fill out your dream traits. Things like your strengths, your weak-
nesses, & if you would like to trade off with others. As a kind of game. To shift perspective, 
gain skills. That’s what their clipboards ask. 

Dreamwalker writes about his strengths as a Brother Knight, one who searches, one 
who aids those close to him. But that he has been hobbled by loss, by sadness, by 
longing for awhile.

The Gentleman Photographer, who’s not such a Dreamer as Dreamwalker, gives it 
some thought, & writes down on his clipboard about how, when he takes pictures in 
the Dreaming, it sometimes feels like he & whoever he’s taking the pictures of share 
in something else. A something else to just picture-taking. But also that he only seems 
know how to do this in the Dreaming. 

They hand in their clipboards, & for a while walk on. Dreamwalker says: It will come 

into play soon. 

Now they’re approaching a more focused group, sitting together, not dancing wildly. 
As though they are closely attending to each other.

* * * * * *

The MEZA Circle

Now Dreamwalker & his dear friend the Gentleman Photographer sit in a MEZA 
circle with Sleepers. Each individual in this circle is holding in lap a Creature. These 
Creatures—including the white-furred Bear, with handsome hat & scarf, several lovely 
little Meese, & a bee-you-tee-full greyish Ow-ell—have been traveling, for a little while 
now, with Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer. They are now distributed 
amongst the sitters in this MEZA circle. 

MEZA: it means to rock, to sway, to swing. Also, it’s a kind of Butterfly, mm-hmm, 
& it only happens at these Pahties. It’s like . . . something . . . of a moment . . . of a 
place . . . of a time . . . 

You see, what’s needed for the MEZA circle are people-folks, or their like, Creatures, 
& the White Woods, all around. Now what happens is that they all begin to hmmm 
together . . . not any one particular song . . . more a friendly, flowing ‘mongst them . 
. . something to connect head, to heart, to hand, to paw, to tree, to branch, to berry, 
to bloom, to sky, to cloud, to ground, & so on. 

You may ask: Can the White Woods hmmm? Oh baby, can they! Ask some more: Do 
they often hmmm in a way that people-folks can hear? Not so much. 

But right now they can all hear the hmmm, as it travels ‘mongst them. It’s like that 
beautiful Soup you hear tell of at the Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock. Only right now 
it’s a Sound Soup, & it’s passed from singer, to singer, to singer, until not one drinks, 
but all drink, in different combinations. 

There’s a while there, sort of a while of timelessness, & rocking, & swaying, & swing-
ing. They all become the Butterfly, whatever they were, whatever they are, whatever 
they shall be, they are all right now the Butterfly. 

The Butterfly lands. The Butterfly looks around. The Butterfly lifts off, & flutters 
along. The Butterfly is curious. The Butterfly is alone. The Butterfly is among many 
other Butterflies, large & small. The Butterfly’s here, & here, & here, & here, & now 
the Butterfly is gone. 

They’re gone with the Butterfly, gone far with the Butterfly, gone nowhere at all with 
the Butterfly. 
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When the Butterfly lands again, & they begin to let go a little bit of the hmmm they 
have all been of, in, through—become—the world starts to return. The faces, the 
touches, the eyes. The White Woods, the ground, the noise. It all returns. But never 
really quite like the same. Grateful beyond all words. 

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker Talks About Dreamwalking

The MEZA circle concludes, as much as they ever do. The Gentleman Photographer 
stands up, offers both his hands to help up his dear friend Dreamwalker. They stand, 
they smile, they hug. It’s like that. 

Looking around, they’re now not sure who else was in their circle. It seems as though 
whoever they were had vanished into the throngs, somehow. It doesn’t really matter. 
They still feel them close, in ways that might only become more important as time 
goes on. Some experiences take awhile to settle in, find their place, their meanings 
in the skein. 

Those lovely little Creatures are still with them though. The lovely white-furred Bear, 
with handsome hat & scarf, several fine little Meese, & the bee-you-tee-full greyish 
Ow-ell—they seem to be sticking around &, without even speaking a word aloud, 
Dreamwalker & the Gentlemen Photographer a-scoop them up into arm, as though say, 
You are indeed coming with us now, wherever we travel for a while. And so on they walk.

Dreamwalker begins talking, again almost, though not quite, as in a trance. He says: 
There were things I learned back then, living here in the Manse, that I did not understand 
until later. And it took me a long time to put words to things. But I think that it had to 
do with radical collaboration. 

The Gentlemen Photographer nods, harks an ear. 

The goal in a sense of successful self, in both community & the individual, begins, but does 
not stop, with what we share. There’s I. Then there’s I plus You equals We. Smiles at his 
friend, who smiles back. 

I plus You plus You plus You plus You plus You, et cetera, equals Greater We. And 
they nod down at their arms full of Creatures, who sniff friendly & curious at this 
turn in the discussion. When I traveled for many turns with my Brothers, I learned to 
understand what all this meant better. 

But then there was also Dreamwalking. I was taught it, by these Creatures, by my father 
the Singer, by my mother the Scholar, by many others, in many ways. It wasn’t like read-
ing a book, & then knowing what it was all about, after the last page. It was more like 
learning how to see the sky better that’s always been above you. There’s the sky. Learn how 

to see it better. 

Gentlemen Photographer nods, still listening close. 

Dreamwalking begins at the core. And here he pats his belly, & a little bit lower. The root. 

From here up, & he flings a hand up, are where dreams fruit. From here down, pointing 
to his feet: Movement. The Magick comes in learning how to do both, as one. 

They walk on for a while, again in friendly quiet. 

* * * * * *

Time to Move Along . . .

Now is time for Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer to move along from 
the Sleepers’ Pahty they have been enjoying. Dreamwalker is not a Sleeper. And the 
Gentleman Photographer, well, he is a photographer. His complex relationship is more 
with time than with dreams. Nonetheless, they’d been welcomed in to this Pahty. And 
they were part of it. And they are grateful. 

But they move along. Knowing the Manse, Dreamwalker is recalling more & more 
that it is a place that you didn’t travel by intention exactly, one foot in front of the 
other, or paw, or what have you. 

He explains to his friend: I guess you could say it is more collaborative. You tend toward 
somewhere you might wish to go. And then you see where the Manse leads you onto. 

The Gentleman Photographer nods, knowing that any place that Dreamwalker had 
come up in was probably going to be exactly like this kind of place that they were in, 
where you had to collaborate to move anywhere along. It just made sense. 

They still had in their grasps armfuls of Creatures—the lovely white-furred 
Bear, with handsome hat & scarf, several fine little Meese, & the bee-you-
tee-full greyish Ow-ell. And the thing about Creatures is that when it’s 
time for them to come, they come . . . for as long as they stay, they stay  
. . . & when it is time for them to go, they go. And there’s no unfriendliness ever in 
any of it. They just, you could say, tend along their way too. 

But, for the moment, these Creatures are perfectly happy being carried along. They 
seemed to feel that traveling with these two people-folks is exactly what they need to do. 

And so they all leave the Ampitheater, & they are back more in the main part of the 
Manse. And the Gentleman Photographer says to Dreamwalker: My friend, is there 
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more you need to remember here, before we move on? 

Dreamwalker shakes his head & says: I don’t know. 

But then the Gentleman Photographer notices that, aside from the Hekk stick Dream-
walker had sort of hooked on his knapsack, not even put away, just hooked on there, 
& his Creatures in arm, he is still holding that hand-made book from his Dream 
Cabinet, that they had collected way down at the other end of the Ampitheater. The 
one he explained that he shared with Zia. 

He is holding it rather close. Close as Creatures. Close as the Gentleman Photographer 
nearby him. Close as his Hekk stick. 

The Gentleman Photographer asks: Are you bringing that along, my friend? 

Dreamwalker looks down at it, as so he’d almost forgotten it was there. He nods. I 
think it’s fine to carry along for a while, & then return later on. 

But Dreamwalker is uncertain. And unlike, say, the White Woods where, if you’re 
uncertain, you’re not going to get anywhere, in particular, if you’re uncertain in this 
Manse, the Manse just takes over. And the Manse, seeing that they were uncertain, 
began to guide them, gently, but not compulsively, but nonetheless, along. 

And they find themselves traveling down a long hallway, one that Dreamwalker can-
not remember having seen before. The hallway has no doors on either side. It is just 
a long hallway. And then it begins to rise & rise, & there is something at the far end. 
And the Creatures begin to sniff & sniff furiously. 

And Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer both begin to suspect where they 
are coming to because, at the far end, there is a green-&-golden curtain. Much like 
the one they’d gone through, what seemed like so long ago. 

And they approach & approach, & then they arrive to the curtain. And they part it 
just slightly, & peer through. 

Oh my goodness! The cheers & cheers that greet them!

* * * * * *

On the Talent Show Upper Stage

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer now stand, & again, on the stage in the 
Great Clearing of the Thought Fleas & their Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock. Only it 
was not the Lower Stage that they’d been on, & through whose curtain they entered 
upon many many strange adventures. No, they are arrived to the Upper Stage, which 

means it is time to reveal to all their hidden talents! But what have they learned between 
one stage & the other stage? 

The Gentleman Photographer goes first. He steps forward, after putting a hand on 
the shoulder of his dear friend. After receiving much applause, he says: My hidden tal-
ent, my friends, is helping our friend Dreamwalker to get to Abe’s Beach of Many Worlds! 

And this brings on many mighty cheers, because discovering your hidden talent is 
not a one-&-done thing. The Thought Fleas know that anyone can have many hid-
den talents. And some of them come into play hereon, while some of them are for a 
certain situation. 

Then Dreamwalker steps forward, & he is still holding in arm all the fine Creatures 
that they’ve been traveling with—the lovely white-furred Bear, with handsome hat & 
scarf, several fine little Meese, & the bee-you-tee-full greyish Ow-ell. The Gentleman 
Photographer had handed them over while he spoke his own piece. 

So Dreamwalker steps up forward with them in arm, & he says: My friends, what I 
learned is that I have to return again to the Manse, where I’m from, when I can, & learn 
how the Sleepers travel the Dreaming. The traditions of it that I don’t know. I’ve always 
done it my own way. I should learn more. 

And so they take their cheers, & they make their way off this Upper Stage platform. 
And they are kind of wandering aimlessly among the congratulating crowds. Thought 
Fleas, Creatures, & many others. It is a big deal to have gone through from one stage 
to the other, & everyone knows it. It is a path in more ways than one, & everyone is 
proud of them. 

Dreamwalker, though, is drifting toward something that has attracted him by scent. It 
is the scent of the open Sea. Now he doesn’t know how, in what seems like deep White 
Woods, he can sniff of the Sea here, but he also knows that he is among magickal folk, 
& among such folk anything is possible. 

And so he follows his nose. The Gentlemen Photographer hurries to keep up, not 
knowing where his friend is bound, but keeping close, as is his discovered hidden 
talent to do so. 

They leave the Great Clearing, & pass through some trees. Not many, because now 
they find themselves by a shore, & that has to be the Wide Wide Sea, just down there. 
And what is even more interesting is there is a boat there. 

I know that boat! says Dreamwalker. My friend, I know that boat! That is the Good Ship 
Ker-Plow-Eeee! I’ve traveled on that boat! Maybe that boat will provide some of our way 
to Abe’s Beach! Let’s go & find out! 
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And so they hurry on down to the shore. 

* * * * * *

Aboard the Good Ship Ker-Plow-Eeee!

Dreamwalker & the Gentleman Photographer now find themselves aboard the Good 
Ship Ker-Plow-Eeee at full sail. No sign of the Captain, about whom so much has been 
said that she is practically a legend. Her ship has gotten underway, & they are sailing 
on the beautiful waters of the Wide Wide Sea. 

Dreamwalker has been on this ship before, & he tells his friend: It’s a good ship. It won’t 
get us everywhere we need to go, because we need to go down. Down, down, down, & he 
gestures with his hand. But it’ll get us far out to Sea, & that’s part of the way. 

But what was that niggling Dreamwalker now feels, every time he sees that gray Ow-ell 
Creature fly calmly by? What does it mean? Is he supposed to follow? He doesn’t know. 
Creatures are somewhat mysterious in their ways. 

He & the Gentleman Photographer find a cabin together, below the main deck. 
Dreamwalker doesn’t think it is the same one he’d stayed at previously, which was much 
bigger. But it is OK. This time he is staying with his friend, & he has this feeling that his 
friend wants to keep an eye on him. Dreamwalker is happy to have a friend with him.

But it will help so much if the Gentleman Photographer knows more about the Dream-
ing. So one night, not long after they’ve gotten underway, after they’ve returned to 
their room, & gotten into their bunks, Dreamwalker says: My friend, would you like 
to learn how to Dreamwalk? 

And the Gentleman Photographer says: What a kind offer! Do you think I can? 

And Dreamwalker says: I will remind you what I said at the Festival, which is that I 
don’t Dreamwalk in traditional ways, like the Sleepers. But I can teach you what I know. 

So they each get into his bed, & they snuf out their candles. Their bunks are atop one 
another, so they can hear each other well. 

And Dreamwalker says: Hmmm with me, as you fall asleep, focused on the sound of our 
voices hmmming together. 

And that’s what they do, as they fall asleep in this very quiet cabin, with only the slight 
rocking of the boat, this Good Ship Ker-Plow-Eeee! on the Wide Wide Sea, as kind of 
a nice hidden rhythmic melody to what they are doing.

They hmmm their way in sleep. And . . . now . . . they . . . are . . . Dreamwalking 

together . . . side by side . . . walking along . . . as always . . . like in waking . . . only 
now dreaming . . . smiling at one another. It worked! 

But that’s when the Gentleman Photographer says: Look! And he points. And there is 
the grey Ow-ell, in the distance. And, as they follow the path of the grey Ow-ell, the 
White Woods appears around them. They are Dreamwalking together in the White 
Woods, & they are following the grey Ow-ell! Hurrying along together, but not too fast. 

Are we going to see someone, Dreamwalker? 

I have a niggling, says Dreamwalker, dreamily, that we are. Let’s just keep that grey Ow-
ell in our sights! 

And they walk together through these pathless, beautiful White Woods, side by side. 
Awaking or Dreamland, the beauty of the White Woods is one. 

The beautiful grey Ow-ell is bringing them closer & closer to someone who also has 
had a niggling, & has been drawn here too by the grey Ow-ell. 

Who would it be? Who are they going to encounter? Any moment now!

* * * * * *

Reunion

Dreamwalker wakes up, suddenly, intentionally, & bangs on the bunk of the Gentle-
men Photographer, who is still asleep, in Dreamland, where they just were together. 
He wakes up too, groggily, wants to know what just happened. 

I’m not sure, says Dreamwalker, but as we were approaching whoever it was my Hekk 
stick’s indigo trace begin glowing less & less. Something told me: you’d better wake up! 
And here we are. 

Well, Gentlemen Photographer nods & says: Here we are. Dreamwalking with you was 
fun until then, my friend. 

Thank you, Dreamwalker nods, but he is clearly spooked. I’m gonna take a walk on 
deck, by myself. Wait here. 

Gentlemen Photographer nods, & yawns, & looks ready to be back to sleep, of a less 
dramatic kind, in moments.

So Dreamwalker takes his Hekk stick, & leaves their room, closing the door securely. 
Walks down the wooden hallway below deck of the Good Ship Ker-Plow-Eeee! Comes 
to a set of stairs, & climbs them up to the deck. Nothing odd, nothing strange. He’s 
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been up & down these steps many times before. On to the deck that he’s also been 
on many times before. 

What is it? His Hekk stick was back to its more usual not-up-nor-not-down kind of 
faint indigo trace. His Hekk stick does not have a great deal of interest in the waking 
world, he’s noticed. But still. 

He walks toward the front of the ship, & he leans on one of the railings, looking out, 
Full Moon above. Watching for a long time, when a kind voice says to him: I’m betting 
you had the same dream, with the same result, that I did. 

Dreamwalker hesitates a moment, before turning to respond, not so much at what 
the person said, though that was enough, but even more at the voice itself, which he 
knows, but that he hasn’t heard in a long time. Does he trust it now? 

They’d met aboard this ship, long ago. He decides to turn around, & there stands 
before him his long unseen Brother-Sister, Asoyadonna! Long, long unseen. 

