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Forward 
 

 Hello, and welcome to this... the third of the Boy 
Scouts ½ collected novels!  

 Frankly, I thought it would be a lot longer until we got 
to this point. After all, the third novel was intended to 
contain all of Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, and as of right now, 
Boy Scouts ½ in Japan is only about a third done. 
 After writing Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, part 9, however, 

I decided I'd just throw what I have so far into the format of 
the previous two novels and have a gander at the page 
count. I figured I could then save the document, and years 
later when Boy Scouts ½ in Japan did get finished, I'd 

have a head start on putting together the book version. 
 Imagine my surprise when the page count of what I 
had so far actually looked not too far from the length of the 
previous two published novels. In fact, throw in Martha's 
To Conquer the World and Jason's epically lengthy Of 
Possible Alternatives, and we'd actually probably exceed 

the length of the previous books! 
 And all this with Boy Scouts ½ in Japan only about a 

third done! 
 "Well," I thought at this point, "I may as well finish Boy 
Scouts ½ in Japan, part 10, throw that in as well to round 

things off nicely, throw a 'Part One' into the book's title, 
and make myself a third novel!" 
 And so, that is what you have today. This novel is a 
compilation of short (or not so short, thank you Jason) stories 
that were originally written between 2006 and 2015. It covers 
the first few months of “Year Two” of the saga of Boy Scouts 
½, more formally titled Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, and takes 

place in a fictional span of time from the end of summer into 
the fall of 1998. (I should note that one of the special 
chapters, however, is set earlier in 1998 and contains 
flashbacks to even earlier periods then that.) 
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One other note: my stories are quite well known for 
spelling errors, typos, and grammatical mistakes. (Mind 
you, some of the grammar issues, particularly in dialogue, 
may be intentional. But some may be mistakes.) I hope I'm 
not as bad overall as I was when I placed a similar note in 
my first book, and as before I also hope to fix most of 
whatever errors there may be in the process of putting 
together this compilation. But, again as before, I am sure 
some will still slip through. My apologies. But hey, it 
wouldn’t be Boy Scouts ½ without at  least a few of ‘em! 
Well, here we go. The opening chapters of the saga of 
Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, in a nice hardcover book you can 

hold in your hands. Hooray! Enjoy. 
 

    –Matt  
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Dedication 
 

This book is dedicated to the following people: 
Rachel Pike, 'cause I can't not dedicate a book 

to her! (He he.) 
Jason, Martha, and Hughes, my co-conspirators 

as far as the words contained within are concerned. 
And to Mike, for a fun little long lost (but then found!) 
contribution you'll find towards the end of this book. 

Douglas Adams, because he was awesome. 
And even after well over a decade, his brilliance is 
still missed. I know you were an atheist, so I 
suppose if you were right, I'll just be expressing 
these words to the aether... but if you are out there 
somewhere, then thanks!  
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A beginning is a very delicate time. Know then 
that it is the year One Thousand, Nine Ninety-

Eight. The Known Universe is ruled by the 
King of the Moon, Ray D. Tutto. However, 
that is not important as it has no bearing on 

this story. 
 

What is important is that in this time the 
most cursed substance in the universe is the 

water of Jusenkyo. The water complicates life. 
The water confuses consciousness. The water is 

most annoying to those who fall in it. The 
people and animals who have drowned in these 
waters over thousands of years give the water 
the ability to alter form. That is, change those 

who subsequently fall into the water 
from one form to another. 

 
Oh, yes. I forgot to tell you. A year ago a group 
of Boy Scouts from Troop 192 visited Jusenkyo 

and did not escape the curse. Because of this 
their very lives are now in jeopardy, and they 

must take refuge in a far off country. 
The country is Nipon, 
also known as Japan... 
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 Chapter 1: 
Strangers in a Strange Land 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

As he left the plane, Boy Scout leader Matthew 
Atanian looked behind himself to make sure that his four 
Scouts were right behind him. "Here we are," he said to 
them, "on Japanese soil." 

"I don't know if you'd call the interior of an airport 
'soil'," Aaron Abdelmaseh responded. Aaron had come to 
Japan ostensibly as part of a scholastic foreign exchange 
program that he, and by an amazing coincidence three 
other Scouts from his Troop, had been selected to be a 
part of. One of his troop leaders, Matthew Atanian, had 
been selected to accompany them as a chaperone for the 
year. As for the other three scouts, it had been his three 
friends Mike Quadrozzi, Bill Hughes, and Bill Gelinas. 

There were five of them getting off of the airplane, but 
it wasn’t Matt, Mike, Aaron, Gelinas, and Hughes. It was 
Matt, Mike, Aaron, Gelinas, and their young 
friend Kenneth Pendrall. Kenny had accompanied them, at 
his own expense, as he had always wished to visit Japan. 
He wasn’t planning on staying the entire year like his 
fellows were, but he was looking forward to his brief visit.  

They didn’t know exactly where Hughes was. He had 
called them at the last minute and told them not to worry 
about him, and that he’d made other travel 
arrangements. Of course, last time he had disappeared for 
a while, he had reappeared with inexplicably gaudy dress 
and a penchant for trying to catch and eat small birds or 
rodents. He had very quickly lost his newly acquired 
appetites but his new dress sense had merely toned itself 
down a notch rather than disappearing. 

"Where to now?" Mike asked. 
"I guess we get our luggage, go through customs, and 

then…" Matt paused, took out a piece of paper, and read 
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from it. “From the Narita Airport, follow the signs to the JR 
railway entrance. Board the Narita Express train for 
Shinjuku. Get off at the Shinjuku station and transfer to the 
Yamanote line train. Get off at the Takadanobaba station 
and transfer to the Seibu line train. Then get off at the 
Tokeizaka station. From there, I guess we walk.” 

“What’s the address again?” Gelinas asked. 
“3-3-9 Tokeizaka Nerima-ku, Tokyo. But someone’s 

supposed to be meeting us at the station.” 
After a lengthy and eventful trip through the customs 

area, the five emerged from made their way to the Japan 
Rail station. They bought tickets to the appropriate station 
and boarded the train just as it was about to leave. The 
five of them found seats, and four of them – four friends 
that shared a burden of a terrible curse – each 
contemplated the strange series of events that had led to 
their exile in the land of the rising sun. 

For they may have come to Japan seemingly as part 
of a foreign exchange program, but they each new that 
this was merely a ruse concocted for the purpose 
of preserving their lives. Lives that were in danger 
because of the curses that had been thrust upon them a 
little over a year ago. A danger that had only 
become apparent a little over a month ago. But a very real 
danger it was. 

 
 
Saturday morning up at the Horace A. Moses Scout 

Reservation went by in a blur of breakfast and closing 
ceremonies and then everyone packed their stuff into 
their parent’s cars and headed back to civilization with its 
real toilets and working hot showers. 

Gelinas, Hughes, Mike, and Aaron were the last youth 
of Troop 192 waiting for their parents to arrive. Matt 
Atanian, too, was waiting for his father (he supposed 
he should get his driver’s license one of these days) and 
was waiting with his friends in Crown Point. 

A few of the other adult leaders had stayed (what with 
that whole two-deep leadership thing) but they were 
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currently down at the road watching for cars. Matt heard 
one of them shout up to them. Mrs. Abdelmaseh had 
arrived in her large blue mini-van. 

Aaron went to go grab his stuff. The others moved in 
to lend a hand. It was then that, with murderous intent, an 
old Chinese man leapt from the forest and attacked them. 

What happened next was a blur as the aged man 
rushed at them, brandishing twin swords with vicious 
looking long, curved blades. Hughes, with his newfound 
fashion sense, took a millisecond to note that he was 
wearing what appeared to be some sort of uniform, red in 
color, but otherwise quite like the green one that had been 
worn by the guide who had accompanied them on their trip 
to China the previous summer. 

Just when the cursed scouts of 192 thought they 
couldn’t get any more startled, however, something proved 
them wrong. 

With a jingling of bells, a second old Chinese man 
leapt from the trees and with little more then what 
appeared to be a shoot of bamboo, fended off the first 
one’s attack. For now thwarted, their assailant 
disappeared back into the cover of the forest. 

This new man turned to look at the stunned scouts. 
He was dressed in robes that had the air of having once 
been quite regal, but now care worn with age and 
travel. From the belt of his robes hung a strand of cloth 
with bells sewn onto it. His eyes were dark and wise as he 
looked upon the scouts, still too stunned to do much more 
then blink at him. 

“Greetings to you,” he said. “My name is Líng Rén. 
We have much to discuss.” 

 
 
They met that night at Perfume’s Pizza. The Amazon 

was, in fact, joining them, as was Kenny. 
“We were told not to speak of this to anyone,” Aaron 

mentioned when he found Kenny had been invited. 
“Kenny’s not just anyone,” Mike responded. “Besides, 

maybe he can do something to help us.” 
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They began the meeting, after each grabbing a piece 
of the pizza pies Perfume had provided, by telling their 
new friend what had transpired. About the attack, 
and about what the old Chinese man had told them 
afterwards. And about how Perfume, too, was in danger. 

How there was an organization dedicated to 
preserving the secret of a certain training ground of cursed 
springs. About how this group had once taken the position 
of trying to train cursed individuals to overcome the curses 
effects. About how after a rather disastrous encounter with 
a group of cursed martial artists from Japan, a split had 
occurred within the organization. How certain members of 
it felt that their efforts were futile, and that the only course 
of action that would truly preserve the secret of Jusenkyo 
was to get rid of any individuals who may have suffered 
falling into a spring and becoming cursed. 

Getting rid of them permanently. 
Getting rid of them terminally. 
Other individuals, the old man had explained, felt that 

this was going too far. They could not support such 
actions, and would do whatever it took to prevent them. 

“Alas,” he had told them, “they have found you.” 
“So you’re going to protect us?” Aaron had asked. 
“If it comes to that. But for now, I shall hide you.” 
He told them of a scholastic foreign exchange 

program that, knowing the enemy was close at hand, he 
had taken the step of rigging so that Mike, Aaron, and 
the Bills would be chosen for it. He knew that those going 
would be allowed to bring an adult chaperone along, and 
given the “successful” job Matt had done when they had 
gone to China (if one didn’t count allowing them to all get 
cursed in the first place) that the boys' parents would 
undoubtedly see if he was willing to do the job once more. 

“And if we are found again?” Matt had asked. 
“Next time, we will be ready,” Líng Rén had 

answered. 
“What of Perfume?” the Amazon asked. 
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“He made no mention of you,” Mike admitted. “But I 
think it’s safe to assume that you should go into hiding, 
too. Do you have anywhere you can go?” 

Perfume nodded. She looked around and sighed. “So 
much for pizza shop,” she said. 

 
 
As trains were wont to do in Japan, theirs had left 

exactly on time. They each made themselves comfortable 
for the journey. 

Billy Gelinas had bought a pack of Magic cards at the 
airport. “Rebuilding the collection?” Mike had asked him 
jokingly, referring to a bet the two of them had had up at 
Summer Camp. Billy had lost the bet, losing all of his 
Magic cards to his hat-wearing fellow in the process. 

Of course, Mike hadn’t actually taken all of Billy’s 

cards. He had only taken one. However, it had been a 
really nice card which Billy was sad to lose, but it allowed 
Mike to finally complete his collection of Mirage.  

“Shut up, Mike,” Billy had responded. Now, on the 
train, Billy opened the cards and flipped through them. As 
they were all printed in Japanese, he could only tell what 
about half of them were. Still, Billy was happy. 

Aaron was sitting with his nose buried in the latest 
Wheel of Time book. In the window seat next to him sat 

Kenny. 
Kenny was holding in his small hands what looked 

and sounded very much like a classic Star Trek tricorder. 
He kept twisting the dials on it while occasionally muttering 
things along the lines of, “Fascinating,” or, “Intriguing.” 

Mike got up for a moment to retrieve a Slim Jim from 
his bag on the overhead luggage rack. Then he sat back 
down next to Matt, who was gazing out of the window 
at the passing country side. 

Mike took a bite of his beefy goodness, chewed for a 
moment in silent contemplation, swallowed, and turned to 
Matt. “So,” he asked, “what did you end up telling Sarah?” 

“Huh?” Matt asked. He turned from the window. 
“Sarah?” 
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“Yes,” Mike said. “You did see her, right?” 
“Yeah, well,” Matt began, “I did go see her, but it 

could have gone better.” 
 
 
Sarah answered the knock at her door. She was 

surprised to see Matthew Atanian standing outside. “What 
can I do for you?” she asked him. 

“I… Well, something’s come up,” he said. “I have to 
go away for a while, and I don’t know when I’ll be back.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” she asked him.  
“Well…” Matt fidgeted a bit and took off his hat. “I 

think it isn’t a secret that I have feelings for you. And 
despite what you might believe, they aren’t hormonal.” 

Sarah looked at him. “They aren’t?” 
“Well,” he replied, “most of them aren’t.” 

Sarah actually laughed at that. “Honesty. I like it.” 
Matt felt a bit of a tinge at that. For one thing, there 

was the whole Matty Hayes thing. And for another…  
“So where are you going?” 
Ah… the other. “I can’t really say.” Líng Rén had been 

quite clear that they were not to tell anyone other than 
close family where they were going, at least until after they 
got there. Matt wasn’t sure why. I mean, it wasn’t like their 
enemy was going to capture Sarah and torture the 
information out of her, was it? And if that was the case, 
then why was it fine to say after they got to Japan? 
But they were depending on this man for their lives, and 
he was not yet about to question his reasoning. 

Sarah was about to question him further, when he just 
suddenly blurted out, “I love you, Sarah Porter!” and ran 
off. 

“Wait!” she called after him. She had taken her first 
step out of the door to make to follow him, when a voice 
came from behind her. 

“Who was that just now?” 
Sarah turned to see her sisters behind her. It was 

Kirstin who had spoken. She told them what had 
transpired. 
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“Well, in a way I suppose that will make things 
easier,” Nicole said. 

“Sister, really,” Kirstin responded. 
“So have you told Aaron yet?” Nicole asked. 
Neko-chan mewed inquisitively. 
Kirstin stood there silently. When no answer seemed 

forthcoming, Nicole patted her twin on the shoulder and 
said, “Thought so.” 

 
 
At the Shinjuku station they took the opportunity to 

stretch their legs during the twenty minute wait between 
trains. They made their way from the platform out to the 
lobby and out through the front door into the city. They 
took in the sight before them with no small awe. 

It was Aaron who first attempted to describe what was 
before them. “My God,” he said, “it’s Coruscant!” 

“Not quite,” Matt said, “but Tyoko is a big city.” 
“I thought we were in someplace called Shinjuku,” 

Gelinas said. 
“Shinjuku is a ward of Tokyo,” Matt explained. On the 

flight over, he had practically memorized the Japan travel 
guide he’d bought before leaving home. “I suppose 
you could say it’s a sub-city, complete with its own local 
government. There’s about twenty-three of them, including 
Shinjuku, Chiyoda, or our destination of Nerima.” 

“I thought we were going someplace called 
Tokeizaka?” Aaron said. 

“Tokeizaka’s part of Nerima,” Matt explained. 
“Which is part of Tokyo,” Kenny added, looking up 

briefly from his tricorder. 
“Japan’s confusing,” Mike said. 
Matt smiled. “I can’t wait to unleash myself upon it. 

But come on, we need to catch the next train.” 
Catch their train they did. That train took them further 

on, and after one other transfer they were on their last 
train and almost at their final destination. They all were 
eager to get to their final destination and get some rest. All 
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except one of their number, who continued to be 
preoccupied. 

“How’s it going Kenny?” Mike asked. 
“Scan now,” Kenny muttered. “Explain later.” 
“This is bloody weird, though,” Aaron said. 
Matt nodded. “I know the expression and all, but who 

would have thought that truth really was stranger than 
fiction?” 

“A big conspiracy of silence concerning the truth of 
Japan?” Gelinas said, cueing a flashback to the airport. 
“’Bloody weird’ doesn’t begin to cover it.” 

 
 
Aaron rejoined the group looking somewhat dejected. 

“I couldn’t get my calling card to work with the payphones 
here,” he said. 

“Buy one from somewhere in the airport after we get 
through customs,” Gelinas recommended. 

“Yeah, I really need to call Kirstin and tell her where I 
am.” 

“She’s going to be pissed,” Mike told her. “You never 
even told her you were leaving.”  

“Oh, come on, it isn’t like we’re dating or anything,” 
Aaron insisted. 

