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CHAPTER 1

"Hey, Eddie! The coffee machine's broken again! Fix
it, will ya?"

I stomped from my desk and prowled past Rob to the
machine. "Ed-WARD," I growled.

"Yeah, yeah, whatever Eddie," he said into his coffee.

I kicked the stubborn machine. Day after day, week
after week, the coffee machine managed to freeze up or melt
down or implode. And who had to fix it EVERY time? Eddie,
Eddie, Eddie. Ed-WARD!

I opened it up and tinkered with the filter and tapped
the screen. Fuzzy blue scratches appeared. I unplugged
it. I replugged it. I unplugged it again and checked the
outlet. Nuts. I pulled out my screwdriver...

"Mr. Tolfam? Mr. Tolfam?" said a voice at my
elbow...or at least where I thought I'd left my
elbow...Coffee Machine was strewn over everything now.

"Me?" I said, muffled from inside the back of the
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machine.

"The boss would like to see you," she said.

I popped up. "The boss? What'd I do this time,
Phyllis?"
She smiled mysteriously. "Not what did you do, Eddie,

but what will you do!"
"EA-WARD. And NOT AGAIN!" I snatched the paper she
held out and stomped down the hall to The Dark Office.

"Boss?" I said at the door.

"Enter," he answered. I walked in to pitch black.
"Sir?"
"Edward," he said, deliberately. "We've got some sort

of mix up in “The Return of the King”, and we think it's--"
he broke off and slapped a folder on the desk. I could
tell by shuddering vibrations in the floor as it slammed

down whose file it was.

"Why me?” I moaned. “Why me?"

"Thanks, Eddie. I knew I could count on you."

"Oh yeah," I said. "What's this? Number 200°2"

"234," he corrected. "Check the file."

"Yes sir," I mumbled, leaving The Dark Office. Just
like the coffee machine.. Some things just always fall to

Eddie, Eddie, Eddie. Ed-WARD.
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“Agent Poppins, I'm about to make contact. I'm
issuing an order for radio silence.” I let go of the
steering wheel to punch the intercom button, ending my
transmission.

“Roger that, Regano. Initiating radio lockdown,” her
voice crackled back.

I floored the gas pedal of the Mercedes G55 SUV, and
watched the speedometer creep up past 100 mph. I'd swiped
the car from a generic Mercedes dealership in one of those
horrible modern thrillers. The effect on the novel would
hopefully be no more then a few words... or at the worst ,a
fragment. I couldn't afford to be on the
radar any longer then possible.

“Not that driving a Mercedes SUV through Lord of the

4

Rings is particularly subtle,” I consented.

My only hope now was that my speed and area of
travel would keep any of the locals from spotting the
vehicle before they could add any extra to the story, and
alert the TransFictional Police.

The TransFictional Police, or TFP, ruled over fiction,

deciding and issuing written reforms, character rights, as

well what items different characters were allowed to have
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while they were "off book"™ and not in a reading. Their job
was to keep the peace in fiction, and assure that each
story ran exactly as its author intended. Unfortunately,
they went so far as to think that a character was required
to live through every part of its book over again, every
time the book had a reading, even the moments of their
deaths. As expected, most characters did not enjoy that
little detail at all.

"Turn left after the next two trees,”" my GPS system
squawked, just in time for me to make the turn with out
flipping the car.

“I knew these things were over-rated!” I
complained. “I should have made off with an autopilot
system from one of those new Sci-fi novels.”

On the other side of the spectrum, I head up an
illegal organization known to most as the Character
Extraction Program, or CEP, which works under the radar to
stage the characters’ deaths, and replace them with written
“dummies”, there by allowing them avoid that pain. All of
our work is done for free, unless of course our clients
wish to donate to the cause, or work as a volunteer in the
program. In this case, my client, King Théoden, wished to

be replaced with the dummy in the back of the SUV.
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I pulled up along a sharp ridge and stopped the car,
leaving it on idle while I found my target. Taking my
monocle out of my pocket, I grasped it firmly and imagined
a large spyglass, of the type used in pirate novels, such
as Treasure Island. The monocle grew and shifted in my
hand, changing shape into the very item I’d picture. I
smiled and lifted it to my eye.

The monocle’s original shape was actually a sword,
which I’'d inherited in my own series of novels, the
“Twilland Chronicles”. The nifty little thing had the
ability to change into any non-1living object I could
imagine, making it the ultimate Swiss-army knife.. except
not Swiss.. and not a knife... I shrugged and put my mind
back to the mission, forgetting the badly placed analogy
completely. The battle for Minas Terrath hadn't started
yet. Good. That gave me a whole chapter to scout out the
surroundings. I peered into the field, searching for the
oncoming armies of Mordor, or for my favorite rival - Dr.
Edward Tolfam of the TFP. Why he was the only officer ever
sent to catch me I didn’t know, but it gave the missions a
sense of familiarity that I liked.

"Here Eddie, Eddie, Eddie."

He'd come after me so many times that I almost thought
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I could hear his voice on the wind.

"Ed-WARD."

I smiled as a black streak speed across the lenses of
the binoculars.

“Hello, Eddie.”

"Blasted company cars," I muttered. My little Buick
with TFP emblazoned on the side sputtered as it tried to
top 80. "I'll never catch him with this..." My thoughts
went to things like the Millennium Falcon, Nazgul Winged
Steeds, and space spheres... "NO!" I told myself. "You
sound like one of them.

Them. The Character Extraction Program. Those
meddlers who wanted to wreck literature as we know it. And
they were headed up by the most troublesome of them all--
Regano the Bard. And who always got landed with Regano
jobs? Who had to piece back together the stories he tore
to shreds in his "beneficial escapades"? Who had to
personally track him down using only his ingenuity and
company-model tools? Eddie, Eddie--.

"Eddie, Eddie, Eddie!" shrieked the radio.

I muttered darkly and hit the intercom button.

"Phyl?"
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"We've picked up something moving very quickly on the
outskirts of Minas Tirith. Check it out.

"Roger that," I said. "Speed won't help you here,
Regano, my old buddy." I leaned into the gas pedal and
finally, the little car jerked its speedometer needle up to
82.

CRASH!!!

The car shuddered, throwing me across the dashboard,
though my seatbelt snatched me back just hard enough to
give my neck a crippling blow against the seat. I looked
upward to see 10 long obsidian talons protruding from the

shredded ceiling of the Buick.

I flung myself into the shotgun seat and pulled open
the glove compartment. The car was jerking strangely, and
it didn't take much to guess the beast was dragging me
somewhere. I clutched at the objects in the small bin.
Inflatable Hitter-on-the-Header? Where did the TFP get
these funky devices, anyway? I tossed it into the back
seat. Nail clippers? I glanced at the talons. No good.
Bike horn? Altoids? Doggie bag? I glared at the blip
that was Regano on my radar screen. The TFP needed reform.

How were we supposed to track down these TransFictional
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meddlers without the advantages that they had?

I decided I would just leap from the car and let the
beast carry off its prey...but then I peeked out the
window. Thirty-foot drops aren't particularly healthy, and
of course the TFP didn’t supply parachutes. Typical. I
pulled myself up into the driver's seat again.

"Phyl?" I barked over the radio.

"Ed? Come in?" her voice was scratchy. Winged Steed
wing beats interfered with the signal.

"I've been attacked."

"So I gathered."

"Just wanted to let you know. Tell the Boss that there
may be a...umm, delay."

"That only means a whole lot more trouble for us..."

"Well, when you're dangling from the claws of a Nazgul
Steed, there's not much you can do!"™ I retorted.

"Well...keep cool, Eddie. Oh, and one more thi--"

She was cut off as a crackling voice came over the
radio.

"Officer Edward Tolfam?" asked a muffled male voice.

I didn't answer, just stared at the radio in shock.

"We know you're there," it continued. "We have a tip

for you. Regano is heading for Minas Tirith."
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"Who are you?" I asked, forgetting about being
nonexistent.
"Ah, there you are, Eddie, old pal. I was beginning to
think you’d been speared, if you know what I mean.”
I looked up at the long claws protruding from the hood
of the car, and thought I knew exactly what he meant.
“Oh! Gotta run. Bye now!”
“Wait!”
The voice dissolved into the radio buzz. I clicked it
off and scratched my head. With a jolt, the car slammed
down onto something and the talons extracted themselves

from the roof like a can opener from the can.

Something didn't seem right. I’d been watching Eddie’s
ascent via Nazgul winged steed, and it didn’t make sense.
Nazgul were some of the most feared, and yet most
unintelligent creatures in all of fiction, but even so,
they knew that damaging a TFP vehicle was a crime worthy of
erasure and rewrite. Of course, due to the sudden increase
in popularity of the trilogy, thanks to Hollywood, it would

be difficult to take a paragraph offline, let alone a
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chapter, or the whole book.

My binoculars vibrated, and I frowned. A call from
the home base? That was never good news. I quickly shifted
the binoculars back into a monocle, fitted it to my eye,
tapping the monocle with a finger as I did so. A picture of
a young woman with a bonnet and umbrella filled the lens.

"Agent Poppins? Report."

"Sir, we have received intel that the Nazgul you are
seeing is.. well.. not a Nazgul."

"How did you know about the Nazgul?" I asked,
raising an eyebrow, and almost causing the monocle to fall
off of my now unsquinted eye.

"I-I don't actually know sir."

"What do you mean you don't know old girl? Who told
you?"

A pause. "The Guild."

My eyes narrowed. The Guild, as it was called was
another underground movement, of a much more despicable
nature.

44

"You know we don't associate with them, I reproved,
“Not since the Poe incident."

Years ago, while Poe was still alive, the Guild had

infiltrated Poe's novels, and lured them over to their
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regime. Unfortunately, due to the fact that Poe's novels
were not commonly read, or appreciated at the time, the TFP
launched a “recapture” of the novels, resulting in nothing
less them the complete unraveling of the stories. The
pleasant mystery novels were reduced to horrific short
stories within the lifetime of a disposable fountain pen.

"Who contacted them?"™ I asked, quite disturbed by
this new information.

"We didn't sir,” Poppins replied. “They contacted
us."

"How did they know about the mission?"

"We—we don't know, sir."

Something smelled of fish--and not the tasty lemony
kind either.

"Get a hold of King Théoden, send him back the Magic
Dwarf rings he gave us. I'm pulling out."

"But sir, how do we know that the Guild isn't trying
to help us?"

“"I don’t work with those chaps,” I said as my eyes
narrowed. “I don’t trust them. Prepare an inter-fictional
wormhole. Open on my mark, and my mark alone at the
meeting place in Mirkwood."

"Yes sir."
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"Regano out."

I tapped the monocle again, turning the screen off.

I swallowed hard as I floored the gas pedal of the
Mercedes, and swerved it away from Minas Tirith.

Was the Guild actually up to something?

Was I allowing Théoden innumerable readings of his
painful death just the sake of just my pride?

If the Guild were actually up to something, then did
my flight negate my only chance of stopping them?

I turned hard on the steering wheel bringing the car

around 180 degrees and immediately floored the gas pedal.
I flew down the path, at 150 mph, the wheels of the SUV not
even touching the ground for more then a few seconds at a
time, due to the rocky terrain. The orc lines were half way
across the field now, and the archers from Minas Tirith
were starting to fire arrows into the horde like hail. I
grinned, and adjusted my monocle.

"Just how I like it." It would only be another few
pages or so before Theoden charged out into the battle.
After the focus of the story left him, I would have another
short bit of text to replace him with the dummy.

This might not be so hard after all. The thought of

the Nazgul kept nagging at my mind, and I half expected t
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to come flying down on me at any second. Why and how had
the Guild contacted us? A mole in the CEP? But all of the
agents were loyal. 1I’d screened them myself! Even the
not-so-bright members wouldn't think of treachery. Would
they?

I shook my head and continued to drive towards Minas
Tirith. Maybe the Guild could be trusted. Maybe they were
helping. They’d taken care of Tolfam, after all, and
without hurting him, though they’d totaled his car--

A series of loud pops, and hisses interrupted my
thoughts, and the car swerved off of the path. I gripped
the wheel tighter desperate to get control of the vehicle.
I didn't, and the Mercedes careened into a tree, smashing
in the front end.

7

"Well that wasn't too bad now, was it,” I grinned.
Another slow hiss started from somewhere in the car,
followed by a "pop" and I found myself fighting my way out
of a maze of inflatable plastic airbags, a little late in
deploying.

"Peh! Bleh! Foo!" I turned my monocle into a needle

and stabbed at the airbags, resulting in another loud

A\Y ”

pop

"Teach you to do that again!"
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From outside the car, I could see that the damage was
far worse then I’d thought. Not one, but all four wheels
had been popped, and not just popped, but shredded. Spike
strip. Someone knew what they were doing, and it wasn’t
the TFP. Someone knew that I had nowhere to run. Well...

almost nowhere.