He gives her a slow, affectionate, remembering look. Hair the color of soft-rust curls 
to her shoulders. Her eyes sharp, intelligent, curious, endlessly feeling for the world.

And she is smiling, & she holds out her arms, & for a long moment he lets himself 
let go of his worries, & everything else, & he embraces her, & she embraces him. 

It is the embrace of those who’ve long not seeing each other, by unknown circumstance, 
unknown time, unknown distance, yet here they are, again. It is a wordless embrace, 
of endless length. 

And eventually they do release one another. But that embrace tells them both every-
thing. Each has wondered about the other, because each had the same strange dream. 
But now they know for sure: This is Dreamwalker. This is Asoyadonna. They are reunited. 

And for the longest time, in spite of the strangeness of that shared dream, in spite of 
the strangeness of being reunited in this way, on this ship, none of it matters as much 
as them standing side by side, leaning on the railing, looking out at the beautiful waters 
of the Wide Wide Sea, knowing they are both bound toward reunion, with everyone 
else, on Abe’s Beach of Many Worlds. 

They’ve gotten this far. They’ll make it the rest of the way. 

* * * * * *

Dreamwalker & Asoyadonna

Dreamwalker & his Brother-Sister Asoyadonna sit together, on the bed that is his, 
along this travel aboard the Good Ship Ker-Plow-Eeee! in the room shared with his dear 
friend the Gentleman Photographer. At this moment he is absent this room. He had 
told them: Y’all have a lot to catch up on, so I’m gonna see a bit more about this boat. I 
do have my camera with me, & many rolls of film, you know. And then he threw a happy 
wink to them both before he went along. 

They’ve been sitting together for a while, talking, & Asoyadonna has been very in-
terested especially that he has brought along the very strange hand-made book that 
he shares with Zia. She does not pretend to understand fully what Dreamwalking is, 
or who Zia is, whom she’d never met. But she does know that all of these are part of 
her friend’s makeup, & very important to him. She also knows that her friend is not 
quite like anyone else, in truth. 

So if she is gonna catch up with this old friend, & get current with him, she is gonna 
get a look at this hand-made book that he’d brought along, as he’d brought virtually 
nothing else. Just his friend, & apparently a few Creatures.

Dreamwalker has not really looked at the book much since he’d grabbed it from the 
Dream Cabinet back in the Ampitheater of the Manse. And the funny thing is, is 
that when he opens it up, it lays open immediately to a page that he’d not seen before, 
one that she’d filled in. 

It looks like a tree, but it looks like a special Tree. It is broad & deep. Its trunk looks 
anciently old. And there is a power to this trunk that leaps off the page. And the pic-
ture doesn’t show the whole Tree, not even close. Just the base, & some of the roots, 
not even all. 

And below the picture what might be possibly the scorched-over & smudged-up 
words: “Become new.”

Do you know this tree, Asoyadonna? Dreamwalker asks. 

She studies it closely too, & says: You sometimes hear about the Great Tree at the Heart 
of the Worlds. Do you think she’s been there?

Dreamwalker shakes his head. I don’t know. I don’t know where she’s been, to be honest. 

Did she want us to know something from this page? Is this a message? 

I think it is. I think maybe somehow our journey forward has to do with this Great Tree. 
Maybe not even just getting to the Great Tree, which will probably be hard enough, but 
what we will do when we arrive.
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Well, this was all very sober & serious to consider. But, a moment later, they hear 
cries & shouts from up on the deck. They smile at one another, both having a feeling 
about this. 

And they hurry up the wooden steps to the deck, which is already crowded with folks. 
They are lined around the edges, because the center is filled with buckets of water. These 
buckets are of all sizes, & they are positioned on different parts of the boat, high & low. 
On its mast, many timbers. Never has such an array of buckets of water been seen before! 

The Gentleman Photographer comes up to him & says: What’s this all about? 

Just watch! says Dreamwalker, with a big grin. 

Asoyadonna notices her traveling companion Raymond the Author Guy on the other 
side of the crowd, & waves. He knows what is coming. 

But what comes out of nowhere is something nobody expected. Because what everyone 
expects is for the Imp Captain of the ship herself, Commandeer Masta’ Splasha’ by 
formal title, to leap with a cry from somewhere, & begin to splash these many buckets, 
high & low, in some kind of delighted cackling furor. 

What they do not expect is that, suddenly, as though descending from a cloud, are 
dozens of Masta’ Splasha’! And dozens of cackling cries! And they all begin to splash in 
the most intricate display of splashing prowess that has never been seen before! Ker-
splash! Ker-splash! Ker-splash!

It seems like every bucket has a splashing, & a Splasha’, high & low! There are cacklings 
every which way! It is dizzying! Folks have to step back a moment, just to behold the 
splashing wonders before them!

And then, in a moment, after all of these splashings have gone on & on, & cacklings 
every which way . . . suddenly . . . it is over. No sign of none, one, or many, of the Com-
mandeer. She’d come. She’d splashed. She’s gone, wherever she goes, as Commandeer! 

Well, everybody is laughing, jolly, & shaking hands, & expressing well wishes to their 
fellow traveling-folk, because this is what the Commandeer wished for: good will among 
all. She knows how to entertain. 

The ship continues along its course, for a day. A night. Another day. And, finally, they 
arrive, not to somewhere, but to someone. Who they all see nearby is the great beautiful 
visage of the green-&-golden Calgary the Sea Dragon! 

He’s come to transportate some of the passengers aboard this ship down to Abe’s Beach 
of Many Worlds. And he is near his familiar spot to dive down into the Deep Deep Sea. 

And so what happens next is that the traveling folks who are going to get on board 
Calgary need to disembark. Luckily, they see that, on the deck, resting on the very 
edge of Calgary’s upraised tail, is the famous Boat-Wagon, with those bloo-eyed Kittys 
& their Friend Fish, waiting for them. 

And so they all get into the back seat. And the more of them that get into the back seat, 
the more room there is for them to sit together. And finally they all buckle in—safety 
first!—& the Boat-Wagon rolls down-down-down Calgary’s great tail, & then up-up-up 
his back, & onto the schnoggin of this beautiful Sea Dragon. 

Hello, my friends! Get ready for a great voy-ah-gee! cries Calgary merrily. Then he calls 
out to his dear Commandeer friend: Seeya lata’, Masta’ Splasha’ gata! And the Com-
mandeer cackles back a gleeful farewell to her old friend. 

All the passengers now buckled in, they are also directed to pull down the Safety Scales 
over the Boat-Wagon, so they could see their travels, but also be completely safe for 
the ride down-down-down. 

And with a great cry of Here . . . we . . . go! Calgary the Sea Dragon lifts up from the 
Sea! He rises high up into the air, soars & swoops smoothly & suavely around, & 
then begins his dive down- down-down! He hits the Wide Wide Sea without a splash! 

And then down-down-down, & they watch the Sea descend darker & darker, until 
what happens, at a moment when no one expects in this smooth strange wondrous 
ride, is that they burst from the bottom of the Deep Deep Sea, into the skies above 
the Deeper Deeper Sea! 

And there is Abe’s Beach of Many Worlds! And there are many waiting for them to 
arrive! So long been waiting for them to arrive! What a glad day it is!

* * * * * *

Epilogue.

“No story ever really ends, and I think I know why.”
―George MacDonald

Hobo Jones stopped. And he looked at Lilianna, with a small robot man smile upon 
his face. And he said: The truth of the matter is, is that it’s called both. Many Loves of 
Mulronie the Space Pirate & Many Lives of Mulronie the Space Pirate.

What? Lilianna put her hands on her hips, as though she was shocked, & possibly not 
accepting this as an answer. How could that be? 
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It’s true. 

But how could it be? 

Tis so, Hobo Jones says, not knowing how to explain it any better than that. 

Mr. Jones! 

Lilianna, I think you can ask him yourself. How does that sound? 

Well, she put her finger ‘pon her chin. Realizing Hobo Jones was not the sort to talk 
in fool riddles on purpose. And she nodded her head & said: OK, Mr. Jones, thank 
you. What was all the rest of that? 

Hobo Jones shook his robot man head & said: I don’t know. But I do remember all those 
words. Because he asked me to. Along with the black-&-white photograph. And I honestly 
don’t know what it all means. I guess we’re gonna have to find out. 

Lilianna took the robot man’s hand again, & off they walked, down that hallway that 
was not quite straight, not quite visible, not quite there.

* * * * * *

Sam Knot
Viridelix / The Bridge of Green Twist

There is a flower that grows under
	 The Bridge of Green Twist

I never noticed it before
	 guess I never passed that way
		  this time of year

It dangles in drifts among the grasses
	 on the Earth-facing side

The color makes me think of - as if the sky
	 had blood running through it -

Like the blushing cheek of a blue-skinned princess

	 I mean, sweet, soft, deep
		  - nothing gory.

The size of small apples, seven petals -
	 one folded deep to meet the stem
		  twice the size of the rest -

They warble almost imperceptibly
	 when the breeze passes
like when a Wherelshoal comes close

	 Smell of warm rain. So subtle.
& only takes the lightest touch
	 to have them tumble -

Made me jump the first one !

It’s been five fingers of sun
	 since I ate it
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Sam Knot

Held it under my tongue a full finger

	 just the faintest heat 

		  black pepper & honey water

I’m lying with my eyes closed
	 & the spool unfurling
beneath the Bridge of Green Twist

	 listening to the warble of them
& the long overlapping shushes
	 from the shade fresh forest

There is just the gentlest chalky fizz
	 at the edge of my bones

A slight levitation under 
	 the belly button

The seventh petal cups my forehead
	 like firm, cool hands

While the others pour down
	 like Neffertem silk
to intersect my thought roots

	 I am just a little deeper than my body
& she looks different through
				    this new screen

	 Her face dipping down into the dew pool
& lifting me up, spilling me out
	 with her fresh morning splash

I see the world from thirty eight drops
	 upon the carpet fennel

Converging on a forked rainbow

	 I try to stay with the two recurves
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		  recurring

There is definite room for improvement
within the attentive posture

	 But she is kind & patient

	 I can breathe patience

With pleasure deep can I breathe

	 patience

& learn the Being Change.

We can work together.

I sleep until the sun’s last hand

& spend some time gently
	 working the Said Patterning
		  out of the spool
			   into a Tangle of Thanks

I can see just the place for it !

There is a teardrop pool
	 just this side of where 
		  The Bridge of Green Twist’s
			   twin feet come to rest

Where a drift of Sky Blush
	 wends down to its sharp edge
as if curious to know the other side
	 of its body 

	 To peer as I do 
	 into the bounce

Making it all chaos

Now the Tangle of Thanks
	 goes heavy like hair curls
		  into the sweet night
		  behind the chaos light

like my own quiet giggles

Ah ! 		 it’s so nice to walk these paths

	 Wonder what news
		  has been waiting

Since forever

	 to tell someone else

Broaden the picture of use

	 To collaborate on something
		  we can’t get used to

	 Could get used to that !

How it’s always so fresh

How even the spent
	 are different again

	 Since all the finding took

		  was a little walk
			   a little wonder

a will to open another time
	 in the right place

to peek under The Bridge of Green Twist

& ask more
	 than the glance gives

* * * * * *
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Nathan D. Horowitz

Waiting for the Ranchera 
to Poza Honda

[Travel Journal]

	 In the jungle town of Shushufindi, while I was waiting for the ranchera to 
Poza Honda, an open-sided bus that kept not appearing, I was joined at a café by Lucho 
Payaguaje, whom I knew from the village of San Pablo. I ordered avocado smoothies 
for us, and we began to chat, or charlar, to use the Spanish term. 
	 As usual, I didn’t mention Serafín Piaguaje, the educator, the intellectual, 
the first Secoya who had learned to read and write, whom I admired, and who had 
eloped with Lucho’s wife; and, for a change, Lucho didn’t ask me for money for his 
kids’ education. We had a lively chat, or charla, about local matters in San Pablo, and 
events on the street before us in Sushufindi. 
	 Most of the way through the cool, jade-green sweetness that was our avocado 
smoothies, we saw an elderly indigenous man walking briskly down the street. 
	 Barefoot, he wore a blue tunic and a simple curved band of wood for a crown. 
He had thin sticks through his earlobes and, as was popular in his generation, some 
kind of fragrant plants stuck under woven cotton bands on his upper arms. 
	 I had seen this elder around Shushifindi before. He stood out because everyone 
else was dressed in Western garb. 
	 I asked Lucho, “Do you know him?”
	 Lucho said, “He’s a Siona. His name is Cou. That means ‘Turtle.’”
	 Cou passed by, dignified, self-possessed.
	 When he was out of sight, Lucho added, “He’s the one people say killed 
Mecías Ocoguaje with witchcraft.” 
	 Mecías Ocoguaje. The Siona guy that Rufino told me about. 
	 Rufino said Mecias had argued with his brother-in-law about the woman 
they had in common, sister of one, wife of the other. 
	 The brother-in-law, Rufino said, had blown on Mecías, shooting witchcraft 
darts into him, saying, “Now you’re going to die.” 
	 Mecías instantly fell ill. He swelled up and became covered in spots. Within 
three days, he was dead.
	 Rufino had mentioned Mecias to me because he had seen a photo of the 
Siona on the cover of my copy of the book The Yagé Drinker. 
	 Even though the book wasn’t about Mecías in particular, it was about yagé 
drinking, and an old photo of Mecías from 1969 had been used. A German photog-
rapher had taken the shot during a ceremony. 	

	 The face in the photo, red with achiote face paint and ember light, is puffing 
a hand-rolled cigar and contemplating the viewer through its smoke with candor and 
inspiration. I had enjoyed the drinker’s vibe without knowing who he was. 
	 Now, twenty-seven years after the photo was taken, Rufino told me the man 
had been murdered. A year after that, Lucho was pointing out to me the murderer. 
	 I said, “Rufino told me about that. He said Mecias’s brother-in-law blew on 
him, and told him he was going to die.”
	 “I heard that, too,” said Lucho. “But I don’t believe it. That’s just talk.”
	 We finished our avocado smoothies and Lucho left, leaving me pondering 
families and magical darts, and wondering for the seven thousandth time if magic 
were real. 
	 And I kept on waiting for the ranchera to Poza Honda, which kept on not 
appearing.

* * * * * *
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Martina Reisz Newberry

A Curated City

You can’t say there aren’t dangers here. 
There are hints of evil down all the alleys,
and there are dangerous men walking 
the sidewalks and the aisles of supermarkets 
at all times of day or night. 

Some blond twenty-something tried 
to grab my ass just the other day 
as I got off a DASH shuttle. 
I was fast, twisting away from his eager 
little hand. Proud of myself, 
and not particularly afraid.

I walked a block to an Armenian gift shop 
near my apartment. The tea things there 
are gilded and inexpensive and beautiful. 
I love to look at them. 

The owner frowns at me when he sees 
I’m not Armenian, and he makes a 
growling sound, not unlike a wary old dog. 
It feels dangerous, but I like that shop, 
and nearly always buy something there. 

I bought a scarf with pomegranates 
pictured on it, and I bought a CD 
of Armenian Dance Music. 
I bought a box of eight pieces of sweet Shamali, 
and an Evil Eye keychain that I thought 
would make a fine Christmas gift 
for my cousin Kate. My purchases 
never make the owner smile, 
nor does my cheery Bari or! as I come,
nor my Hajoghutyun! as I go.  

Once, on my way to the big library 
on 5th Street downtown, a man 
had followed me for blocks muttering 
that he’d either “soil the sheets” with me 
or “commit murder on the spot.” 

Of course I felt a sense of danger then, 
but the vastness of the library 
and the whispering of words 
between book covers silenced my fears, 
as did the Hazelnut coffee at the little cafe 
on the first floor where I sat to begin reading 
a new book of poems by Gerald Locklin (R.I.P.) 
far into the afternoon. 

Once, some guy ran at me 
and pushed me down while I was waiting 
for the 316 bus at 5:30 p.m. 
That was pretty dangerous and I was scared 
for a minute until a woman helped me up 
and offered me a 
Dulces Vero Mango Paletas Sabor Fresa Con Chili 
sucker–—strawberry flavored—
which moved danger far to one side, 
as she & I got on the bus together. 