“Sure,” Mike said. “Oh, hey, is that your bag?” 
Matt nodded and retrieved the last piece of their 

luggage. “Well, on we go,” he said. 
He led the group to the customs area. There were two 

doorways, one for Japanese citizens, one for foreign 
visitors. They were approaching the later doorway 
when Kenny suddenly motioned for them to stop. There 
was a beeping coming from his pack, and he pulled a 
device Matt couldn’t help but think looked like a tricorder 
out of it. He looked at the device for a moment, concern on 
his small features. 

“What is it?” Matt asked. 
“There is something strange about that doorway,” 

Kenny responded. “That isn’t an ordinary doorway.” 
“Then what is it?” Aaron asked. 
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“I’m not sure… It reminds me a little of a device I was 
working on once. Remember the one I had to use on Mr. 
Swett when he overheard something he shouldn’t have?” 

“Oh, you mean the flashy thingy?” Gelinas asked. 
“Well, it does have a technical name,” Kenny replied, 

“but yes. This doorway is a little similar to the... the ‘flashy 
thingy.’ It seems much more advanced, though, and 
doesn’t operate optically.” 

“So what will it do to us when we walk through?” 
“I don’t know,” Kenny admitted. “But I think I can 

negate whatever it is before we walk through.” 
“Do it,” Mike said. 
Kenny twiddled a few dials on his tricorder, aimed it at 

the doorway, and flicked a switch. 
The others waited. 
“All done,” Kenny said. 
“That was it?” Gelinas asked. 
Kenny nodded. 
“All right,” Matt said, “let’s go.” 
They stepped through the door into the customs area. 
They blinked. 
They stepped back out into the baggage claim area. 
They looked around at all dark haired Japanese 

people. 
They blinked. 
They stepped back into the customs area. There were 

still plenty of dark haired Japanese people, but also 
blonde Japanese people, red headed Japanese 
people, blue haired Japanese people, purple haired 
Japanese people, and green haired Japanese people. 

They blinked. 
One Japanese business man came through the other 

doorway and pulled at his dark hair, revealing it to be a 
wig hiding the pink hair underneath. 

“What the hell…?” Aaron asked. 
“Am I seeing what I think I’m seeing?” Matt asked. 
“I don’t know, is it what I’m seeing?” Gelinas asked. 
“I hope so, or I’m going crazy,” Mike added. 
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“You’re not crazy,” the large, black-suited, sun-
glasses wearing, Japanese man said. 

“Thank you, I feel so much better,” Mike said. 
Then Mike looked at the man looming behind them. 
He had friends. 
Three of them. 
Three almost identical friends. 
The four large, black-suited, sun-glasses wearing, 

Japanese men grabbed them and dragged them off. 
 
 
“I want to see a lawyer!” Aaron wailed. 
The five of them were sitting in a room that was empty 

but for the chairs they were sitting upon, a small table that 
their chairs were all on one side of, an additional empty 
chair that was on the other side of the table, and a 
naked light bulb hanging down from the ceiling on a wire. 

There were no windows. There was one door. It had 
been locked behind them. 

The light bulb was swinging back and forth ever so 
slightly. 

No one answered Aaron. 
Forty-two minutes later, the door opened and in 

walked the first of the large, black-suited, sun-glasses 
wearing, Japanese men. He sat in the chair and placed a 
briefcase upon the table. He opened it and pulled out a file 
folder. He opened that, read to himself from its contents at 
length, and then looked up at the scouts. 

“Do you have anything to declare?” he asked. “Any 
flora or fauna?” 

“Um… no?” Matt responded. 
“Good. Purpose of your visit?” 
“Scholastic exchange program,” Mike said. 
The man sighed. “Real purpose of your visit?” 
“Scholastic…” 
“Real purpose of your visit?” 

Aaron leaned in close to Matt. “Well,” he said, “he told 
us not to tell anyone until after we got to Japan, and we 
are in Japan.” 
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Matt sighed. “It’s a little hard to explain,” he said to the 
dark suited man. 

In response, the man leaned forward and placed his 
palms upon the table. “Try me.” 

“All right,” Matt said. “You asked for it. We’re all on the 
run from a shadowy Chinese martial arts organization that 
wants to kill us to preserve the secret of a place we once 
visited that gave us all aqua transmogrific curses. The 
whole scholastic exchange program is being used as a 
front for us to be in the country.” 

The man sat for a moment digesting this statement. 
He then produced from his briefcase Kenny’s tricorder. 
“This,” he said. “Who does it belong to?” 

Kenny raised a timid hand. “Me, sir,” he answered. 
The man seemed to focus all of his attention onto 

Kenny. “Do you have this alleged... curse, too?” 
Answered Kenny, “No, sir.” 
“Kenny here is just our super genius friend who 

accompanied us on the trip,” Mike supplied. 
“I see.” The man sat back in his chair once more and 

folded his hands together. “So let me see if I have got all 
of this straight,” he said. “Secret curses, homicidal 
Chinese martial artists, and adolescent super geniuses.” 
He looked at each of the Scouts in turn. Then he said, 
“You seriously expect me to believe all of that?” 

The Boy Scouts sat in worried silence. 
“Because I do,” the man continued. 
“But you have to,” Gelinas exclaimed. “We’re telling 

the truth! Wait... what?” 
“I believe you,” the man repeated. “Oh, sure, maybe 

not the exact same thing as you five, but we get this sort 
of thing all of the time! In fact, for a group of people 
planning to stay in our country for an extended period of 
time, it would be more strange for you to really be perfectly 
ordinary people here for perfectly mundane reasons. 
We’ve already had one such group today. Two would be 
unheard of.” 

“So what now?” Aaron asked. “Denied entry and sent 
home?” 
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The dark suited man seemed genuinely surprised at 
that suggestion. “What? Goodness, no! In fact,” and now 
the man smiled for the first time, “welcome to our 
great country of Japan!” 

Now it was the Scout’s turn for surprise as the dark 
suited man suddenly became warm and personable. They 
muttered assorted thanks for his welcome. 

“So we can be on our way?” Matt dared to hope. 
“Not quite yet,” the man responded, returning to his 

all-business facade. “First, you need to be briefed.” 
“Briefed?” 
“Briefed on the Truth of Japan.” 
“Truth of...?” 
“Yes. It all began in the early 1950’s due to American 

nuclear testing in the Pacific. The first and most dramatic 
effect of this was the attack of the great monster...” 

“Oh, come on, I saw that film,” Gelinas interrupted. 
“The one with Raymond Burr.” 

“That was a documentary. You Americans added 
Raymond Burr and called it a fiction to ease your 
consciences. We learned from that that you didn’t want to 
face your responsibilities, and when other effects began to 
become apparent, our pride told us to keep it to ourselves. 
We would embrace the effects rather than fear them. We 
would take them into our national identity. But they would 
be our secret.” 

“Why tell us this?” Mike asked. 
“We use our Neurolizer technology to alter the 

perceptions of anyone visiting for a limited time of up to 
one month. Anyone else, however, it becomes too great 
a thing to hide. So we take them into our confidence and 
entrust them with our secret. If they prove trustworthy, 
then they are forever a friend of Japan and that friendship 
is rewarded.” 

“And if they are not trustworthy?” Matt dared to ask. 
“Then we must use our Neurolizers on them to alter 

their memories. However, such a deep job of alteration 
and erasure can leave one... well... changed.” The 
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man paused. “I don’t wish to talk of such things unless 
necessary, and I do hope it won’t be.” 

“Well,” Matt responded to that, “we’re all with the Boy 
Scouts, and the first point of our Scout Law is 
‘Trustworthy.’” 

“I am glad to hear that,” the man said to them. 
“So what is this secret?” Aaron asked. 
“Well... I understand it that there is a small 

underground following in your country for animation from 
our country, yes?” 

“One could say so,” Mike said. “Matt here in particular 
is an avid fan, but we’ve all had some degree of exposure 
to anime.” 

Matt grinned at this. 
“Well,” the man continued, “not counting such things 

as pure science fiction or fantasy, what if I were to tell you 
that many of the more fantastical elements of 
our animation that are usually seen as eccentricities of the 
style... What if I told you that they were all true?” 

 
 
They collected their luggage and departed the train at 

the Tokeizaka, or Clock Hill, station. “It really is true,” 
Kenny was telling them. “It’s all true. I’ve detected things 
such as variable gravity fluctuations and a weakness in 
the local space-time continuum. I’ve even detected 
differences in the physical bodies of the Japanese 
populace. It also appears that our own bodies are 
going through changes that take them in line with those 
differences!” 

“Um, what sort of differences?” Gelinas asked 
nervously. 

“It seems that the average Japanese person has 
much more blood in their bodies all kept at a higher 
pressure. Our bodies have increased blood production to 
match.” 

“That sounds rather... bad.” 
“Oddly enough, this seems to have no detrimental 

effect.” Kenny said. “Although I should warn you that there 
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does seem to be a thinning of the nasal capillaries. I don’t 
know what effect that will have. Just watch your noses.” 

“Got it.” 
The five of them exited the train station and were 

approached by a man who introduced himself as the 
husband of the manager of the building they were to 
be staying in. It was a good bit of a walk to the building 
from the train station, and so they started out by going 
through the shopping district and then starting their way up 
a large hill that put anything up at Moses to shame. They 
passed a bar by the name of Cha Cha Maru and 
eventually came to a large, old, and comfortable looking 
building that was to be their home for the next year. 

There was a woman standing outside sweeping the 
steps. She was a woman who looked as if ten years ago 
she would have been quite beautiful and the years had 
done little to change that except add some wrinkles 
around her eyes and some grey to her hair. She wore an 
apron with a faded picture of a baby chicken upon 
the chest. She paused from sweeping the steps and 
smiled at their guide, her husband. 

Then she regarded the Boy Scouts, her new tenants. 
“Hello, my name is Godai Kyoko. Welcome,” she said, “to 
Maison Ikkoku.” 
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Chapter 2: 
Welcome to Maison Ikkoku 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

The cat stretched as only a cat could, let off a 
tooth-filled little kitty yawn, and settled comfortably onto 
the soft earth. He had suffered a long trip in cramped 
conditions and was now looking forward to a nice long 
catnap. Or two. Or three. 

He had settled in the shade provided by a large old 
doghouse. Admittedly he hadn’t been here very long, but 
he had not seen or smelled any dogs since arriving. This, 
plus the slight state of disrepair that the doghouse was in, 
led him to think that he was probably safe. The cat 
guessed that someone who lived here had once owned a 
dog and had not had the will to remove the doghouse after 
their beloved pet had passed on. 

The cat was just about to drift off, the sound of the 
landlady sweeping the steps of the building oddly 
soothing, as he became vaguely aware of someone 
leaving the building. Whoever it was spoke briefly to the 
landlady and then made their way off down the road. The 
cat then drifted off to slumber-land and dreamt sweet 
dreams in which he was a giant of a cat, bounding across 
and endless green pasture, crushing the mooing demon 
cows beneath his mighty paws. 

He purred in his slumber. All was good. 
He woke with a start some time later, he knew not 

exactly how long, by the sound of multiple people 
approaching. He got up, stretched his four legs, and poked 
his head out into the sunlight to see who it was. There was 
six of them. One was the gentleman who had left when he 
was first drifting off to sleep. 

The other five were familiar. Very familiar. 

The cat thought it might be best if he approached the 
group later, on his own terms. With that in mind he ducked 
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back into the shadows of the doghouse. Hopefully he had 
been quick enough, but he thought for one frightful 
moment that the one in the grubby red had had been 
looking in his direction. 

But there was no further notice passed his way by the 
one in the grubby red hat, and no notice at all by any of 
the others. The cat sighed in relief and sat down to watch 
what transpired. 

The landlady stopped sweeping and greeted her new 
tenants. She then led them all inside. 

Well, that was that. The cat settled back down, hoping 
to get back to his cow crushing. He’d show the damn 
things he was no hick! And so he was caught quite off 
guard when about ten minutes later the front door of the 
building opened and out came running the one in the 
grubby red hat, a steaming bucket in one hand. He ran 
right for the doghouse and hurled the contents of the 
bucket towards its entrance. 

The cat had nowhere to run and could only brace 
himself. “Gah, too hot!” he exclaimed a moment later. The 
young man who had been a cat was now rather tightly 
crammed into the doghouse, which in a way was a good 
thing as the doghouse was all that was maintaining his 
modesty. 

“Hughes, you idiot!” Mike Quadrozzi scolded his 
fellow. “Why the hell didn’t you tell us the Porters were 
going to be here, too!?” 

 
 
The three Porter sisters arrived at the boarding house 

that was to be their home for the next year. Their guide 
from the train station, a man named Godai Yusaku, 
introduced them to the landlady, his wife Kyoko. 

“It is a pleasure to meet you,” she said. “Welcome to 
Maison Ikkoku.” 

“Your English is very good, Kyoko-san,” Sarah 
commented. 

“Thank you,” the landlady replied. “My husband first 
learned it to teach to his preschool students, and I 
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practiced it with him sometimes. When we agreed to 
house you all here, I figured it would be best if I practiced 
more to know it better for you. I am still not very good with 
everything, so please forgive me if I make mistakes.” 

“Haven’t noticed any so far!” Nicole brightly said. 
Kyoko bowed slightly. “You are too kind. Please, 

come this way.” She led them into the building. “We have 
a few long-term tenants. There is the Ichinose couple in 
room 1, and Yotsuya-san in room 4 on the second floor. I 
think he knows English, as well.” 

“So we can ask him if we need anything?” Nicole 
inquired. 

Kyoko paused, as if unsure how to best answer the 
question. “Perhaps it would be best if you tried to find me 
or my husband first. Or our daughter Haruka. Or Mrs. 
Ichinose.” 

“Does she know English too, then?” Kirstin asked. 
“Not that I know of,” Kyoko responded. 
“Well, we could always brush up on our Japanese, I 

suppose,” Nicole said. 
“Oh, do you speak Japanese?” Kyoko asked. 
“A little,” Nicole responded. “Our grandmother used to 

speak it to us when we were younger. I can’t say I’m 
fluent, but I’ve tried to keep at least vaguely familiar with it 
for business purposes.” 

“I barely remember it,” Sarah admitted. “Only a tiny 
bit.” 

“I fear I can’t recall it much at all,” Kirstin finished. 
“Well,” Nicole chided her twin, “we’ll have to change 

that this year!” 
Kyoko smiled. “Anyways, all of the tenements on the 

first floor have two rooms, so I thought I would place you 
in one of those.” She approached and opened the door of 
room two. 

The Porters walked into the room, dragging their 
luggage in behind them. 

“Well, I must finish sweeping the steps before our 
other new tenants arrive. You can find me out front if you 
need anything.” 
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“Thank you very much,” Sarah said to the landlady as 
she made her exit. 

The three of them looked around their home for the 
next year. There were two rooms, neither very large. 
There were two closets. One of them contained three 
folded up futons and other bedding material. There was a 
small table in one of the rooms, and the other had a small 
dresser on it. 

“Wow, and I thought our old apartment in the states 
was bad,” Nicole commented. 

“Nicole! Be nice,” Kirstin responded. “Needs some 
touching up, but I think we can be quite comfortable here.” 

“Besides, this will look good on your school records,” 
Sarah said. “Probably help you get college scholarships.” 

“Well, suppose we should get unpacked,” Nicole said. 
She placed one of her suitcases down and opened up the 
larger of them. She was very surprised when something 
small and furry leapt out at her. 

“What the...! Neko-chan?” 
Nicole looked down at her cat. The cat looked up at 

her, an innocent look on its face. 
“How did you get in there?” She looked back at her 

luggage. “I swear, if you did anything on my clothes...” 
Neko-chan seemed to take this as a cue and bolted 

from the room. Nicole was about to start after him, but 
stopped herself suddenly. “The little furball will be back,” 
she said. She went back to her suitcase. “First I should 
see if I need to cuddle him or skin him.” 

“That explains why you couldn’t find him before we 
left,” Sarah pointed out. 

“Yeah, but my luggage? You’d have thought that I 
would have noticed when packing... Or the baggage 
handlers would have picked it up on x-rays. Something! 
Oh, well. Just as well, as I’d have worried about him with 
no one to look after him for a year.” 

“I thought you were going to ask Jason to watch him?” 
Kirstin asked. Then when she saw the look that came over 
her twin’s face, Kirstin wished she could have taken the 
question back. 
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“That was before he called me a... ooh! That man!” 
Nicole huffed. “I’m better off without him!” 