Finally, we were getting somewhere. I climbed out of

the mangled vehicle and pulled out my walkie-talkie.

"Phyllis, I'm going to need an eraser down here soon.
The car's totaled,”" I told her. She'd send a certified
officer to remove the car from the book before any
dedicated readers had a heart attack. The TFP was at least
good at covering the mistakes they made.. unlike some
people. But I had bigger things to think about just now...

The Nazgul winged steed shrieked and writhed in what
should have been a terrifying display of teeth. I stared

him down, tsk'ing with my tongue.

"Too many adverbs," I said. It stopped and roared
straight into my face. "That's it! Cut to the action.
And now, I shall do just that."™ I flashed my badge at the

beast. It sat back demurely on its haunches. "Yes, I see
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you recognize me. You owe me a Buick and a service for
wasting my time."™ It hung its ugly head and the smell of
death dissipated slowly. "Since you're so good at

mutilating cars, I'd like for you to quickly and
unexpectedly detain the SUV that is now crossing the front
lines. I don't need to remind you what might happen if you
don't comply..."

The thing galloped a way, sprang into the air and
disappeared. That’s when I discovered that I stood on the
top of a tower. I looked down...bad idea. I looked
up...bad idea again. Three winged steeds circled Minas
Tirith like vultures. I needed to get under cover. Even a
badge doesn't do much good against teeth and talons if you
don't have time to get it out before you're skewered...

#

With the bag of words that would become the Theoden
dummy strapped to my hip, I dove into the battle. My
monocle had now become its original item, the sword of
Prillian the Wizard. As I mentioned before, I’d inherited
the sword--now connected to my life-force. If I lost it, I
died. It’d happened to me once, and it would not happen
again. That was why I came up with the CEP in the first

place. It’s why Lord Evar, an eccentric Dwarf inventor,
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also from my story, and I had worked so tirelessly on the
dummy system while we were off book. And this is how it’d
all panned out.

An orc roared beside me.

"Oh, I must say, you have nasty breath,” I said waving
a hand in front of my nose. “Tic tac?"

The fiend cocked his head and gasped, "You aren't
supposed to say that. In fact, I don't remember you at
all!"

"Funny, I can't seem to remember you either, though
with a face like yours I don't see how that’s possible.
Could I interest you in some cosmetics? I have heard that
Mary Kay makes some that are quite worthless and
expensive."

Apparently the beast wasn't amused, and swung down
with his crudely shaped sword.

I blocked it and whispered in his ear while we held
the sword lock, "Tell me where Theoden's death takes place
and I'll throw in a complementary container of peanuts."”

The orc's eyes widdened, "peanuts?"

"A full thirty-two ounces."

“I haven’t had anything but maggoty bread for three

stinkin’ days!” he considered. "Sixty-four?"
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"Done."

"And the tic-tacs and the Mary Kay?"

I passed him a card, "just contact Evar's inter-
dimensional ice-cream delivery. Drop Code: Theo, and give
him a location. It will be there."

The orc took the card slyly, and whispered in my ear,
"Theoden dies to the left of the eighth trebuchet right
before the third Giant Elephant passes it."

I nodded to the orc and broke into a healthy jog in

that direction. In and out... in and out... hurry.

I slipped through the rooms and passageways silently,
though no one was around to see me. The sounds of battle
reached me even there. Finally, I came out into a street.
Pulling my manual from my pocket, I checked the little map
in the front cover. "You Are Here" flashed up at me from
the page. I flipped to the page where Theoden dies....

Eight sentences! Could I get there in time?

I dashed through the streets and made it onto the
field of battle. I saw the white horse of King Theoden far
in the distance, and I fought my way through the raging

battles. Fifty yards away...I noticed a form streaking
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toward him from another direction...Regano! A massive orc
crossed my path. I tapped him on the shoulder.

"TFP. Pardon me." He lumbered sideways with a little
nod of what I took to be his head...

"Regano!" I yelled as I ran. His head turned in my
direction for a split second. The gap closed between us...
He dropped a bulging bag from his shoulder and clutched at
the reins of Theoden's horse. The king bellowed and swiped
down with his sword, not recognizing the bard. Regano
brought his monocle-sword up to block the blow, giving me a
split second to snatch the bag from the horse's hooves.

Suddenly, a black shadow draped across Theoden and his
horse! A Nazgul beast swept down and closed his talons
around the middle of the horse, pinching the king between
its scaly knees. With four shuddering wing beats, it
lifted from the ground and hovered above us, clutching the
king in its talons. Turning back, it flashed me a toothy

smile before taking off.

I didn't have time to consider the Nazgul, or Tolfam
for that matter. I only had one hope to accomplish my

mission before the novel was locked down. I reached for
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the bag of words, but I fell over at the surprising small
air resistance of--nothing.

"Looking for this?" Tolfam asked, waving the bag back
and forth. He smiled briefly, but stopped and averted an
eyeball to the Nazgul as it lifted Theoden higher.

"Bad form, sir," I scolded, "hand over the bag and I
still may be able to save Theoden's life." I said this
like he should care, but knowing that he wouldn’t.

"T will not go against the wishes of the writers!” he
protested, making my point for me. “You know that you are
undermining their authority and you don't care. You are
undermining the authority of the whole TFP."

"Eddie-"

"Ed- WARD! 1It’s EDWARD! Don't speak to me like you
know me after all of the trouble you’ve given me trying to
catch you! ©Now I’ve finally caught you!”

"Who said I was caught?" I said smiling. I’d caught

Tolfam monologuing, a common trait for overachieving

fictional characters, and he hadn't noticed as I changed my

monocle into a door and stuck it firmly into the ground, "I

think I will be leaving now."
"We'll track you!" Tolfam exclaimed, realizing he’d

been tricked. "That door emits such a strong punctuation
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field, that we can lock onto it from anywhere."

"That's why I only use it in emergencies. Believe me,
where I'm going, you won't want to follow." I turned to
enter the door, but to his surprise and mine, hit a brick
wall--literally.

"That isn't supposed to be there," I pondered calmly
and imagined a different destination, thinking that when I
did the wall would simply melt away. It didn’t. Why

wouldn't it work? The laws of fictionality were

irrefutable. An object had to do what it was written to do.

I tried again. Still the wall. I changed it back into a
monocle and stuck it back on my eye. "I say... odd isn't
ite?"

Though Tolfam was as confused as I, he smiled. "I
guess we've caught you after all, Regano, Bard of
Twilland."

"No," a voice said, from behind me, "we did."

We had been so intent on our conversation, we hadn't
noticed the Army of the Dead ravaging the landscape around
us as Aragorn, Gimli, and Legolas brought them to the
rescue of Minas Tirith. It was the last of the trio who’d
spoken.

"What are you talking about?" Tolfam snorted, holding
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out his badge. "TFP. He's mine."

"'TFP. He's mine,’" Legolas mimicked
uncharacteristically. He pulled out his own badge, and
Tolfam and I both gasped. "Guild. He's mine."

“Legolas!" I gasped. "How could you?"

The tall elf cocked an eyebrow and adopted as close to
a gangster-like slouch as an elf could. "I've had enough
of sissy little quips, long yellow hair and dreamy
expressions."

"So you joined the Guild?" Tolfam bellowed.

"They promised me they'd change me to a Man like
Aragorn," Legolas replied defensively.

"I can't believe you'd go against your own author's
wishes! This isn't acting in character!" Tolfam cried.

"Bad form, wot?" I interjected.

"You stay out of this!" Tolfam shot me a dangerous
glare.

"Just going!" I quipped, taking off my monocle and
trying the door again. A solid brick wall appeared inside.
"Jolly well infuriating, wot?" I grumbled.

Tolfam took advantage of the distraction to leap on
Legolas. Legolas in turn whipped out of his grasp and

pinned him to the ground, hair swinging as he spun with
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inhuman speed...probably because he wasn't human. His
knees on Tolfam’s arms, he drew a graceful, leaf-like blade
and laid it at my throat.

"Too long have you TFP agents tightened our chains.
Books were made for the imagination. And I imagine you
never returning to your little cubicle in the TFP offices,"
he enunciated.

“Oh dear,” I muttered, “bad form indeed!”

"Wait!" Tolfam yelped. "You can't mean that! Legolas
would never say something like that!™"

"The Guild has freed me from my requirements to act in
character," he replied.

"What?!" I shouted. "The whole fabric of literature
will unravel!"

"And be woven into a finer tapestry than any of you,
or our authors, imagined!" replied the elf. He leaned over
Tolfam again, pressing the blade further against his neck,
and Tolfam’s face hardened.

"You don't want to do that," he said in a low,
dangerous voice.

"Hah!" was Legolas’s only reply.

"Oh, then I'm gquite sure you'd be happy to visit a

spoof version of yours named Leg-0O'-Lamb?" Tolfam smiled at
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him.

His face grew ashen. "Leg-O'-Lamb? I am utterly out
of countenance," he stammered, and the knife quivered. He
snapped out of it and steadied himself. "I could kill you
now."

I placed my arm up against the doorframe and leaned
against it casually. "And be eternally erased? Is that
what you want?"

"The Guild will save me!" cried Legolas.

"Nothing is ever drawn or written the same way twice,"
I returned.

"The Guild has Copy and Paste!" he retorted, but his
volice quivered.

"Technology..." I sighed, and grinned a little,
realizing I had the upper hand. "You know you don't trust
that any more than we do."

"But I--" the elf paused, and in that instant, Tolfam
flipped him to the ground and dealt him a hard rap on the
head with the hilt of his own knife. Legolas’s eyes rolled
back and he dropped, unconscious. As he did so, the brick
wall inside my door undulated, and finally shimmered out of
existence. Tolfam looked up at me wearily.

"You going then?"
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"You have enough on your hands," I muttered, stepping
in front of the door.

"I should be angry. The Boss'll kill me." Tolfam
sighed. “Somehow I don't care anymore.”

"I'm not as radical as the Guild,” I assured him, “but
I have work to do. You've ruined my chance to save
Theoden. But this news..." I gestured toward the
unconscious elf. "Copy and Paste is a dangerous weapon."

"I can't imagine how they figured it out," Tolfam
said, heaving Legolas to his shoulder. A small car labeled
TFP puttered up and Phyllis rolled down her window as I
darted into the door and changed it back into a monocle
almost instantaneously.

"I got the totaled Buick and also a shredded SUV," I
heard her say as “The Return of the King” wvanished from my
sight.

"Thanks. We've got to take this guy to rehab. Can
you insert a dummy?"

"Sure. Hop in the back.”

Eddie started to reply, but his words were lost as I

reappeared elsewhere.



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA / 26

CHAPTER 2

I sighed, and sat down, finally back at Evar's Palace.
It was a good place to rest when we were both off book.

"I just don't understand how that could be possible."
Evar said, with his even more distinct accent then mine,
"The classical characters have always been the most
resistant to the Guild's rhetoric. But if they got Legolas,
then they must have something up their sleeve."

When figments so deeply embedded in their character,
even popular ones, defected, it was not only a
catastrophe to us, because we too were against the Guild,
but also because it caused chaos in the book. Legolas
would have to be replaced by a dummy, and with the current
word shortage, he wouldn't be nearly as well described.
There was always the chance of rehab, a long and tiring re-
writal process used by the TFP, but sometimes even that
failed, and if it did, and the “defective” character was
erased, a new character would have to be meticulously

formed from scratch, introductory paragraph and all. But
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never with the same detail. Only an author was able to do
that.

I frowned and picked a stray feather, the byproduct of
Evar's obsession with ducks, out of my coffee before taking
another sip. "They mentioned something about Copy and
Paste."

Evar looked up from his Tall-Mint-Chip-Espresso-Latte-
Mocha. (for some reason he fancied the detail of these
things) "Copy and Paste? I've heard of that. Isn't it
somehow technologically related? A part of the authors'
world?"

"In the author's world it is used to take a small or
large piece of text, move it, and then rewrite it to
another location instantly," I explained.

"Really?" Evar said, sipping his coffee. "Do you know
all of the implications of that here? They could recreate
armies of characters. Any character. I don't know about
you, but I wouldn't want an army of, say, Reepicheep mice
flouncing around."

"Not only that, but it could provide instant
transportation, much faster then the De-spellerizer."

The De-spellerizer was a device Evar had invented for

our escapades into other books, that disassembled the words
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in our descriptions, carried them through a wormhole, and
reassembled them on the other side. It was one of the few
advantages we had over both the Guild and the TFP. If they
had Copy and Paste, however, that could change.