—and then there was the time—
—and then there was the time—

Los Angeles is a city of granite and gloss, 
hard walls, hard buildings, and hard feelings—
but a city alive, a city wrapped in flaws and fancy— 
a city curated, aggressive—
a city just dangerous enough 
for a woman to love.

* * * * * *
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Timothy Vilgiate

Rivers of the Mind
[A Novel]

“Purify the colors, purify my mind
Spread the ashes of the colors

over this earth of mine”
—Arcade Fire, “Neighborhood #1 (Tunnels),” 2004.

Chapter 25:
Outside

    
i. John & Sapphire

	 The ocean of dreams stretched on for miles, filled with pale images of the 
real world underneath. I looked between my feet to see alarms sounding throughout 
the base below, as soldiers wound their way through the hallways. I found my physi-
cal body frozen next to a pair of confused and panicked ghosts frantically searching 
through Dr. Whitebalm’s kitchen and living room. 
	 Carefully, I floated downwards. The part of the facility where the ghosts 
had been hiding was right underneath a local Arby’s, so I awkwardly slid between a 
woman filling up an extra large soda and a young couple kissing next to the trash can. 
From there, it was almost a mile of bedrock, sewer systems, and power cables to Dr. 
Whitebalm’s private room. 
	 I reached out for my own body, and felt my skin stretch to pool with the 
frozen features of my double until we became one. The feeling of muted, ghostly tan-
gibility returned to my hands and arms. Control over my memories, and the memories 
of the other ghosts, passed from the Fisherman to Ryan. Reality almost imperceptibly 
shifted. Ryan drafted a new, parasitic timeline within the one that surrounded that 
which existed inside of the Fisherman’s mind. 
	 The paradox formed by his death means that the Fisherman will, sooner or later, 
return, but for now, we are safe, so long as my physical body is asleep. When I awake, the 
Fisherman will be released from my mind, and we will wait as a temporal Trojan Horse, 
essentially invaders, living in a unique dead spot crafted by Ryan’s dream harpoon.
 	 Sapphire jumps when she notices that I’ve come unfrozen. “He’s back!” she 
shouts. 
	 I turn to face her. Her trembling eyes are wracked with existential dread. She just 
saw on Dr. Whitebalm’s calendar that it is 2017. That means she’s been dead for almost fifty 
years. She would be seventy-four now, if she’d made it out alive. Her parents have probably 

died, her friends have probably all but forgotten her and, worst of all, she will never escape 
this place. She will never get to see the sun again, or those long, beautiful stretches of desert 
and mountains that she remembers. She will never get to hear music. She is trapped here 
until she finally dissipates from reality. 
	 I want to reassure her, but there are no reassurances. At least I can return to my 
body someday. She has truly lost hers; her feelings are no overreaction, but the simplest pos-
sible statement of our reality. I don’t know what to tell her. I don’t know how to comfort 
her soul in the weight of this revelation. I’ve never spoken to a ghost.
	 “Are you OK?” she asks me. Her question catches me off guard. Am I OK? 
Shouldn’t I be asking her? Don’t I look like I am OK? She imagines that I’ve had the same 
revelation, that I’d died fifty years before, that I am going through everything she is. But 
I’m not. 
	 I walk closer to her, passing through Dr. Whitebalm’s dining room table to come 
to her side. I know what I have to do, but everything about it seems wrong. I want to help 
her. Her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, her wants, everything flashes through my 
mind as I look into her eyes, and I can’t stop thinking that once this is all over, I’ll have to 
leave her to be a ghost. 
	 “John?” she asks. “Are you OK?”
	 “Listen. I’m not a ghost,” I say. “So I can’t say I understand how you’re 
feeling, any of it. But—” I run out of words. What can I say to someone who has suffered 
this much, who has glimpsed so much inhumanity? 
	 “A r e  y o u  a  d e m o n ? ”  s h e  a s k s .  “ N o t  t o  b e  w e i r d 
o r  a n y t h i n g  b u t ,  h e l l ,  m a n ,  a r e  y o u ?  I s  t h i s  h e l l ? ” 
    	 “No, no. I’m . . . I’m still alive.”
	 “So you’re like, a psychic or something?”
	 “No. I mean, yeah. I guess.”
    	 “What do you want from us?”
	 “I need your help . . . Ryan . . . Ryan is . . . he’s a . . . uhm . . . psychic 
too. About ten years ago, he tried to get high off of Datura. You know . . . uhm . . 
. it’s like . . .” I try to look through her memories of the experiments to which she’d been 
subjected. “That drug they gave you that made your mouth get all dry and made 
you forget everything. And he ended up getting detached from time, because of an 
opening in the universe. He’s . . . taken over my mind now. 
	 “I guess I should clarify. I took acid in this field, like a week ago. A week 
and a half. And the government—they don’t use this place for mind control now, by 
the way, just for space stuff—they had torn a hole in the universe with a wormhole 
machine, so I had the same thing happen to me, only I can read minds and pull 
people into my head. Which Ryan wanted to steal to make himself into a god. Right 
now, there’s another version of Ryan, though, who helped break us free of the Evil 
Ryan.”
	 Sapphire tries to piece together what I’m saying and to discern whether or not it 
can be trusted. She studies my face. I look like I might be alright, she guesses. But so did the 
guy who’d brought her here. She doesn’t trust men, never has. I seem different, but plenty 
of people had seemed different to her. And what I said sounds bizarre enough for her to 
wonder if this is all part of some experiment. 
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	 “So what do you want us to do?” she spits. 
	 “I need you to help me. In about twelve hours, he’s going to come back, and 
he’s going to expect us to have forgotten everything that happened before. But the 
Good Ryan is going to keep us from forgetting. We have to keep the Evil Ryan—he’s 
called the Fisherman—from hurting Meagan. That girl. He was trying to turn us 
against her since she’s the only one who can kill him.”
	 “And you trust this, what, this Good Ryan? Look, John—if that is your 
name—no! I’m not going along with any of your shit. I don’t know what the fuck is 
going on, but I don’t believe a damn word you say. And if you can read my mind, 
like you say, then you know I have some good fucking reasons not to believe you. 
You can stop your simulation, you fuckers! You’re not fooling anyone!”
	 She slams her hand against the table, scattering various papers, coffee cups, and 
candles from its surface onto the floor, and then kicks one of the chairs, before turning away 
to continue yelling at the unseen government monitors. Before she can, I grab her by the 
arm. She tries to pull back, but instead I quickly force my consciousness over hers. 
	 She shuts her eyes. Piece by piece, I show her my life: my home in Sacramento, 
memories of rock-hounding as a little kid, my first years of college, the time I worked as 
an intern at a research station by a volcano, going to the oil fields and running away from 
them, selling crystals, and arriving here in Texas. 
	 I show her my meeting with Meagan, the fight with the Mushrooms in the field, 
my efforts to help Gerry, and the hole that the Mushrooms tore into the universe. I show 
her what Ryan did to me, and then show her my escape into the real world. 
	 Stupefied, she opens her eyes and fumbles for words. She wants to apologize, but 
doesn’t know how. She doesn’t know how to speak to me—she’s never spoken to an LSD 
psychic (although she had been forced to play one in a sadistic government experiment). As 
much as she wants to apologize, she doesn’t understand—she doesn’t understand me, or the 
future that I live in, or the things that I have seen. 
	 Meekly, she comes closer, and gives me a hug, trying to comfort me. A reasonable 
reaction, I guess, to learning about someone’s experience of decades of imprisonment in a 
psychic prison. I would have been a flower child if I’d been alive back in her time, she 
knows. She can imagine sharing a joint with me in the back of her friend’s van, driving 
through Arizona, or dropping acid out in the National Forest around a campfire with me. 
She wishes she could have known me before she died, and she wishes she had been kinder 
to me, now that she can see what I’ve been through. 
	 “How long do we have until he comes back?”
	 “Twelve hours. So until sunrise.”
	 “And what do we do when he does?”
	 “When he comes back, we have to go along with what he says until the 
Good Ryan gives us the signal to turn against him. He can’t hurt us as long as the 
Good Ryan is there to protect us.”
	 “And until then, we just . . . ”
	 “We have all night to . . . watch after Meagan, I guess. Or get ready. I don’t 
know. We can see how beer tastes in this timeline, or maybe steal some cake from 
the kitchen. Honestly, no idea. He just said to follow his instructions, so that’s all 
I know.”

	 She ponders it for a moment, looking sentimentally over at Carlos, and around 
at the old, decaying base. Somehow, the fact that the base no longer serves the purpose it 
had served during her time gives her a weak sense of closure. 
	 But it is only a half-freedom. She wants to see the forest. The stars. The moon. 
“Can we go outside?” she asks. I gulp, since I know that as much as I should say no, I 
will feel terrible if I tell her that. 
	 “Of course,” I say, turning to Carlos to invite him along. He doesn’t speak 
English, so I send him an image of the moon. 
	 “Usted es de la luna?” he mumbles, aghast. 
	 I don’t know quite what he said. I get the impression that he thinks I am from the 
moon. “No,” I say, “we are going outside.” I try to project the image into his thoughts. 
Somewhat confused, but not knowing exactly how to ask me to clarify, he reluctantly follows 
Sapphire and me up through the ceiling.

ii. Platanos? Que? No me diga 

	 The three of us make our way away from Dr. Whitebalm’s room, towards the front 
entrance of the facility. I freely gaze into the minds of those below in order to learn more 
about the place we are flying over. The Horizon Deep Space Exploration Lab is colossal, 
with thousands of square feet of different hallways, with five levels of office and laboratory 
space. 
	 The first level of it was built in the 1940s. Later, in the 1950s, the area north 
of San Antonio became home to a number of bases for the development of secret technolo-
gies, processing of Soviet intelligence, and covert detention of spies. When the CIA began 
its MK-Ultra program, which experimented with LSD and other drugs in order to unlock 
secret potentials of the human brain, to develop enhanced interrogation techniques, and to 
control minds, the lab expanded and merged with several others. 
	 A scientist named Ray Treichler oversaw a long list of projects—numbers 136, 
145, 146, and 172 come to the minds of the people below most often. Most of the records 
of the experiments Sapphire had taken part in had been destroyed, living on only in the 
minds of ghosts. A steady flow of migrants, homeless, and hippies provided the lab with a 
large population of human subjects. 
	 The lab was left in decay for a decade after the Cold War, until an incident in 
2006 led to increased governmental interest in developing Deep Space technologies, and 
in renovating parts of the lab. The first experiments at this time were dedicated to repli-
cating reverse engineered technology from alien wreckage, which were tested in the desert 
southwest near Colorado, but these were not especially fruitful. Dr. Whitebalm was hired 
as a consultant and, later, as Chief Scientist in 2014. Today, it employs 2,500 people, with 
secret entrances spread out over four different towns.
	 Eventually we come to the entrance near the water treatment center, which is so 
concealed as to be entirely invisible from above. All that we see as we draw near are a pair 
of railroad tracks that incline sharply upwards, illuminated barely by the light of the moon. 
	 Sapphire’s heart sings as she catches just a glimpse of moonlight, her face feeling 
the open air for the first time in half a century. Her stomach trembles, as memories buried 
in deep wounds warn her that it is all a trap, that it is still 1967, that this is just another 
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experiment. She shuts her eyes and pulls herself from these fears. 	
	 Meanwhile, Carlos’ stomach sinks into a pit. He dreams of running home to 
Mexico, and seeing what has become of his hometown, if things have gotten any better, if 
any of his brothers or his sisters are still alive. He imagines that, the moment he sees the 
sky, he will fly up into it, and rise over miles upon miles of desert as an invincible spirit, 
never to return to this awful place again. 
	 I don’t know how to tell him that we will all be forced back into the same place 
once the timeline reseals, but the only time I’ve ever spoken Spanish was when my cousin 
Andre told me to say something to this girl I had a crush on in elementary school, and she 
ended up knocking out two of my teeth. 
	 And, as my Spanish time travel vocabulary is very limited, I decide I will let him 
be. Both of them. I’ll let them enjoy whatever there is out there, and then, when the time 
comes, we will return to our bodies, and help Meagan kill the Fisherman. Then, I suppose, 
I can set them free.
 	 As she emerges from the end of the tunnel, Sapphire dashes up the hill and into 
the open air, letting out a joyous shout that echoes across the hills. I follow her, lackadaisi-
cally. Carlos trails behind, eyeing the tall electric fences, and wondering if I’ll try to stop 
him from running away. His hair stands on end as the moonlight shines down on him, the 
night sky filling him with wonder. He is free. 
	 “You can fly away tomorrow, when we’ve killed Ryan, and we’re safe,” I 
try to say. 
	 He looks at me, puzzled by the strange words appearing in his head. I show him 
a picture of what he was contemplating, and say, softly, “Not now. Manana.” 
	 “Platanos? Que? No me diga . . . ” Vaguely comprehending, he grimaces and 
nods, turning to walk in private through the field. 

iii. Into the Forest

	 Sapphire, who has been staring at a tree, looks over at me. “It’s so beautiful 
out here.”
	 The moonlight paints her eyes into gemstones, and casts the crisscrossing shadows 
of pine needles over her skin. She smiles, her teeth glowing with an unearthly sheen. The 
forest seems to breathe with life—even more so to us ghosts.
	 “I know. It’s real nice out here.”
	 “You camped out here?”
	 “Down the hill a little bit, yeah. Someone said that I might see aliens.”
	 “Far out, man. I probably would’ve done the same thing if I didn’t know 
the kind of shit they do to people here.”
	 She runs her hands over the tree bark, studying its tiny, winding canyons, and 
the sap that drips down along their surface.
	 “What ended up happening with Vietnam?”
	 “Nixon ended up pulling us out.”
	 “Really? Was he like . . . the President?”
	 “Yeah.”
	 “I thought he would have given up after losing to Kennedy.”