“I’m sorry I brought it up,” Kirstin said. 
“What about you and Aaron?” Nicole asked. “I know 

you protest there’s nothing going on with him,” she 
followed, anticipating Kirstin’s reply, “but I also know you 
were having trouble deciding how to break the news to 
him.” 

“Aaron?” Kirstin replied. “Oh... well, it got so busy 
towards the end. I tried calling him, but the phone was 
always busy.” 

“Ah, well,” Nicole said. “Probably for the best, or else 
you two would still be on the phone trying to figure out 
what to say. It was cute at first, you know, but it’s starting 
to get old.” 

“Nicole, be nice,” Sarah interjected. 
“Yeah, yeah. At least you got off easy, sis.” 
Sarah looked up from her own unpacking. “What do 

you mean by that?” 
Nicole smirked her most deliciously evil of smirks. 

“You won’t have to answer Atanian’s declaration of love 
for a whole year now.” 

Sarah glared at Nicole. 
Kirstin watched passively, waiting to see if she’d be 

needed intercede with damage control. 
Nicole just tried to suppress a giggle. “Who knows,” 

she added. “Maybe there’s even a slim chance he’ll have 
moved on by the time we get back. Seeing how he’s pined 
for you for this long with nothing but contempt given back 
to him, though, I doubt it.” 

Sarah’s glare deepened.  
A bit of giggle managed to slip out before Nicole 

continued. “So you’d better have an answer ready for him 
when we get back. But at least you have a whole year to 
decide your heart’s true longing for him!” 

“Nicole Sakura Porter!” Sarah started. 
Sounds at the outside doorway gave Kirstin an 

opportunity to put an end to this before it got ugly. “Oh, I 
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think the other exchange students are here. Shall we go 
meet them?” 

Nicole and Sarah looked away from one another and 
to Kirstin. The three of them then went out into the hall. 

The landlady, Kyoko, was there. As was her husband 
Yusaku. As were five others. One of these five, clad in a 
black trench coat and a matching fedora, was the first to 
notice the Porter sisters. He stood for a moment, mouth 
agape. “Sarah?” 

Sarah looked at the one who had spoken her name. 
Her jaw tightened slightly. 

“Or maybe you’ll have five minutes?” Nicole asked as 
innocently as she could. 

Sarah’s jaw now could have compressed coal into 
diamond. 

“Oh my,” Kirstin commented. 
“No,” one of the other new arrivals said. “I’m not 

buying it. It’s just too convenient. Us and them, all under 
the same roof, for a year? It’s like our lives are turning into 
a sitcom!” 

“Shut up, Bill,” another of them said while doing his 
best to not look directly into Kirstin’s eyes. 

The youngest of them had taken out a calculator and 
was trying to work out the mathematical probabilities of 
such a meeting taking place. 

Finally, the one of them wearing a grubby red hat got 
Yusaku’s attention. “Mr. Godai, this may sound weird, but 
would you have a bucket I could borrow? And some hot 
water?” 

Yusaku blinked, then he led the young man off to 
show him where a bucket could be found. 

Kyoko looked from one group to the other. 
The one in the grubby hat, none other than Michael D. 

Quadrozzi, then ran past everyone and out the door laden 
with a steaming bucket. 

Finally, the one in the trench coat who was indeed 
Matthew Atanian spoke again. As providence would have 
it, it was at the same exact moment that Sarah broke her 
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silence. Furthering chance, their words were in unison and 
identical. 

“What are you doing here?” 
 
 
“So, what are you doing here?” Sarah asked again. 

This time they were standing on a small porch on the 
second floor. Some clothes were drying on a small rack 
hanging on the balcony. 

“Well... The boys are here as part of a scholastic 
exchange program, and I was sent along to chaperone 
them. Something tells me your story is similar?” 

Sarah nodded. Then she looked at Matt very sternly 
began speaking. “Now look, we have to set some ground 
rules here if we’re going to be in the same building...” 

Matt cut her off. “Can I just say something first?” 
Matt took Sarah’s silence as permission. 
“It’s about what I said when we last saw each other. 

I... I don’t expect anything from you. I just thought I wasn’t 
going to see you for a long time and I wanted you to 
know.” 

Sarah blinked stoically. 
“So I won’t say that I don’t love you, but I don’t expect 

anything to change between us. Not that I’d complain if 
you reciprocated, but I’m not going to hold my breath 
waiting for you to leap into my arms. Nor do I intend to 
pressure you about anything.” 

Sarah blinked again, this time in surprise. 
“So that’s about it. You can say what you’d like now.” 
Sarah felt a bit deflated. Most of what she had 

intended to say was now meaningless. She took a deep 
breath and attempted to salvage her rage. “Okay,” she 
said. “Here’s the deal. You’ve got boys you’re responsible 
for, I have girls. I think we should make it clear to them 
that they are not to be in each other’s rooms without one 
of us present.” 

Matt nodded. “I think I’d trust the guys, but I can agree 
to that. I’ll tell them.” 
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“And you,” Sarah said. She paused. What should she 
say? “Just don’t be too annoying.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“Good. Well.” Sarah turned and started to walk back 

into the building. “See you around, then.” 
Matt waited a moment to allow Sarah some distance 

before he followed her back in and looked for Kyoko or 
Yusaku so show him to his room. 

 
 
Aaron had won the coin toss, and so he and Mike 

would be taking Room 3. The Bills (if Hughes ever arrived) 
would have to share the smaller Room 6 on the second 
floor. 

Mike walked in. “Hey, I found Hughes. Bastard came 
with the Porters. In Nicole’s suitcase.” 

“He could have told us they were coming, too!” Aaron 
replied.  

“Tell me about it. He said he thought it would be a 
neat surprise.” 

“That boy needs a beating later.” 
“I’ll bring the soap,” Mike joked. “You bring the sock.” 
“So how did he manage to travel with them?” 
“Stowed away as a cat in Nicole’s luggage.” 
“That makes sense. I couldn’t see the infamous 

‘Madam Man Hater’ letting him tag along in his natural 
form.” 

“And now, as was Hughes’ plan, Nicole won’t be 
confused if she sees her pet cat wandering around half-
way across the globe.” 

“Damn, but that plaid-wearing s.o.b. can be too smart 
for our own good sometimes.” 

“Especially when it suits his evil purposes.” 
“Indeed.” 
“Oh, since we got the bigger room, I told Kenny that 

until he goes back to the U.S., he could bunk with us. 
That’s fine with you, yes?” 
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“Of course,” Aaron responded. He looked down at his 
one little piece of luggage. “How did he say he was getting 
the rest of our stuff here, anyways?” 

“Good question.” 
 
 
Matt looked around his sparse room. He counted the 

tatami mats. There were six of them. There was a closet 
on one wall. Matt found a futon folded up inside. On the 
opposite wall he noticed something odd. A bit of wall on 
the floor looked as if it was a patched up hole. This would 
have been one huge bugger of a hole, though. About big 
enough for a man to pass through! This place must have 
once had some huge mice! 

The wall opposite the door had a window looking out 
over the front of the building. Matt was about to walk over 
to it to inspect his view when he heard a knock on his 
door. 

“Yes?” he called out. 
The door opened and Kenny walked in. “Mr. 

Atanian?” he asked. “I need your help with something.” 
“Yes, what is it?” 
“Well, I had been working on something, as you know, 

that would allow me to get more of your luggage and 
furnishings here a lot more easily then flying them over.” 

“Yes, I recall.” 
“Do you remember that I warned you all that it was 

only an experiment, and in the best case it may take me at 
least a week to complete it and worst case the experiment 
could fail and you would be without your additional things 
unless you sent for them in a more conventional fashion?” 

“Yes, I recall,” Matt said again. “It would be quite 
expensive if we had to do that. But we all have faith in you, 
Kenny. Hero of the Klondike Derby, after all.” 

“Please, you’re too kind,” Kenny responded. “I am not 
infallible, Mr. Atanian. After all, my plan for the campfire at 
summer camp was a failure. If Mr. Becker hadn’t pushed 
you out of the way...” 
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“Don’t worry about it, Kenny. It all ended well.” Matt 
looked at the young genius. “You... You’re not giving up 
already, are you? We just got here!” 

“Oh, no, sir,” Kenny said. 
“Ah, good.” 
“No, in fact I may be able to successfully complete my 

experiment a lot sooner.” 
“That’s great!” 
“I do need your help though, Mr. Atanian.” 
“Sure thing!” 
“It may be dangerous.” 
“Don’t worry, Kenny. I trust you.” 
“Well, if you’re sure...” 
“I’m sure.” 
Kenny pulled out his tricorder-like device. “Could you 

follow me please, sir?” 
“Sure thing.” 
Matt followed Kenny out into the hall. “This way, Mr. 

Atanian.” 
“Sure thing.” 
Matt followed Kenny down the stairs. Fifteen to the 

landing, three more to the first floor. 
“Um, where are we going?” Matt asked. 
Kenny led Matt to a door with a big “2” on it. 
“Um... Kenny?” Matt asked. 
Kenny knocked. 
Sarah answered. “Hello, yes?” she asked Kenny. 

Then she looked up at Matt. “What do you want?” 
“Good day, Ms. Porter,” Kenny said. “I was wondering 

if you could indulge me in a scientific experiment?” 
“Um... okay.” Sarah looked up at Matt. “As long as it 

isn’t reproductive science.” 
Matt blushed. Sarah frowned. 
“Oh, no, nothing like that today,” Kenny assured her. 

He turned to Matt. “Mr. Atanian, how do you feel about Ms. 
Porter?” 

“Kenny, what is the point of this?” Matt asked. 
Kenny held up his tricorder, scanning. “Please, Mr. 

Atanian.” 
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“Um... I love her?” Matt replied. He reflexively 
flinched. 

Sarah didn’t move. 
Kenny spoke to Sarah without looking up from his 

tricorder. “How does this make you feel?” 
“Annoyed,” Sarah replied.  
“I’m very sorry, Ms. Porter, but please bear with this.” 
“Did you put this poor kid up to this?” Sarah asked 

Matt accusingly. 
Matt shrugged, as if to say, “Your guess is as good as 

mine.” 
Sarah sighed. 
“Mr. Atanian, if you could do anything with Ms. Porter, 

what would it be?” 
“Um... nice dinner, walk under the stars?” 
“And after that?” 
Matt scratched his head. “I don’t know, call her the 

next day and see if she had a good time?” 
“Would you...” Kenny paused. “This is for science,” he 

muttered to himself. He looked up at Matt. “Would you kiss 
her?” 

Matt’s eyes bugged out and he looked at Kenny. 
“What?” He looked up at Sarah. She just glowered at him. 
“I think... I think I’ll be going now.” 

Nicole suddenly stuck her head out into the doorway. 
“Hey, Matt. Did you like the photos I sold you from that 
time Sarah took us to the pool? Wouldn’t peg her for a 
two-piece girl, huh?” 

Matt turned his gaze to Nicole, shocked. “What?!” 
“Sarah, no!” Nicole shouted. 
Matt looked back towards Sarah. Something large 

and blunt was rapidly approaching his head. 
“I didn’t sell him any photos! It was a joke!” 
Sarah stopped herself just in the nick of time. 
“Excellent,” Kenny said, not even looking up from his 

tricorder. He wandered off in the direction of the stairs. 
Matt was not at all sure what had happened. He 

looked up at Sarah, who oddly enough seemed no longer 
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angry, but a bit embarrassed. She was holding in her hand 
a large mallet. 

Matt pointed at the mallet. “Where did you get that?” 
Nicole looked confused. “It kind of came from 

nowhere!” 
“I... I don’t know. It was instinct... I just kind of reached 

behind me and there it was...” Sarah looked from Matt to 
her sister and back. “Um, excuse me,” she said, and she 
disappeared back into her room. 

Nicole came out into the hall as the door closed 
behind her. “Sorry about that. I kind of had a feeling the 
kid was trying to provoke a reaction from her, but I didn’t 
know why. What the hell was that, anyways?” 

“I think,” Matt responded, “that Kenny was trying to 
scientifically study mallet-space.” 

“Mallet-space?” 
“Well, surely you noticed that Japan is, well, kind of 

different from the rest of the world?” 
“Yeah, tell me about it. I wonder why grandmother 

never told us about this?” 
“Well, it does seem a closely guarded secret.” 
“Come to think of it, before she died grandma said 

she regretted never having the chance to show us the real 
Japan. I just thought she meant the non-touristy areas. 
Maybe she meant... Anyways, what the heck is mallet-
space?” 

“Well, in some anime series female characters are 
shown to pull from nowhere mallets to attack males who 
annoy them. Fandom has dubbed the hypothetical realm 
from where the mallets come as ‘mallet-space.’” 

“Cool. Wonder if I can tap into that, too?” 
“Remind me not to be the one to annoy you so you 

can find out,” Matt responded. 
“Sure thing. Oh, and hey, I really do have photos like 

that if you’re interested. I’ll even cut you a deal as an 
apology for almost getting you killed just now.” 

Matt would be lying if he said he didn’t consider it for 
a moment, but he just said to Nicole, “No, thank you. I’d 
rather live.” 
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Nicole grinned and patted Matt on the back. “You 
know, you’re not nearly as bad as Sarah makes you out to 
be.” 

 
 
Matt found Kenny waiting for him outside his room. 

“What the heck was that about?” he asked as the two of 
them entered. 

Kenny was poking buttons on his tricorder as he 
walked. “That was fantastic!” Kenny was saying, not even 
looking up, excited in the way that he only seemed when 
on the verge of a breakthrough. “I’ll be able to complete 
my work in no time!” 

“Kenny!” 
Kenny stopped. “Hmm? Oh. Oh, I’m sorry.” Some of 

his timidity returned. “I really am. But it was the only way. I 
had to see if mallet-space was real.” 

“And now that you know it is, what does that give us?” 
Matt asked, tottering between angry and curious, the later 
on the verge of winning. 

“Well,” the young genius said, “it gives us this.” He 
pulled off a small backpack he was wearing and opened it 
up. From inside he took out a thin, metal briefcase. He 
fiddled with the combination locks on the latches, flipped 
them up, and the briefcase opened with a hiss. What 
looked like steam emanated from the case. Matt leaned 
close to it to try and get a better view, and he could feel 
cold coming from within. 

“It is best to keep it super-cooled when not in use,” 
Kenny explained. 

“What is it?” The evaporating coolant was beginning 
to clear, and Matt could just start to make out a small, 
matte black circle inside the case. 

“It isn’t really anything, yet,” Kenny said. He aimed his 
tricorder at the circle and fiddled with the knobs on it. 
“Once I input the frequencies I scanned from mallet-space 
and tie them into this... I was so close, I just couldn’t get 
the right dimensional frequency, you see. Anything I put in 
would pass into irretrievable nothingness, you see... But 
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now I can lock it into another stable dimension and 
connect it to another fixed point in ours... There!” he said, 
putting down the tricorder. “It’s done!” 

“And... what is it?” Matt asked again. 
“A portable black hole,” Kenny said. 
“A portable...?” 
“Black hole, yes,” Kenny said. “Don’t worry, not the 

super gravity-pulling suck you all in and you die sort, the 
Looney Tunes Acme sort.” 

“Yes, that we weren’t already sucked through the 
event horizon, I had gathered as much,” Matt replied. “And 
this gets us our stuff how?” 

“Don’t you see?” Kenny asked. When it was clear 
Matt didn’t, he continued. “The other end of this is 
connected to my Laboratory. I had you all bring your stuff 

there. So we can just go over and get it. And now I can 
come and go from here to there as I please, to visit you all 
whenever I wish.” 

“Kenny, have I ever told you how cool you are?” 
“Gosh, thank you, Mr. Atanian.” 
“Hell, I even forgive you for almost getting me killed 

just now.” 
“Just doing my job, sir.” 
“You do it well. Just less almost death in the future, 

please.” 
“Right.” 
 

  
Matt had finished putting his room together. He now 

had a bookcase, filled with manga and sci-fi novels. There 
was a desk with a state of the art computer. It was 
connected to the internet with some new fangled high-
speed think Kenny said was called broadband. He said he 
was just about to sell it to cable companies and make a 
mint to fund further experiments. It certainly went a long 
way towards explaining where Kenny got his funding, 
something Matt always wondered about. 

He also had a mini fridge, a small stove, and a toaster 
oven. 
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There was a knock on the door. “Come in,” Matt said. 
“Wow,” Godai Yusaku said upon entering, “and I 

thought I crammed a lot in here when this used to be my 
room.” 