"They would need a genius to perfect it," Evar said.
"They would have to find a way to display a character’s
text as a reader sees it, so that they would be able to
actually “copy and paste.” If they had that ability, they
could do far more with not much more work. Then they could
even change character attributes. The character handle
would forever disappear."

I choked on another feather, as well as the potency of
his words. "This is sounding worse and worse all the
time. Are there any results on why the monocle wouldn't
work to travel between novels?"

"That I can explain," Evar said. "’'Twas nothing more
then a spelling crisis. The "brink" of the world, where
you would have been able to exit from, was misspelled
"brick". Just a typo. It’s been fixed anyway.

"What about Tolfam? Anything on him?"

"Still haven't been able to find his origin."

"Where in the name of the library system did he come

from!"
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“We’1ll figure it out,” Evar smiled, and took another
huge gulp of his coffee, probably burning his throat in the
process. “I've got the CEP’s best working on it right
now!”

“I know,” I sighed. “I just don’t understand! There
can’t be a character without a book? Can there?”

Evar looked at me over his tall-mint-chip-whatever it
was as 1f I should know that answer, and I sighed again, as
another knock sounded at the door, and Poppins entered.

I smiled.

“You wanted to speak with me sir?” Poppins asked in

her formal accent.

"Yes. Can you handle the Theoden case?"
"Of course,” Poppins replied and smiled. “It’s a
perfect time. They won't expect another attempt so

soon."

"Good. Move out then. Evar’s prepared another
Theoden dummy, and you can take a car from the lot at--"

"I think I'll use my umbrella, thank you."

I smiled. "Of course."

Poppins was one of our best agents, i1if not the best.
Besides me.

Poppins nodded curtly and walked away to retrieve the
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dummy, closing the door to my office gently. Another
knock immediately followed. "Come in."

A confident looking character dressed in an all black
tunic, black boots, black pants, and with raven black hair
stepped into the room, his boots echoed off of the polished
wood floor, and his belt of knives would intimidate even
the most seasoned fighter. A huge broad sword was attached
to his back, via leather sheath, and the hilt stuck out for
all to see. He glared at me for a second, and remained
standing.

"You called."

I smiled despite the glare, knowing he didn’t mean
anything by it. Dorln was a Dwarf Diplomat, which in their
culture meant that he also worked as an assassin and spy.
While he didn't work for the CEP, he was a good friend of
both mine and Evar’s, and as he was from the same book, he
was often called upon to do third party work.

7

"I have a mission for you,” I said, getting right to
the point, as I knew was his manner. “We need you to
infiltrate the Guild, and bring us information regarding
the Copy and Paste program."

I|Pay?l|

"The usual, plus a bonus based on the amount of info
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you bring back."
Dorln nodded. "When do I leave?"

"As soon as you are ready.”

I trudged from the Character Rehab complex. We'd left
Legolas in the LOTR ward, floor 3 for Return of the King,
with the most dedicated LOTR fans we could employ. We
could only hope that he would realize his error on his own
and return to his book unharmed. If not, there would be a
long and painful process to rewrite his character, and if
it took longer than usual, we would have to cause book
problems on earth. New editions and sold out signs enraged

fans, but they were inevitable in the case of a bad rehab.

I sighed and ran a hand over my aching eyes. I needed
to see the Boss, but I could hardly walk straight, I was so
tired. I wandered over to a coffee machine and tried to
pour some, but it was empty.

"Hey Eddie!" someone yelled. "Can you fix the coffee
machine again?"

"EAWARD!" I yelled. "And NO!!!"

I stomped toward the Dark Office, thinking that at

least my head was cleared by the yelling.
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I finally arrived at his office and burst open the
door.

"Tolfam." The Boss's office chair creaked, and I
couldn't see a thing in the darkness. "You lost Regano."

"I'm sorry, sir, but I kind of had my hands full."

"Report your actions," he ordered shortly.

"Well...I was on my way, when a Nazgul winged steed
picked up the car and deposited it on the top of a building
in Minas Tirith. By the time I got down there, Regano was
almost to Theoden. We both jumped for him, but another
winged steed picked him up and carried him off, horse and
all. I managed to confiscate Regano's dummy, but at that
point we had the Legolas trouble and I couldn't manage
everything at once." I tried not to sound bitter and
frustrated...well, at least I pretended to try....

"Look Eddie..." he began. "This is a tough case, and
Regano's a tricky character. I need you to catch him at
all costs.”

"But...sir, wouldn't it be better to work with Regano
just now, and try to get the Guild under control? They
caused the trouble, and they are acquiring weapons of mass
restruction!"

"Eddie, I must require you to follow my orders or you



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA / 33

shall be demoted," he said. His voice was impossible to
read.

"Sir," I said quietly, trying to stomach my anger.
"My name is Edward." With that, I left the office, not
walting for dismissal. I made for a computer. I needed to
do some research.

I paused outside the information desk and peered over
the top at Phyllis's head.

"How'd it go, Eddie?" she asked, without looking up
from her papers.
hair. "You wouldn't happen to have a file on the Guild,
would you?"

She slammed open a file cabinet drawer and shuffled

through neatly alphabetized folders. Gandalf... Geris...

Glue Incident.... And from there it skipped directly to

Helm's Deep.

"Sorry, Eddie," she said, returning to her papers.
"The Guild's wvery hush-hush, if you know what I mean. Hard
to get any info on it at all..."

"That's very dangerous, you know," I said.

She shrugged. "Tell Balrog to get on it. He should

find it easy to get information out of anybody."
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I sighed and shook my head before continuing on. I
made my way to the room where massive computers with three
extra keyboards just for symbols dwarfed twirling office
chairs. I threw myself into one and turned to a screen.
Tapping on the keyboard, I typed, "GUILD."

The screen became blank, and then three words popped
up.

"COPY AND PASTE."

I smiled, and clicked the link.

A page came up, describing the lethal effects of this
tool, and how it could ruin literature for all time when in
the wrong hands, etc. etc. etc. I scrolled down to the
bottom, where it read, "Requirements: A method for showing
text on a screen without changing a character."”

I knew this was hard, because in the newer books where
characters were less well developed and less memorable,
even changing the font could damage their personality. If
the Guild had that—

"TEXT SCREEN MAKERS," I typed.

Only one name came back.

Evar of Twilland.

I flew from the chair so fast I knocked it over, but

then I caught myself and sat back down. Our computers were
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vastly powerful, and the Guild couldn't have anything quite
like ours...but if that information fell into the wrong
hands, it would be deadly. I quickly hacked into TFDB
(TransFictional DataBase) and carefully locked away that
page. Getting up from the chair, I ran to find a folder on

Evar.

So far Dorln's work had been masterful. We already
had a ten-page report on the details of the program.
Chief among the facts was that there was no way that the
Guild could actually operate it. Yet. They still needed
to find a way to display the text that made up a character
on a screen without harming the character. So far no luck.
They had brilliant scientists working for them, Dr.
Frankenstein, Dr. Jekyll and even Lord Feverstone but so
far none had been able bring the text up on a workable

interface.

"It really isn't so hard you know," the voice at the
door startled me. Evar.

"What isn't, old bean?" I asked, smiling at him,
before turning back to the report.

"Showing text on a screen,”" he said, "it can be done.
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I've done it before myself."

I spun my chair around to Evar. "You have? Why didn’t
you say something earlier?"

Evar laughed. "Of course I have! How do you think I
invented the Despellerizer in the first place? I had to
find a way to show text on a screen so that I could tell
the machine how to de-spell the words."

"You mean you didn't just use words to make the
machine? You know, write it?"

Evar's pride seemed hurt. “Of course not! I was
written as an inventor, and with the current word shortage,
I didn't want to waste any. I have to use gquite a lot for
the dummies you know."

"Of course. Evar, what you are saying is very
important. You have done this before? You can display a
character's words on the screen, and reorder them?"

"Heaven's no! I can't reorder them! I can display
them though. It was the only way to create and test the
Despellerizer. Didn't you wonder about the all of the
disappearing office furniture?"

I shook my head in wonder. "Evar, from this moment
forward, you are going to be under the close guard of no

less then three agents at any given time."
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Evar waved his hand in the air nonchalantly, "oh
posh... no need for that--"

"No, there is a need. The Guild is creating weapons
of mass restruction, and you are the tool to their
completion. They may try something to get a hold of your
knowledge. Will you allow the agents to protect you?"

Evar paled. "Our course,” he said, and laughed
uneasily. “No worries. I don't think anyone would come
for little old me anyway." Evar walked towards the door,
trying to appear confident, but his hands were shaking as
he turned the handle and went out.

I put my head in my hands as I realized the only
logical next step. Tolfam would call. He would want to
know about Evar, so he would call. All I had to do was
wait.

Three hours later the call still hadn’t come. My
supply of Potato chips, sparkling water, and those little
cherries that you put on your ice cream was running thin.
Why wouldn't he call? There were only three possibilities:
one, the TFP actually didn't know anything about Evar. Not
likely. They found everything out sooner or later. Two:
I'd read Tolfam completely wrong, and he would try to take

him by force. Again, not likely, I rarely read people



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA / 38

wrong. I was written that way. Or three--- The phone
rang, and I picked up the receiver--probably better to act
formal... just in case. "Evar's Palace, how may I direct
your call?"

"I need to speak to Regano, Bard of Twilland," a low,
dark, voice said. Not Eddie.

"I'm sorry, he is out. May I take a message?”

"No."

"Oh.... then what would you like me to do?"

"Find him."

"One moment." I hung up the receiver, and put it on

hold. I took time in brushing off my shirt, and ate the
crumbs out of my potato chip bag. I like Ruffles, but I
have to say that Lays have more of a crunch. Picking up
the receiver, I dropped my polite clueless—-as—-a-bean-pole
voice.

"Hello, this is Regano, how can I help you?"

"You have 24 hours to deliver Evar to the first
Chapter of "The Man who was Thursday", by G. K. Chesterton.
Right after "the Big Chinese Lanterns,” there is a phrase
the mentions "dwarflike trees." make sure he lands on the
word "dwarflike" and then exits the narrative. We want to

stay off the radar.”
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"If you think I am going to just hand Evar over to the
likes of you then you've gone off your rocker."

"If you fail to comply, Agent Poppins will be erased.
Again, you have 24 hours."

The phone clicked. My eyes widened so far that my
monocle fell onto the floor, vibrating and spinning like a
coin on the marble surface. I picked up the phone, and
dialed "9673" spelling "WORD". A female voice
answered. "Hello TFP, this is Lieutenant Phyllis, how can I
help you?"

Again, I disguised my voice. "Thanky kindly ma’am,
I'd 1like to speak to Eddie Tol--"

The woman cut me off. "I get him for you." She
covered the receiver, but I could still hear her yell.

"Eddie! Eddie! Hey, Eddie! Phone!™

A door slammed.

"Ed-WARD!"

"Whatever, here's the phone.”

The receiver echoed a bit as the phone transferred
hands.

"Hello this is Edward Tolfam. How can I help you?"

"Tolfam, I need you to get to a private

room immediately. This is Regano, of Twilland. We need to
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talk."

Phyllis looked at me quizzically, and I waved a hand
at her. "My mom," I mumbled. "Clothesline bit her," I
managed as I scurried for a room. Yeah, it was a lame
excuse, even for TFP, but I was in a state of shock. I
slipped into an empty office and locked the door.

"What is it, Regano?" I hissed into the mouthpiece.
"You can't be calling me! We’re archrivals for goodness
sake!"

"Don't hiss like that, old bean!" he chortled
jovially. "It sounds like you're hitting turbulence on a
flying carpet!"”

"Regano..." I said, voice rising with warning.

"All right, all right," he said, growing somber.

"I've got a problem."

"No really?" I said, dripping sarcasm. "I thought you
just missed the melodious sound of my voice."

"That too. Fact is, I've just got a call from some
dark and deep sounding voice demanding that I hand over
Evar in 24 hours, or one of my agents will be erased."

I nearly slammed the receiver down on the desk in my

frustration. I put it back to my ear and controlled
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myself. "How can they have gotten that information so
quickly? I locked it the minute I found it!"

"I figured you knew. Why didn't you call? I was
waiting."

I traced a smiley face in the dust on the desk.
"Uh...I was fixing a coffee machine."

Silence on the line.

"Yeah, I know...it's kind of my little job around
here. Either that or get mobbed by eight thirsty caffeine-
aholics who've been up three nights in a row...."

Silence on the line.

I gripped the phone. "Regano? Regano! Are you
there?"

I shook the receiver and banged it against my hand

before shouting into it again. Still no answer. The line
was dead.