	 I don’t really know that much about it, or what to say. She moves along.
	 “How about segregation? Like, what ever happened with the civil rights 
stuff?”
	 “Yeah. I mean, well, segregation’s over for the most part.”
	 “For the most part?”
	 “They ended segregation and the white people all moved to gated com-
munities in the desert basically, so it’s like the same thing.”
	 “I remember hearing something like that. Just so you know, I mean, I know 
you can read my mind, but I was totally down with all that civil rights and stuff. I 
had lots of colored friends back in California. How about the Russians? Did they 
ever attack us, or . . . ?”
	 “No, no. They ended up losing the whole Cold War thing.”	
	 “That’s crazy, man. How did they lose?”
	 “I’m kind of fuzzy on the details, but I think Ronald Reagan managed to 
like . . . uhm . . . outspend them? Or that’s what my grandpa says.”
	 She gulps when I say that word. She liked me, but she can’t help but remember 
she is at least forty-five years older than me in real time. She’d learned to hate old people, 
when she was a teenager, for being so out of touch and backwards. Now she feels like she 
is the backwards one.
	 “Oh, huh, Ronald Reagan. He was the governor, right? The one who banned 
LSD? Right. Well, anyway, I guess I should ask you, like, uhm . . . what do the kids 
like to do in 2017?”
	 “Well. We got this really cool, uhm . . . thing called the inter-
ne t .  You  can  g e t  in for mat ion  about  any th ing  you  want  any 
time of day, and talk to people from halfway across the world like 
 . . . instantly, using uhm . . . satellites. Like Sputnik, but bigger. So a lot of folks 
like to, uhm . . . play games online. Or chat with their friends. But I don’t know, it 
depends. Some people go to music festivals, some people like to read, stuff like that.”
	 “What kind of music do they listen to?”
	 Rather than trying to explain, I show her one of the music festivals I’d been to, 
where a DJ was playing a dubstep remix of a Beatles song, which I thought she might have 
heard in her time. She looks confused, so I try another one, my friend from Philadelphia’s 
band. She thinks it sounds like the Beach Boys, but weirder. Like, weirder-than-Pet Sounds-
weirder. The future is a strange place.
	 “What about like . . . you know, folk songs? Like ‘Hey, Mr. Tambourine 
Man, play a song for me . . .’  You know that one?”
	 “Yeah, it’s the one that’s like, ‘It’s not . . . doo-doo, and I don’t got no place 
dun-da-dun-dun-dun.’”
    	 “‘I’m not sleepy and there ain’t no place I’m going to.’”
	 “Yeah! I’ve heard it. I just didn’t know the words.”
	 “So they still listen to Dylan, that’s cool.”
	 “Well, yeah. He’s, like, classic. No offense.”
	 “What about the Monkees? They don’t listen to the Monkees, do they?”
	 “I haven’t heard of them, actually.”
	 “Good. Fuck the Monkees. Fucking corporate trash.”
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	 “What did you guys do when you were on the road back in ’65?”
	 “Oh, like, you know. We’d all smoke a few joints and jam out whenever 
we could. Or if we could score some acid, we’d trip. And like, all of the others were 
really into the whole free love thing, and like, we all really liked . . . I guess expand-
ing our minds and trying to be spiritual. Ben was the oldest and he wrote poetry. 
His lover Willow would knit. I’d make little sculptures. And then Moonbeam and 
Jimmy liked to draw.”
	 “How’d you meet them?”
	 “Just like, I mean, I knew Willow and she introduced me to Ben, and 
he had this idea that we’d all pitch in for a van and go around the country like 
the Merry Pranksters. We picked up Moonbeam on the way to San Francisco and 
she met Jimmy somewhere in Ashbury and, like . . . they were soul-mates. Instant 
soul-mates. Seriously.”
	 Sapphire and I wander deeper into the forest, until we come to Blackberry Creek, 
which bubbles out of a spring in the hillside. I tell her about the geology of the area, and 
the way that the spring would have formed, as she teaches me more about the sixties, and 
life on the road with her friends. Before we know it, both of us have forgotten we are ghosts 
from different years. Both of us have forgotten our suffering, if only for a while, and have 
become lost in conversation. 
	 Before long, the sun starts to peek over the horizon. It casts an omnipresent blue 
over the forest, and brings the birds out to sing. As the two of us gaze into the woods, an 
uneasiness settles into our limbs. What if this is all another one of Ryan’s tricks? I wonder. 
	 What if this is all another experiment? she thinks. 
	 A faint smile spreads across her face, and she chuckles, starting to tell me a story, 
almost whispering it to herself: “The worst trip I had before I came to this place was in 
Oregon. We were camped out in the woods, and I decided to take four tabs instead 
of two. It started out fine, until . . . I don’t remember why, but I . . . I forgot what 
my face looked like. And I wanted to go find out what it looked like. 
	 “So I went to this little creek, just like this one, and I sat down, and my 
face looked totally different. I started freaking out, and I went back to the camp-
site and I asked Jimmy, ‘Hey, what does my face look like to you?’ And he tried to 
describe it but, like, Moonbeam had this idea that she and Jimmy would just draw 
my face together.
	 “Well, they both were on acid also, so one of them drew me 
a s  th i s  k ind  o f  l ike  .  .  .  demon- looking  th ing ,  and  the  o th -
er drew me as this weird-looking fairy. And I freaked out, and I like 
 . . . insisted that I get into the car to get a mirror, but they wouldn’t let me, because 
they said I was ruining everyone’s vibe, and I needed to chill. 
	 “So I sat in the tent for at least eight hours, freaking out about my face, 
before I had this vision, of like . . . of like, a jewel, in the sky, folding in on itself, 
filled with all these different animals, and castles, and buildings. And it was me. 
	 “And I told myself that I had all this wonder inside of myself that I could 
let out into the world, that I might look different to different people, but it didn’t 
really matter, because they didn’t really get it. You know? And someday, someone 
would. I was lucky I talked myself out of it, but it was honestly so horrible when 

it happened. And, then, I mean, I died at 24 and never got to do . . . you know. 
Fucking anything. And that trip was peanuts compared to what I went through 
here. It just . . . ” She isn’t sure why she is talking about it.	
	 I say, “My worst trip before this was in high school. My friend, he was re-
ally stupid, I think he’s in jail now, or something. Well, my friend, he read on the 
internet that you could get high off of cough syrup, so we went store to store to buy 
some. And we figured it would be pretty stupid and lame, ’cause, you know, it was 
cough syrup. So we just really thought we had to take a lot to actually do anything. 
An hour in, I started seeing double, and everyone’s voices sounded like they were 
faster than their mouths, if that makes sense. The world started flickering, and 
when I sat down, I felt like I’d melted into the couch. 
	 “I was convinced I’d overdosed and I was going to die. My friend said that 
if I smoked weed, I would feel better. After that point, I don’t remember anything, 
just thinking I’d died and gone to hell for hours and hours until I woke up, maybe 
around 2 a.m., and I was still tripping. 
	 “I walked outside, into the road, and everything looked like it was curving. 
It was in a suburb, so all the houses were just . . . repeating, and I felt like I was 
in a neverending loop. Eventually, I came to a park, and I threw up in a trashcan, 
and my friend’s big brother came to pick me up. Every time I look at cough syrup 
now, I feel like I’m going to throw up.”
	 She smirks, on the verge of laughing, but not quite relaxed enough to do so. The 
two of us look out to the horizon, where traces of orange light make their way through the 
blue, surrounding us in sunlight that makes our faces barely visible. 
	 “Should we go inside?” she asks.
	 “I don’t think we need to.”
	 “Good. Let’s just wait.”
	 The two of us join hands, our fingers first barely touching, and then wrapping 
around one another. The sunrise pours savory and rosy light over the earth. Any minute 
now. 
	 “John,” Sapphire interrupts, her hand starting to shiver.
	 “What?”
	 “We might die after this. I mean, we might . . . really die. Right?”
	 I gulp, too afraid to answer honestly. 
	 “If . . . if I die, can you do something for me?”
	 “What is it?”
	 “I never got a funeral. I . . . I don’t know where my body is. They probably 
burnt it or something. I don’t know, I just—I want you to give me one. If that’s OK. 
Go out into the desert, plant me a flower, and sing me a song. ‘Mr. Tambourine 
Man,’ I guess. Although . . . well, that one might not be good. But something pretty. 
I don’t care what. You can even sing me one of your dubsteps. I mean . . . all my 
friends are probably dead, right? Or senile. Or they don’t even remember me. No 
one probably ever bothered to look for me, or give me a funeral or anything. You’re 
the first friend I’ve had since I died, and—” She starts to choke on her words, her eyes 
visibly glassing over with tears.
	 “I will.”
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	 She holds onto my hand tighter. “Thanks.”
	 “And . . . if I die, my rock collection is buried up in Bismarck, North 
Dakota, thirty paces downhill from the apartment complex on Chestnut. If you 
can tell them, somehow, I don’t know how, to bury me there with my crystals.”
	 “Of course.”
	 “Thank y—”
	 Before I can finish my sentence, everything freezes still. A bird hangs in the air, its 
wings back in preparation for landing—the stream turns to ice—our hearts cease to beat. 
A sinister aura overtakes the world, as the hills burst forth with a ghostly roar. We have 
lost—no voice in my head needs to tell me so. Devastated, I watch Sapphire’s face crumble 
inwards like a tiny clay vessel, as my vision fades to black.

* * * * * *

Raymond Soulard, Jr.

Many Musics
Twelfth Series

“I tell you, there are more worlds,
and more doors to them,

than you will think of in many years!”
― George MacDonald, Lilith, 1895.

xxiv. Their Arrival

“Let the beauty we love be what we do.
There are hundreds of ways to kneel & kiss the ground.”
—Rumi

i. Prelude

Things change, they don’t undo—
 but what afar can near again—
find new songs from ashes of green & gold—
 Departure & arrival two legs of the same trouser—

Many musics, one long, near unending, song.

ii. Clover-dale

The Lavender Trace leads me to a wooden room.
 Walls solid of bookcases. Ceiling of skittering stars.
An oldness to this place, a vast greediness of ages.
 The dim air bothers by me moving through it.
Nothing expected of me not already countless better
 offered before. Near to leaving but . . . a movement.

In one obscure corner of the too-many here,
 a ragged figure sits, soft armchair of cracks & dust.
I slowly approach, & see he cradles in grasp
 a strange pot, & grows from it a long green plant, tendril-y,
draping. And upon this beautiful plant is a 
 very large Caterpillar, with the most delicate features.
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Forgetting this unwelcoming olden place, even too
 the ragged figure holding the strange pot,
I lean in to study this Caterpillar close.
 With an ancient, sweet, almost-but-not-quite
people-folks’ face. Unperturbed by my studyings, & all,
 just steady crawling up & down, & around
  this beautiful green plant.

A voice knicks my deep awe. The ragged figure,
 smiling up at me. “Hello.”
“Hello,” I mimic speech.
“How are you?” Friendly, soft.

I try to think. “My friend is somewhere . . .
 back there.” Gesture to no wooden doorway
behind me. “I’m not sure how to find him.
 Or the rest of my friends.”

He nods, thinking, studying his own sweet little 
 friends a moment. His hair long & vaguely copper
under a dark woolen skull’s cap. His clothes darkened, too,
 & old with age. Yet strangely cared for, still,
as are his thick boots. Raises a finger to me. Wait.

Roots around in several of his countless pockets
 until he finds & extracts a scrap of paper.
Appears greenish in this half-willing light.
 A writing implement too, scratches a few words
upon it. Hands it up to me with kindliest smile.

Words upon it read:
“Evolution. Synthesis. Ferment.”

Curious, no why, I turn it over & see a map.
 “To the Manse,” it reads.

And then something.
And then something.
And then something more.
Not in that room anymore.

iii. Their Departure

Now I’m back in the corridor with Gate-Keeper, like all that
 lost time not lost. We are following the Trace close,
in chase, as she also chases, a wee twittering

 thing. Both only in view through his Tripod Camera’s
lens, so I clutch on his bony shoulder &
 ragged pockets close as we near gallop to pursue.

But we lose track. Too many corridor turns to keep up.
 We slow in defeat, both feeling how exit was near.
Then I finger anew & remember the Mossy scrap
 in my pocket. And the way now clears, easily.

I direct us, breathless, through countless turns,
 following sure a way I could not know down
featureless corridors. “There they are!”
 Gate-Keeper cries too loudly. I feel wild about it all
 too, for there is daylight ahead of them.
  I am saying “thank you” to them just as
Gate-Keeper & I are now tumbling up
 through the exit to whatever will catch us beyond.

But then I lose him.
Then I lose all.
And then something.
And then something more.

iv. Remember a Last Thing

The swaying of a boat, far out upon
 the Wide Wide Sea. Here? How?

Quarters below deck of . . . our ship?
The very ship my Brothers & I sailed by
 all those years, in our chase toward
  the Island of the Tangled Gate?

And before me, abed, dear stars ablaze,
 tis my King.

He looks at me, sadly, past me, sadder still,
 somewhere else even, his deep blue eyes
both very here, & very gone.

My mind claws itself violently to know again
 this moment. Remember it.

He talks, like each word disassembles him a piece more.
“We Wobbled away, dear Brother, & further
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 still to come.”

Pauses like he will never speak again.
 Speaks. “We’ll Wobble back together again.”

Though he lays before me, just us two
 on this sturdy, sad boat, bereft of our
other Brothers, tis like we are already parted,
 far parted.

The boat rocks, waves toss, winds blow,
 stronger & lesser. He seems to retreat to sleep,
& I return to my steerings. Hardly gone a few minutes,
 yet it feels like twice ever has passed.
Already I begin to forget this moment.
 Forget that obscure promise of his.

And then something & something & something more.

v. Half Moon Bridge

The Bridge ahead is tall, steep, nothing on
 this Beach beyond its view. Yes, this is 
Abe’s Beach of Many Worlds, we’re arrived
 at last. Our boots trodding its heavy, musical sand.

We hurry, we slow, neither matters as it oncomes 
 by its own will. Neither of us is pressed to talk,
but we do. Am I really here?

“We’re close, Roddy. Do you feel it?”
“I do. Not sure why, but yes.”
“Your Brothers. You feel them near?”
“Yes, I do.”
“They call this liminal, this kind of moment.”
“I’m glad we came this far together.”

He pauses. We’re arrived the bloom-covered bridge,
 its braided crossed rungs. Looks me quiet & true.

“We are bound now, aren’t we?”
“Yes. And the help I pledged you. Yes, & always.”

The climb is slow, the rungs creak thoughtfully
 on their wooden frame. I think of the many

Bridges I’ve known in the White Woods. Far from
 this mysterious sand, that whoosh-whooshing Sea,
those strange heavy banks of clouds up there.

Can I bring my Brothers to those many places
 I long ago told them about?
Can I return to that city I walked away from,
 ask a peace with it I did not know I yearned?

Will we Brothers stay together ever on this time?
Will my King forgive me?  

Now arrived the apex of the Bridge, & hardly behold
 more fully the Beach of Many Worlds when,
 as we help each other to stand up, we sense
 something powerful approaching from the direction we came.
We look at each other, & crouch low again.

Stronger & stronger, compelling us lie flat atop
 this Bridge, holding hands, while a powerful wave
rolls over us, & over us again, & still a third time.

I get a feeling, something more? & raise my head,
 & look down the Beach as far as I can see.
And it looks like those waves, Wobbles? have closed the 
 distances, cleared them some away.

There is a campsite & surely that great Creature
 is Abe the Ancient Sea Turtle! His kind eyes
nodding me to look on! look on!

I do & the distances draw me to a man
 seated in a strange little vehicle, like a kind
 of boat on wheels? And I see what I’ve not seen
for so long, those eyes, those deep blue eyes
 of you, my King.

I remember your promise. This far moment
 from that one. These clasp as our eyes clasp,
as our hearts clasp anew.  I remember now, my King.

Everything between us falls away.
All that kept us apart, falls away.
As the Wobble diminishes, I remember.
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I sit up.
“We have to go now. We have to get to him soon.”

vi. Their Arrival

We climb down off the Half Moon Bridge,
 & set off toward Abe’s campsite, & my King.
But hurry as we might on this heavy colorful
 sand, we do not near them soon as 
seems we ought.

And the skies above grow dark. And darker.
 And darker still.

Gate-Keeper now close to my side, &
 he shares hold of his Tripod Camera
with me, as the darkness engulfs our
 very sight of each other. Our voices fail us too,
coming out garbled & warped. We together
 grasp the Tripod Camera, & stumble on.

Now sounds around us! Voices? Now we are
 grasped, sure & warmly. Are these my Brothers?

We are urged to sit down on the sand, with these
 others close to us. I then feel Gate-Keeper
 raising his Tripod Camera enough to look
 through its lens, wonder why in this dark.
I feel his hand cranking & cranking its handle.

Now he pulls me even closer to look through
 the lens, as he cranks & cranks.

I gather my mind to this. Clear all away,
 like that Wobble had. And now I see
faces through the lens as Gate-Keeper
 pans it along.

Asoyadonna.
Francisco.
Odom.
Dreamwalker.

My King.

vii. Coda

We’ll find it where we lost it in the Cave
 of the Beast. Find us, whatever form we are now.
 Bond to it, however pain or pleasure.
 Continue deeper in, letting none of us
fall alone again.

But it begins with you & me, my King.
Chance & endurance led us to each other again.

Now we unbank this debt.
Now we save the Many Worlds.

* * * * * *
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Jimmy Heffernan
Books and Bushmills
for Martina Reisz Newberry

Screaming across the firmament 
Only ever transforming
We drop the past
And greet the future
Continually

Nerves raw
Jangled, loathing
The man jumps up, says
“I got the fear!”
And runs out
We would laugh
If we weren’t so addled ourselves

But getting to brass tacks
It doesn’t have to be so intense
We can make fire
And do so, in the hearth
Pour fine whiskey over
A most wonderful invention:
Ice that comes out of a dispenser 

At which point
We may enter
The infinite
That is, the extant lexicon
And transport ourselves
To Jupiter, Cygnus 7, or Cleveland
For an indeterminate, blissful timespan
That only expires when narratives end

At which point 
We may re-enter
The infinite
All over again

* * * * * * 

Louis Staeble
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Algernon Beagle

Bags End Book #21:
What is the Creature Carnival?