“You used to live here?” 
“Yes. Until about twelve years ago, this was my room. 

Probably for a good eight years before that.” 
“You’ve been here a long time,” Matt said. 
“Kyoko and I talked about moving when we got 

married, but it just never seemed right to leave this place. 
It was this place that brought us together, after all.” Godai 
smiled. “Enough about me, though. How are you settling 
in? It’s funny, I didn’t see you bring all of this stuff with 
you.” 

“We have efficient movers,” Matt replied. 
“Well, do let me or my wife if there is anything you 

need.” 
“Oh, there is one thing,” Matt said. “Not so much 

something I need, as something I’d like to let you know. I 
have a friend who is visiting Japan and may come here 
from time to time. So don’t be surprised if you see an 
American woman with red hair named Matty around here. 
And don’t worry, I’m not up to anything funny in here. 
She’s kind of like... well... a sister to me.” 

“You’re an adult, Matthew-san. Even if you were up to 
anything ‘funny’ as you say, as long as it is kept private, it 
is none of our concern. Still, I shall trust what you say as 
the truth. I’ll let Kyoko know it is nothing to worry about.” 

The two Bills appeared at the door. “Mind if we come 
in?” Hughes, human and dressed in a purple, double 
breasted suit asked. 

“Not at all,” Matt said. “You two get all of your stuff in 
okay?” 

“Bit cramped, but we’ll manage,” Gelinas replied. 
Behind the Bills appeared, much to Matt’s surprise, 

the Porters. They were being herded in by a short, pudgy 
Japanese woman holding two rather large bottles filled 
with a clear liquid. She was laughing heartily. The Porters 
looked slightly confused. 
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“Um, hello,” Matt said as they all entered the room. 
“What’s all the ruckus? Aaron asked as he and Mike 

followed behind. 
The room was becoming quite crowded. 
Suddenly, there was a rumbling sound coming from 

the wall. It was the wall that showed signs of having once 
been repaired. 

“Shimatta!” Godai exclaimed at the wall. 
“Yotsuya-san, sutoppu, sutoppu!” 

A man burst through the wall, using a small log as a 
battering ram. He had grey hair, a suspicious face, and 
was clad in a comfortable looking yukata. “Greetings, 
American friends. Yotsuya, at your service.” He smiled. 

The short, pudgy woman handed this newest arrival 
one of the bottles. He smiled and thanked her. 

“What is going on?” Kyoko had arrived at the 
doorway. Peering out from behind her legs was a small girl 
of about ten or so. 

“Kanrinin-san!” the short, pudgy woman said 

excitedly. 
“Ichinose-san!” Kyoko replied, astonished. 
“Iru, iru!” Mrs. Ichinose said, laughing heartily. 
“Yes, come in!” Yotsuya-san said to the landlady. “Let 

the welcoming party begin!” 
The Godais both sighed and everyone came into the 

room. “Please,” Kyoko said to Yotsuya-san, “just promise 
no alcohol to the minors.” 

“Madam, I am shocked you think so low of me.” 
“Need we remind you of Yagami?” Yusaku asked. 
Yotsuya-san only answered by handing him a glass. 

He then reached back through the hole leading to room 4 
and pulled out some cans of juice. “For the minors,” he 
said. 

Reaching for the juice, Matt and Sarah both said, “I’ll 
have one of those, too.” They glanced briefly at each other 
in surprise when they found themselves speaking in 
unison once more.  

Soon, drinks were distributed all around. Mrs. 
Ichinose began dancing around and laughing merrily, 
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language barriers not mattering to her. Everyone else 
dissolved into conversation with one another. 

Yusaku looked at his wife, sitting at one of his sides 
with their daughter on her lap. They both sighed. He took 
a drink of his sake and turned to Matt, sitting on his other 
side. He shrugged. “Welcome to Maison Ikkoku,” he said. 
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Chapter 3: 
In Which Mike and Bill Play Magic,  

and Sarah Comes to a Terrible Realization 
---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Sarah woke with a start and sat up in her futon. 
“There you are,” Nicole scolded jokingly. “About time 

you woke up.” 
“What time is it?” Sarah responded. Kirstin was also 

just beginning to stir, so it couldn’t be too late. Kirstin was 
usually the first up. 

“Oh, about quarter of ten.” 
“What?” Sarah stood. “Why did I sleep so late?” 
“Oh, I dunno. Jet lag, maybe? Or being up late with 

the welcome party last night?” 
“Some party,” Sarah scoffed. “Just sitting around 

drinking while that Ichinose woman pranced around.” 
“It was quite a nice social function,” Kirstin interjected 

as she sat up. “We got to catch up with our friends and get 
to know our hosts.” 

Sarah started folding up her futon. “So what do you 
two have planned for today?” 

“I was talking with some of the boys last night,” Nicole 
said, “and a few of them were talking about doing some 
exploring, maybe finding our school.” Nicole turned to her 
twin. “Aaron was one of ‘em,” she added with a grin. 
“Wanna come?” 

Kirstin paused a moment. “Might be nice to do some 
exploring,” she finally said, “with you.” 

Nicole grinned. “Sure, with me. Right.” She turned to 
Sarah. “What about you, sis?” 

“If it’s just the same to you, I think I’m going to stay 
in,” Sarah responded. She stretched. “Still settling in.” 
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Nicole’s grinned widened. “Yup,” she said, “must be 
tough getting old.” She then yelped as she received a 
pillow in the face. 

“If you’ll excuse me,” Sarah said, “I’m going to see if 
the bathroom is free.” She made her way out of the room. 

Nicole, pillow at her feet, looked at Kirstin. 
Kirstin looked back, the serious expression on her 

face lasting only an instant before cracking as a slight 
laugh escaped. “Don’t look at me, you deserved that!” 

Nicole laughed too, causing Kirstin to laugh once 
more and the two twins giggled together for a moment. 
“Yeah,” Nicole admitted. “Yeah, I did.” 

 
  

Sarah walked out into the hallway and noticed that 
someone was simultaneously exiting the next door over. 
She saw the youngest of the Boy Scouts, Kenny. He 
seemed to be carrying two suitcases, which together 
almost seemed to overpower him. He put them down 
when he saw her. 

“Oh, good morning, Ms. Porter,” the boy said. 
“Hello,” Sarah responded. “So, what’re you up to 

today?” 
“Actually,” Kenny said, “I’m planning to head home. 

So I did wish to say farewell.” 
Sarah blinked. “What about school?” 
“Oh, I’m not here as part of the exchange program,” 

Kenny explained. “I was just visiting.” 
“Not a very long visit,” Sarah pointed out.  
“Oh, I’ll be back, Kenny said. “I just have things to 

attend to.” 
“Ah, I see,” Sarah said even though she didn’t. 
“Are Ms. Kirstin and Ms. Nicole awake?” Kenny 

asked. “I would like to take my leave of them.” 
“Oh, um, sure.” 
Kenny nodded and knocked on the Porter’s door. A 

moment later he entered, leaving the cases in the hall. 
“Strange kid,” Sarah commented as she continued 

towards the bathroom. He was one of the odder ones of 
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the Boy Scouts, she thought, but probably one of the more 
reliable.  

When she knocked upon the door, a voice answered, 
“Just a moment.” 

Sarah frowned. 
The door opened and Matthew Atanian emerged. 
“Good morning,” he said in what he hoped was a 

friendly way. Sarah, however, detected a hint of fear. 
“Hello,” she said. She supposed she’d better get used 

to this. 
“Sleep well?” Matt asked. 
“I suppose. And you?” 
“Quite well rested.” He smiled. “Looking forward to 

hitting the town today.” 
“Going out with the others?” Sarah asked. 
“No, no,” Matt said. “I’ve been wanting to come here 

for a while now. Something of a dream of mine. So my first 
time inflicting myself upon the country is going to be 
something of a personal experience.” 

“I see,” Sarah said, somewhat darkly. 
“Unless,” Matt began to say. He looked down at the 

floor for a moment. “Unless you’d like to go with me?” 
“Do you mind?” Sarah said. “I kind of need to use 

that.” 
Matt blinked. “What?” He the realized he was still 

standing in the doorway to the bathroom. “Oh, sorry,” he 
said, getting out of her way. 

She entered and closed the door behind herself. “I 
can’t believe that!” she grumbled. “Was he actually asking 

me out?” Although she wasn’t even aware of it, and would 
deny it completely if anyone was there to point it out to 
her, a slight smile escaped her lips. “Idiot,” she said. 

 
 
Bill Gelinas stirred in his sleep as the noise of 

someone passing by in the hallway outside disturbed him. 
Lying on his back, he slowly opened his eyes. 
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Quietly, he spoke. “Unfamiliar ceiling.” He sat up, 
shaking his head to clear the fog. He stood a moment later 
and made his way to the door. 

Out in the hallway, he thought he saw Matt heading 
towards the stairs. The figure heard him and turned, and 
Bill realised that it was someone else clad in a long black 
coat and fedora. 

“Good afternoon, young sir,” the one called Yotsuya 
said in greeting. 

“Um, hello,” Bill replied. “Afternoon?” 
“You slept quite late it would seem, but this is 

understandable on your first day half way across the 
globe, yes?” 

“I suppose so.” 
“You’ll find your friend Mike downstairs,” Yotsuya 

advised, “as well as young Sarah Porter, but I do believe 
the rest of your companions have gone out for the day.” 

“Oh, ah, thank you.” When Yotsuya turned as if to 
leave, Bill asked him, “And where’re you off to?” 

Mr. Yotsuya turned back once more. “I have things to 
attend to, sir,” he said mysteriously, before making a 
slightly dramatic bow and taking his leave. 

“What a strange man,” Bill muttered. He went over to 
a sink in the hallway and splashed some warm water on 
his face. He missed cold, it worked so much better for 
moments like this. But he made due. Now fully awake, he 
made his way downstairs and knocked on the door to 
room 3. 

“Come on in,” Mike’s voice responded. 
“You know,” Bill said upon entering, “Matt can be 

pretty obsessive about his hat, as well, but he doesn’t 
usually wear his indoors.” He paused. “Please tell me you 
didn’t sleep in it.” 

“No,” Mike laughed. “Even I’m not that crazy!” 
“No, I suppose not,” Bill admitted. “So, where is 

everyone?” 
“Well, Aaron, Hughes, Kirstin, and Sarah are out 

exploring. Said they might try to find our school. Matt was 
insistent on, ‘making a pilgrimage,’ as he put it, to 
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someplace called Akihabara. Sarah’s still around 
somewhere. You missed Kenny, though. He didn’t want to 
wake you.” 

“Kenny’s gone?” 
“Yup. He was sorry he couldn’t wait around, but said 

something about an experiment he had left running and 
wanting to get back before it achieved critical mass.” 

“Right, critical mass.” Bill sighed. “You ever think 
there might be something a little, I dunno, odd about 

Kenny? I mean, where the heck did he come from? 
People like that shouldn’t exist in real life.” 

“Shut up, Bill,” Mike replied. 
 
 
Sarah sighed. She just didn’t know what to do with 

her day. She hadn’t really felt like going out today, not 
even with her sisters, and certainly not with Atanian. Yet 

she was kind of bored just sitting around, too. She 
supposed she should do something. 

A knock upon the door. “Yes? Who is it?” she asked 
as she walked over and opened it. “Oh, Mrs. Godai. What 
can I do for you?” 

“Please,” the landlady replied, “no need to be so 
formal.” 

“Okay. Kyoko-san?” 
Kyoko smiled. “I was about to go out and do a little 

shopping. I need to pick up some things for dinner tonight. 
Would you like to come with me?” 

Now Sarah smiled. What the heck? “Sure.” 
 
 
“I dunno,” Bill said, playing a land. “I just can’t wrap 

my head around things sometimes.” 
“Like what?” Mike asked, considering his hand. 
“Well, all that stuff at Summer Camp. The whole plot 

that Justy and the others had against us seemed rather 
contrived. And the resolution? Was kind of a mess, wasn’t 
it? Seemed rather rushed, and I’m still not sure what 
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happened. All I know is that it had something to do with 
hamsters, and now Hughes thinks he’s a pimp.” 

“At least he lost the hat,” Mike pointed out. 
“Yeah, because the last thing our group needed was 

another member with distinctive head gear.” 
“I know what you mean, though,” Mike said as he 

tapped some land and played a card that dealt damage 
directly to Bill’s life total. “I miss the plaid and the flannel. 
He’s just not our good ol’ hick, anymore.” 

“I never got that ‘hick’ thing, either. He lives in Palmer, 
for crying out loud. Sure it isn’t exactly big city, but it’s not 
in some rural farm area either.” 

“Yeah, and Matt thought Colin looked like a walrus, 
and that name stuck. What’s your point?” 

“What do you mean?” Gelinas pictured Colin Pekruhn 
in his mind. “That I can kind of see.” 

Mike looked at Bill. “Colin’s kind of thin, and has 
rather a lack of tusks if you didn’t notice.” 

“I think we’ve strayed from the point,” Bill said. 
“And what, pray tell, is the point?” 
“I dunno.” Bill sighed. “I’m just starting to get a 

feeling... Hard to explain, really. Like there’s something 
more out there. Something pulling our strings. Think of all 
the stuff that happens to us!” 

“Didn’t we go over this at Summer Camp?” Mike 
asked. “I think I won that bet.” 

“On a technicality!” Bill protested. “I mean, come on! 
With one exception, everything I predicted came to pass! 

But think about all of the crazy stuff that has happened to 
us! We get cursed, we deal with a crazy adult conspiracy 
like something out of the X-Files, we have an outrageously 
sized Christmas party, we get chased all the way from 
China by a crazy Amazon warrior (who, incidentally, is 
also cursed) who wants to kill us, we ship our Senior 
Patrol Leader to the Middle-East with no consequences 
from any parents, we once had to fight off terrorists who 
tried to kill us, our adult leaders once left to go on a 
camping trip and forgot to bring us with them and they 
didn’t even notice, and finally all of that crazy stuff at 
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Summer Camp. Culminating, of course, in us being 
attacked by a crazy secret organization that wants to kill 
us, from which we are saved by a second secret 
organization, who thinks to hide us out by moving us 
geographically closer to the country of origin of the group 
trying to kill us. 

“Have you noticed a pattern here?” 
“Mmm, Scully,” Mike said. 
“What?” Bill responded. 
“Sorry, you lost me after you mentioned the X-Files,” 

Mike admitted. 
“Well, excuse me,” Bill said. “I was just remarking on 

the strange frequency with which people seem to want to 
kill us.” As if to emphasize his point, he declared an attack. 

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” Mike said as he designated 
a few blockers. “We’ll be safe here for a while, and Líng 
Rén said that after we were settled in school, he’d teach 
us to defend ourselves.” 

“Yeah, that would have to be one hell of a montage if 
we’re going to be able to defend ourselves against life-
long practitioners of martial arts,” Bill commented. 

“Montage? What are you going on about, my friend?” 
“I dunno, sometimes I just doubt the reality of this all.” 
Mike scratched his head through his hat. Now he 

played a land. “Reality,” he said, then tapping all of his 
land, “can be a harsh mistress.” As if to prove his point, he 
threw down a card that dealt massive direct damage to 
Bill’s life total to which Bill had no defence. 

“Hey, no fair!” Bill said. 
“You worry about things too much, Bill. Just take what 

life gives you and go with it. Make the best of things. Stop 
worrying about why things are as they are, and make good 
of what is.” 

“If God gives you lemons, make lemonade?” 
“Exactly!” 
“Yeah, but I think this lemonade is a bit on the sour 

side,” Bill said, picking up his cards. “Sometimes I feel like 
whoever is supposed to be handing out the lemons keeps 
accidentally throwing in some mangos or something.” 
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“Wow.” Mike laughed. “Deep.” 
“Yeah, well you’ll be sorry when you’re swimming hip 

deep in mangoade,” Bill said. “And things seem even 
stranger since we came here.” 

“How so?” 
“Well, the whole bloody country for one. Japan in reality 

is just like Japan in anime? But it’s all a big secret cover-up? 
Like they could keep something this big a secret!” 

“Had you ever heard it before coming here?” 
“Well... no,” Bill admitted. “But what about the 

Porters? Isn’t that an awfully big coincidence? And really 
convenient that no one in our group said anything to the 
Porters or vice versa. Seems especially contrived in the 
case of Aaron and his girlfriend.” 

“You do know that aren’t exactly officially a couple, 
right?” 