"Just like that old busybody," I grumbled. "Hangs up
on me just because I didn't call him soon enough." I stood

up and started toward the door, when the phone in my hand
buzzed and vibrated. I pushed "talk."
"TFP, Fantasy Office, can I help you?" I rattled off.
"That depends on you." The voice was low and dark,

not to mention foreign.
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"Who is this?" I asked slowly.

"That is beside the point. We want you to deliver
your file on Evar of Twilland to the first chapter of The
Man Who Was Thursday by GK Chesterton. There is a phrase
that mentions "the Big Chinese Lanterns." Open there, drop
the file, and exit immediately."

"I'm sorry, sir, but our information is confidential,"
I said.

"Then listen to this confidential information," he
growled. "If you don't comply, some very unpleasant things
will start happening. Very unpleasant."

With a click, the line went dead. I stared at the
wall, and then at a speck of dirt on the wall, and no ideas
came. Then I stared at a speck of dirt on the ceiling, and
an idea popped into my head. I dropped the phone and
flopped into the chair, swiveling to view a typewriter
loaded with paper. I had some fabricating to do...

#

"A coffee machine? At a time like this? 0ld bean, I
am sure you could be doing something better with your
time."

I waited for some retort from Eddie about how this and

that, or how that and the other, had popped up. Only
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silence.

"Hello?" I waited, "Hellloooco?" He'd hung up on me!
Well. I'd show him. I hung up the phone and picked it up
to call him again, but stopped short. No dial tone. I
pulled my text-messager out of my pocket. No signal. I
frowned. Evar owned Twilland's only wireless service. How
could the line be dead? The lights flickered above, and
then went off. The lights too? I opened the door out of
the office, and it creaked ominously. A huge spider ran up
the wall and into a crack near the ceiling, the light in
the hall flickered a few more times, and then went dead.

I tensed. This couldn't be what I thought it was. I
walked a few more steps, and turned the corner into the
kitchen. All of the mice, that we kept trying to catch
were walking across the floor sniffing. I groaned.
Apparently the Guild had a larger weapons cache then I
thought. They would be serious about Evar, which meant I
had to find him as soon as possible. A duck flew by one of
the windows, and I heard a delighted laugh from below.
Evar. That meant he must be in garden courtyard, hardly
the safest place in the building. I ran down the long
twisting stairs, and into the garden. The flowers were

already starting to droop, and the sky was growing grey
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with cloud. The sky brightened with lightning for a
second, and then grew dim, just as I reached Evar.

“Evar!” I yelled.

"Ah! Regano. I think we might be in for a bit of a
storm. I am—--"

"Evar," I asked, panting. "Do we ever get storms?"

Evar looked at me, indignant. "Well not usually...

but--"

"Ever?"

"Not that I know of... but--"

"The answer is a straight no. Agents, you are
dismissed." The three agents who had been guarding Evar
nodded curtly, and left. "As I was saying, there has never
been a storm written that takes place at your palace. It

is always a delightful place, except for that time when
Hakelback took over and—" I cut myself off of the rabbit
trail. ™“No storms. Your palace wasn't written to have
storms."

"What are you trying to say Regano? I didn't do it! I
haven't finished the storm machine yet! I still need the
words ‘terrific,’ ‘lightning,’ ‘brightened,’ ‘magnificent,’
and a few other rare ones."

"What I'm saying, Evar, 1is that we have been hit by a
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Horror shell."
Evar stopped walking. "What?"
"The Guild called a few minutes ago. They asked to

deliver you to a certain location. They threatened to

erase Poppins. They want to make sure I get no help on
this one."
Evar paled. "How do you know we were hit?"

"A. The storm. B. The lines are dead, both the phones

and our text-messagers. C. All of the lights flickered off.

If it weren't for premises A and B, I would just blame it
on electrical failure. This Palace wasn't written to have
electric lights either."

"At this point, the question is what we are going to
do about it."

"Well, obviously we have to save Poppins! Don't we
have a man inside?"

"You mean Dorln? Yes. He is still there... but his
last report was only two hours ago, and we have no way to
contact him."

"What about another agent? Does the Despellerizer
still work?"

He bit his lip. "Without power? Well... we have the

mules. We could always try to use them to generate the
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power—-"

I frowned. "But I can't just keep sending agents in.

The stakes will only go up if they are caught."

"But Poppins—--"

"She will not be erased. I won’t let them ruin a
classic, or strip me of one of our best agents."

"Then what will we do?"

I sat down on a rock as the first raindrops of the
thunderstorm began to fall.

"I don't know, Evar; I just don't know."

"Are you sure you will be all right, old bean?" I
asked, trying to give Evar an encouraging smile.

"Why wouldn't I?" Evar smiled, though not
as maniacally as usual. “It’s why I'm here."

I nodded curtly as we waited just off book for the
right word. I would have to leave Evar at just the right
word, at just the right time, to avoid detection from the
TFP, as the Guild has ordered, and avoid
Poppins's eminent erasure. We waited. I thought I saw a
shadow on the other side of the story, but it must have

just been a passing word, because it vanished.
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"Ready, set, go!"™ I pushed Evar in. "Goodbye, old
bean!"

I turned and walked back to the wormhole drop spot and
entered the des-pel-le-r-i-z-e-r.

A f-e-w se-co-nds later I’d been respelled on the
other side. I dropped to the floor, the world spinning
around me. I felt ill.

"Are you okay, Regano?" a voice said above me. I
looked up, and smiled at--Evar.

"Mission complete. You will have to work on the side
effects of that machine some more though... still almost
threw up coming back through."

Evar grunted, "An inventor is never appreciated."”

I smiled. "Do you think the plan will work, old
bean?"

Evar perked up immediately. "Why not? All that the
Evar dummy has to do is act like me long enough to alert
Dorln so that they can get Poppins out. I should think
that with the amount of words we used to create that one,
it should pass pretty well."

"You mean words like, "eccentric," and "duck-loving"?
I didn't even know you had those in your library!"

"Believe me," Evar said grinnin "I have some much
14 14
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more unusual words then those. Although duck-loving wasn't

fun to part with. I shall have a hard time finding another

one of those without stealing it from my own description!"
I blinked. ™“Is that where you got the last one?"
"No!" Evar yelped, with a wave of his hand. "I got

that one from a duck magazine."
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CHAPTER 3

I slipped into the book through the space between
"Chinese" and "Lantern" and dropped the file before dashing
out just before "dwarvish." I hoped they'd take the bait.
As I fled, I thought I saw a flash of color behind me, but
when I looked, it was gone. I shook my head and hurried to
my house.

My brick-fronted cottage stood at the end of a
Scotland-reminiscent lane near the TFP headquarters. I

unlocked the door and wiped my feet before turning on some

lights. Before me, my vast library stretched from wall to
wall, floor to ceiling. I ran my fingers over the old
books... Ogres and Trolls, Are Giants B.U.G.s?, and General

Big Ugly Galoots. Ah yes...memories from my happy days in

Desperate State University, studying to become a specialist
in Big Ugly Galoot Distinction... before I'd taken the job
with TFP and spent my days fixing broken coffee machines.

I walked from the main room into the kitchen, which
was also lined with books in every spare cranny. Grabbing

an apple from the fridge, I bit in as I entered the
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bedroom. I opened my closet door, shoved over my
collection of TFP uniforms, and pushed a small lever.
Behind me, a huge zipper opened in the air and I stepped
in, zipping it up behind me. I crunched on the apple as I
waited for the portal to take me to my secret archives.

I heard a thump, and through the haze of Trans-
Dimension, I could smell the acrid aroma of old, old words.
I yanked on the metal pull and extracted myself from the
zipper that appeared. Tossing the core of my apple into a
wastebasket, I surveyed my secret collection. Ah, yes...

#

I waited. I popped another maraschino cherry in my
mouth, and chewed it deliberately. Quite good that. I
swallowed, and the waiting began again. I fished in my jar
for another cherry, but my fingers met with nothing but
that nasty syrupy stuff that they keep them in. I sighed.
I hated waiting. Especially when the stakes were this
high. It made my nervous, and when I was nervous, I got
hungry, and when I was hungry... I pushed the call button
on the intercom to ask for more cherries, and only got
static. The horror bomb must not have worn off yet. My
stomach growled again, and I rummaged through my filing

cabinet for more food. Nothing... just files, and paper.



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA /

I walked over to the door and opened it. "Any news on
Poppins?" I yelled.

A chorus of “no’s” echoed back down the hall to me.

"Does anyone have any more of those little cherries
you put on your ice cream?"

”

Another chorus of “no's” came back down the hall,
though this time they were more muffled as a few agents
quickly stuffed the last of their cherries into their
mouths before answering.

I closed the door to my office, and sat back down at
my desk. Gradually, I drifted off to sleep--

I awoke to the ringing of the telephone. Why did
someone always seem to call when I was sleeping? Was it
even possible to catch a few Zs in Evar's Palace? Why did
the telephone always have to-- finally, I stood and my
dazed stupor of just waking up fell off like the blanket I
didn't have. The phone was actually ringing! I reached
over with enthusiasm and lifted it off the hook.

"Hello this is Evar's Palace, how can I help you?"

Nothing. "Hello?" I looked down at the receiver and

realized that someone else had already picked up the phone.

I was about to go out and demand that I be told who was

taking the call, but the intercom crackled welcomingly, and
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a small voice with a distinct accent sounded through the
speakers.

"Hey, call's for you, Regano. Pick up the phone, will

ya?"

Another voice. "Do you have something to eat?"

"No! I left the food back in the cage."

"Aw, can we go get some?"

"Just as soon as you take your foot off of the
intercom."

"Oops"

Click.

I smiled and picked up the phone. "Hello?"

"This is Agent Poppins. I am on my way home. Not much
battery power on this phone... I swiped it off of a lazy

guard who apparently, due to being the "lazy guard"
archetype, hadn't charged it in a while. Anyway, I just
wanted to let you know that I am on the way back to Evar's
Palace, and Dorln is with me. Ouch! That's my hair you’re
holding on to! Find a better grip will you? Ahem... sorry
apparently Dorln isn't very used to travel by umbrella.
We’ll be back shortly... Important information... Ta--." The
phone cut off before the last "ta" could be uttered.

I breathed a sigh of relief. Dorln and Poppins were
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safe, though they hadn't made any mention of the Evar
dummy. I shrugged. It probably wasn’t one of the most
important facts to convey on limited battery-life. Well,
that made for an almost perfect day. Almost. I reached
for the intercom. "Kitchen staff, this is Regano, I need
another five jars of cherries delivered to my office. Yes,
the red maraschino ones. Why do I need them? To eat, of
course! What else?" I clicked off the intercom, sat down,
and closed my eyes. Hopefully Dorln would bring back
information on the Copy and Paste device. We needed to
know how far they really were. Hopefully he would bring
just enough information so I wouldn't have to pay through
my nose-—- My thoughts were cut off as the phone started to
ring again.

"Hello, Evar's Palace, this is Regano the Bard
speaking, how can I help you?"

"We are not amused, Regano. Please send the real Evar
within the next four chapters, or we will be forced to take
him by uh.. force. You won’t get out of this unscathed,
Regano. This is your last warning."

Click.

My eyes widened as I hung up the phone, and my good

mood vanished into worry. I punched the intercom. "Duck
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Alert people. Evar's life has been threatened. Duck
Alert! I want full guard on Evar now." I lifted my hand
off of the button, and a knock sounded at the door.

"Come in."

One of the white-dressed kitchen staff entered the

room. "Your cherries, sir."

I wandered through the racks of old words looking for
something until I reached my word desk. It was built of

”

words like "dominating,” “oaken,” “solid,” and “majestic."
Quite a delight. I sat down in the "soft,” “comfortable,”
“lumbar-supporting,” (rare of rare words) chair and brushed
away a pile of antique thee's and thou's I'd been examining
when last I sat there. I reached for the phone and dialed
Regano's number as I rattled through the many eclectic
drawers of the desk.

"Evar's Palace, Regano chewing - I mean, speaking!"
salid a voice on the other end, sounding muffled. I heard a
gulp and he spoke more clearly. "Can I help you?"

"This is Edward," I said, pulling out keys to unlock a

drawer. "How's it going? I gave the mysterious caller a
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fake file on Evar. They wanted it in The Man Who Was
Thursday. Do you think there's a connection?"

"Bravo! Good show, what?" he congratulated me. "Did
they take it?"

"I haven't heard. I assume so..." I cradled the
phone with my shoulder while unscrewing my fountain pen to
fill it.

“What's odd is that we dropped off an Evar dummy on
that same book, and they just called saying they want the
real one. I say, old chap, I am glad you called! It's
been most stressful over here."