Hello Sampler readers,

	 Mah name is Algernon Beagle & I am the editor guy 
for Bags End News. Bags End News is a newspaper about mah 
homeland, a fantasyland called Bags End.
	 From the outside, Bags End looks like 3 brown-colored 
laundry bags piled up on a little chair in the corner of our 
friend Miss Chris’s bedroom in Connecticut. And there is one 
newer Red Bag near them. Miss Chris is 5 years old & has a 
toy tall boy brother named Ramie, who is 17.
	 Inside, Bags End is sort of like an apartment building 
of levels but, cuz it is a fantasyland, nobody knows about 
its top or bottom. Most levels look like regular hallways, 
with doors to rooms & other places running up & down their 
lengths.
	 Each level is connected to the one above & the one below 
by ramps that are good for folks with legs & others without. 
Strangely, the other end of each level ends in a sudden edge, 
so be warned, should you come to visit.
	 The Cenacle editor guy, who is a cousin to my friend 
& Miss Chris’s brother Ramie, invited me to share some of the 
stories from mah newspaper, now & again. He also helped with 
the typing & some of the spellings, to make this book present-
able here. I love English but I still don’t spell it too great.
	 Anyway, I hope you enjoy these stories from Bags End, 
a place near & dear to mah heartbone.

* * * * * *
	

Creature Carnival in Bags End?

	 It’s funny how sometimes a story can have a sort of 
strange trick inside of it. Nothing mean, but then it’s dif-
ferent afterwards.
	 You see, Dear Readers, I had thoughted from when the 
strange Creature Carnival poster had arrived to mah comfy 

armchair on Milne’s Porch, in its glowing & hmmming envelope, 
that I had to find mah way to get there, wherever there was. 
And along the way to get mah friend CC from the Creature 
Common there too.
	 4or I had traveled to the Creature Common more than 
once & picked up CC as a traveling companion & sort-of Crea-
ture advisor. Unlike everyone else in the Common, he doesn’t 
live in the Carnival too. I guess that his pretty lady friend 
Miss Kassi doesn’t live there either, but she didn’t have the 
itch to travel this time.
	 But what happened to me & CC when we finally traveled 
our way to the Creature Carnival was that we only found X 
the Carnival Master, & he explained that the Carnival was 
coming to us in Bags End.
	 And so here we were, then, back in Bags End, me & CC 
following his fellow Commonards X & Jumping Jacoby from 
mah Milne’s Porch, into mah bedroom, & then following along 
behind mah highly dubious Bumping brother called Alexander 
Puppy.
	 While on the one paw, I was very excited that the Crea-
ture Carnival was arrived to Bags End, I guess I was worried 
whether mah brawling homeland folks would behave or not.
	 Well, I guessed I would see soon enough because Alex 
brung us right straight to Sheila Bunny’s Throne Room. I 
wondered if that was the first place on her tour 4or them of 
Bags End. Probably.
	 Now I am not the most deeply imagining guy around, so 
I could not begin to wonder what we would find. But a deep 
breath, & a nod, & push through the door with the crown pic-
ture on it.
	 First of all, there was a weird sort of map to see. Maps 
are usually flat pieces of paper you look at on the floor or 
on a table. Simple, right?
	 No, not this one at all. It sort of floated in the air, 
like a Blondy, & it looked like it showed a bunch of places, 
but you saw the one that you were facing.
	 And the room was full of big guys & fellas, all the 
important ones too.
	 Sheila Bunny, of course, & she was ignoring me from 
the moment she saw X & CC & Jacoby.
	 But also Princess Crissy of Imagianna, who very much 
didn’t ignore me with her friendly-4or-all-including-me 
smile.
	 I pointed to the Pine Cone Necklace around mah neck, 
her & Lori Bunny’s gift to me 4or recording stories & inter-
views & stuff.
	 “Do you like it?” she asked, though too shy 4or her & 
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me.
	  With so many here, I decided not to lecture her on 
shyness with dear friends. So I nodded & said, “It’s really 
good, Crissy. I like it a lot.” She smiled like a local happy 
star.
	 Just then Lori Bunny herself came up to me & I remem-
bered the reporter’s fedorah on mah head.
	 She started explaining the weird map even be4ore I 
could ask. In truth, she was who tolded me it was a map.
	 “It shows all of our local Neighbors. Bags End, Ima-
gianna, the White Woods, Dreamland, the Bunny Pillow Farm, 
& the Creature Common. You rotate it with your paw to see 
each one,” Lori explained as she adjusted her little smartguy 
spectacles.
	 Hmm. That’s when I noticed Betsy Bunny Pillow & that 
tricky-but-OK guy Benny Big Dreams. Like I said, lotta big 
guys here.
	 So I thinked my question best I could. “But why, Lori? 
Why all this?” I asked. 
	 “Because, Beagle,” said Sheila, both annoyed & explain-
ing, “I convinced X that we want to share the Carnival with 
all of our local Neighbors.”
	 X nodded, smiling. He is a nicely scarved white-furred 
Bear Creature, with a handsome black hat too. He said, “And 
Princess Crissy made us all this map so we could plan it out 
together.”	
	 Crissy smiled, tricky & pleased. I could see how she 
could come up with this strange & wonderful idear.
	 “OK, then. How do we do all the Neighbors?” I asked. “1 
at a time?”
	 “That’s what we were still deciding, Algernon,” Crissy 
said, still smiling.
	 I looked at X, who had his paw on his chin like he had a 
good thought making itself right now. A familiar move among 
his Creature folks.
	 “What is it, X?” whisper-asked Betsy Bunny Pillow, 
who had been quiet until now. I think she respects Creatures 
because Dorris is one of them, & her Partner Pillows, & they 
are important Pillows, I guess.
	 X said, “We have an event that goes on in the White 
Woods every turn of the calendar. 2 really. The Rutabaga 
Festival & Fleastock.”
	 What was strange, Dear Readers, was that when he said 
those words I sorta stumbled in mah mind over the word “Ru-
tabaga.”
	 It was like some kind of a very important word to me, 
but that I had 4orgotted all about. And was now sorta remem-

bering. But what did it mean? I thinked. Twice again. Then 
shooked mah head. Nothing.
	 “Algernon, are you OK?” asked Crissy, smiling her no-
fooling-smile at me.
	 I nodded because it would sound silly to be felled low 
by a strange word. Like fleeing a poster. Not even the likes 
of me would do it.
	 X talked more. “So our friends the Royal Thumbs were 
going to turn Fleastock this year into a class in how to make 
a Grand Production, like they do.”
	 Everyone nodded & was impressed by this. I agreed.
	 “And then they decided it would be a Grand Production 
about the Creature Carnival,” he said some more.
	 More nods & general being impressed sounds. I agreed 
more!
	 “And now it turns out that this Grand Production will 
be done by all the local Neighbors!” said someones just arrived 
to this Throne Room.
	 Dressed in their royal crowns & capes, it was none 
other than those handsome Royal Thumbs!
	 Wow, Dear Readers!
	 Just wow . . .

* * * * * *
	

Building the Creature Carnival Grand Production!

	 From what your old beagleboy journalist pal Algernon 
Beagle has seen in his days, when you get a bunch of big guys 
in a room, mostly brawls will break out, & so little guys best 
be taking cover.
	 But guys from the Creature Common are not like that, 
& when they are around, nobody else is either.
	 It’s not that everyone else is bad or less or whatever, 
guys are what they are, but it’s more like Creatures sort of, 
um, inspire everyone to want to work together.
	 I have rited often about their Grand Productions, & 
everyone agrees they are the finest of fine entertainers.
	 Now the creators of those Grand Productions, the Royal 
Thumbs, had invited all of us Neighbors to join together in 
the making of their newest Grand Production about the Crea-
ture Carnival.
	 And it looked like all the big guys you could ask 4or 
were ready to help. Sheila Bunny’s Throne Room was chock 
full of Sheila, Princess Crissy of Imagianna, Betsy Bunny 
Pillow of, I guess mostly now, the Dream Pillow Farm, Benny 
Big Dreams that tricky oneironautical fellow of Dreamland, 
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& X & Jacoby & CC of Creature Common. That was 5 of the local 
Neighbors anyway.
	 “What about the, um, White Woods?” I asked, like I was 
just one of the rest & belonged here, full of talkings & ide-
ars.
	 Sheila disagreed. She pointed her paw at me like surely 
it was time 4or me to be going. I was ready to turn tail, be4ore 
having it turned 4or me, when Crissy said, “Wait, Algernon! 
Look on your nose!”
	 “Mah nozebone?” Since it’s long, I could see some of it.
	 I looked closer & closer, & could maybe see what looked 
like the tiniest little fellas ever!
	 “Those are Thought Fleas,” explained X nicely to me.
	 I tried not to panic. “Do they bite?” I remembered them 
a little from another Grand Production, but them suddenly 
on mah nozebone spooked me good.
	 “No!” said X, smiling me kindly. “We just call them that 
because they are tiny, & they can help with sad or troubling 
thoughts.”
	 “O,” I calmed.
	 “And they live in the White Woods,” he said more.
	 O. “OK,” I said, & then remembered mah alleged famous 
manners. “Hi, little Fleas. I am glad you don’t bite. And you 
are officially welcomed onto mah nozebone. I remember your 
per4orming talents well.”
	 These little guys seemed to wave at me in a nice way, 
& so I guessed I could be their safe conveyance through Bags 
End.
	 I took mah chances here, but nodded & talked on. “It’s 
a great idear to have all us Neighbors help with this, um, 
Fleastock? Wait! These little guys?”
	 Everyone nodded.
	 Hmm. I stumbled on with mah question. “Well, it’s just 
that each place is different from you Creatures & your many 
talents. Maybe we should find a way to create a Grand Pro-
duction like that?” I finished but felt like mah steam had 
long run out.
	 There was quiet 4or a minute. I figgered it was just to 
decide who wanted to mock me first & most, & I betted Sheila 
Bunny’s hometown mockings would win out.
	 But when she talked, it was instead to shock & say, 
“Yes, Beagle. Good idear.”
	 Then everyone talked, & no mock in any of it.
	 I just listened 4or awhile, because there was enough 
smart big guys here to figger this out good.
	 Soon they were all gathered around Crissy’s Floating 
Map of all of the local Neighbors. 

	 The Royal Thumbs then said the most important thing, 
though I still don’t know how they talk, being fingers & all.
	 “To make each Neighbor’s act in the Grand Production, 
we could travel from one to the next doing our teaching & 
getting their per4ormers ready & rehearsed.”
	 Everyone nodded & smiled & agreed on this.
	 “And perhaps Algernon Beagle can come with you to rite 
about it all?” asked X, & only because he is one of those nice 
Creature guys did I believe he wasn’t joking a whole lot.
	 “And so he can travel with the Thought Fleas who can 
help with the setting up work & getting everything ready?” 
asked Crissy, but I could not figger out how these words 
matched up to the tiny little crowds on mah nozebone.
	 But nobody else thinked this was nothing but a good 
idear.
	 “And they will also keep some Thought Fleas attending 
to the Rutabagas of course,” whispered Betsy Bunny Pillow, & 
I twice marveled at her knowing & caring about anyone but 
herself, & that strange word “Rutabaga” again.
	 “Algernon?” said Crissy, suddenly up close & smiling 
me.
	 I shook mah head clear, & a question popped out mah 
mouth promptly.
	 “I would be happy to travel with these nice little 
Thought Fleas, but I can’t talk to them. Can you big guys 
help?” I asked somewhat 4orlornly.
	 No need to 4orlorn though. Not with dear friend Crissy 
in the crowd.
	 “Well, it was Benny’s bright idear,” she said, & pointed 
to mah Pine Cone Necklace.
	 I almost 4orgot it was there.
	 “I like this Necklace a lot, but how can it help?” I 
asked.
	 “Well, now it’s a microphone that hears & tells even 
the little voices of the Thought Fleas,” Crissy said, full of 
her tricky smile magicks.
	 “Hello, Algernon Beagle! We are so happy to meet you 
up close, & work with you on the Fleastock Grand Production!” 
said what sounded like a whole passel of little voices close 
to mah face.
	 “O! Hi, little guys! Nice to meet you too!” I said friend-
ly.
	 So it seemed like it was settled. I tolded the Royal 
Thumbs & the tiny Thought Fleas that I had to get mahself 
ready 4or our trip to all of the Neighbors, & they should 
come to Milne’s Porch in a few days to get going.
	 Wow, what great things can sometimes happen when big 
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guys get together & cooperate!

* * * * * *
	

Traveling with the Royal Thumbs & Thought Fleas!

	 As much as I love mah native homeland called Bags 
End, & all of its nice & weird com4orts, I am lucky too as a 
beagleboy journalist to have good reason to travel to other 
places to get good stories 4or mah beloved newspaper.
	 And this time around, I was lucky to be traveling with 
new friends too. There was the Royal Thumbs, whose Grand 
Productions are famous both near & far. I noticed that they 
usually kept that nice CC guy nearby. He seemed to be agree-
able to serving their needs, like a sort of traveling servant.
	 The other friends were a group I had just met, called 
Thought Fleas, riding tiny & numberless on mah very own 
nozebone!
	 But not yet. Be4ore we began our Fleastock training 
tour of all of the local Neighbors, I asked 4or a little time 
to get ready.
	 I can’t say I knew what that meant really. I just wanted 
a little time to think mah own thoughts, apart from all the 
big guys.
	 So I come to mah favorite thinking-&-not-thinking-
sometimes-too place, which mah loyal Dear Readers will know 
is Milne’s Porch of course.
	 I sat a long time in mah comfy armchair. I tried some-
thing mah good friend & newspaper partner Lori Bunny tolded 
me about.
	 “When you’re trying to figger on something, Algernon,” 
she said, adjusting her smartguy spectacles, “try not think-
ing at first & see what happens.”
	 So I did, & I found out I am really good at not-thinking. 
I seemed to go on & on, not-thinking, till I panicked that I 
couldn’t stop.
	 Then I kind of took a few deep breaths, & relaxed. And 
again. Still not quite enough, so I tried something else. I 
began to hmmm like Creatures do.
	 This helped even more because it seems like hmmming is 
something other than either thinking or not-thinking. It’s 
like it clears the way ahead in your mind 4or whatever you 
want to do.
	 I hmmmd with mah cracked beagle voice 4or probably a 
very long time, until the way in mah mind opened up, & I saw 
what I had never quite see’d be4ore.
	 These Grand Productions are like mah newspaper! I know 

it seems strange, but let me explain.
	 The Royal Thumbs use their stories, & their per4ormers, 
& their stages, & maybe a little bit of press-digit-ation, to 
put on their Grand Productions.
	 Me & mah partner Lori Bunny tell stories in mah news-
paper, but use mah words to produce our issues.
	 With the Grand Production, you are sitting in your 
seat & watching. With mah newspaper, you are sitting in your 
seat & reading. Sort of like a same & different thing both.
	 I had rited about the Grand Productions a lot be4ore, 
but never about how they were made. I guess it was new & ex-
citing to do. But maybe I felt a little bit unsure of it all 
too.
	 Which is why, Dear Readers, I have brung back one of 
mah newspaper’s oldest & most beloved features.
	

* * * * * *
	

Interview with the Royal Thumbs!

I will say to begin that this interview took place in mah 
comfy armchair on Milne’s Porch. And the Thumbs’ servant CC 
was there, in case he was needed. The Thumbs very 4ormally 
weared their crowns & capes, but were very friendly otherwise.

AB – Hello, Royal Thumbs!
RT – Hello, Algernon Beagle! We always like reading 
your fine newspaper, or hearing you read it on the 
radio DJ’s guy’s show.
AB – O, thanks, guys! I think your Grand Productions 
are just like their name. Grand, I mean.
RT – Thank you!
AB – But it’s a new thing to be teaching how you work?
RT – Yes, we can’t wait!
AB – And to be making the Grand Production with all 
of our local Neighbors?
RT – We think the Creature Carnival story needs ev-
eryone.
AB – Why is that?
RT – The Creature Carnival is different with each 
place it goes to. So we want to show that.
AB – Even Bags End? Cuz I don’t think the Carnival 
has ever been here?
RT – Well, you have your own entertainers here.
AB – That’s true.
RT – We are glad you are coming, along with our friends 
the Thought Fleas.