“May as well be, everyone sees it but them,” Bill said. 
“And anyways, what about school?” 

“What about school?” 
“Well, we’re going to be starting school soon, yes? In 

a couple of days?” 
“That’s right. Looking forward to it, aren’t you?” 
“Yeah, but that’s beside the point. It’s going to be fall 

soon.” 
“Quite observant of you, Sherlock Gelinas.” 
“Yes, well, I’ve watched enough of that anime stuff of 

Matt’s to know one thing about the Japanese school 
system.” 

“Oh, and what is that?” 
“Their school year should start in the spring. So how 

could we be joining the start of a new term now?” Bill 

clutched his temple. “My brain hurts sometimes thinking of 
these things. I can’t wrap myself around this so called 
reality.” 

“Bill?” Mike said, picking up his own cards. 
“Let me guess, shut up?” 
“Right.” Mike grinned. “And shuffle, before I decide I 

don’t want to give you a rematch.” 
Bill sighed. “Right.” 
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*        *        * 
 

Sarah ended up having rather a nice afternoon in the 
company of Kyoko. The two got to know each other by 
chatting about various nothings while visiting some of the 
stores in the Clock Hill Shopping District. After feeling a 
few drops of precipitation they made their way to Kyoko’s 
original goal of the local grocery mart, making it inside just 
as the rain began in earnest. 

Kyoko led the way down various aisles as she chose 
the items she would need for the dinner she planned to 
cook that evening. As she placed a few vegetables into 
the basket she was carrying, she asked of Sarah, “So 
what will you be doing with your time while you’re here?” 

“Well, I’ve been set up with a company called 
Mitsutomo Enterprises. I’ll be doing administrative work for 
one of their executives who recently returned from an 
assignment with an American branch of the company.” 

Kyoko smiled as a memory of a time past flittered to 
the surface of her brain. “My husband applied there once, 
before he’d settled on teaching. It was, well, an interesting 
experience.” 

Sarah raised an eyebrow. “Anything I should worry 
about?” 

“I think not,” Kyoko responded, adding some noodles 
to her basket. “Not unless the daughter of the man hiring 
you develops a bit of an obsession over you.” 

“Oh, my. I think that’s unlikely.” Sarah paused. “I 
hope.” She smiled at Kyoko. “So, was he a big ladies man 
back then?” 

Kyoko laughed lightly. “Depends how you look at it. 
He wasn’t intentionally, but he did seem to develop 
something of a following. And, of course, he was too... 
what’s the word? Indecisive... No...” 

“Wishy-washy?” Sarah offered. 
“Wishy-washy?” 
“Um... non-committal, but not out of any malice.” 
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“Yes, that’s it exactly. He loved me, but had a hard 
time making his feelings clear to others at times out of fear 
of hurting them.” 

“All seems to have worked out in the end, though.” 
“Indeed. And what of you? I’ve noticed you having 

conversations with the one named Matthew. Is there a 
relationship there?” 

“Good lord, no!” Sarah protested. “Not that he 
wouldn’t want one.” 

“But you do not?” Kyoko asked. 
“Bit of a busy body, aren’t you?” 
“I apologize, it wasn’t my intent to offend. I suppose 

Ichinose-san’s tendencies may have rubbed off a bit over 
the years.” 

Sarah thought back to the party the night before. 
“Even not knowing 99% of what she was saying, she did 
seem a brash one.” 

“Indeed, but she is a good person.” 
“Well... I don’t know about Matt,” Sarah admitted. 

“When I first met him, I thought he was a jerk. Then I 
made a friend who was also friends with him, and she only 
has good things to say about him. And... well, he has been 
nice to me. I guess I’m just used to not wanting to be with 
him.” 

“Sounds like you might be considering the 
alternative,” Kyoko ventured. 

“No! Of course not!” Sarah’s voice lowered a bit. “I 
mean, he’s just so... so...” 

“‘So’ what?” 
“I guess... I guess I never thought about it. I don’t 

know that I’m ready to. After my last relationship, I just 
wasn’t looking for another.” 

Kyoko was paying for her goods. “I’m sorry, I’ve been 
too forward.” 

“Not at all,” Sarah said. “It’s been nice to have 
someone to talk to about this. I mean, my sisters would 
probably just try to push me into something with Matt, and 
Matty... I love her dearly, but since she’s also friends with 
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Matt she’d hardly be objective. But talking to you... I think 
you’ve given me something to think about.” 

Making her way to the cash register, Kyoko smiled. “I 
am happy if I could be of help,” she told Sarah. 

The cashier finished ringing up Kyoko’s purchase, 
money changed hands, Kyoko picked up her items, and 
the two of them made their way to the door. The rain had 
thankfully been brief, and the sun was shining once more. 

As they walked outside, Sarah looked at Kyoko. “Of 
course, it goes without saying that if one word of this 
reaches Atanian’s ears, I can’t be held responsible for any 
deaths.” 

“Of course,” Kyoko said. Then the two of them started 
laughing together as they began their way back towards 
Maison Ikkoku. 

 
 
As the pair of them were passing by the train station, 

Kyoko took note of someone and pointed him out to 
Sarah. 

Matthew Atanian, laden with a few colorful looking 
shopping bags, was exiting the station. As he hadn’t 
noticed them, Sarah was about to call out to him to get his 
attention. She didn’t, though, when she saw him turn to 
face someone else exiting the station. Someone who 
obviously already had his attention. 

“Who the hell is that?” Sarah asked rhetorically. This 
was just as well, as Kyoko wisely thought it best not to 
answer. 

As there was some distance between them, Sarah 
couldn’t entirely make out this unknown person. But 
whoever it was was definitely female. Her most distinctive 
feature that Sarah could make out at this distance was her 
hair. It was quite long. Most of it was a sort of bluish-
green, but the last six or eight inches of it was black, as if 
whoever this woman was once had colored her hair and 
hair and had since been letting it grow out. 

Sarah frowned her familiar frown. It deepened as she 
thought she heard light laughter pass between the two she 
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was observing. “Come on,” she said. She was speaking to 
Kyoko, but her gaze did not leave the two standing outside 
of the train station. “Let’s get your food home.” 

“Are you sure?” Kyoko asked.  
Sarah turned to look up the hill towards Ikkoku and 

began walking. “Yes, I’m sure.” 
 
 
Sarah closed her door behind herself and flopped 

down onto the tatami mats. “Oh, the nerve of that man!” 
she exclaimed to no one in particular. “One day in the 
country, and he’s already...” 

She stopped. Why did she care? Yes, he had said he 
loved her, but so what? She’d been quite clear that the 
feeling was not mutual.  

It wasn’t. It couldn’t be. 
Her hand slipped into her pocket, and wrapped itself 

around the small object within. Her mind went back to the 
snowy evening it had been given to her. When had this 
item become so important to her? Why had it become so 

important to her? 
Suddenly she snapped. She pulled the item from her 

pocket and hurled it at the wall across the room. Instantly, 
though, she regretted it. Relief filled her when she 
observed it fell to the floor intact. She got up, crossed the 
room, and picked it up. 

“It can’t be,” Sarah said. She looked down at the small 
item she held in her hands without really seeing it. “There 
is no way I am starting to develop feelings for that... for 

that...” 
With an annoyed grunt, she shoved back into her 

pocket the Christmas present that Matthew Atanian had 
given her the previous year. She stood there, not at all 
sure what to do next, and so it was rather a relief when 
Kyoko’s voice came from out in the hallway. 

“Sarah-san, you have a telephone call!” 
 

*        *        * 
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They had long since stopped playing Magic. After 
Gelinas had finally won a game, he had decided it was 
time to call it quits so he could go out on a high. Gelinas 
was currently fine-tuning his deck, hoping to make it better 
for the eventual rematch. Meanwhile, Mike’s nose was 
deep into an X-Files novel. 

Gelinas felt his stomach rumble a bit. “Hey,” he 
asked, “what are we going to do for dinner?” 

Mike looked up from his book. “Ya’ know,” he said, “I 
hadn’t thought of that. But now that you mention it...” 

There was a knock at the door. 
Mike looked at Gelinas. Gelinas looked at Mike. Mike 

shrugged, put in a book mark, stood, tugged down on his 
hat slightly to make sure it was properly in place, and 
opened the door. 

It was the last person he was expecting. 
Okay, second to last. But since he wasn’t having a 

heart attack from blissful shock, Gillian Anderson was 
obviously not the one on the other side of the door. 

It was Sarah Porter. She looked as if she might have 
something on her mind, but Mike didn’t think it was his 
place to inquire so he only said, “Hello, Sarah. What’s 
up?” 

“Nicole just called,” Sarah said. “Apparently everyone 
is at some place close by called the Cha Cha Maru for 
dinner, and she wanted to know if we would join them.” 

“Ha!” Gelinas exclaimed. “I was just saying I was 
hungry, and now this! Rather convenient if you ask me.” 

“Well, then,” Mike replied with a wicked grin, “you’re 
welcome to stay here while we go join the others.” 

“Oh no you don’t,” Gelinas responded, hastily 
collecting his spread-out cards into a pile. “Just give me a 
moment to run these up to my room, and then I’ll join you 
for what can only be a convenient plot twist.” 

“What?” Sarah asked, but Mike just dismissed it with 
a standard, “Shut up, Bill.” 

And a few minutes later, the three of them were on 
their way. 
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Chapter 4: 
Things to Do in Tokyo When You’re 

Cursed, Curious, or Independently Wealthy  
---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Kenneth “Kenny” Pendrell was preparing to take his 
leave from Japan. Time to head back to Springfield, his 
Laboratory, and most importantly, the person he left in 
charge of the Laboratory while he was away, that being 
one Jon Becker.  

Kenny shuddered a little as he folded his underwear 
and meticulously laid it in his clothing bag. He knew that 
he could trust Becker. Well, mostly. True, part of that trust 
was based on a temporal-based paradox that told him that 
he should. It had been slightly more than half a year since 
he invited Mr. Becker into his world and despite a fairly 
shaky start (or rather, restart – paradoxes could be so 
confusing sometimes) he had proven himself to be a more 
than capable lab assistant and, even more importantly, a 
pretty good friend.  

But still, Mr. Becker was, well, Becker. So, there was 
some apprehension in leaving the lab to his sole steed for 
a few days, but it really couldn’t be helped. Certain 
experiments needed monitoring and Mr. Becker was well 
instructed on what he should be looking out for and he 
knew that if anything got outside his ability to handle, he 
would contact Kenny immediately.  

Still, one word kept running around in his head. That 
word was Octoparrot. Kenny, remembering that 

experiment, shuddered again and continued packing. He 
had a “flight to catch” and goodbyes to make. Besides, the 
sooner he said his goodbyes and made his way back, the 
sooner he could say his hellos again.  

Kenny closed the zipper on his clothing bag and 
checked the latches and security snaps on his larger 
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equipment bag. Satisfied that both were secure and that 
no underwear would fall out, and no neutrino power cells 
would be unleashed upon the fabric of hammer-space, he 
turned to his temporary roommates. Mike and Aaron were 
both were putting their futons away into the storage closet. 
A moment later, Bill Hughes opened the door and poked 
his head inside, giving a head nod gesture that seemed to 
indicate he was coming in, but wanted to make sure it was 
cool first. Aaron and Mike gave the unspoken permission 
and Hughes finished walking into the room.  

Hughes nodded his head to greet Kenny. Kenny 
nodded back and then pushed his glassed back up the 
bridge of his nose. Aaron, looking at Hughes and arching 
his eyebrow, asked, “Where’s Gelinas?”  

Hughes shrugged. “Still sleeping I guess. Looked to 
be pretty exhausted last night. Guess you could say he 
was dog-tired.” Hughes snickered lightly at his own bad 
joke, right before Mike’s hat flew at him with blinding 
speed.  

Hughes stumbled back and tripped over his own feet, 
and ended up on his back with a resounding thud.  

Aaron sighed as he helped Hughes up. “So, what is it 
like sharing a room with the notorious snorer?” he asked 
him.  

Hughes shrugged. “Don’t know yet. Didn’t sleep there 
last night.”  

Aaron narrowed his gaze. “You know, we’ve been 
meaning to have a talk to you about this little sleeping 
arrangement you’ve seem to have made unbeknownst to 
our friends, the Porters.”  

Hughes rolled his eyes, expecting a lecture. “Listen 
man, I’m not a total scoundrel. Whether you choose to 
believe it or not, I’ve made it a point to not take advantage 
of the Porters when they’re at their most unguarded.”  

Aaron stared a little at Hughes. “Their most 
unguarded?” he repeated.  

Hughes shrugged his shoulders, “Dunno what to tell 
you. I’ve seen as much of Kirstin as you have, if that’s 
what you’re really worried about.”  
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Aaron backed up a little. “What do you mean by that?” 
Aaron stammered slightly. “Me and Kirstin are just 
friends.”  

Hughes put up his hands in mock surrender. “Sure, 
fine. If you say so.”  

“Personally, I’m actually more worried about the 
potential for you being discovered,” Mike said. “The more 
often you do this, the greater the risk you run that Nicole 
will find you out and by extension, everyone else.”  

“Shouldn’t we be having this conversation with Matt 
‘Sarah’s Best Friend’ Atanian?” Hughes replied 
defensively.  

“Matt’s not living with Sarah, or at least attempting to,” 
Aaron responded.  

“That’s splitting hairs. ‘Matty’s’ been over enough. 
Besides, Kirstin is in on this. She’s been more than cool 
with it. It might be a shock to the other two, but if it 
happens, I don’t think it will be the disaster everyone else 
thinks it would be,” Hughes argued, crossing his arms to 
indicate that he was done with this topic.  

Tense silence enveloped the room. Kenny coughed 
slightly and stood up. “Sirs,” he began, “I believe I should 
be on my way. Since Mr. Gelinas is still asleep, will you 
give him my regards? I’m going to go say my goodbyes to 
the Porters and Mr. Atanian.”  

Mike looked to Kenny, “When do you reckon we will 
see you again?”  

“I should be no more than a week, or maybe two. I 
need to tend to some lab matters, but I’ll try to visit again 
soon,” Kenny said with a smile. Mike, Aaron, and Hughes 
all thought that Kenny definitely seemed to smile a lot 
more these days and that seemed like a good thing.  

“Well, have a safe ‘trip’ then. Let us know when you 
get back into the U.S., in any case. You know, just to let 
us know you got back okay. Hate to think of you going into 
empty space and ending up taking the wrong turn at 
Albuquerque,” Mike said as he stood up and patted Kenny 
on the back.  
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“No worries here, but nonetheless, I will give you a 
call this evening, local time zone. Good day, sirs,” Kenny 
said and then he picked up his luggage, opened the door, 
and made his exit.  

For a moment the room was quiet. Aaron returned his 
look to first Mike, and then, slowly, to Hughes. “So, we still 
have a few days before we have to start our exchange 
student cover and go attend classes. What should we do 
with a brand new metropolis at our fingertips?” Aaron 
asked with a little flourish.  

Mike yawned. “Honestly? I think I might pull a Gelinas 
and catch up on some sleep. I’m seriously feeling the jet-
lag. I think I’m gonna rest up a bit and then see what Bill 
wants to do when he decides to wake up.”  

“If he decides to ever wake up. I swear, that guy once 

slept through an entire week of summer camp. Still 
managed to get three badges, too,” Hughes said, 
bemused.  

Aaron shrugged. “What about you? You got any 
plans?” He asked, looking to Hughes.  

“Maybe. Maybe the same plans that you do,” Hughes 
said knowingly. “I overheard you talking with Nicole and 
Kirstin about exploring the area, checking out the school 
and such. And I know Nicole is also planning to pick up 
some books on Japan and Japanese that she had ordered 
before she arrived. I’m sure they wouldn’t mind my coming 
along, if you extended the invitation.”  

“You’re planning on coming whether I invite you, or 
not, don’t you?” Aaron asked, knowing the answer.  

“I think I’d like to go, either as your guest, or as 
Nicole’s arm accessory,” Hughes beamed. Mike rolled his 
eyes. Aaron did likewise.  

“Fine. If they still plan to go out, I’ll ask if I can bring 
you,” Aaron said, slightly annoyed at being outplayed.  

“Dude, it’ll be great. The bookstores they’re going to 
are in Jinbo-Cho!” Hughes said with a smile.  

“What’s so great about that?” Aaron asked.  
It was Hughes turn to roll his eyes. “What did you do 

during that long flight here?”  
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“Slept some, watched the movie, ate a pretty 
mediocre meal,” Aaron answered.  