"Hmmmmm. Could we make a more realistic dummy?" I
scratched my pen on paper, trying to get the ink flowing.

"There is always the difficulty we will make one so
realistic, it actually can make the text screen, and that
would defeat the purpose, wouldn't it? I'm afraid--" he
stopped suddenly and I heard a commotion in the background.
"No!" he shouted, his voice far away from the receiver.
"I'm sorry, truly I am, but it can't be helped! Yes, I
know it was your favorite! ©No! Yes, but aren't you glad
to be alive and free? What do you mean, life is worthless
without ducks? Evar, pull yourself together! There are

plenty of ducks! Yes! Okay! Just leave me alone, okay?
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I'm on the phone!"

The ink splattered out of the pen onto the paper. I
grunted and got a new sheet.

"Sorry about that, old bean," Regano said, his voice
coming back to the phone. "Evar's not too happy about the
waste of the word "duck-loving" we used in creating the
dummy... It's one of his favorites."

I got up from the desk, taking my phone with me.
"Don't worry about it. I'll send him one giftwrapped. I
have four, I believe, in my collection."

"Four!" he shouted, and the receiver nearly jumped out
of my hands. "What kind of collection do you have?"

"A big secret one," I smiled mischievously. "I think
we need to--" BEEP! I stopped as the call-waiting tone
blared. "Hang on, Regano, I've got another call." I
switched over. "Hello?"

"Nice try, smarty pants. I warned you, and now it's

too late. You were foolish to try our patience."

Click.
I switched over to Regano's line. "I just got a
threat. They know my file was a fake."

A loud gasp came over the phone, and a door slammed

open on the other side of the line, “What about Poppins?"
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For the first time, I felt really scared. I clutched
the phone. "Regano," I said. "I'm going to break all the
TFP rules. We need to work together and get the Guild

under control. Now."

Dorln stood in the doorway, blood splattered on his
forehead, and a gash down his left arm, leaking blood on
Evar's marble floor. He just stood there panting, bloody
and sword still in hand.

"What about Poppins?" I gasped, and then turned back
to the phone I had just forgotten about. "Terribly sorry
old chap, give me a second." I turned back to Dorln.
"What happened to Poppins?"

Dorln shook his head, and even before he said it, I
knew what had happened. It had happened. The unspeakable
evil.

"She was erased, sir. It was horrible, sir, even for
me. She imploded from the inside, her words
scattered everywhere. ‘Delightful’ flew one direction and
‘determined’ flew another." He started to choke up,
"Someone forced her to swallow bottle of white-out while

she was out. When she got too far away, it exploded. I did
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manage to salvage this word to make a dummy with."

He reached into his pocket and pulled out the longest
word I’'d ever seen. Of course.. the word essential to
making a Poppins. "Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious".

A tear dripped from my face onto the receiver of the
phone I was still holding. I put it back to my ear and
sniffed. "Tolfam, I think I may have to get back with you,
old bean."

"Is something wrong?" a shocked voice said from the
other side.

"Yes. Poppins--" My voice trailed off, and
I choked up. I couldn't help myself, I was going to cry.

"Poppins what?"

"One second.”" I blew my nose and got back on the
phone. It really didn't help so much as all of the movies
made it out too. I still felt just as sad and breathing a
little better didn't do the sadness justice. "Poppins has
been erased, Edward."

"What?"

A few seconds of silence clogged up the line like a
toilet.

"You mean the Poppins? Mary Poppins?"

"Yes, old bean. Mary Poppins. Our agent managed to
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salvage supercalifragilisticexpialidocious. We’ll send it
to you. You and your team need to get on board making the
finest Poppins dummy ever constructed. As life-like as any
dummy has ever been. The most like the original. I know
you can't give it some of the qualities that an author can,
but at least save her book. She would have wanted that."
I blew again into the tissue. Nope. Still didn't help.
"I have to go, old bean." I hung up the phone before he
could say anything else and looked back up at Dorln.

"Go get yourself cleaned up," I said. "And if you see
Evar, send him up here. I will have your pay--"

"No pay," Dorln said, "I'm doing this one for free.
Poppins deserves it."

I nodded. "Thank you Dorln. Just send up your report
when you've finished with it."

He shook his head. "I'll make the debriefing. This
case 1s much more complicated then we thought."

I smiled through my tears and nodded again. "In that
case, debriefing is in 24 hours. Here, in my office."

Dorln nodded and walked out of the room dully. No

smile, just a curt nod, and he was gone.
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At least Evar would get his "duck-loving" back. That
would be one less headache to worry about. But for some

reason.. I didn’t care.

I sat, stunned, phone blaring a dial tone in my hand.
Clumsily, I clattered it onto its base. Poppins...gone? A
beloved childhood memory of mine was shattered. I hummed
the first few bars of "A spoonful of sugar helps the
medicine go down!" and passed a hand over my eyes.

Well...I had a job to do.

I got up and browsed my library of words. Collecting
a pile, I placed them on my desk and began building.
"delightful," "determined," "no-nonsense," "sympathetic,"
"witty," and "sweet" fit together like clockwork. Over the
next hour, I collected every adjective I could find that
described a facet of Poppins's character... When I
finished, there was only one gap left.

Ding dong!

I rushed into the zipper and took myself to my
bedroom, from which I ran to answer the door. Uniformed

Man stood there, the message deliverer of the TFP.
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"Delivery for you, sir," he said, producing a 3-foot
long envelope.

4

"Thank you,” I said, taking the package and closing
the door. I opened the envelope reverently until the
shining, scintillating "supercalifragilisticexpialidocious"
came into view. I fit it into the last gap in the dummy
and she sprang to life.

"Spit spot!" she cried briskly, dusting her gloves
together. "None of those long faces!"

"Mrs. Poppins, please sit down here,”" I said,
gesturing toward my desk chair. "I have something rather
difficult to tell you."

She hung her umbrella over the arm and sat down.

"I hate to say this," I said, pacing in front of her,
"but...you're not the real thing. And your original was
erased."

She went very white but kept her composure as always.

"As the most realistic copy a vast library of words
can create, you must now fill her shoes. Are you up for
the task?"

"I...I'm afraid I'm speechless," she stammered.
"What's that word I always use when I can't think of

anything else to say? Oh yes!
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Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious!"™ As she spoke, her
color came back.

I clapped my hands together. "Thank you so much! Oh,
by the way, the old Poppins was in league with a character
named Regano the Bard. Here's his card. You may want to
contact him." As I handed her the business card, I laughed
inwardly at myself with disbelief. Here I was, sending the
CEP an agent. What would the Boss think of me if he could
see me now?

I sighed and logged the loss of the words I had used

to make the Poppins dummy in the archive computer. I also
changed my account number of "duck-loving" from 4 to 3. I
sighed again. I was in a state of exhaustion and

confusion...I didn't know what to do next. Making dummies

was tiring, but still an empty occupation, since without
the beneath-the-surface understanding of an author, they
simply did what they were written to do, said the things
they were written to do, and couldn't function as an entire
person besides what had been written in their descriptions.
There would never be another Poppins quite like the first
Poppins...

Then an idea struck me. I couldn't fight the Guild,

because I had to obey the Boss...but if I could make a
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dummy and add a bit to my description... I ran to the
shelves and began tearing down words.

Two hours later, I'd constructed a dummy that was
almost exactly like me--down to the knowledge of the inner
workings of coffee machines. He stood there, blinking, and
put out a hand.

"Good evening," he smiled. "I am Professor E.
Tolfam."

"Not anymore," I corrected. "You're working for the
TFP. Come upstairs and let's get you a uniform."

He looked down at himself. "I don't seem to remember
how I got here."

"Do you have any memories?" I asked.

"Why, yes, of course! But...only up until a few hours
ago...Wait a minute! What happened with Regano and the
Guild? How did I get here? And what are you?"

"I am the real Edward Tolfam. I'm afraid you've just
been constructed, because I need to be in two places at
once."

"That's never been done before..." he eyed me warily.

"Yes, and I hope it will never be done again. Now, I
have one test for you, Eddie."

"EAWARD, " he said, exasperated.



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA / 64

"Thank you," I grinned. "You passed with flying

colors. Follow me, and I'll get you a uniform."

A knock sounded on my office door... again...

"Evar! for the last time, stop complaining about
'duck-loving'! I am sure Eddie has every intention--"

The door opened and a determined yet dainty face
peeked through, a face I knew very well...

"Poppins?"

"That's Mary Poppins, sir. Mr. Tolfam said that I
might want to speak with you," she pulled out
a business card from her purse. "Is this the correct
address?"

I took that card and stared. Had Eddie really just
sent me the Poppins dummy? Really?

"How do I know that you are from Eddie, and not a
spy," I asked warily.

"It’s Ed-WARD sir, and he wanted me to give you this
in the event that you didn't believe me." She reached in a
gloved hand, and out of her purse popped "duck-loving."

I nodded to her as I tenderly tucked the word into my

desk drawer. I would tell Evar later.
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"Quite. And why did he send you?"

"He said that the old Poppins used to work for you,
and that I might be interested in contacting you."

"Ah, well it is nice to meet you anyway. Are you
interested in joining the team?"

Poppins blinked. "I don't know. I was Jjust told that
I would want to contact you, so I did. Do I want to join
your organization?"

The way she said it, asking me, rather then answering,
told me all I needed to know. She may be described the
same as Poppins, she may look like Poppins, she may act
like Poppins, but without the life giving scratch of a
writer’s pen, she was no more then a dummy. She could do
no more then her duty without being told, and she would do
no more.

I sighed. "No, Ms. Poppins, I think that it would be
best for you to get along to your book. I don't know how
many readings have occurred, but I think that you should
get back to your book as soon as possible."

Ms. Poppins nodded curtly and turned to walk out the
door, deliberately.

"Uh, Ms. Poppins," I called after her.

"Yes sir?"
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"Er, uh-- perhaps you would like some tea before you
leave?"

"If you could put it in a thermos for me, sir, I
really must be going."

I nodded and pressed the button on the intercom for
the kitchen. "Please prepare some peppermint tea with a
quarter cup of milk and two lumps. Put it in a thermos,” I
said. My heart ached as I remembered Poppins’ favorite tea
mixture. “Meet Poppins with it by the door if you will."
I clicked off the intercom, and turned to say goodbye, but
Poppins was already gone.

I tried to smile to myself, but I couldn't, and
another tear slid down my face as I thought of the other
Poppins. The first Poppins. The real Poppins.

Someone else knocked at my door. "Come in."

Evar entered, followed by Dorln.

"What are you doing here?"

"Um..." Dorln said, "debriefing? Remember?"

"Oh, yes, quite right. Back to serious business,” I
said ironically, and turned to Evar.

"Oh, and ‘duck-loving’ came in the mail for you, old
chap. I thought I should tell you."

Evar's eyes went wide. "Really? Why didn't you tell
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me sooner?"

"It just came," I smiled, rolling my eyes, “a few
second ago.”

"Can I have it?"

"You can have it when we finish debriefing."

"Please?"

"No . "

"Pretty please with a cherry on top?"

I groaned. Why did it have to be cherries?

"No, Dorln and I need your full attention. Where's
Long John?"

"I think he's in a reading."

"Okay... that still leaves Merlin."

"You've still got a few more seconds until he’1ll
arrive. You know how he is with time."

"Right. Well. Dorln if you could go ahead and sta--"

The room elongated, and constricted, and filled with a
brilliant display of lights. A man, looking to be in his
twenties, appeared in the room with a cooking ladle in hand
apparently still bent over a non-existent stove. Upon the
room normalizing, he stopped and looked around.

"Oh, fiddles and harps, blasted travel alarm. Now my

soup will burn."
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I smiled. "You are looking rather young today,
Merlin."

"Oh you know how it is, growing in reverse."

"Actually, I don't."

Merlin frowned, and his eyes slumped. "You're right,
you wouldn't, would you?" He held out his ladle. "Care to
try some soup?"

Evar's eyes widened, and he backed his chair up a bit
too far, tripping the leg on a stray Jjar of cherries.
"Oof."

Merlin's eyes darted in his direction. "Don't worry,
it won't turn you into a newt.. this time...."

Evar gulped.

Dorln still sat in his chair with his arms folded.
"Can we start now?"

"One moment," I said, impatiently tapping the table.
"I am expecting one more person."

"But no one else is supposed to show uuuu--"

The door opened suddenly, smacking straight into
Dorln's face, and knocking his chair over in the
process.

Edward Tolfam entered the study, and nodded to me gravely.

"I'm here."”
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"Ah, so you are. We were just about to get started.
Dorln, Evar, Merlin, This is the former Professor in Big
Ugly Galoot Distinction, turned TFP agent, Edward Tolfam."