92 · Scriptor Press Sampler | 25 | 2023 Annual Scriptor Press Sampler | 25 | 2023 Annual · 93

AB – O, yah, I meant to ask. Thought Fleas, are you 
still on mah nozebone?
TF – Yes! Hi, Algernon Beagle!
AB – Hi! What I don’t understand is how these tiny 
little guys are going to help?
RT – Well, what we learned when we decided to do this 
Grand Production 4or Fleastock is that the Thought 
Fleas can do all sorts of helpful things when asked.
AB – Like what?
TF – You will see soon, Algernon Beagle!

	 Well, I guessed that was good enough to go with. I 
thanked the Royal Thumbs, & they climbed with CC back to Bags 
End. I thanked the Thought Fleas, & they sort of cheered me, 
& I guessed left too.
	 Now I was once again by mahself in mah comfy armchair 
on Milne’s Porch. I felt more ready now since I had sat hm-
mming & thinking things over, & also with mah interview. 
I thinked the Royal Thumbs had some good idears about this 
Grand Production, & how they wanted to do it.
	 I was dozing peaceably when there was a polite tap at 
mah Porch’s window.
	 It was mah dear friend & newspaper partner Lori Bunny. 
I waved her on in to come & sit with me.
	 We sat, quiet good friends 4or awhile. Then she talked.
	 “Are you excited?”
	 “I think so.”
	 “You’re not sure?”
	 “I just want to rite a good story.”
	 “You will. You’re always a good story riter.”
	 “O! Um. O yah. Thanks.”
	 “Sure thing, Boss,” & then she gave me a little kiss on 
mah furry cheekbone, & climbed back into Bags End.
	 Alone again. But OK. I was gonna make sure mah friends 
the Royal Thumbs got the best story I could do. I promised.

* * * * * *
	

Creaure Carnival Begins Tour in Bags End!

	 This is such a, um, Grand Production to tell of, Dear 
Readers, that I am going to have to tell it a little tricky.
	 Now most know that telling tricky is not mah chosen 
way. Straight & true telling works best 4or mah simple brain-
bone. And I really like it best most of the time.
	 But along mah travels with the Royal Thumbs, & their 
traveling servant CC, plus the countless numbers of friendly 

& tiny Thought Fleas on mah nozebone, I realized that I had 
to think hard & dig around to get this story tolded right.
	 And that’s when I figgered out I had to go through true 
this time to get to straight. I hope it all makes more sense 
as you read on.
	 The Creature Carnival guys were all come to Bags End, 
& I guess that is Thing #1 to tell. You might ask: where? And 
that would be a good question.
	 And the answer kind of shocked me. I will delay mah 
reveal no longer. It was the Red Bag!
	 You might ask next: why not regular Bags End? Another 
good question, fella. So I will rite down here what the Royal 
Thumbs tolded me.
	 “All of the local Neighbors have the Red Bag, so it 
connects us all in a simple way,” they said, somehow.
	 I nodded, even tho I had never seen nothing simple 
about the Red Bag.
	 Then they invited me to come see how things set up 
there.
	 So we traveled from where we were talking on Milne’s 
Porch, on the day I’d said 4or us to start our travels to-
gether, with the Thought Fleas safely riding on mah nozebone. 
They were quiet like Creatures get, but I figgered they were 
watching close, like Creatures also do. The Thumbs led the 
way with CC their traveling servant.
	 And there was the Red Door, along a hallway of oth-
erwise usual doors. And through it, the Red Bag. But boy! Was 
it all changed!
	 No more red-colored hallway that ended in the door to 
that strange Tangled Gate.
	 Instead, it looked like the place CC & me had found by 
his tricks & ritings somewhere far away! There were tents & 
trailers, & many many Creatures going here & there at their 
tasks.
	 “Wow!” I said. “How did you do all this here?”
	 The Thumbs said, “This was all built by the Thought 
Fleas. We tolded them the Carnival needed to set up a place to 
work from. This is where the Grand Production begins too. We 
want the audience to see all about how the Carnival works.”
	 “Wow,” I said again, like twice was smarter.
	 The Thumbs said more, “All the local Neighbors will 
come here through their Red Bag, & walk around to visit. It’s 
Act 1, Algernon. Go ahead. You are first.”
	 “Can I still be mah beagleboy journalist self & ask 
questions?” I askd hopefully.
	 The Thumbs laughed. I don’t know how. “Of course!”
	 I nodded happy. “Hey, Thought Fleas? I have a question.”
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	 “Yes, Algernon Beagle?” their tiny voices were good 
to hear through mah Pine Cone Necklace, now a microphone as 
well as a recorder. Crissy magick, of course.
	 “How did you guys do all this?” I pointed around me to 
all the Carnival structures.
	 “Big thoughts!” they all yelled together. I waited 4or 
more, but they were quiet again. Hmm.
	 So I walked around as first audience member of Act 1, 
& will try to tell what I saw. I hope all of you go too.
	 It was like what CC & I had see’d in that other place. 
But also a lotta Creatures. As I walked among the tents & 
booths & all, I met & talked to many a nice Creature.
	 There was this little friendly & big smiling Froggy 
guy. We had a nice chat.
	 “You’re the famous Algernon Beagle!”
	 “O! shucks! Yes, I mean.”
	 “I am a reporter too.”
	 “Really?”
	 “They call me the Fine Friendly Freckled Froggily 
Frocked Froggy Fellow!” 
	 “Wow!”
	 “But you can call me Willy Nilly.”
	 “O. OK. What do you report on?”
	 “Well, I just rite little notes & sometimes show them 
around.”
	 “You don’t got a newspaper?”
	 Willy Nilly shooked his head even tho he kept smiling.
	 I decided right there. “I had a Apprentice Reporter 
once. It was fun, weirdly. Would you like to try?”
	 That made Willy Nilly smile even wider, if that was 
possible. “Just like Boop was?”
	 I nodded & smiled. 
	 I asked CC to carry Willy Nilly along, & he agreed. He 
even had a useful pocket in his raggedy green plaid jacket 
to offer, 4or Willy Nilly to perch high out of & safely watch 
from. 
	 “Who should I talk to next, Apprentice?” I asked.
	 “There are so many to meet, but let’s go to the River, & 
see the Duckees & their Water Carnival!” Willy said, smiling 
from pocket.
	 So we all walked quite a ways along until we came to 
a real River. Strange to say, but it was there 4or sure.
	 And there was a group of handsome Duckees doing their 
clever water tricks. Their leader was a friendly yellow Duckee 
named Amos who kind of reminds me of Threshold, who is the 
Lead Lead Creature. He was sort of directing the per4ormance.
	 There was KeeWee Duckee, who wored a big fun long red 

hat, & somehow got the other Duckees up in air, & I swear it 
looked like she was juggling 5 or 6 of them in a crazy high 
splashing 4ormation!
	 Then I saw how water spouted from the River, & all the 
Duckees would leap up high on these spouts, & then sort of 
jump from one to another in strange patterns, & never crash!
	 I was just amazed & wanted to see more & talk to ev-
eryone, but Willy Nilly said X would enjoy talking to us now.
	 Mah new Apprentice Reporter was right too. Always go 
first to see the head guy or, um, Bear, as it may be. Maybe he 
would even walk around with us too, if we were lucky.
	 “Lead on, Apprentice!” I said, hoping no mock coming.
	 But Willy Nilly just smiled his big smile & pointed CC 
the way.
	

* * * * * *
	
Creature Carnival Travels Dreamland to the Great Cavern!

	 Welcome to Act 2 of this Royal Thumbs’ Grand Production, 
Dear Readers! I know it’s probably shocking to read that, but 
I also hope that most of you have probably traveled to Act 1 
by now. I think it is open to, um, experience? Since it means 
going through your land’s Red Bag to get to the Red Bag in 
Bags End, where the Creature Carnival is sort of, I guess, 
headquartered right now.
	  And if you’re in Oz or Wonderland or Neverland, or 
one of the other more famous, but still friendly to Bags End, 
distant fantasyland Neighbors, but still with no Red Bag to 
call your own, let me & Princess Crissy know & we will get 
you here, promise.
	 Also, the Royal Thumbs tolded me the name of this 
Grand Production. Though fingers, who seem to rely upon their 
servant CC to travel, they said, “It’s called, ‘Welcome to X’s 
Carnival of Mysteries & Wonders!’”
	 I tolded those Thumbs I liked this title cuz I like 
titles that tell first what’s to come.
	 Anyway, it seemed like me & mah new Apprentice Re-
porter Willy Nilly were getting to come along first with 
the travels & acts of this Grand Production. This is how we 
traveled from Act 1 to Act 2.
	 After seeing those amazing Duckees per4orm on the 
River, Willy Nilly said we should go to see X the Carnival 
Master. He had brung CC & me from where we had gone search-
ing 4or the Carnival, when we thought the poster that I had 
received to mah comfy armchair on Milne’s Porch was a come-
to-us invitation, not a we’re-coming-to-you kind. Now he was 
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back in his own white trailer with the “X” over the door.
	 So me with the Thought Fleas on mah nozebone, & CC 
with the Royal Thumbs & Willy Nilly, went along together. 
We passed by a friendly-looking yellow Lion Creature with 
an orange mane & a handsome freckle on his face, who made me 
think of mah Bags End kinsfolk Leona Lion.
	 And there was that bloo-&-pink fella calld Bellla who 
I nowed was a special friend of Crissy’s from back when, & a 
really good per4ormer from past Grand Productions. I saw her 
at a table doing some strange tricks with some playing cards. 
She smiled her tricky smile at me, & pointed to mah headbone. 
I found a tall hat of her cards on me, just like that! Then 
she tricky smiled again & poof! It was gone!
	 X’s trailer door was open, so we just clambered up the 
stairs & went in.
	 “Hello again, my friends!” he said, all happy. “Did you 
enjoy Act 1? Are you ready 4or Act 2?”
	 We all nodded much to liking Act 1, & agreed we were 
ready 4or more.
	 So we followed X right out of his trailer again to I 
guessed where Act 2 was.
	 We passed a nice pink-&-white Elafink Creature, tend-
ing all these pretty Pine Cones, much bigger than mah own 
Pine Cone Necklace, & lots of other pretty plants.
	 And also these white Polar Bear & red-&-white Penguin 
Creatures, both wearing warm scarves like X’s, & per4orming 
really good dancings on this stage of ice! Really! You will 
see! Danced & slided all over!
	 Finally, come to a big white tent, much taller than all 
the others, & a kind of Gate in front of it, almost like that 
mysterious Tangled Gate. X led us right through the Gate & 
into the big tent.
	 What we found was totally not what I expected to see. 
I blinked once, twice, twice again. But yes.
	 We were in a bedroom, which I guessed was people-folks 
sized, because the bed was about right 4or CC.	
	 Standing by this bed was a familiar figger. Tall, but 
not quite as tall as CC, muscled strong & bald head & earrings 
& picture tattoos on him. It was Benny Big Dreams!
	 He was smiling nicely & almost not ruffian guy tricky, 
at least 4or him. He pulled back the covers, & sort of motioned 
CC & me & our smaller friends into the bed.
	 I almost hesitated, but CC didn’t. “They built this bed 
special? The Thought Fleas?” he asked Benny.
	 Benny nodded, smiling again. “Bigger or smaller, de-
pending on size. Everyone gets a comfy ride to Dreamland!”
	 Be4ore I could ask “how?” the Thought Fleas piped up 

on mah Pine Cone Necklace microphone, “Big & little thoughts, 
Algernon Beagle!”
	 O. O! This was Benny’s Red Bag, the one he made 4or 
Dreamland after reading about Red Bags in Crissy’s storybook.
	 X spoke up next to me. “Act 2 this way!”
	 And so me & CC with the Royal Thumbs & Willy Nilly & 
those amazing Thought Fleas all let Benny tuck us into bed, 
& the lights got low, & I could just hear Benny’s & X’s voices 
say together, “On . . . with . . . the . . . Show!”
	 I don’t know how long it lasted, but when I waked up 
& opened mah eyes again, we weren’t in a little bedroom no 
more. It was more like what I thought we would come to when 
we entered that, um, this? tent.
	 A big grassy field with, I guessed, White Woods all 
around the edge. And what looked like a kind of stage at one 
end. 
	 And CC with me, the Royal Thumbs & Willy Nilly too of 
course, but twice blink & I saw we were surrounded by these 
many guys about me-sized. Furry guys with big eyes, long an-
tennars, & tails too. Dressed sorta raggedy like CC’s style.
	 “Hello, Algernon Beagle!” They all shouted me with 
their nice & friendly & not-too-loud voices.
	 “Um. Thought Fleas?” I asked. They all kind of nodded 
as a bunch. Wow, Dear Readers!
	 Then they all turned toward the stage & we all saw, I 
swear, um, 6 Islands? I nudge CC & he counted them twice 4or 
me, to be sure. 
	 OK, I remember about them from be4ore, but not too 
much. They were, um, clustered close, & it’s super crazy but 
they reminded me of being amongst those nice Creatures when 
they are napping together in their Common.
	 But then from the sky came falling & splashing in the 
waters something, or more than one, I don’t know, but the 6 
Islands suddenly spooked like startled Creatures, & all but 
1 fled far away!
	 Now there was just 1 Island, & CC suddenly got up from 
where we were sitting, & started walking toward the stage.
	 “Hurry, Algernon Beagle!” all the Thought Fleas said 
around me. “Act 3 is waiting 4or you up there!” 
	 I hurried!

* * * * * *  
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Colin James

15 Illuminated Seesaws
 
I have an acquaintance 
who has a friend who has
devised these ingenious little nets
for catching poems,
usually on a summer night,
but occasionally during
blustery winter gales.

She stores them in thick books,
weighted to keep the edges crisp.
I inquired about nabbing a few
but was told, “No!”

There is a matter of rights,
also bringing out the correct voice
or attempting to. So I’ve stopped
loitering in her garden,
inappropriately wearing overalls,
when shorts would do.  

Indiscreetly escorted off the grounds,
all sweaty, effective as ridicule.

* * * * * * 

Charlie Beyer

The Brain Claim
[Prose]

vi.