“Well, while you did that I took advantage of my time 
in Nicole’s suitcase and started reading the guidebook she 
packed.”  

Aaron cocked his head. “How did…?”  
Hughes pointed to his eyes. “Night-vision, my fellow 

curse-sufferer. Cats got pretty good night-vision, and now 
so do I when I take the icy cold dip. Anyway, the point 
being, I had quite a few hours of quiet time to kill, so I read 
up on Tokyo and learned quite a bit. The name Jinbo-Cho 
is pretty famous. It’s the home of some of the country’s 
largest publishers and it’s a book-lover’s Mecca. It’s in the 
Ward of Chiyoda. And do you know what else is in 
Chiyoda?”  

“No, but you’re going to tell me, right?” Aaron said, 
wondering if Hughes would ever get to his point.  

“Akihabara, my friend. Akihabara,” Hughes said with a 
twinkle in his eye.  

Aaron sighed. “Hughes, I’m not Kenny or Matt. If I 
was them, I’m pretty sure what you just said would turn on 
some light in my head. But I’m not, so do tell. What is 
Akihabara?”  

Hughes slumped a little, feeling a little defeated that 
his newfound knowledge was not appreciated. “Akihabara 
is also known as ‘Electric town.’ It’s the place to go for 
tech geeks, otaku, and other fanboys. It’s a one stop shop 
for videos, anime merchandise, electronics, comics, and 
games.”  

“You know, I do seem to recall Matt mentioning the 
place,” Mike quipped, off the side. “Something about 
inflicting himself upon it.”  

Aaron perked up a little, but then came back down. 
“That’s cool and all, but I don’t see us doing much video 
game shopping while we’re here. Our systems are back in 
the states, and even when we bring them over, they won’t 
play imported games, and even if we get them modded, 
we can barely read enough Japanese to make the whole 
experience seem like extra homework.”  
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Hughes arched an eyebrow. “Who said anything 
about video games. They have other types of games, my 
friends. Games of the cardboard variety.”  

Aaron perked up again. “Japanese Magic Cards?”  
Hughes nodded.”Remember when we were pricing 

older packs? Stuff like Arabian Nights and Legends were 
like forty, fifty, even sixty bucks a pack. That’s when I 

started researching the foreign market. Those older sets 
came out later in other countries, so they’re not as old 
here as they are back home, so they might still be 
available, and even better, still affordable. Best of all, 
they’re all touney legal when we bring them back home. 
Hell, that jerk Bertovich’s red/green deck is half a 
combination of German, Italian, French, and Japanese.”  

“Damn, that’s what I call thinking,” Mike said off to the 
side, impressed. “Guess Nicole is rubbing off on him. If I 
give you a 2000 Yen note, think you can get me 
something good?”  

“I can try,” Hughes said, exuding confidence. “Of 
course, that depends on Mr. Abdelmaseh here.”  

“I’m in,” Aaron said, grabbing Hughes’ extended hand 
in a firm handshake. He then stopped shaking, but did not 
relinquish his grip. “But sometime soon, we’re still going to 
have a talk about you staying in the Porters’ room at 
nights.”  

 
 
Sarah walked out into the hallway and noticed that 

someone was simultaneously exiting the next door over. 
She saw the youngest of the Boy Scouts, Kenny. He 
seemed to be carrying two suitcases, which together 
almost seemed to overpower him. He put them down 
when he saw her.  

“Oh, good morning, Ms. Porter,” the boy said.  
“Hello,” Sarah responded. “So, what’re you up to 

today?”  
“Actually,” Kenny said, “I’m planning to head home. 

So I did wish to say farewell.”  
Sarah blinked. “What about school?”  
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“Oh, I’m not here as part of the exchange program,” 
Kenny explained. “I was just visiting.”  

“Not a very long visit,” Sarah pointed out.  
“Oh, I’ll be back, Kenny said. “I just have things to 

attend to.”  
“Ah, I see,” Sarah said even though she didn’t.  
“Are Ms. Kirstin and Ms. Nicole awake?” Kenny 

asked. “I would like to take my leave of them.”  
“Oh, um, sure.”  
Kenny nodded and knocked on the Porter’s door. A 

moment later he entered, leaving the cases in the hall.  
 

 
Nicole and Kirstin welcomed in Kenny. Kenny looked 

around the small room and noticed the steaming teacups 
on the table. Kirstin and Nicole sat cross-legged and 
looked up to Kenny.  

“Would you like a cup of tea?” Kirstin asked sweetly.  
Kenny weighed the proposition in his head. And then 

shook his head, a little sadly. “I would like to, but I can only 
stay for a minute. I’m just making my rounds to say 
goodbye before my cab takes me to the train station,” he 
said. “I still have to catch up with Mr. Atanian before I 
leave. Thank you, in any case, Ms. Kirstin.”  

“Kenny, please, I’ve said before there’s no need for 
the ‘Ms.’” Kirstin brought her teacup to her lips and took a 
slow sip.  

“My apologies,” Kenny apologized.  
“It’s alright, Kenny,” Kirstin said. She sighed. “You just 

say what feels right to you.”  
“Thank you, Ms… er… Kirstin,” Kenny corrected.  
“It’s a shame that you’re not staying. Smart kid like 

you would probably adapt well here,” Nicole said.  
“Will we be seeing you again before we come home?” 

Kirstin asked.  
“Oh yes. I plan to make a few more visits here, so I’m 

sure to stop in again, even if it is just to say hello,” Kenny 
said with a smile.  



 

   61 

Nicole shifted her eyes to Kenny, then slowly sipped 
her tea. “That sounds pretty expensive,” Nicole stated, 
slightly suspiciously.  

Kenny mentally kicked himself for flinging that 
information out so casually with Nicole in the room. 
Kirstin’s presence always made him a little less guarded. 
He could explain the hammer-space conduit to Kirstin. 
She had seen the lab. She could deal with the 
strangeness that his life involved. Nicole could deal with 
the strangeness too, no doubt. (In fact she already had, 
but due to that confounded temporal paradox that was 
now an unlived memory.) Unfortunately, it would lead 
Nicole to asking new questions, questions the others didn’t 
want asked.  

His cool demeanor never broke. “We’re independently 
wealthy. It’s just not something I like to throw around in 
polite conversation.”  

Nicole shifted her eyes again and grinned. “Fair 
enough. Let me know if your folks are ever in the need for 
investment opportunities. I have a few out there that could 
turn independently wealthy into extremely independently 
wealthy.”  

“I’ll keep it in mind,” Kenny said evasively. “In any 
case, I look forward to my next visit.”  

Kirstin smiled and tilted her head slightly. “Us, too. If 
you let us know next time you’ll be in town and we’ll be 
sure to make a special meal for you.” Kenny was mentally 
in wonder how she could roll so casually with his lie to her 
sister.  

“I would like that. Thank you very much, Kirstin.” 
Kenny then turned away and walked back to the door.  

Kenny then paused, looked back to the twins one last 
time, lingering his gaze momentarily on Kirstin, smiled, 
and then exited. Nicole grinned to herself and shook her 
head, sadly amused. A moment later, the door Kenny had 
just left through reopened and Sarah came into the room. 
She looked exasperated.  

“Bathroom not free yet?” Nicole asked from behind 
her teacup.  
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“No, no. It’s open. Just had to deal with, well, I had to 
deal with him to get there,” Sarah mumbled.  

“Oh, you two sharing a mutual space for a year is 
going to be an absolute scream,” Nicole said to herself, 
rolling her eyes.  

“Nicole, be nice,” Kirstin quietly scolded. She turned 
to her older sister. “I thought you and Matt had reached a 
mutual understanding about this situation?”  

“Mutual understanding is one thing. Total acceptance 
is another. I’m still not sure how I feel about this,” Sarah 
said she walked into the kitchen area and poured herself a 
cup from the teapot.  

“Well, for better to worse, we’re all here now, so we 
might as well get used to the situations our lives have put 
us into,” Kirstin said, with surprising authoritativeness to 
both Sarah and Nicole.  

“Where did that come from?” Nicole asked, surprised 
at her quiet twin’s surprising show of clout.  

Kirstin calmly smiled and let the moment pass. She 
had made her point. A quiet fell over the room.  

“So,” Sarah said after clearing her throat, “what do 
you two have planned for your first full day in Japan?”  

“We were thinking of doing some exploring. I was 
talking to a few of the scouts last night at the welcome 
party and since we’re all attending the local school, we 
might as well check it out. Maybe do a little sightseeing in 
the neighboring areas,” Nicole said matter-of-factly.  

“How far were you two planning to travel?” Sarah 
asked, concerned at the idea of her two sisters walking 
around in a strange city.  

“Well, we thought we’d nip on over to Furinkan to 
check out our school, and then just nip on the train for a 
quick trip three wards over to Chiyoda ward,” Nicole 
explained. “Jinbo-Cho!”  

“Ah, you want to get that stuff you ordered,” Sarah 
said with reserved approval. “Okay, well you girls seem to 
have a pretty solid plan and itinerary. Though, I do expect 
you home before it gets too dark.”  
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“Guess we should probably think about getting 
cleaned up and ready to head out. The bathroom’s free, 
right sis?” Nicole asked Sarah.  

“It is unless someone’s taken it in the last minute,” 
Sarah confirmed.  

“Ok, I’m going to go get cleaned up. Kirstin, you want 
to double check with Aaron and let him know we’ll be 
heading out in a little while?” Nicole said grabbing her 
bathroom bucket.  

“Okay, Nicole.”  
Nicole exited the room and Kirstin followed to see 

who would be available to make the trip today, leaving 
Sarah to her own thoughts and cup of tea.  

 
 
Some time later, a group consisting of Aaron, Kirstin, 

Hughes, and Nicole had set out. It was a decent walk from 
Clock Hill over to Furinkan, even if they were neighboring 
areas. The four of them were getting close as they 
continued various small talk over this and that. They were 
presently walking beside a wrought iron fence but came to 
a stop as they came to the currently closed main gate of 
Furinkan High School.  

The Westminster chimes rang out, followed by twelve 
distinctive gongs to mark that is was now noon. “Wonder if 
we’ll have to wear uniforms like in those anime shows?” 
Aaron wondered.  

“I’m not sure,” Nicole answered. “I’m sure the school 
staff will let us know more when we start. I’m more curious 
what sort of uniforms they have here, though. I hope it isn’t 
a sailor fuku. Don’t get me wrong,” she said, addressing 
the boys, “I know your Matt’s got eyes only for Sarah, but 
I’d still hate to risk any pervy thoughts going through his 
otaku brain if he saw us in those!”  

Aaron and Hughes had time to exchange a worried 
glance before Nicole finally laughed to let them know she 
had been joking.  
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“I always thought that Obachan looked rather elegant 
in hers when she showed us those old photographs of her 
from when she was a girl,” Kirstin told her twin.  

“Yeah,” Nicole said quietly. “She did.”  
A contemplative silence enfolded the group. A 

moment later it was broken by a rough cough. They turned 
away from the school and looked to who it was.  

It was a boy with a thick mop of black hair and a 
spotted bandanna. He looked dirty and tired and he had a 
large backpack strapped to himself. He looked familiar to 
most of them, for surely they had seen this unfortunate 
soul on many an occasion before.  

“Furinkan Koukou wa doko da?” the man demanded 

of them. Suddenly a look that was an impressive mix of 
horror, frustration, and confusion grew on his face, much 
like the horrified expression of Edvard Munch’s The 
Scream. “Oh, no! Not again! I swore that the boat captain 

said he was going to Japan! How did I end up in 
Massachusetts again?” He spun around in dramatic 

fashion and gripped his head in abject despair.  
After a moment, the man collected himself, 

straightened himself up, and addressed the stunned and 
confused group. “My apologies,” he said with a bow, 
“Sorry for taking up your time. I must be off, for I cannot 
rest until I find Furinkan High School.” Having said that, he 
then turned, gave a half hearted wave, and dashed off 
again.  

“But… but…” Aaron stammered.  
“You just found it,” Nicole finished. It was too late as 

the boy was long gone, running at what could be 
described as inhuman speeds.  

“I feel so bad for that boy,” Kirstin said sadly.  
“So,” Hughes said, breaking the solemn mood that 

had settled upon the others, “anyone else up for lunch?”  
“Is there anywhere nearby?” Aaron asked.  
“Well, when I was researching local businesses prior 

to our arrival I came across mention of a pretty profitable 
Chinese place called Neko Haten,” Nicole answered. 
“‘Profitable’ usually equals ‘good.’”  
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“That sounds Japanese,” Kirstin chimed in, confused.  
“Well, we are in Japan, sis,” Nicole pointed out. She 

continued to explain. “Anyway, it is supposed to be owned 
and operated by some Chinese immigrants. It’s supposed 
to be not far from Furinkan High School, so we should try 
it out. Could make for a convenient hangout.”  

“I’m game. I like Chinese food,” Hughes said. As he 
said it, however, a pressing question occurred to him. “By 
the way, what does Neko Haten mean anyway?” he 

asked, already familiar with the first word and suddenly 
worried about the content of the second.  

“Rough translation would be ‘Cat Café,’” Nicole said. 
Between looking at street signs she missed the nervous 
gulp from Hughes.  

“I just hope it means they like cats as pets, and not 
that’s what’s on the menu,” Hughes nervously joked.  

Nicole rolled her eyes, an exercise that was becoming 
all too common when dealing with Boy Scouts and men in 
general. “I’ll be sure to tell them to hold the Tabby, then.”  

“Nicole…” Kirstin said with a mock-scolding tone.  
 
 
The smell of hot beef and chicken broth filled the air 

as the four walked into the Neko Haten. The four looked 
around in interest as they took in the restaurant. At several 
small round tables sat customers, including some who 
appeared to be students from the recently departed 
Furinkan High, apparently playing hooky for lunch, happily 
chatting and slurping from noodle bowls. At the long 
counter at the back of the restaurant, piping hot bowls 
were put out and quickly picked up by the perky waitress, 
a purple-haired teenage girl wearing an ornate Chinese 
shirt and pants.  

“It’s a noodle house!” Nicole said in amazement.  
“It’s kind of like The Rising Sun, back home,” Kirstin 

added.  
Hughes and Aaron just looked to each other and 

shrugged. A hoarse cough from behind caught all four’s 
attention. They quickly turned to the front counter where 
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the cash register sat and looked at the wizened two-foot 
tall woman leaning on her twisted and knotted three-foot 
tall walking stick and eying them. “Table for four?” she 
said in perfect English.  

Hughes looked the old woman over and arched a 
half-cocked eyebrow, “A mummified monkey?”  

This question was greeted with a resounding bashing 
of his head at blinding speeds from the old woman’s stick. 
Hughes went down like a house of cards. “Petulant child,” 
The old woman scolded.  

“Oh my…” Kirstin said, astonished.  
“Yes, please,” Nicole said, answering the initial 

question and paying no mind to the semi-comatose 
Hughes.  

“This way, please,” The old woman said cheerfully 
and led Nicole and Kirstin to an empty table.  

Aaron hung back for a moment and looked down to 
Hughes, “Dude, you okay?”  

“Just peachy,” Hughes replied, still dazed. “Just point 
me in the direction of that bus that hit me.”  

Aaron helped him up and they then joined the others. 
The old woman and Nicole were exchanging pleasantries.  

“I must say, your English is fantastic!” Nicole said, 
impressed.  

The old woman cackled happily, “You don’t live for a 
hundred years for nothing!”  

“You’re much younger than you look,” Hughes 
muttered under his breath. His head was savaged by her 
stick again.  

“Your friend is a very ill-mannered, petulant boy,” the 
old woman said with a grin.  

“No, just an idiot,” Aaron said apologetically.  
“Ah,” the old woman said understandingly, “No 

shortage of those here, I’m afraid.” She then burst out in 
laughter and then waved over the teenage girl. “This is my 
great granddaughter, Shampoo. She’ll be your waitress.”  

“Nihao!” The girl said with a beaming smile.  
Kirstin nodded appreciatively, “Thank you, Miss…”  
“Cologne,” The old woman answered.  
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“I’ve heard glowing reviews, Ms. Cologne. What’s the 
special of the house?” Nicole asked.  

Cologne gave the question some thought and 
suggested several different types of ramen and udon 
bowls. A moment later, a chef called out to Shampoo and 
placed a steaming circular pan on the counter. On it sat a 
perfectly browned ring of dough, and nestled on top an 
assortment of wonderfully smelling fried noodles and other 
ingredients.  