Merlin shot to his feet. "TFP?"

"Don't worry Merlin, he's with us. He's here against
the wishes of his boss to help us fight against the Guild,
which has become a much more present and real threat
recently, as Dorln is going to explain to you in a few
moments."

Merlin sat back down, looking warily at Tolfam.

“Don’t try anything fishy or I’1l turn you into a
newt.”

"Oh!" Evar said, brightening, "you are that Edward
Tolfam."

Tolfam looked at Evar strangely. "What Edward Tolfam?"

"The one I have been researching. You are quite an
irregularity you know, though for some reason the TFP
hasn't found out yet. You are the only character
in existence not to have a story."

Edward blinked. "What are you talking about? Of
course I have a story."

"Actually, not," Evar said in his matter-of-fact

scientist voice. “There isn’t a recorded "Dr. Edward
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Tolfam, Professor Edward Tolfam, Edward Tolfam, Eddie
Tolfam, or even Tolfam in the entire archive of fiction.
You would think that the TFP would give a better background
check."

Edward shook his head in shock. "You can't be saying
this. Of course I have a story. You obviously don't know
what you are talking about. Your database must be
incomplete."

"Actually, I used the TFP's database. I taught myself
how to hack in a while back."

"That's illegal!" Tolfam protested.

"And you don't exist," Evar countered.

Tolfam looked at me in more anger and contempt then
anything else. "Is this why you brought me here? To make a
fool of me?"

I sighed and shook my head. "No, Edward. He's right.
You have no story."

"How can that--"

"If we are wrong, would you mind telling us what story
you are from?"

Silence.

"Your questions will have to wait. Evar will explain

it in the fullest detail we’re able, after the meeting.
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Until then, Edward, please listen. As you and I both know
there are very large things at stake. Shall we begin?"

I scanned the other four, who all nodded in
succession.

"Good, Dorln, you have the floor."
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CHAPTER 4

I sat, frozen, as the black-clad man spoke. I could
barely keep my mind on his words. Me? No story? It
couldn't be! I had a story, didn't I? I had always
figured I’'d come from some old, lost manuscript, as I’'d
never had a reading. But surely I’'d been read at some
point in my distant past! I...oh. As I racked my brain
for any trace of remembrance, I found a big blank.

The one called Dorln finished finally, and silence
fell for a few moments. I opened my mouth to speak.

"Not yet, Eddie! We have to go over some things
first!" said Regano, holding up a hand.

I growled and muttered, "EdWARD."

"First, we need to establish a plan of action,™ he
said. "Any ideas on how to defeat the Guild?"

"I would do anything to save Twilland!" cried the
"Dwarf" staunchly.

I roused from my state of shock. '"More than
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Twilland," I muttered.

He looked at me.

I looked at Regano. "With what the Guild is
proposing, the entire network of literature as a whole will
fall apart like an unraveling sweater. No stories. At
all."”

A stunned silence descended on the group. I surveyed
my companions. Regano, sitting with hands folded over his
desk. Dorln, hand resting on sword-hilt, with debriefing
notes still in hand. Evar, staring at Regano's desk
drawers as if looking for something. Merlin, looking half
young and wild and half old and wild.

"I move we send them sugar cookies that will turn them
all into poisonous reptiles!" he cried, gesticulating with
the ladle. Soup splattered all over Regano's carpet and
began to sizzle as it ate away the fiber.

Evar stared at it. "Would it have done that to the
inside of me?" he asked.

Regano coughed. "Thank you, but that's quite out of
the question. Ahem. Yes. We'll have none of that
backhanded foul play."

Merlin leapt up and flung the ladle across the room.

"Foul play! Foul play! How dare you! I am insulted!"
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"And I am duck-loving!" said Evar brightly.

The soup was working on disintegrating the
floorboards. I cleared my throat.

"If the Guild has Copy and Paste, they hold powerful
weapons of mass restruction. At all costs, we must keep
Evar out of their hands," I said.

"Even to the point of the erasure of countless
innocent characters like Poppins?" asked Dorln.

I ran my hands through my hair. "That's not good...
but what's the middle ground?"

Regano raised his head from studying the corroded
floor. "We need to find out what story they make their
base of operations."

Story...story! My mind returned to my personal

conundrum. "How could I not have a story?" I said
suddenly. "It's impossible! I'm a character! I couldn't
exist unless I had a story... or do I exist at all? Of

course I do! Cogito ergo sum, right? I think therefore I
am?"

"Cogito ergo sumo," said Dorln to himself. "I think,
therefore I wrestle."

"Cogito Eggo sum," said Evar to himself. "I think,

therefore I am a waffle."
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We all stared at him.

"Poisoned...waffles?" offered Merlin.

“Merlin! I already told you. No backhanded
trickery!"™ I couldn't understand why everyone seemed to be
off on this insane rabbit trail. Sure, Edward was having
problems coping with his nonexistence, but since when was
that anything to go ballistic over? Merlin interrupted my
thoughts.

"But they're waffles! Everyone likes waffles! It's
the last thing they will expect!"

"No, I was written with much more honor then that. It
goes against the very fiber of my character!"

Merlin rolled his eyes.

"Are you implying something?"

Merlin backed away innocently. "Me? Imply? I'm
afraid that we at the CEP don't resort to that kind of
backhanded trickery."

I glared at him for a moment and then turned my
attention to Tolfam who now sat back in his chair with his
head in his hands.

"Eddie-- ahem, Edward, I am sure we will find your

story. You have to have one. There is no other way that
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you could be here."

Tolfam looked up. "I can’t be here without a story...
but I have no recollection of a story that I was ever in.
Why? I've never had a reading in my life."

I sighed. "I don't know, Edward. This is beyond me.
Evar is the smartest person I know and even he couldn't
figure it out." Tolfam's gaze drifted over to Evar and
Dorln, who were still arguing.

"No Dorln! Everyone likes waffles better than
pancakes!"

"I don't."

"Yes you do! You just don't know it! It is still
buried somewhere deep in your psyche, just waiting for the
right circumstance to bring it out!"

"Like what?"

"Like... butter and warm maple syrup dripping from the
crispy goodness."

"T hate maple syrup."”

I turned back to Tolfam. "Okay, so the old bean is a
bit eccentric at times... but he is guite the most
brilliant person on my team. I promise you, Edward, you
will find your story."

He looked up at me, trying to hide the desperation in
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his eyes.

"Right. But we have other things to worry about.
The Guild is getting closer to building their weapons, and
we still don't have a plan.”

"I still think poisoned waffles would be the perfect
solution," the still-pouting form of Merlin said, as he
stirred an imaginary cauldron. "With cherries on top."

"They know about Dorln, Evar, you, and me. There is no
way I am sending Merlin in."

At that moment, a knock sounded on the door. A light

went on in my head.

"Wait Merlin... what was it you said a moment ago?"

Merlin looked up at me, shocked. "Uh... poisoned
waffles?"

"With?"

"Uh... cherries on top?"

"Yes!" I opened the door, oblivious to the staring

faces. A young boy, probably around 15 or 16 stood in the
doorway.

"Cherries for you, Reg-"

"Why thank you lad, come on in." I whisked the
cherries off the serving tray, and set them on the desk.

"So," Merlin said, "you want me to poison the
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cherries?"
"No!" I said grinning from ear to ear. "I want to
send this lad in as our spy!"

The whole room stared at me dumbstruck, including the

lad.

"How do we know he's qualified?" Edward asked.

"Oh, he's quite qualified," Evar said starting to
smile a little. "In fact, I quite like the choice.”

"How's that?" Dorln asked.

"He's perfect! He's got the right skills; the right
history."

"And how do you know this?" Tolfam asked,
incredulously.

"I'm actually semi-surprised you don't recognize
him."

"Should I?"

"Maybe," I said, grinning. "Would you tell us your

name, son?"

The boy looked at me quizzically. "Um... Peter, sir.
Peter Pan."

Tolfam bounded from his seat. "You can't send the
Peter Pan into, into...into that!"

"Have you a better idea?" I asked calmly.
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"Poisoned escargot?" piped Merlin, looking younger

every minute.

"No ! "

I pushed Pan forward into the room. "He's perfect

for the job!"

"But he's a character! An old and beloved

character!" Eddie cried.

"We don't have much of a choice! We all are!"

Tolfam looked down at the sizzling carpet.

"Well...I'm not."

We all stared at him. Peter stepped forward and

brandished a little knife.

from

"Let me at those codfish!" he cried, beginning to rise

the floor. "T can take 'em!"

"But send me too," Tolfam said finally. "I'll go..."

"What?" I had been trying to seem calm and collected,

but Tolfam's outburst had unnerved me a bit.

"You heard me," Eddie said, "I'm going too."
"But—"

"No, you will need a second on the inside. You need

someone to report to you who isn't the actual spy. Pan is

just a kid, given, he's a classic, which means he's been

around for a while, but he hasn't had any training in this
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kind of stuff. I, on the other-hand, am a TFP officer. I
do stuff like this all the time."

I shook my head repeatedly. "I don't know about the
others, but I am against it. They know who you are,
Eddie-- sorry, Edward. They have already sent you threats.
They have already involved you--"

"Which is why," he said exasperated. "I’1ll give them
what they want."

Evar shrieked, "You will not!"

Dorln drew his sword. "What are you trying to pull
here?"

"No, no, no!" Tolfam shouted. "I meant the file. The
file on Evar. I can promise them information. I think I
can make it seem, well enough, like I want to join them.
How long do you have until the deadline for Evar's
transfer?"

I looked at my page count. "Actually, none of the
Twilland Chronicles have many readings... so we still have
two chapters."

"That isn't long," Tolfam said. "If someone decides
to pick up the book again on a whim, they could easily read
two chapters in a half hour or less."

I knew it was true, but there was no sense
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in panicking Evar--

"Two chapters?" Evar yelled, and started to cry. "I
don't want to be kidnapped!!"

So much for that.

I sighed. "All right, go. And if you do go, you are
senior officer on this mission. That means that Pan will
take orders from you.

Pan looked up indignant. "I can do it! I'm the head
of the lost boys—--"

"And you also have had almost no formal training,™ I
said looking at him sternly. "I believe you were working

in Evar's kitchen before we decided to put you on this

mission."

Pan nodded bravely. "Understood, sir."

"Good." I looked back to Eddie. "How soon can you be
ready?"

"A day or so, to prepare a simple plan, and equip,"
Eddie said, “and I’11 have to get the file on Evar--and
find out where the Guild is located.”

I nodded. "Good. Evar, will you let the agents guard
you again?”

Evar wiped a hysterical tear from his face, and looked

at me with his manipulative “please” face. "If you give me
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‘duck-loving.’"

I pulled it out of my drawer, and tossed it too him.
"Happy now?"

Evar's face brightened immediately, and he saluted.
"Off to work, oh captain, my captain."”

I averted my gaze to Eddie. "We have a go."

#

I took a deep breath, alone in the elevator, as it
glided up to the third floor. Straightening my uniform, I
strode out as the doors opened and walked straight up to
Phyllis's desk.

"Hey, Phyl, I need a file,"™ I said, trying to sound
casual.

"Where've you been, Eddie?" she hissed under her
breath. "The Boss is gonna kill you!"

I squinted a little as I thought of the dummy I’d made
to cover for me. Where was he?

"Off duty,” I said, attempting to cover. “Important
business came up. You might call it a death in the family."
I'd read Poppins so much as a child, she seemed like one of
the family, anyway.

She nodded but looked suspicious. "Name?" she asked,

running her fingers down the file racks.
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"Evar of Twilland." I tried not to fidget.

She froze and looked up. "I'm sorry, that file has
been permanently locked from all use.”

"But Phyllis, I really need it!"™ I cried.

"For what?"

"Evar is an old friend of...the family member who
died...and he needs to know."

"Uh-huh," she said, not sounding convinced. "Then
you'll have to look him up with a phone book and call him."

"But...but...it's better if I could tell him in
person. Please can't I have his file? Just this once?" I
knew it was getting pretty lame, but I was desperate.

"No," she said flatly. "The Boss'd have my head too.
You'd better go report to him."

I turned away from the desk, thinking madly. I walked
toward the Dark Office, but I wasn't going there. At the
last second, I veered away to the right and came to a stop
in front of the coffee machine. Taking one of the little
plastic coffee stirrers, I doubled it and wedged it into
where the coffee trickles out from the filter. Then I
slipped into a cubicle and waited.

Like clockwork, Bob Cratchit strolled up with his mug

in his hand and turned on the coffee machine. As soon as
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the flow hit full blast, coffee spurted like water from a
hose when you cover the mouth with your thumb. It soaked
Bob and he howled.