	 I send $50 to some graft-slacker for a temporary water permit. I never get 
a response or receipt, so that’s how important that is. The Idaho water quality guy is 
a friend of mine from mining elsewhere in the state. I know I can’t pump out of the 
fish creek, but we can dig a hole that fills, and use that ground water. So water solved, 
maps made, sequencing done (the sequence is: strip topsoil; dig out and move barren 
overburden; dig out the gold on the bottom; replace the overburden and then the 
topsoil; reseed and run with the treasure). We’ll drive down the mountain and use the 
BLM office for a latrine.
	 For Christmas . . . I am shut out of the mine. I tell Bob that I am pissed 
and that he is a two- faced mind-changer. He calls me names then, that are actually 
his monikers: angry, liar, greedy. I don’t need this shit for being helpful. I tell him 
that it is over and that I cannot work with a rageaholic. I send him a $2000 bill. 
Then in a week, he has talked to his priest. His priest can’t figure out why his brain is 
cockeyed—here is his engineer, doing everything without asking for anything except 
friendship. Bob has refused to be friendly. His priest should spank him. Merry crap-
ass Christmas.
	 In a week (after I’ve layed off Evan before starting), an email comes in 
from Bob that is all begging slobbering alcoholic forgiveness. It is a long letter 
about misunderstanding. How did we get to this point? How sorry he is, if he hurt 
my feelings. Can’t we just forget all and resume the mine project? Let’s dump the lovers 
quarrel and re-marry. 
	 Sure. I’m the biggest softy and sucker on the West Coast. My brain evaluates 
all the insults to date. The noggin concludes that I can take considerably more abuse 
than this—to come away with twenty grand by the end of June. Just bite the bullet, 
I tell myself. 
	 So now the biggie to get past is the Arc Narking. In a few more weeks, 
Lund gets up there with his team of mining compliance people. A police raid to our 
thinking. They crawl about the claim for a day, and create a report with the top secret 
security again—I’m still not sure why? Bob receives the certified letter package at the 
same time as I do. 
	 This time he calls me. Like most, writing anything over two sentences is 
beyond his skill. He is in a panicked lather.
	 “These bureaucrats are stealing my land! They are eliminating more than 
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half my claim from operations!” 
	 The area we are to mine is free of any archeological debris, they say, and 
good to go, but more than half of Bob’s claims are shaded in red. An archeological 
“area of significance.” 
	 “You have to do something!” he cries.
	 I write an email to Lund and also to his boss, cc’ing the Arc Nark. I can 
see that the Arc Nark is a recent graduate of some liberal college that teaches that all 
mining is bad and destructive. All miners should be stopped. This graduate child, 
who is enjoying her first time in the field, wants to make a name for herself. So she 
piles on every subjective regulation ever thought of. A phone meeting is set up.
	 Phone rings. The Area Manager for the BLM is on the line, along with 
Lund and the Arc Nark, who is dead quiet, not really knowing what is going on. I 
explain to them that this is an illegal action—to stop our exploration and mining on 
most of Bob’s claim. That the young enthusuast is claiming every scrap of garbage 
as “significant” when we all know it is dirt with no informational value. That she is 
grandstanding at the expense of people who have invested thousands of dollars and 
years of work into the property. I tell them that I want the decision reversed with 
a formal apology, or I’m going to the director in Boise, and then to my cousin in 
Congess to straighten this shit out.
	 Bureaucrats are terrified of someone going over their head. Makes them 
look bad and makes them have to answer to higher ups. Lund squirms large on the 
other end. He says, “We never said you couldn’t do anything there. Just that this is an 
‘area of significiance.’”
	 “Then why did you tell us to stay away from there? Do not dig or sample. 
Sounds pretty clear.”
	 “Oh no. We did not mean that,” Lund says.
	 “Then what do you mean? Your green bunny person is trying to make a 
name for herself at no expense to her, but thousands to us. I demand that she be put 
on parole, or some kind of restriction to put her power trip on hold.”
	 The BLM boss chimes in: “Well then, Mr. Lund, did you tell them that this 
area was closed to mining?”
	 “No, no, never said that. Only that some further investigation needs to be 
done here before any additional activity,” grovels Lund.
	 “So you are not stopping activity here?” I ask.
	 “No. This is all a misunderstanding. If you wish to mine there, submit a new 
plan and we will do a more specific evaluation.”
	 “Then this is all a mis-communication?” I ask.
	 It is. And a stupid one at that. I have gone overboard for the freak-out 
Mormon with an unnecessary complaint. I don’t like that. The Bob worm can’t ask 
or confront the government guys himself. It’s like they are some kind of sacred cow. 
They are just partially educated, biased, CYA, government workers with their weekly 
check and little sympathy for the people they are supposed to be working for. 
	 Bob rails on me over the phone about the “theft” of his claim. I assure him 
that everything is smoothed out, all is a go for the dig, and the next dig will go easy, 
now that they know we fight back. He is still grumbling, unable to accept any answer 

that does not fit with his government conspiracy theories. 
	 As an after-thought, he says I can dig anywhere on his claim. Another 
reversal. What the hell? This sounds good, but I am now 800 miles away and the 
claim is buried in five feet of snow. So thanks, jerkwad, but not happening. 
	 Lund sends us a final packet of questions. In it he wants to know: the size 
of the topsoil stock pile; the size of the overburden stock pile; what we’ll do if we find 
any “cultural resources” (hide them, of course); if we’ll destroy any survey landmarks; 
if the machinery have fire supression equipment; how will the fuel be stored and 
where; how many trees will be cut; if we notify of any changes; if we re-seed the area; 
where we are getting the water; a schedule of mobilization; where will we camp; and 
what we’ll do with the potty situation. Yeah—this is getting like a calculus test with 
a hangover. 
	 All these questions are easy to answer and placate the government. I answer 
everything and run it back by Bob. Of course he freaks at a number of things, like the 
plan to shit in a bucket and an unjustified worry about the trees. Anything I discuss, 
he confutes and is disagreeable with. My abused brain was thinking that he wanted 
me to run the show, but it is like asking a kid if I can eat his Halloween candy. I get 
him to shut up and I mail the whole package off to Lund. Wait two weeks. Then 
three. Bob is shitting little green nickels again. It is now mid-March.
	 Bob is quiet for a few days, and then says I can dig again on the claim as a 
prospector, reporting every grain to him. I am relieved this guy has climbed out of his 
ass (once again) and I am anxious to get up there and recover my expenses, something 
for the months of work I have put into this project so far. I write him a nice letter 
saying I’ll test this spot and another for future expansion of our dig. I say that it will 
be good to recover an ounce and re-imburse myself. 
	 In the next letter, he is unglued again. 
	 “An ounce!” he cries. “Why you greedy thief! How dare you steal an ounce 
off my claim?” 
	 Chronic mania? He gives me permission and then takes it away. If not an 
ounce, then what the fuck am I working for? Does he want to pay me in tennis balls, 
or what? One goddamned ounce is a fragment of what I’m doing this for. How will I 
ever get paid anything if this bugger is tight-fisted over every pennyweight? 	
	 I realize that the guy dosen’t want money. He wants gold. Irrational gold to 
amass and hoard. He has gold fever, which is worse than diphtheria, as the Mormon 
has no idea why, or what, he’s doing, other than amassing power and admiration (so 
he thinks).
	 So I’m supposed to be the Mine Manager, but this guy is such control 
freak that I can’t do a godamned thing without checking six ways with him. Very 
fustrating. Where’s the equipment? Do you want me to haul it up there? Who are your 
assistants? What do you expect them to do? Are they working for your whims or mine? Who 
buys the grass seed? If you have a guy with a chipper, where the hell is he? 
	 Bob gives only cryptic answers, like: “I got a rock-puller and three dredges.” 
OK, so-the-fuck-what? Want a medal?
	 Now he says he’s going to be there the whole time, when the point was for 
me to run things so he could pursue his other businesses. I am obviously off the trust 
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list. What the hell could have switched his brain into paranoid schizophrenic in less than 
a week? I need either to be boss or a slave. 	
	 He tells me he wants to dredge the whole claim with the permit. The permit 
is not for dredging. Dredging is illegal due to possible damage to the poisonous fish. 
If he does so, we will all go to jail. 
	 “What is wrong with the plan we have been working on for months?” I have 
to ask. “We have done all they ask and they will grant us a permit soon.”
	 “But the assistants will rob the mine. My cousin and brother-in-law are 
good people but they will be stealing gold,” he whines.
	 “Well, they are your family. Can’t you control them?” 
	 “They are all thieves out to get me. They will steal everything. I trust no 
one!”
	 Yes, I’m getting it. And I’m part of the No-One. Do I really want to work 
with this asshole who will accuse me of theft no matter what we do? Or any of a 
dozen other made up reasons? I’m still holding out for my bonanza. I know it’s 
there. We just have to get past the stupidity and mine it. My brain feels like it’s been 
dragged behind a horse. Hope rising and falling like water in a toilet bowl. 
	 In another two weeks, we get another certified letter from Mr. Lund: “The 
BLM gives you full approval to go ahead and mine. Please post a $4320 bond with 
the BLM office in Boise.” 
	 Of course Bob freaks out. Well, duh. You have to post a bond. That’s the 
name of the game. No getting out of it. Like asking rain to fall up, like wanting 
the wind to stop when you are going 60. Bob tries to pay a tenth through a bail 
bondsman, but nobody will have anything to do with it. Laugh-o-meter #37. 
	 He bitches to me in the extreme about this cost. What a wimp. Pay out 
four grand to recover hundreds. Most kindergarteners could figure that one out. He 
sweats over this for another three weeks, closing the time gap until the scheduled 
start-up day, with none of the main issues solved. 
	 Finally, he pays the goddamned bond after being a tightfisted-delaying 
dick, and I get notified of this by Lund. Bob is having a hair-tearing hissy fit. His 
brain is on fire with bureaucratic conspiracies, and he’s surrounded by thieves. Myself 
topping the list. 

vii.

	 On Tuesday, he writes that he has a massive brain tumor and is going into 
surgery on Thursday. The mine is off. He is recovering his bond to spend on the 
doctors. Everything is off. Don’t go near the mine.
	 OK. Sometimes the spirits save you from some greater disaster that you are 
diving into. I think they are party-pooping angels, as opposed to the god Murphy, 
who happily tows you into a cyclone of confusion and broken machinery. I have to 
figure this is what the spirits are up to. Either that, or shoot myself—or Bob. 
	 But even with a pack of do-good partypoop angels trying to hold me back, I 
am still crazed to dig the place up. I offer my sympathies (although I feel none of it), 
and tell Bob that I can mine the whole place with just the kid, getting him a hundred 

thousand to give to the doctors. But he can’t control everything with an IV stabbed 
in his head bone. So everything is off. It is all too complicated for him. He heads off 
to get his skull sawed open. I am hoping that they reach in there arm-deep, and pull 
out the asshole in him. 
	 Now the writing is on the wall. No mine. Time to make new plans. My 
brain is numb. I cannot grasp that Murphy has screwed me out of this gold deal. A 
whole winter spent permitting a great hope that comes to nothing. When in the fuck 
will Murphy give me a break?
	 It is June 1st. We should be up to our eyeballs in mud, water, noise, and 
gold. But, no, we sit at home like we have a broken car. I get a post-surgery email 
from Bob. It says: “mE gahath root ndf veexxx nMT beth.” Mega gibberish. His cat 
walked on the keyboard and hit “send.” Sorta like a desktop butt call. Apparently the 
head choppers didn’t kill him, which I have mixed feelings about. One of the feelings 
is that he shoud have left the hospital in a body bag. 
	 So I settle in here in Colorado, rotting in the winter home, 232% cabin 
fever, a big TV, and binging serials about 20-somethings. The little babies think they 
have so many problems. 
	 My mining charge has had enough of the wishy-washy mine job, and heads 
out to Utah to do perilous rock climbing. He’s sort of an expert at this and has the 
broken bones to prove it. 
	 My sweetie heads off for some remote hot springs where she and her 
girlfriends soak naked in the mineral waters while consuming copious drugs. My 
brain is on a serious dopamine low. I haven’t
seen a fleck of serotonin in months. If I’d been invited to be naked with the girls, it 
would have gone a long way towards my happiness. But I remain here, a dreaming 
dirty old man.

viii.

	 OK, I’m gonna walk to Panama. I gotta get out of here. Get moving. 
Summer is burning away. I am politely waiting for my sweetie to return from her 
orgy, later in the month. In a week, she suddenly shows up early. But is moving 
fast, straight to the area hospital. Evan, the rock climber, has fallen from a massive 
height, and snapped his leg in two parts. He lay in the dirt in the wilderness until 
miraculously getting help. 
	 In a day or two, my honey brings her broken kid home to where I am 
hanging. We get him all set up with beds, crutches, ice, and a day and night nurse. 
Me. Sweetie takes off again to go frolic with her femi-friends. I am the kitchen bitch, 
bedpan purveyor, bandage bastard, and all-around $500-a-day nurse, without the 
money.
	 Evan gets to moving around on his own in a few weeks, adjusting his 
smashed body to the stainless steel with which he is pinned together. My sweetie 
comes home sometime past the longest day, and sleeps for two days. 
	 Now its time for Charlie to have a little Charlie time. In the next few days, 
Terry and I leave to hunt crystals on the Continental Divide for a month. Evan is 
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healed enough to do everything, even drive his truck. So it’s sayonara, my broken 
buddy.
	 But Evan is now in debt to the doctors for $160,000. He doesn’t have a 
fraction of that. He falls in with a false conventional wisdom that, if you post your 
sob story on GoFundMe.com, the world will automatically send you millions. What 
he finds out is that it’s like selling cosmetics to your neighbors. You can only send 
pathetic begging to those you know. There is no “going viral.” A few people send 
twenty bucks, but in a few days he’s collected only $120. I can’t pay anything, of 
course, nor do I want to. Like all others, it’s like: “damn, dude, glad your luck is not 
mine. And ya know, I got problems up the ass too.”
	 So the public begging program is not going so well. Maybe it’s the 
presentation, think them who consider such advertising. “Oh wait,” they say. “Charlie 
is a writer. Let’s get him to make the million dollar appeal.”
	 I refuse. I’m supposed to write the story of the illiterate who is a family 
member? Anytime you write anything about your family you go over to automatic 
shun. The asshole department. Anything you say will be wrong, desultory, rude, 
and rejected. I am encouraged to read the appeal that has already been posted. It is 
pathetic, and not in a good way. Every sentence begins with “I” and refers to “me” at 
least once. Sounds like a 13-year old-girl whining to go to the mall. 
	 The family hounds me and guilt trips me until I give in. I hate begging. 
Stealing I like. I tell them that if I write this, it will be as a story with little reference 
to “I.” In fact, I will avoid it. It may not reflect his deeper feelings or inner thoughts. 
“OK, OK, anything you do will be better than what we have,” they cry. 
	 I agree with that, but know that I’ll be making waves with the kid. I 
extensively interview him as to his feelings in this or that part of the saga. Mostly, 
he cannot remember due to the incredible stress of dying alone in the desert. But I 
gather a mess of notes and proceed to the typewriter. 
	 Two days later I have the printed pages and present it to the broken kid. 
He dosen’t read it for two days because he’s “too stoned.” He doesn’t appear to read 
it in the days after either. After a week, he says he’s saving it for the TV show This 
Happened To Me. 
	 It’s obvious that he can’t stand my writing. It doesn’t seem to convey the 
pathetic helplessness of his life with sympathy, or the Amerikan entitlement he 
feels, in which everyone is obligated to give him money. My efforts are wasted, as 
I suspected they would be. Yes, I’m a bit pissed to waste my efforts on the illiterate. 
“Pearls before swine” is all I can think. 
	 The Brain Claim boned me. I come away with mental illness, not gold. I’d 
like to know if “Brain Bob” is still alive, not to feel sorry for him, but to avoid the 
bugger while I go raid an ounce off the claim. In my brain, to accuse me of being a 
thief . . . makes me a thief. So fuck you, Bob! 
	 Now . . . Bob lives . . . or dies . . . the leg heals slowly . . . I scrape along 
on Social Security . . . and Terry and I find pockets of jewels on the Divide as a 
compensation prize in life. The story of Evan’s ailments never goes on the net, but I 
post it here, where it is supposedly in his own words—for all the curious in perpetuity.

ix.