“What’s that?” Aaron asked, eying the tray as the girl 
carried it to another table, greeted by happily smiling 
teenagers wearing Furinkan’s uniforms.  

“Oh that’s an experimental dish from one of our new 
chefs. She spent some time over in America and seemed 
to pick up some rather, ahem, peculiar ideas. It seems to 
be very popular with the teenagers though, so we added it 
to the menu,” Cologne explained.  

“It looks like a noodly pizza,” Hughes commented.  
“It looks delicious!” Aaron said, eyeing the kids trying 

to hold slices of the concoction in one hand, and chop 
sticks the other.  

“I’m game,” Nicole said.  
“Sounds good to me,” Kirstin added and the four 

agreed to try the new dish. Cologne called Shampoo back 
over and Nicole gave her the order.  

“Very good, what you want drink?” Shampoo asked.  
“Two pots of tea and four iced waters, please,” Nicole 

said. Shampoo nodded and went toward the back to the 
kitchen. Cologne thanked them for their business and then 
returned to the front to greet new customers.  

Nicole stood up from her seat, “While they’re getting 
our drinks, I’m going to use the ladies’ room. Be back 
soon,” Nicole said and then went off to find the facilities.  

A few moments later, Shampoo placed two steaming 
pots on the table, along with four small Japanese teacups, 
and then placed four glasses of water and cubed ice at 
their seats. She smiled politely and went off to other 
duties.  
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Kirstin picked up and then raised her glass. “Welcome 
to Japan, guys!”  

Aaron and Hughes picked up their glasses of water 
and raised them to meet Kirstin’s. Hughes thought for a 
moment and decided to add, “Kampai!”, which brought a 
smile to Kirstin’s face which in turn brought a smile to 
Aaron’s face.  

Shampoo walked by with another tray of glasses filled 
with ice water. A moment later, there was a loud shout 
from the kitchen. The door to the kitchen burst open and 
an angry Chinese man wearing an apron and brandishing 
a butcher knife came running, giving pursuit to a 
squealing, small, black, Vietnamese pot-bellied pig. The 
pig deftly zigged, zagged, and dodged the man’s attempts 
to capture him. The pig dove between Shampoo’s legs, 
causing the girl to stumble and fall backward, flinging the 
tray into the air as she fell. The pig meanwhile, made his 
escape and was out the front entrance, squealing in joy of 
finding sweet freedom. Cologne watched the scene unfold, 
sadly shook her head and ‘tsk’ed’ in annoyed disbelief.  

Kirstin gasped in horror as she watched the glasses 
of water float in the air, dumping their contents on the 
unaware Hughes and Aaron. A moment later, they 
vanished as they physically shrunk down into their smaller 
animal forms.  

Kirstin ran to their side of the table and looked down 
at the duck and cat struggling to untangle themselves from 
their now massive clothes. Aaron looked up and her and 
quacked in a slightly embarrassed tone. Kirstin bent down 
and helped him and Hughes out of their clothes. She then 
looked around for Nicole, still not seeing her, she returned 
her attention to Aaron.  

“You need to find some hot water and get dressed! 
Nicole will be back any moment,” Kirstin hissed.  

“Quack!” Aaron said with a nod and bundled up his 
and Hughes’ clothes with his wings and waddled off. 
Hughes mewed quietly and then walked off, following 
Aaron.  
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Kirstin sat back down and rubbed her temples in 
worry. She really cared for her friends and understood that 
they couldn’t help what the curse did to them, but still, she 
wished that life could be just a tad less complicated.  

A couple minutes later, she spied Aaron waddling 
past her again, still in duck form and seemingly not very 
concerned about it. Kirstin gasped and picked him up 
again. Aaron struggled in her arms, quacking in surprise. 
A moment later, Aaron looked at her and embraced her, 
which caused her to ‘eep’ in shock and drop him.  

Aaron gave a confused quack and then pulled out a 
pair of glasses, from where she could not begin to fathom, 
and placed them on his bill. He studied Kirstin for a 
moment and quacked again.  

“What are you doing? I said you need to find hot 
water before Nicole sees you. And where’s Billy?” Kirstin 
interrogated. She then paused, realizing that she was 
missing something important. “And since when do you 
wear glasses in duck form?”  

Aaron stared at her as if she was talking to him in 
Swahili. He quacked at her in a confused tone. He 
scratched his head with his wing and stared at her. She 
sighed and said, “Just find some hot water, kay?”  

“Um, why are you talking to a duck?” Nicole asked 
from behind.  

Kirstin leapt up in shock and spun around to face her 
twin, who was wearing a slightly confused expression. She 
needed to come up with something quick. “Um... what 
duck?” Kirstin mentally palmed her face. That was not the 
something.  

“The one that is standing behind you. The one you 
were talking to quietly for some reason. The one that I saw 
wander in from outside as I was coming back from the 
ladies’ room. Poor fellow looks soaked. Must of got caught 
up in that late summer shower that just started,” Nicole 
answered.  

Kirstin looked to the window and saw that the sky had 
darkened and it was raining, just as Nicole had said. 
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“Sorry, just was making animal talk. Y’know, like when you 
play with Neko-chan.”  

“With a duck?” Nicole asked, eyebrow arching further.  
“Yes, with a duck,” Kirstin reasserted, hoping that 

would be enough.  
Nicole weighed this and then shrugged her shoulders 

and retook her seat. She poured herself a cup of tea. She 
then took a sip and eyed the two empty seats. “Where’s 
the guys?”  

“Oh, they had to use the facilities, too,” Kirstin lied.  
“Oh? That’s weird, I didn’t see them. Must of been 

distracted by the duck walking in,” Nicole said between 
sips.  

Kirstin nodded in agreement and then paused her 
head nods. “So, you saw it come it from outside?”  

“Yeah. Just waddled right it from the rain, shook itself 
off walked into the restaurant,” Nicole answered.  

Kirstin poured herself a cup of tea and took a sip 
herself. How did Aaron manage to get outside so fast? A 
new thought also entered her mind. It seemed very odd 
that a duck could just walk into a restaurant and not one 
person seemed to pay it any mind. Japan was becoming 
more unusual by the hour.  

A moment later, Shampoo brought to their table the 
noodly pizza-like concoction they had ordered. Nicole cut 
a slice and placed it on her plate, “Those guys better get 
back soon or it’s gonna get cold.” She then grinned, 
“Geez, and men accuse women of taking too long to use 
the bathroom. What is taking them so long?”  

Kirstin placed a portion on her plate as well, “Good 
question,” she said quietly, eying the direction Aaron had 
waddled off.  

 
 
Aaron pushed open the kitchen door, using all his 

duck strength, and waddled in, still clutching his and 
Hughes’ clothes in his wings. Hughes padded lightly 
behind him, looking around the kitchen nervously, not 
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liking the idea of being a cat in a Chinese restaurant, the 
urban legends he had heard and such.  

Aaron looked for hot water, any hot water, and he 
knew the clock was ticking. If they took too long, Nicole 
was going to get suspicious. A moment later, Aaron heard 
the kitchen door swing open again, and before he could 
find a hiding spot, he watched as another duck entered the 
room.  

Aaron quacked a confused quack and eyed this other 
duck. The duck regarded him back and then looked over 
to Hughes. Hughes mewed quizzically. The duck then 
surprised both Aaron and Hughes by embracing Hughes 
in a loving duck embrace.  

Hughes responded by hissing angrily and brandish 
claws with furious slashes. The duck let go of Hughes and 
sadly walked away in duck dejection.  

Hughes panted in confused anger. His fur standing on 
end, unsure why a duck decided to embrace him. Japan 
was getting more and more confusing by the minute. 
Another door swung open and once again, Aaron found he 
was unable to hide himself from discovery and anxiously 
awaited the wrath of the person walking in on their 
intrusion.  

The person, an older Chinese man wearing an apron, 
walked through the doors and looked down at Aaron and 
Hughes briefly and then walked by, ignoring them. Aaron 
breathed a sigh of relief and then gave pause for thought. 
That was very odd. Most times, restaurant employees are 
not too keen on ducks and cats wandering around the 
kitchen. He could hear Bill Gelinas’ voice in his head 
questioning everything that was happening to him and 
how believable it was. Aaron mentally told himself, Shut 
up, Bill, and then went back to his task of finding hot 

water.  
The pair wandered further into the kitchen and they 

then came upon a teenaged Chinese girl washing dishes 
in the sink. Perfect! Aaron thought! Hot water found. Now, 

to get some help from the girl to aid them in their plight. He 
walked up and gently tugged on the girl’s pant leg, hoping 
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to get her attention. No one seemed shocked by their 
presence here and he suspected she would not be either.  

His suspicions were correct as she looked down at 
them and did not bat an eye at a duck and cat trying to get 
her attention. She may not have batted an eye, but Aaron 
and Hughes certainly did when they saw who the girl was.  

It was Perfume.  
Perfume looked down and smiled at Aaron and 

Hughes and then began to speak in her native Chinese. 
Aaron and Hughes looked at each other with confused 
expressions and began mewing and quacking at Perfume 
in hopes of her understanding their dire need for hot 
water. She seemed to understand and picked up the 
nozzled sprayer, turned the water spigot to hot, she aimed 
and sprayed them.  

The smile on her face faded when the naked Aaron 
and Hughes appeared in front of her. Her eyes went as 
large as saucers and she pointed at the naked boys in 
exasperation. Aaron and Hughes covered themselves and 
looked back to Perfume with equal exasperation.  

“What are you doing here?!” all three said at the same 
time.  

“I thought you cousin and stupid Mousse!” Perfume 
gasped.  

“Your cousin?!” Aaron asked.  
“You mean there’s more cursees?!” Hughes asked. 

“Is that why that other duck tried to molest me?!”  
Perfume calmed herself and looked to Aaron and 

Hughes, after a moment she realized something, blushed, 
and averted her gaze. Aaron and Hughes noticed and 
both quickly retrieved their clothing. As they put back on 
their clothes, Aaron looked over Perfume and asked 
again, “What are you doing here? I thought you were 
going back to China to hide from those Jusenkyo 
fanatics?”  

“This is family’s noodle shop. Great Grandmother and 
cousin come here and open shop. I work here as chef,” 
she explained.  
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“That old lady with the nasty cane is your great 
grandmother?” Hughes asked.  

Perfume nodded and then gasped in horror, “You 
can’t be here! You need to go. NOW!” She started pushing 
them toward the door.  

“Whoa, whoa. Wait. Hey!” Aaron protested as 
Perfume started shoving them out of the kitchen.  

“Yeah, what’s the deal? We just found out you were 
here. Why are you trying to get us to leave?” Hughes 
asked.  

Perfume stopped pushing and eyed them with 
genuine panic and concern. “If Great Grandmother finds 
out I know you, she figure out who you are!”  

“And…?” Hughes asked.  
“Ai Yai!” Perfume exclaimed in frustration, “Do you 

remember why I came America in the first place?”  
“To kill us in compliance with Amazon laws,” Aaron 

answered.  
“You dead?” Perfume pressed on.  
“Um, no,” Hughes answered.  
“Ah,” Aaron said with an understanding nod, then a 

nervous gulp.  
“Exactly. I allowed to stop hunting you and leave 

America because of Jusenkyo problem, but if Great 
Grandmother find out who you are, she insist on finishing 
job,” She said with a serious tone. “I prefer not do that. I 
already promise not to try kill anymore, so I don’t want to 
press issue right now, if I help it.”  

Aaron nodded and grabbed Hughes by the shoulder 
and turned him to the door exiting the kitchen and back 
into the restaurant. He turned back toward Perfume before 
exiting and spoke, “We’re all staying at the Maison Ikkoku 
in Nerima Ward. If you ever want to visit or if you need 
someone to talk to.”  

Perfume smiled and nodded, “Garden Snakes stick 
together.”  

Aaron smiled and walked through the door, pushing 
Hughes in front of him.  
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Perfume sighed and then turned back to her sink of 
dishes. She sadly began to scrub the dirty noodle bowls, 
worried that Great Grandmother would find out her Patrol 
was there and she would be forced to try and kill them 
again. Great Grandmother was a clever one and that 
worried the young Amazon.  

A moment later, another duck walked up to her and 
tugged on her pant leg. Perfume looked down at the duck, 
sighed, and sprayed him with the nozzle.  

A teenaged Chinese boy with long black hair 
appeared next to her. The boy took Perfume into his grasp 
and embraced her as he would a long lost lover. 
“Shampoo, my love!”, the boy cried out in Chinese.  

Perfume responded by bashing the boy on the head 
with a frying pan that had been in the sink. “Wrong cousin, 
stupid Moouse!” Perfume responded back in her native 
tongue.  

The boy produced a pair of glasses, from where 
exactly Perfume dare not guess, and put them on. He 
eyed Perfume and frowned. “Oh, hello, Perfume. Where is 
Shampoo?” He asked, again in Chinese.  

Perfume fumed at her sink, gritted her teeth, and then 
screamed out in her beautiful Amazonian Chinese dialect, 
“She is working, unlike you, you stupid jerk!” She then 
turned the spigot back to cold and sprayed him again, 
reducing the poor boy back into duckdom.  

“What a beautiful language,” Hughes commented to 
Aaron, hearing Perfumes screams through the door as 
they walked away from the kitchen. Aaron rolled his eyes.  

Aaron and Hughes rejoined Nicole and Kirstin at the 
table and quickly served themselves two pieces of the 
Perfume’s noodly pizza concoction. Hughes ravaged his 
first slice in three bites and then reached for a second.  

Nicole eyed them, “What took you guys so long?”  
Aaron and Hughes looked at each other and then 

Hughes looked back to Nicole and spoke in a calm and 
reasoned manner, “Bathroom ninjas.”  

Nicole Blinked a few times and then rolled her eyes. 
“Guys are so weird.”  
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“Let us never speak of the bathroom ninjas again,” 
Hughes said sagely and then bit into his second piece.  

“Just eat your food,” Nicole said, exasperated.  
“Nicole…” Kirstin mock-scolded.  
“Oh, is it raining?” Aaron asked, seeing the darkness 

outside through the window.  
“Just late summer shower. They’re supposed to be 

scattered throughout the day,” Nicole answered, between 
mouthfuls of her lunch.  

As if cue, the window brightened and Aaron could 
make out shafts of sunlight as the rain subsided. He 
sighed quietly in relief and tucked into Perfume’s special 
and quietly hoped his luck would hold out until they got 
back safely to the Maison Ikkoku. He had the dreadful 
feeling that they were already running on borrowed luck as 
it were today.  

As the four ate and chatted about their upcoming 
destination, Cologne eyed the boys from the front register 
and narrowed her eyes in suspicion.  

 
 
To say that there was a book store in Jinbo-Cho was 

like saying there was a fish in the Pacific Ocean. One only 
had to pick a direction and take ten steps, and one would 
most likely hit a book store… or at least someone reading 
a book.  

Kirstin looked around in amazed wonder. Her bright 
eyes shined with wonder at this entire book town inside a 
city.  

Nicole reached into her satchel that was hung over 
her shoulder and pulled out some folded papers. She 
looked them over and then surveyed the surroundings. 
She then confidently started walking across the street from 
where the Shinjuki Line station had deposited them.  

“So, where to first?” Hughes asked.  
“There’s a small shop near the station that has one of 

my orders,” Nicole answered, turning to look at Hughes as 
she continued walking forward. “I’m going to pick it up,” 
She then smacked right into a young man with a shock of 
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bright pink spiked hair. Nicole apologized with a brief bow 
and continued on her way.  

Aaron pulled Kirstin alongside him and nudged 
Hughes forward to walk alongside Nicole. He then 
whispered in Kirstin’s ear, “Hey Kirstin, can I ask you a 
quick question?”  

Kirstin smiled softly in anticipation of the question. 
“Yes,” she said, “it was pink.”  

“Hmm? Oh yes,” Aaron said. “The hair. That is going 
to take some getting used to. So, you three got the whole 
spiel, too, then?”  

“The whole ‘Secret of Japan’ stuff?” Kirstin nodded an 
affirmative. “Right after we were brought to the 
denuralizarion centre for long-term visitors, much like you 
all were, I gather.”  

“Denuralization?”  
“Where they remove the... What was it called? The 

‘Perception Filter’ that foreigners get upon entry to the 
country.”  