"Help! The coffee machine’s broken!" he cried, running
as the hot coffee sprayed him. In moments, the whole
office was in an uproar. At some point, Phyllis ran from
her desk to investigate, and in that pocket of time, I
slipped behind the desk and snatched Evar's folder. I ran
to the elevator and pushed the button. And waited. And
waited. I glanced nervously over my shoulder, feeling like
a sore thumb. Someone had the sense to turn the coffee
machine off, and then Phyllis turned around. She spotted

me. I ran for the stairs.

I flung open the door of my office, and breathed the
sweet air of the open hallway. Not that the air was any
different then it was inside the office, but it smelled of
unconfinement, of freedom, of-- I sniffed again. Cherry
tarts? I blinked again, and groaned. Why did the entire
palace reek of cherries all of the sudden? It seemed that
ever since I had decided to go off of them, for the sake of
my weight, I'd found them around every corner. A leftover

piece of pie in one room, waffles in another, a bowl of ice
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cream with my meal with the one cherry mocking me from on
top of the light fluffy whipped cream.

Something hit my shoe and I looked down at the wet
spot of drool. Oops. I composed myself and walked on down
the hall, glancing at Evar's paintings on the walls. In
this hallway, unmentioned in Evar's novel, the painting had
been refurbished, and instead of being littered with words
like "not wvery good," or "amateur" they had been replaced
at great expense with word's like "marvelous", "beautiful",
and for some of the most wonderful, the even more rare,
"riveting".

I continued down the hall into the CEP main office,
and my chest swelled with pride. Nearly a score of agents
looked up at me from their desks, before returning to their
work. These were the best of the best. The characters who
were willing to go against the TFP to try to assist their
fellow figments. A small tug on my ear diverted my
thoughts.

"Sir," the little winged fairy said, "I am afraid that

I don't agree with your decision to send Peter as your

spy.
"Why not?" I asked, trying to look inquisitive, and

not let my smile show through. "Why not, Tinker-bell?"
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Tink blushed. "He-- he simply isn't ready is all. I
should know. I go with him everywhere."
I nodded, understanding. "Don't worry. Every agent

that I accept has to complete an entry exam. As you know,
Peter has been trying to enter the program for a long
time--"

"Sir," Tinkerbell said, "he failed half of his
classes. Twice."

I allowed myself another grin. "Yes, but his field
word was exemplary. Poppins had even chosen him as her

apprentice to move up."

Tink's eyes widened. "She did?"
I nodded gravely. "She did. You should be proud of
Pan. He 1is quite good at thinking on his feet. He will

make a wonderful agent someday. Like you."

Tink blushed again, though for a different reason.
"Thank you, sir. I am sure that Peter will do fine."

"I think so too, otherwise he wouldn't have been
selected for our most important mission. We needed a
recruit, and one who isn't on the registered as a recruit..
even in our private records. Peter’s the only one I would
have chosen. He is the only one suited. Anyway, he has

Eddie with him anyway. He'll be fine."
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Tinkerbell flew off and another agent walked up to me.
I sighed. This is why I never left my office; things just
seemed to pop up when I left. Yet the office was so
confining... I loved to be out in the open. Ah well, this
was my career, whether written or not, and business was
business.

"Yes, Agent Finn? What can I do for you?" Finn was
one of our newest recruits. Like Pan, quite good in the
field, but lacking the abilities of knife fighting, and
flight.

"I was just wonderin' if you've seen Evar,” he said,
with his hands still stuck in the pockets of his overalls
and a piece of straw between his teeth. "I jist got back
from his check-in, and he didn't seem to arrive fer it."

Like clockwork, the read-o-meter in my pocket went
off, signaling that we'd reached four chapters since the
threat.

I turned back to the meeting room. "We have a
possible Evar-napping. He didn't meet for his check-in,
and we have just reached the four chapter mark since the
threat. I want every available agent to comb the building,
and the surrounding area. Get on it, now!"

I turned to Agent Finn. "Huck, you're with me."

87



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA / 88

He grinned, and nodded, switching from teenage-
delinquent mode to suave agent. It was amazing what some
well-placed vocabulary classes, and character-building
seminars could do for even a character like Huck. "On it,
sir, by your lead."

"Good, to the Despellerizer room. I don't want this

spy escaping, with or without Evar."

I laid my hand on the door-handle of the hospital room

and checked the halls for stray nurses. All clear. I
slipped in.

"Who's there?" said a weak voice from the bed. I
moved around so he could see me. His hand flew to the

small red button that would call aid.

"You don't want to do that, Legolas," I hissed. "T
just want information."

He cradled his head in his hands. "I don't want to
remember it..." he moaned, face contorting with grief.

I sighed, sad but pleased. 1If he regretted his
mistake, he was well on his way to rehab. "Legolas, your
knowledge is vital to our surviving."

He bent double in the bed. "I don't think I'll

survive long anyway!"
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"Why do you say that?" I said, moving closer.

"Because...they won't let me!" he whispered urgently,
staring up with wild eyes.

I turned half away, disconcerted. "What do you mean?
What can they do?"

"They have it! They took it from me!" he screeched
suddenly, leaping forward and clutching me by the collar.
"Don't let them have yours! Keep it!"

I tried to put him back in the bed, but he hung on
with the grip of a dying man.

"Baba Yaga gave them shelter..." he groaned, white at
the knuckles. "Baba Yaga, and she took it from me!"

"Took what?" I asked gently, my eyes straying to the
red button.

"IT!" he hissed hoarsely. "My I.P.! My PRECIOUS!"

With that, he fell limply back on the bed, all the
terror seeming to go out of him. He gazed listlessly up at
me. "When they discover I've turned against
them...just...one...word." His eyes closed. "Erased."

I stood, frozen by horror. The Guild got its power by
stealing its supporters' IP's or Introductory Paragraphs--
the most defining piece of descriptive writing they had.

What Legolas meant then was that all they had to do was add
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a small word to the end of his IP to erase him forever.
"Erased."

I recovered myself enough to put a hand on his
shoulder. "Don't worry, Legolas," I said. "It won't
happen. I promise you." With an influential, high-ranking
book like LOTR, you couldn't let anything happen to it.
"Baba Yaga?" I asked finally.

"Baba Yaga...house on chicken's legs," he muttered
faintly.

I closed the door softly behind me as I left and set out

for the Polish folklore!

"Next door on the left,”"™ I yelled back to him, before
turning to the right. For all of Huck's accomplishments, he
still couldn't tell left from right, and though he could
speak coherently, he preferred theuneducated delinguency he
was written with. Only during crises would he switch over
to "civ'lized talk."

Huck followed me as I knew he would, and we were in
the Despellerizer room. The machine was on, and humming,
but still had not come to life. One of the disadvantages to

the Despellerizer was that it took a long time to turn on.
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This disadvantage now was working for us though.
Disadvantages, like faults, had a way of doing that
sometimes... in the right circumstances.

I glanced quickly around the room. No sign of the
captor, though I knew that both he and Evar were here.
never left the Despellerizer running.

"Sneak around that way," I cautioned Huck, as I
pointed to avoid confusion, "they're here somewhere."

I walked around to the other side of the
Despellerizer, still unable to see anything. No sign of
anyone.

"Do you think he sees us?"

I spun around. Had I heard something?

"Be quiet you nit-wit! He will if you don't shut your

yapper."

I continued to stare in the same direction. Was it
just me or had something moved?

"Do we have any more cheetos?" a voice said with a
long yawn.

"No! We gave them all to the duck-guy. They were
coated with sleeping powder, remember?"

"That would explain why I'm so sleepy then."

I leapt on the black shapes ahead of me, and tackled
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one of the cloaked figures.

"Eek! They've seen us!" one of them shrieked, drawing
a sword, from the innards of its long black cloak.

"Are you sure? Maybe they only saw Carl."

"Oh yeah..." the other one re-sheathed his sword, and
I finished tying the hands of the first figure. I stood up
and changed my monocle into a torch.

"Oh darn it, he has fire, now what are we going to
do?"

"I don't know! Carl was in charge!"

“"No I wasn’'t!”

“The other Carl!”

"You were second in command!"

"But I don't know what to do!"

Without a moment’s more hesitation I stabbed at the
figures with the torch, lighting their cloaks aflame. The
Nazgul, for that was what they were, shrieked, and ran
wildly in all directions.

"Fire! Ouch!™"

"It burns!"

"Duh! Its fire!"

"Well--—-"

I turned back to the third, and noticed that Huck had
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already found him and started guestioning.

"Where's Evar?"

"Who?"

"Evar!"

"Who?"

"The Duck-guy." I inserted helpfully.

"You mean the guy who ate the cheetos?"

"Yes!"™ Huck and I chorused.

"How should I know! The boss took him out a different
way. We're just doing what we're told."

"They’re diversions," I said, getting ready to leave.

"So where's Evar?"

At that moment the Despellerizer turned on, and the
two flaming Nazgul ran inside.

The other lay writhing on the floor. "Please, I don’t
know anything! Please put away the fire! I hate fire! It
burns!"

"Well," Huck said "'course it burns. It’s fire."

The other Nazgul stopped writhing and started
whimpering.

"Just tell us where to find your boss, and we will let
you go," I said, feeling slightly sorry for the fiend.

"He'll go back, back to Baba Yaga, back to the chicken
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feet."
"Baba Yaga? What does she have to do with this?"
"Baba Yaga issssssssssssssssss" the "is" extended into
a hiss, and the Nazgul vanished. Erased.
#

Baba Yaga's book was downright uncomfortable,

bordering on the creepy. As I walked down the darkening
road, I crossed a bridge over the Ribbon River that creaked
and groaned even though the wood was yellow and fresh. It
must have had a recent reading. After that, I came to a
thick, tangled wood, where the path barely cut through. To
the left, in a slightly hollowed-out thicket, a large stone
bowl lay like a fallen meteor. A few feet away, a stone
pestle flattened the sharp, bladelike grass. Very recent
reading, if she hadn't retrieved her vehicle...

The trees moaned in the wind as clouds covered the
moon. I felt something or nothing lurking in the darkness
just around every other tree...was that a shadow? Or a
figure? Or maybe...dare I say it...a bat? I shivered in
the darkness. It felt like a scary Halloween movie I
shouldn't be watching this late at night, which was part of
the reason I hadn’t called in Pan. We’d use him, and I’d

call him when we needed him, but after what I’'d found out
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about the IP, we couldn’t risk another legendary character
being erased.

"CRREEE!" something screeched, and I about jumped up a
tree. A bramble caught my pant leg and I panicked, fleeing
blindly for at least a minute and a half. My short sprint
brought me out of the wood and up to a sign that read, "You
are now leaving Hair Comb Forest."

"And good riddance!" I muttered, stalking onward and
pulling my coat closer. I felt in my jacket for the
smooth, traitorous folder that was Evar's file.

A light glowed far ahead, dangling above the ground.

I guickened my stride. In moments, I approached a decrepit
old cottage, rotting from the inside out, balanced on two
gnarled orange-ish legs. I gingerly stepped onto one of
the toes to reach the doorknocker.

"OOOOWW!" the chimney howled from above. "Watch it!
The arthritis! Oh, the arthritis!"

"SHUT UP, HOUSE!" boomed a craggy voice, and the door
swung open without a sound. It seemed to sigh with
contentment, and I knew that Baba Yaga was in a bad, bad
mood. Her prisoner had just escaped, oiling the hinges of
the door. Very recent reading. Some morbid person out

there had picked it up and--
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"What do you want?" she bellowed, staring down with
yellow eyes at me. Her nose protruded from her face,
looking rather green. I gulped and clutched the folder

with my elbow.

"I've c-come to j-j-join--" I began, but she cut me
off.

"YOU!" she shouted, reaching down with a crooked claw
and dragging me indoors by the collar. "About time you got
back!"

"M-m-me?" I stammered.

"Go put the file on my desk. The others will be
arriving soon," she said, shoving me across the haphazard
floor. I stumbled over a threadbare rug and laid down the
file, feeling very bewildered. How did she know me? Back
from where? How could I be two places at once?

Then it hit me.

I had a duplicate.
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CHAPTER 5

I stared at the spot where the Nazgul had been a mere
second before. Gone? I had never seen a character erased
before, and compared to what was in my imagination, the
lack of drama made the event all the more horrific. You
were just there one second. Gone the next. I shivered.
How must it be like for the members of the Guild, to always
live in fear, knowing that their life could just end at any
moment and they would cease to exist? I shivered again.
The thought was too horrific for me to dwell on. I ached
silently for those characters. I couldn't understand how
they could want such a life, let alone pursue it after they
new of the consequences. I would never understand.