	 I decided to do something different this summer than the usual death-
defying clambering up a cliff like a lizard. My boss let me get out of there for three 
weeks, but what to do?
	 Mom’s boyfriend was always up to something weird, and this year he was 
an engineer for a small gold mine. He invited me to help run claptrap machinery 
excavating the top of a mountain, and come away with a few ounces of glittering gold 
for the trouble. That was different.
	 Hello, Kind Reader, I am Evan Muldoon, who has destroyed my leg and 
wallet by smashing into an unplanned rock near Moab, Utah. A very cool place, 
with a massive arch as seen on postcards. A rope swing hangs from the center and 
creates thousands of feet of gravity-defying air as you traverse the arc. I had done this 
before—pure thrill and nothing to it. 
	 This time—the thrill was different. 
	 There is a toxic dust that blows off the Great Salt Lake. The chemicals in this 
dust crossed the blood brain barrier in the skull of the mine owner who lived there. 
As Mom’s boyfriend permitted the mining venture with agencies over the course of 
the winter, this owner went progressively more insane, changing and fussing over 
every detail, stopping just short of making us have to wear our underwear outside our 
pants.
	 Mom’s boyfriend got the project permitted, but then it was discovered that 
the owner had a massive brain tumor. He cancelled everything and went under the 
doctor’s knife. This left me back to Plan B, the rock lizard plan. Climbing buddies 
were as scarce as the gold on the mountain.
	 From one grand wall in Utah to the next, I scaled and repelled with 
enthusiasm, as my dog peered quizzically up from below. A few other climbers were 
met, but no mutual exertion was ever manifested, all climbing being a solo adventure. 
	 On the last day of the vacation, on the road out, this grand arch and its 
monster swing drew me to it for one last thrill. I lined up my leap into space but, at 
the last moment, being a media junkie, as we all are now, I decided that making a 
video seemed like the thing to do. So, with rope in hand, I crabbed over to my pack 
to get my phone. Feeling cocky and bold, I ran to the edge and dived into the air.
	 Anger at my stupidity instantly welled up inside of me as I plunged to my 
doom. The matter of six feet sideways had changed the trajectory of my arc. The 
miscalculation had my mass heading straight for a massive boulder. In a desperate 
instant, I tried to scramble up the rope, but only gained a foot of elevation at the 
bottom of the 130-foot arc.
	 Crack! A sound to reverberate through the rest of my life. My leg’s major 
femur was snapped in half like a dry twig. With all my momentum and velocity 
absorbed by the rock, I limply drooled down the line to a steep rocky sand and scree. 
The leg was by my side, as in still attached, but at a right angle to my body. Any 
normal person would have crapped their pants at this twisted vision but, for myself, 
all the first responder training I have had flashed before my eyes. 
 	 There was mental shock, viewing this leg in disbelief, followed by a 
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realization of helplessness. This quickly became a desperate screaming for help, the 
cries echoing off the stonewalls like laughter. Realizing the futility of bellowing like 
a broken beast to an empty land with no ears, my mind became a super computer 
accessing options and solutions.
	 Seeing that this leg thing was wrong, maybe dead wrong, I began to fuss 
with the ropes in some attempt to tie it up. Sadly, a leg has no hooks or tie-down 
points, so my efforts were futile. Rolling my head in confusion, I saw above me . . . a 
vision from God. Glowing softly in an astral light, like the chalice of the Last Supper, 
was my phone.
	 All my consciousness now focused on this savior. If I could reach my phone, 
I would be saved. But it was thirty feet above me through a shamble of slithery rocks. 
Not even considering defeat at this new salvation, I began to climb like a noodle 
thrown on the wall, full body on the ground, hauling the lifeless meat behind me 
inch by inch. When twenty feet had been gained, I slid back five. Again and again I 
tried this. Again and again I slid down the scree helplessly, each time more damaged 
than the last. 
	 Seeing that this was not working, and yet salvation lay so close, a new plan 
was developed. At my maximum gained elevation, still ten feet below the precious 
scrap of technology, I configured a monkey’s paw out of the rope. This was thrown 
up hill, over and over, to try and dislodge the magic box. 	
	 At what seemed the hundredth throw, it was knocked askew and came 
tumbling down the hill. Could I catch it before it tumbled below and out of reach? 
Snatching it out of the air as it fled by . . . yes! I clamped my trembling hands around 
it, like choking a slippery fish.
	 Now came the next realization that here we were—my phone and me—
miles from any reception. “Can you hear me now?” Not likely. I dialed 911 and, by 
some cosmic miracle, the operator answered. 
	 “What is your emergency?” 
	 “Leg . . . broken in half. Stranded on a cliff. Need immediate help. Please.”
	 “Please state your Social Security number and full name.”
	 “Just send someone . . . please.”
	 “Do you have a valid driver’s license?”
	 “For God’s sake, I’m bleeding to death on a rocky slope!”
	 “Is this a good number to reach you at?”
	 “I’m in Utah at Hangman’s Arch. Please send emergency services.” 
	 “And where exactly do you think that is?”
	 “Where do you think it is? I just told you!”
	 For the next half hour we discussed how to get to my location, with extreme 
frustration on both sides of the phone. Finally she felt satisfied and dispatched 
some rescuers. I felt I was directing a four-year-old through the Smithsonian to the 
bathroom. 
	 But then she fell silent. Where did she go? Lunch break? After numerous calls 
to return, she came back on the line. 
	 “This is 911. What is your emergency?” I wondered if this is a human or a 
robot?

	 “Holy crap! We were just talking. I am the emergency. Please stay on the 
line. I’m all alone out here. I need your voice.”
	 The operator apologized and attempted to strike up small talk, as a way of 
comfort.
	 “What Google apps do you like the most?”
	 “What the fu . . . ck? The emergency app. You have that?”
	 “How would you compare that to Android?”
	 So it went for a half hour, as my body wedged into some rocks to keep from 
sliding further down the hill. In an hour from when I first dialed out, I heard voices 
below. Savior voices. No bird song or words of love ever sounded so sweet. A few 
fellows clambered up to attend me. 
	 The first fellow attempted to straighten my leg, like I was a broken doll. 
Screamed in his face with pain, and he quickly got the message to leave well enough 
alone. They kindly grasped me firmly, and propped up my body, taking the pressure 
off all of my parts gripping the surrounding landscape.
	 Within another half hour, other EMS people showed up, more trained in 
handling mangled bodies. Together, four of them got me down the hill to a flat spot, 
with many interior crunching sounds. When laid flat, there is another big crack that 
is of unknown origins within me. But by now I was getting splinted up and injected 
with morphine. There was no high to this, as my body sucked up all the euphoric 
qualities to just quell the pain. 
	 What was my main worry? The dog. The poor dog was stuck in the truck, 
whimpering for his master three hundred feet above. 
	 “Get my dog. Save my dog,” I too whimpered, as though it was his leg 
that was broken. I was assured in many ways that he too would be saved. And now, 
through the bustle around me, I was loaded into the helicopter. Thinking: “OK. A 
helicopter. This is a big deal now. I really fucked up this time.”

	 Now, a month later, I still live. But how do I live? Have I learned a damned 
thing? I’d like to think so.
	 The mantra we all hear from the PC populi is that “life is precious.” Is that 
in terms of re-sale? Or just hard to find? What the hell does that mean to a person with 
a daily predictable job, meat loaf at 6, and serial TV watching? Not much. Maybe it is 
only relevant to near-death experiences? To those who lay in a crumpled ball in the 
wilderness? Can one really appreciate something until they have nearly lost it? 
	 Damn the connections of cayos that inadvertently changed my course to 
this outcome. The blowing dust of the Great Salt Lake, destroying the bad brain of 
the boss, shifting me to the rock lizard “vacation.” At any moment—what else could 
happen? A hurried mother with a kid’s toy under the brake pedal? A Russian satellite visits 
your neighborhood? A scratch on your hand goes gangrene? 
	 Precious life is more out of our control than we can imagine. Our only 
defense is to love life now. In this moment.
	 I get it. I’m going to repair this broken body as well as humanly possible. 
I’m going to get out there, out into my beloved wild (with new caution), into the 
faces of other people, new and old friends, stepping up and finishing dreams and 
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projects, never chickening out in the face of adversity. 	 Continuing to help others 
in effective ways as I have always tried, but maybe not always so effectively. 	
	 With your help, I’ll pay off this debt that is larger than the state’s student 
loan. I will fix myself both mentally and physically, never decaying into the despair of 
uselessness, or the limp of Igor. 
	 I will love and cherish life—with you—and all life around me.
	
Thank you for reading my story,
Evan Muldoon.

* * * * * *

Tamara Miles
Rail Chemistry

Once, four thousand miles of track
mapped the Palmetto State,
mountainous and coastal.

Wooden early tracks topped
with iron or steel.

In railroad offices, workers dreamed
conductor, engineer, while
calculating routes.

Today, we’re buying rusty railroad 
spikes meant for fixing rails
to ties,

and putting them in dish
gardens, polished up to show
old initials (whose, we do not know),

or knives, wine racks, or sculpted
dancers, characters in varied scenes.

Backyard blacksmiths search
abandoned rails in secret.

At Outpost Winona, spikes
from Lake City become art
of the random, of the rural.

Meanwhile, for no audience,
a railroad worker with his
oxygen-fuel torch cuts a rail
at dawn,

a shower of sparks
his dance, his art.

* * * * * *
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Raymond Soulard, Jr.

Labyrinthine
[a new fixtion]

xxvi.

By when the King & his five Brother-Heroes finally arrived to the Island of the Tangled 
Gate, they were too heart-worn to finish their quest successfully.

Their bonds not broken but frayed. Some, most, would have yet stayed in the Main-
land Kingdom they had lately built up. Maybe despairing there was a Tangled Gate 
to be found, & rathering to believe in what visible good their hands & backs were 
building day by day there.

Even the King’s obsession had shifted from saving the world to recovering his mysteri-
ously lost beloved Deirdre. Even her visionary appearance on their boat now bound 
for the Tangled Gate, her assurance that another mattered now far more than her, did 
not convince him.

When they found the Tangled Gate, only with the help of Creatures, & then the 
Cave of the Beast, their intent was shattered, & they were Wobbled from hither to 
yon. Most of them.

Roddy the woodsman not. Perhaps his long & deep sojourn among Creatures in the 
White Woods spared him.

The King was not because his obsession to recover Deirdre too powerful. I think the 
three days he alone remained in the Cave of the Beast were a wrangle. A something. 
A change in him.

He asked for help. He was told no.

“Raymond?”
“Hmm?”
“Sorry to interrupt. We have to go.”
“Now?”
“Yes.”

I am still wrestling all this.

“Hello.”
“Hello, sir.”
“Hello, sir.”
“Did I make it back to Abraham’s Beach? Finally?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You did!”
“Do you know which way is his camp?”

I think. Given left or right, I’ll always choose left. I point thusly.

The King smiles at us. Handsome face, lorn eyes, grayish beard. If I were a girl, I’d 
swoon. Nearly do anyway.

He nods us thanks & heads off. G.P. & I are frozen a moment.

“I think we did OK.”
“Did we?”
“We got him here. No Wobbles!”

We hurry after him, clumsy, abashed. 

xxvii.

I slow our walk from the King’s eager pace, because I need a bit to consider. G.P. 
slows with me.

“The heart of this evolving finale is about forgiveness.”
“OK.”
“Not every character. Not the Creatures. But the King & Roddy foremost.”
Nod. Whoosh-whoosh of the Deeper Deeper Sea nearby. The heavy, colorful musical 
sand under our steps.
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“Not like they finally see each other, & all is forgiven. More like a slow, clumsy process.”
Nod.
“I feel the personal element to this. How much have & have I not forgiven myself & 
others in my life.”
Curious: “How much have you?”
“Not nearly enough.”
“So your struggle becomes theirs?”
“Yes. Simply, yes. But becomes is not the same as.”

I suddenly set down on the sand, & notebook & black pen appear in my grasp.

“Our love lost its bottom notes. Its bassline. Still floated, as love long known does, but 
without root now, & so away from us, you from me, me from you . . . ”

Pause.

“Your dreams of her clawed you from within, where nothing protects. There was no 
path forward for you. No next step. Only memory, loss, & the deepest boniest claw in 
you urging a move, like only one choice, thus none, return, return, return. . . ”

More?

“I blocked your way. Our shared Kingdom blocked your way. All but that pointing, 
bony claw blocked your way.”

Mm.

“You would return with me there, to retrieve our Brothers, to retrieve your Queen. 
You & me, & an army enough to bring down that Gate & all within.”

Go. 

“This smiling mania in you reared up slowly, like a great wave in dreams, ever & ever 
more with no recall of before & no retreat from it.”

. . . .

. . . 

. . 

. 

“You would return with me. The mystery of all that occurred now simply a war’s 
tactical retreat. Not any of it to understand, nor care in it, just reassemble & return.”

. . . . . . 

“We spoke less & less, till none at all. Smiling mania does not know refusal, or other 
ways to do.”

“Why did I try to persuade you? Why didn’t I clap you down safely till I was surer of 
my path for us?”

“Why? You are my King. You are my Brother. A heart given in fealty never fully returns. 
I spoke to who you had been, groped for him with my words, sought our bottom 
notes. Whatever its story, however dark, collapsed, love does not undo. Cannot undo.”

“Forgive? Forget? Nod & let go?” . . . . . . 

I stop. Pack up my notebook in my bookbag, black pen in my pocket. Nod to G.P. 
enjoying the Sea, & we walk on a bit faster, to catch up to the King.

xxx.

[It was a lingering moment up here in the high mountain forests—]

Sitting on a bench by a hard-running stream. Sitting alone is the King, listening to 
the water, its singing balm—

And his sense, though but old & lovely trees about him for his fine company, & the 
stream to perform & entertain, that he is not alone—

That here, in his long exile near the Great Tree at the Hearts of the World, he is not 
alone. Those he’s loved, known past times, & unknown ones to come, are nearer than 
he can easily know—

Here seems where time itself arrives, rests, maybe becomes something else—

He breathes quietly, in & out, listens, rests too. Feels he will be elsewhere, come other 
days; to return still, come other ones. Yet something else will ever remain here too.

Eventually, others crossed the King’s path, as he sat on his bench, by the water, maybe 
inevitably, as everything might be in the vastless reaches of the White Woods.

The first, likely most inevitably, to cross his path, were Creatures. They live in the White 
Woods, of course, all over it, as far as anyone knows, even as they live elsewhere too, like 
in the Creature Common, & elsewhen, like with the Princess, under the Tangled Gate. 

Well, there was that snowstorm, one strange day, when he lay unmoving on the 
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ground, beyond despair to numbness, until two charming brown Bear Creatures with 
peppermint decorations about their cloaks, came upon him, & sweetly crooned him 
back from nowhere to somewhere. Always a good start. 

Somewhere led him to this bench by that singing stream, & thoughts more hopeful, 
at least lightly hopeful for certain.

And next come upon him one afternoon a group of Creatures to know. A pink Bear 
Creature with charming pink-bow-tie & devilish smirk, in partner with a friendly 
Leopard Creature, them pulling a strange little Wagon together. 

The King of course sniffed friendly to them, as he does to all Creatures, & he was glad 
& curious of their company too. 

Their Wagon contained three strange little flower-pots, each occupied by a wee little 
Bear Creature—cinnamon-colored, chocolate-colored, & brown sugar-colored (with 
red bow-tie).

Creatures are known to rarely speak the English, it spooking them (there are exceptions 
of course, such as Bellla!), but the King learned by other ways that the little Bears were 
called Cackleberries, & their haulers were called Cackleberry farmers.

Cackleberry Crops, actually. And what this meant both hard to say & tis so—

These friendly folks were neighbors to the King, living not far from the Hut where 
he stayed. Having all met, the Cackleberry farmers & their Crops made sure to pass 
by the King on his stream-side bench most afternoons. Crops & Farmers alike would 
join the smiling King on his bench, usually in his very lap, to doze peacefully together 
to the stream’s music.

The King would ever be reminded how his travels long ago began with the deeply felt 
wish to protect all Creatures, & the countless other magicks of the White Woods, & 
this impulse had been shared by all his Brothers. He was sure that, even now, however 
far apart they were, this wish yet guided them all.

* * * * * *
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the Israel-Hamas war. Her 2004 Scriptor Press RaiBook, Spirit 
World Restless, can be found at: scriptorpress.com/raibooks/
spiritworldrestless.pdf. Ever beloved.

Jimmy Heffernan lives in Salt Lake City, Utah. His most recent book 
of poetry, Ripples on an Infinite Sea, was published in 2022, by 
BookBaby.

Nathan D. Horowitz lives in Kansas City, Kansas. Book 2 of his 
quadrilogy of Nighttime Daydreams (Bat Dreams) was published 
in 2019.

Colin James lives in western Massachusetts. His most recent book
	 of poetry, The Paralytically Obscure As Beauty Crescendo, was
	 published by The Book Patch in December 2020.

Sam Knot lives in rural France. More of his work can be found at 
samknot.com.
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Tamara Miles lives in Elgin, South Carolina. More of her work can be 
found at: http://tamaramiles.wixsite.com/sylviasdaughtersays.

Martina Reisz Newberry lives in Palm Springs, California. Her 
most recent book of poetry, Glyphs, was published in 2022 by 
Deerbrook Editions. More of her writings can be found at: 
https://martinanewberry.wordpress.com. 

 
Epi Rogan lives in Cork, Ireland. More of her work can be found at 

instagram.com/pieorgan. instagram.com/pieorgan.

Kassandra Soulard lives in Melrose, Massachusetts. She is, & ever I 
am thankful for this..

Raymond Soulard, Jr. lives in Melrose, Massachusetts. Art presses ever 
on, no matter the passing beauties, no matter the novel bastards.

Louis Staeble lives in Bowling Green, Ohio. More of her work can be 
found at instagram.com/pieorgan. instagram.com/louiestaeble.

Timothy Vilgiate lives in Colorado Springs, Colorado. The radio ver-
sion of Rivers of the Mind, an amazing work in any form, can be 
found online at: https://riversofthemind.libsyn.com.

* * * * * *
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