Huck looked over at me his face solemn, and though he
tried to look as stoic as he usually did, he couldn't hide
the tears that bubbled over into his eyes. He whipped them
away.

"Piece er sawdust," he drawled.
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"We need to find Evar," I said, and tried to suppress
my own tears. We didn't have any more time. Evar didn't
have any more time.

Huck nodded, "let's go."

Simultaneously we both started to run. We ran out of
the room, and down the hall. I'm not sure if Huck knew
what I was doing or not, but he followed, not saying a
word. We ran through hallways, and up stairs, still in
silence. Soon we were in the top of one of the many tall
towers in Evar's palace, one that we had transformed into
an observation tower. ©Not only that, but it also housed
two illegally possessed Highlighters. The Highlighters
were a TFP restricted form of transportation, built
primarily from words like "high" and "alight". They flew
through text, leaving only a small mark on the paper as
they flew, that looked similar to the highlighters authors
used. Unlike the real thing though, our lines disappeared
eventually, which made for a quick untraceable form of
transportation. Still, if everyone used them, every book
outside of fiction would be full of yellow, green, pink,
and orange highlighter marks.

"Can you fly?" I asked Huck.

Huck grinned. "Sure's a mudpie."
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I didn’t know how sure a mudpie was, but I smiled

back. "Good. You take the green one."
"Got it."
Within a few seconds we were strapped in. In a few

more we were in flight.

I lowered myself into a high-backed, winged chair,
hoping it would hide me. With a short whinny, it bucked on
its wooden paws and threw me against the hearth. I moaned.

"Keep it down," snapped the witch from where she stood
at the window. She was scraping a little peephole through
the caked-on grime with a knife, and it sounded like
fingernails on a chalkboard. Then she put her beady eye to
the clear spot and peered out. I sat down in a demure-
looking sofa and glared at the high-backed chair. It
scuttled across the floor into a dark corner.

The house was full of dark corners. I could have
sworn it was nonagonal, with all the dark corners it had.
It figured, being a witch's house. Baba Yaga had strange
tastes, I concluded, looking at a taxidermied salamander
that seemed to the be centerpiece over the mantel...

"A-hahaha!" cackled Baba Yaga, capering from the

window to the door and flinging it open. "He's finally
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here!"

A black shape clambered in from the black outside,
lugging a pink bundle. I bit back a screech.

"I got him," hissed the black thing. The nauseating
smell of death told me it was a Nazgul.

"About time, Carl!" sqguealed Baba Yaga. "I thought
when I hired you, Oh, HERE'S suitable minion! This one's a
feared terror! ©Not even human! But, no, you have to be
slow and demand more and more toothpaste tubes before
you'll do anything!"

"Toothpassssssssste isss my persssssonal collection,”

Carl enunsssssssssiated.

"Ya, vya," said the witch. "Put it over there and sit
down. I suppose we must start without the others."”
"Of courssssssssse. There isss no time to

losssssssssssssssssssssssse. "

The Nazgul shuffled across the floor and sat down in
the high-backed chair. I saw the wooden paws tense and
prepare to buck, but he drove his fingernails deep into the
upholstery on the arms, and the chair grew rigid. My eyes
widened.

I chanced a glance at Evar, still out cold on the

floor. "What did you use on him?" I asked.
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"Cheetosss."

"Ah."

Baba Yaga hobbled over and seated herself on the
spindle of a spinning wheel. I supposed witches liked that
sort of thing.

"Now. When the pink thing wakes up, we will have set
our plan into action," she said. She pointed a commanding
finger at the standing rack of fireplace tools. "Fetch my
mortar and pestle!™

The stand began to spin until it rose and hovered in
the air, the tools standing out in a blur as they whirled.
I ducked as it clanged over my head and out the door, tongs

snapping.

"Any sign?" I asked Huck through my radio.

""Ain't Nothing but a Hound Dog” back there," crackled
the reply.

"We're a little off course then, old bean, we drifting

a little too far towards song lyrics, and a little too far

from folklore." I steered my Highlighter back to the
right. The last thing we wanted was to end up in an Elvis
Presley song. I turned a hard left, and the music started

to fade, giving way to the usual debris of letters
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that plagued travelers on the rifts between novels and
especially between genres. The "I"s and "a"s were the most
dangerous, as they could make words all on their own.

"We're coming in on Russian folklore," I announced,
and slowed my Highlighter a bit. Huck followed suit.

"Now all we have to do is find Baba Yaga's story. Her
tale has many variations, but overall they're all still the
same Baba Yaga. Land your ‘lighter up ahead. That should
be the outskirts of Baba Yaga's tales."

Huck helped as I hid our highlighters in a tangled
briar, and we started back on course after Evar. The dark
branches and dangling vines seemed to reach towards us as
we walked through the forest. The trees seemed to lean in
at our approach. Seemed to---

"Ouch!" Huck slapped at a branch that was moving too
close, hurting his hand more than the branch, but causing
the branch to recoil nonetheless.

"How long do we have ‘ta grope through these woods?"

The trees shuttered angrily, and their leaves shook.

Huck jumped back. "I mean forest! Forest!!"

The leaves stopped.

"A bit temperamental I'd say," I commented. "Try not

to offend them."
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Huck groaned. "I hate folklore."

The farther we walked, the more we realized that the
trees were closing in behind us. There would be a path one
second, and the next, nothing. No way to get through. No
way even to walk past the trees, they were so tightly
packed together. We had no choice but to keep moving,
though to where I didn't know. If the trees could move
behind us, what was to stop them from moving in front of us
as well, curving and twisting the already twisted path.
Huck looked around warily, his gaze darting from place to
place and his head whipping around in a simply nerve-
racking way. I reached into my pocket, to clutch my
monocle for comfort, but it dropped from my nervously
shaking fingers.

"We should have been there by now," Huck whispered, as
my hand closed around the monocle again. "They’re leading
us in circles."

I shook my head. "These trees are far too smart for
that. They'll lead us somewhere no doubt. It’s “where”
that I dread."

We turned our heads back to the road and relapsed into
silence. I withdrew my monocle from my pocket and imagined

the sleek wooden harp that--- The trees
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groaned purposefully as the monocle shifted into the harp.
Their branches drifted inward and the path in front of us
started to close. My eyes widened, and I quickly imagined
a different harp. One of gold. The harp changed, and the
path reopened. Apparently the trees didn't like us making
things out of their "kin". I plucked a string gingerly,
and then another, the soft tones of the strings breaking
through the guiet like an obnoxiously high opera singer
through a glass. Still, the sound brought my comfort. I

started to sing softly:

"Though the road is dark,
And the path is long,
Though shadows come,

I'll sing this song,

Though the night close in,
and the world lose 1light
I keep on playin’

By day or night

For my song on the harp,

Is a soothing tune,
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And when the darkness comes

I’11l play it to the moon.

And the moon always laughs,
For --"

I stopped singing abruptly. We were in a clearing, a
large one at that, and a woman stood in the middle of it.
A perfectly hideous looking old hag in pure white dress,
which seemed to contrast her appearance completely. Her

hair, what was left of it, was long and stringy, and her

eyes shone a dull gray. But more... there was more to
those eyes. I couldn't understand what, and that scared
me.

The woman stepped forward, and spoke, or rather

croaked, to us, "Have you come seeking my wisdom?"

I nodded to Huck to let me do the talking. "Um....
yes ma'am... er... no ma'am, er... thank you ma'am."
The woman furrowed her eyebrows... all four hairs.

"Why do you seek me, if not for my knowledge."

I blinked in confusion. " Actually ma'am, we were
searching for someone else."

The woman's eyes danced. "No. It is I you seek. For

I own these woods. They are mine, and you have wandered



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA / 106

into them."

"My apologies ma'am, I didn't mean to trespass. Now
if you will let us OUT of your wood--"

"You search for Baba Yaga. I am Baba Yaga."

I leapt back stunned. "But... but you aren't in the
house on the chicken feet, you aren't.."

"I have a house." Yaga grinned. "It is as you say, and
I have a mortar and pestle." She whistled, and they flew to
her as she said.

"Then it’s you who kidnapped Evar," Huck demanded,
unable to contain himself.

Yaga frowned. "Who?"

"I dare say, you don't have to play games with us," I
said, not at all liking the situation. "We know you are
head of the Guild, or at least a major player in it, and we
know about your plans to unravel fiction. You can give up
the facade."

Yaga frowned again, and then her eyes 1lit up with a
fire of realization. “You mean the other Yaga."

"What?"

Her frown stayed glued to her face as she hobbled
toward us across the clearing. "My double. The evil Yaga.

You see, in some tales I am depicted as a horrible mean
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witch, and in others as an oracle of wisdom, helping those
who ask correctly. By the writer’s pen, I don't know why
our personalities never fused. I assume that we were too
different. In any case, I'm the “good” Baba Yaga. The one
who helps people.”

"How can we be sure?" I asked still skeptical.

"For starters," the other Yaga said. "I can take you
to the other Yaga. She has always been up to no good, but
this is the macaroni on the sandwich... or
the cantaloupe in the stew... or... or.... ooohhhh! I can't
stand that woman!"

The woman turned to us. "I will help you. For the
sake of my forest I will help you, and if what you say is
true, for the sake of all tales everywhere."

Baba Yaga moved over to a large, muffled object and

all eyes followed her.

"This, gentlemen," she began, "is a powerful tool. It
can form words from mere letters. It can reproduce those
words at will, as long as resources are available. It can

be the rewrital tool for all the works in Literature."
She yanked on the cloth that covered the object,
dramatically revealing...a printing press.

A collective gasp passed around the room. I sucked in
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air, dutifully.

"But...what is it?" asked the Nazgul.

"Fool!" squealed Baba Yaga. "This is the ancient tool
of uniform writing!"

"Stencils?" said the Nazgul.

"A printing press!" the witch shrieked.

I pieced my eardrum back together. "But, Ma'am..." I
said. "Isn't it slow and unwieldy compared to...say...a
computer?"

She stared at me, bloodshot eyes bugging. "A

computer? The powerful tool of an author? Where can we
get one?"

"Oh," I said, groping wildly. "Like, at a computer
store."

Her eyes bored into me and I shifted nervously.

"You are from the world of men and authors?" she said.

"Me? No!"™ I laughed, but it sounded forced. "I'm a
character...at least...I think I am."

Her eyes narrowed. Nasty eyes, Baba Yaga had. "Why
don't you know?" she asked levelly. "Come to think of it,

I never saw your IP."
I tried not to pale visibly, but overcompensated and

flushed hot. "Oh...er... I, you see, well, I



LUCCHI - DE WOLF / SESQUIPEDALIA /

had...uh...given it to the Boss already," I stammered.

"Boss?" she echoed, those creepy eyes widening till
they seemed to fill her whole forehead. "You've seen him?"

I adopted a cocky expression. "Of course! Haven't
you?"

Carl whistled under his deadly breath.

Silence fell over the rickety old house, which shifted
uneasily below me. The floor wobbled as the chicken legs
scratched in the dirt for insects. A loud thud walloped
the earth outside the front door suddenly.

"That," said Baba Yaga, eyeing me, "would be my mortar
and pestle."

The form on the floor stirred and groaned slightly.
This threw me completely off my guard. I didn't know how
to react, now that I was pretending to be a bad guy.

"Hurry! He's waking!" hissed Baba Yaga. She moved
back to the printing press and clattered pieces into it
backwards. Carl the Nazgul glided across the floor and
laid down a sheet of paper over the pieces. Together, they
cranked down on the handle, which bellowed disconsolately.
I sat, feeling useless, in the sofa, and stared at Evar.

"You!" cried the witch. "Look in the folder and find

his greatest weakness!"
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I groped my way over to the folder, growing more
resolute. This was my big chance to foil their plans. I
flipped through the folder, looking for a line. There it
was—-— "Ducks." I tore off that corner of the paper and
stuffed it into my mouth, chewing furiously.

"Well?" she demanded.

"Uh...mf," I said, trying to swallow the gritty lump.

"I'm still looking..."

What would be a weakness that Evar could stand? How
could I help him resist her demands? Then it hit me. I
could still say ducks...but if Evar loved ducks, I would
elaborate in the other direction.

"Uh... it says here that he loves roast ducks,”" I
reported.

Evar groaned, mumbled something unintelligible, and
sat up.

"Put him in the chair," said Baba Yaga.

Here, friend," I whispered in his ear as I pulled him

into a chair. "Don't tell them anything."

He stared woozily at me, clearly confused. I crossed

my fingers and a few of my toes and sat down again. Baba
Yaga tottered back over to her chair and lowered herself

into it as Carl blew on the sheet of printed words.