“Where’s Kenny when you need him?” Aaron 
muttered to himself. Then to Kirstin he said, “You mean 
the flashy thingy? Kenny immunized us to that. Thought 
we were in big trouble at first when those agents took us!”  

“Lucky you,” Kirstin commented. “The surface nuralizing 
and denuralizing was fun enough, I assure you. I do so hope 
we aren’t deemed a security risk when we leave the country 
next year, because the deeper retconning process they 
described sounded like it would leave quite the headache.”  

“Well, I don’t think we need to worry about being a 
security risk,” Aaron told Kirstin reassuringly.  

“Oh, and why not?” Kirstin inquired.  
“Well,” Aaron earnestly told her, “you’re you!”  
Kirstin smiled. “And you’re you,” she told him.  
“Lay that on any thicker back there,” Nicole shouted 

back from where she was leading the way, “and we can 
open up a sweet shop!”  

Kirstin blushed and looked away from Aaron as her 
twin stopped walking and announced, “I think this is the 
place!”  
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*        *        * 
 
Nicole worked fast, and the group was soon leaving 

“Bookville,” as Hughes dubbed it, and heading towards the 
electric town of Akihabara.  

“So, um, where do we start?” Hughes asked.  
Nicole consulted the documents in her satchel once 

more. “The few shops I have to hit here are further up this 
road, so let’s go that way,” she pointed. “But shout out if 
any of you see anyplace you want to go into.”  

They made their way down a street that was 
crammed with shops. One thing that caught their eye was 
a small outdoor cafe that seemed almost an anomaly in its 
electronic store surroundings. Nicole almost thought she 
saw someone familiar sitting at one of the tables.  

“Isn’t that Atanian?” she asked. She pointed, and the 
others followed her gaze to see the trench coated figure, 
who surprisingly enough seemed to be seated with 
someone else. “Who’s that chick with him?”  

Aaron and Kirsten, sensing there would be trouble if 
they let Nicole investigate further, simply shrugged their 
shoulders. “That doesn’t look like Matt to me,” Aaron 
responded.  

“If you say so,” Nicole replied, taking one last brief 
suspicious look at the trench coat clad figure and the long 
bluish-green haired girl sitting with him.  

Suddenly their desire to get Nicole elsewhere had an 
added incentive as Hughes thought he felt a drop of water 
fall from the sky and hit his cheek. Hughes looked around 
to see if anything caught his eyes. Anyplace that would be 
a good shelter for the soon (and hopefully brief) storm he 
knew was about to come. Suddenly his eyes lit up like an 
excited child on Christmas. “Hey, let’s go there!”  

Aaron looked to where Hughes was looking and 
smiled himself as soon as he saw it. It was a thing of 
beauty. He recognized it instantly. He should, he has sixty 
copies of it printed on sixty card backs tucked inside one 
of the pockets of his jacket. The Magic: The Gathering 
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logo and it called out to him as if to say of the store before 
them, “There be gold in these here walls!”  

Aaron found himself pondering for a moment why his 
inner monologue was talking like grizzled 1840’s 
prospector. He didn’t ponder long however, as Hughes 
was already half way to the door. Aaron followed him.  

And so did Nicole and Kirstin.  
The small building’s exterior was deceptive because 

on the outside the store looked to be tiny in comparison to 
the others around, but once inside the store was huge. 
Huge, but not cavernous. There were no vast tracts of 
empty space, instead every possible square foot was 
utilized and almost every narrow aisle between these 
utilized areas was occupied with various customers.  

Aaron and Hughes grabbed Kirstin and dragged her 
away leaving Nicole alone to fend for herself in fanboy 
paradise. Clutching her bundle tighter, she squeezed past 
two excitable young men perusing the doujin section. 
While her understanding of Japanese was still not what 
she could call fluent, she was able to pick up pieces of 
their dialogue which appeared to be about character types 
and their acceptability in the eroticism industry.  

Leave it to nerds to dissect the culture of porn, Nicole 

thought to herself with a wry grin. She looked around and 
saw large, expressive eyes everywhere she looked. 
Manga covers, wall scrolls, and posters advertising PC 
games were everywhere and each featured animated 
girls, their hair in a vast rainbow of colors and their eyes 
overly large and expressive. Nicole also noted that the 
majority of these cartoon girls also shared another part of 
their anatomy that was large and expressive and it wasn’t 
their eyes. Nicole rolled her eyes, Otaku…  

She spent her time checking out the various displays 
and marveling at the potential in the obsessive fanboy 
market. She’d have to research this, might be something 
worth investing in.  

Passing by one display, something plush caught her 
eye and she picked it up. She couldn’t help smile at the 
sheer cuteness of the object, although something else 
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also tickled the back of her brain as she held the item in 
question and she was momentarily distracted. Thus, she 
jumped slightly when she felt a hand on her shoulder. She 
turned around, fearing a nerdy fanboy, and smiled with 
relief when she saw it was only Kirstin.  

Kirstin, meanwhile, looked a combination of frazzled, 
which was rare for her, and utterly lost, which was even 
rarer.  

“Oh, hey!” Nicole said.  
“We need help,” Kirstin answered without being 

asked.  
“What’s up?”  
“Aaron and Bill found what they were looking for and 

they have no idea how to tell the shopkeeper,” Kirstin 
responded.  

Nicole felt the urge to roll her eyes but refrained. “I’ll 
be right over to help you guys. Luckily, I know how to 
haggle in seven languages” She then returned her 
attention to the plush Eva Unit 02 toy she still was holding 
and placed it back on its display, her eyes lingered on it a 
few extra moments.  

Kirstin peeked over her twin’s shoulder. “Find 
something?”  

Nicole shrugged. “Not really.” She cracked her fingers 
excitedly. Now, let’s get over to the boys before the store 
keeper charges them the ‘Ignorant-Gaijins-who-don’t-
speak-Japanese-tax,” Nicole said.  

 
 
The rain had kept them in the store for a while longer 

then they probably would have stayed otherwise, although 
for reasons varying greatly between Nicole and everyone 
else no one terribly minded the prolonged stay. While 
there, due to the length of their stay the boys ended up 
buying a little more then they probably would have 
otherwise. Also, Nicole had left a business card with the 
shop’s owner after a bit of a discussion about the potential 
profitability of mail-order sales to the growing American 
otaku market.  



 

   80 

Still, as it was now getting late they had decided to 
make their way back to the train station. Pretty soon, 
they’d want to be thinking of dinner, and Kirstin worried 
that she hadn’t had a chance to check out the local food 
markets yet. Something for tomorrow, she supposed, as 
she pondered that they’d most likely be eating out tonight.  

Her pondering was broken when she realized she had 
been asked a question. “I’m sorry, what?” she asked.  

“Any good ones?” Aaron asked her. As they walked, 
Aaron and Hughes were comparing their new Magic 
cards. Although she hadn’t purchased nearly as many, 
Kirstin had picked up some as well.  

“Oh,” Kirstin replied. “Well, some I don’t recognize 
and some that were reprinted in that Chronicles set you 
gave me some cards from. I did recognize a couple rares 
though. I got a Mirror Universe and a North Star.”  

Aaron whistled, impressed. “Nice. Same thing here. 
Couple cards I already had, but I did find a Legendary 
Land called The Tabernacle at Pendrell Vale.”  

Kirstin giggled as did Nicole. “Maybe Kenny’s a 
wizard. That would explain some things about your small 
friend,” Nicole mused loud.  

“Y’know, sometimes I do wonder if that might not just 
be the case,” Aaron responded. To himself, he thought, If 
you only knew the half of it! Then he turned to Hughes 

who was strangely quiet during the exchange. “How about 
you? Anything good in that pack of Unlimited that you 
found?”  

Hughes slumped a little. “I got a Roc.”  
Aaron winced. “A Roc of Kher Ridge?” Aaron asked.  
Hughes nodded forlornly. “I got a Roc,” he repeated.  

“Is that bad?” Kirstin asked.  
“Well, it’s not awful or anything, but it’s kinda… um… 

vanilla. Okay, but not very exciting for something that’s out 
of print,” Aaron explained.  

Kirstin nodding in understanding.  
Hughes sighed quietly. “Oh well, Cést La Vie. Guess 

I’ll just have to use my vanilla rare and beat you with it,” 
Hughes mused out loud.  
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“Speaking of vanilla, I am getting hungry,” Nicole 
pondered as the group reached the station. “Let’s get the 
train home then find someplace to eat.  

 
 
They discovered they had a short wait for their train, 

so Kirstin took the opportunity to excuse herself. While she 
answered the call of nature, her twin was pondering the 
dinner situation. “Didn’t we pass something between 
Ikkoku and the Clock Hill station?” she asked. “Someplace 
called ‘Cha Cha’ something or other?”  

Hughes shrugged. “You’ve got me.” Of course, unlike 
the others who had seen the route twice now, Hughes had 
been in a suitcase for one voyage so his recall of the 
surroundings of their new abode were understandably a 
little less reliable than that of Nicole and Aaron.  

And Aaron, it seemed, did recall the place. “Was that 
a restaurant? I thought it looked more like a bar.”  

“Oh, come on,” Nicole replied. “I’m sure they’ve got 
something to eat.”  

“Yeah, but what would Matt and Sarah say,” Aaron 
interjected, “if they found out?”  

“You worry too much,” Nicole assured him, patting 
him on the back as she did so. “Hell, I’ll call Maison Ikkoku 
from the station when we arrive and see if Sarah’s eaten 
yet. Matt, too, if he’s back from his excursion yet.”  

“Assuming he hasn’t died and gone to otaku heaven 
today,” Hughes joked. “Well, I’m in,” he added. “Just so 
long as this place has more to eat than pretzels or 
peanuts.”  

“Relax, it’ll be fun,” Nicole said. “Oh, there you are!” 
she added upon noticing Kirstin approaching. The train 
was also approaching. “Good timing!”  

“Oh, hey,” she said, seeming a bit distracted. “So, um, 
what’ll be fun?”  

“Just figured out where dinner’s going to be. Um... 
you okay there, sis?”  

“Huh?” Kirstin shook her head. “Yeah.”  
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The others looked at her a moment. The train doors 
opened. Nicole shrugged, turned, and got on the train.  

Aaron and Hughes were about to follow when they 
both felt a tug on their sleeves. They turned to Kirstin who 
had a sleeve clutched in each hand. “We’ve got to talk,” 
she said. 
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Chapter 5: 
An American Otaku in Akihabara  

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Matt woke up with a start and sat up in his futon. He 
remained there for a moment, his eyes slowly focusing as 
best as they could without his glasses as he took in the 
not yet familiar surroundings of his room at Maison Ikkoku. 
There was something important pressing on his mind, but 
just having woken up he couldn’t quite think of what it was. 

He groped around the floor beside his futon looking 
for his spectacles, and upon success, donned them. Then 
he sat for another moment, trying to decipher what it was 
that was pressing so intently upon him. Finally, he realized 
what it was, and that it wasn’t his mind it was pressing on 
but another part of his anatomy, and so he got up and 
made a mad dash to the bathroom. He was fortunate to 
find it unoccupied and thus he darted inside. As to what he 
got up to in there, reasons of taste decree that that shall 
remain unchronicled. Suffice to say that, as he was 
starting to wash his hands after he had finished, he heard 
a knock upon the door. 

“Just a moment!” he said. He finished up, dried his 
hands quick as he could, and was pleasantly startled 
when he opened the door to find one Ms. Sarah 
Porter standing on the other side of it. “Good morning,” he 
then said, in what he hoped was a friendly way. 

He couldn’t be sure, but he thought Sarah looked a bit 
annoyed. “Hello,” she said in a tone he couldn’t decipher. 

“Sleep well?” he then asked. It hadn’t quite occurred 
to him that after keeping someone waiting for the 
bathroom was likely not the best of occasions to engage in 
small talk. 

“I suppose,” she responded curtly. Then, a bit 
surprisingly, she followed up with, “And you?” 
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“Quite well rested.” Matt smiled. “Looking forward to 
hitting the town today.” 

“Going out with the others?” Sarah asked. 
“No, no. I’ve been wanting to come here for a while 

now,” Matt explained. “Something of a dream of mine. So 
my first time inflicting myself upon the country is going to 
be something of a personal experience.” 

“I see,” Sarah said, somewhat darkly. 
“Unless,” Matt began to say. He looked down at the 

floor for a moment. “Unless you’d like to go with me?” 
“Do you mind?” Sarah asked.  
For a brief moment, Matt had a glimmer of hope. Was 

she asking if it was really okay to come with him? His mind 
screamed at the top of its metaphoric mental lungs, 
“Duh!”  

But the brief moment of hope passed as Sarah 
motioned towards the bathroom with her hand, and Matt 
realized that she had actually been asking him to get out 
of her way. As further confirmation, she then followed up 
with, “I kind of need to use that.” 

“What?” he asked, clearing his brain of the last of his 
hope. He then moved aside with a simple statement of, 
“Oh, sorry.” 

She entered and closed the door behind herself. 
“Well, that went well,” he muttered to himself as he 

returned to his room. 
“Good morning, young Mr. Atanian,” Yotsuya greeted 

him as he entered. The mysterious man from the 
neighboring room was sitting on his floor as if it was the 
most natural place for him to be.  

“Why don’t you join me for breakfast?” Matt asked, 
noticing that Yotsuya was already munching on what 
looked like some of his pop tarts. 

“A most gracious offer,” came the response. Yotsuya 
took another bite as Matt grabbed himself a pair of the 
cinnamon toaster pastries. “A most unusual breakfast 
confection,” Yotsuya commented. 

“Indeed, and I should point out my rather limited 
supply,” Matt responded.  
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“Then we shall have to savor the ones that you have,” 
was the swift reply. 

“Yes, I shall have to do so,” Matt rebutted. 

Yotsuya ignored him by means of taking another bite 
and then changing the subject completely. “Are you 
enjoying your stay in our country thus far?” 

Matt by now had very much sensed some kind of 
game was at play. What troubled him was that he could 
not decipher if he was himself a participant, or the object 
of the game itself. For now, he foolishly decided to 
continue to try and play along. “It is very nice here, yes.” 

“And your accommodations?” Yotsuya asked.  
Matt sensed an opportunity to perhaps put his 

opponent in check. “Quite nice,” he replied. “Although I 
shall have to speak to the management about a draft I 
feel coming through one of the walls. 

Yotsuya feigned hurt. “Surely you speak not of the 
portal between our two rooms? Can you not see it as an 
important bridge for those who seek multi-
cultural understanding?” 

Matt opened his mouth to reply, even though he 
wasn’t quite sure how to follow that up. Fortunately, he 
was saved by a knock at the door. “Come in!” he said. 

In walked Kenny. “I hope I am not disturbing you?” he 
asked. 

“Not at all, please do come in,” Matt assured him. 
Then, with a quick glace towards Mr. Yotsuya, he asked 
the boy, “Would you like a pop tart?” 

With a hurt look, Yotsuya slinked back through the 
hole in the wall from whence he came as a snake might 
retreat into its nest. Matt smiled, feeling he may have won 
this round. 

“I don’t have a lot of time, I fear,” Kenny said. 
Matt offered once more. 
“Well, I suppose they aren’t a very time consuming 

breakfast,” Kenny conceded, finally taking one of the 
offered pastries. He took a bite as he sat down. 

“On your way home, then?” Matt asked. 
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Kenny nodded, swallowing. “I was just making my 
rounds offering goodbyes to all of the others.” 

“You’ll be coming back though, yes?” Matt asked. 
“Indeed.” 
“Awesome,” Matt responded. “You can bring me more 

pop tarts.” 
“If there is anything else that you want,” Kenny asked, 

“feel free to e-mail me a list. I do know of your proclivities 
towards a selective pallet.” 

“You mean I’m a picky eater?” 
Kenny nodded. “Isn’t that what I just said?” 
Matt smiled. “You’ll be missed around here, Kenny. 

But good to know you’ll be back.” 
Kenny smiled and finished his pop tart. “Well, I must 

get going before Mr. Becker creates any more biological 
abominations.” Matt was pretty sure Kenny was jesting. 

Pretty sure. 
Kenny rose and headed for the door. 
“Safe trip to you, Kenny, and see you again soon.” 
Kenny smiled, thanked him, and then was gone. 
“Well,” Matt announced to the empty room, “suppose 

it is about time I got ready for my day.” 
 
 
Somehow, in ways that would have made Bill Gelinas 

question reality, Matt managed with minimal difficulty to 
navigate his way through the Tokyo public transit 
system and arrive in Akihabara. 

Akihabara! 
From what he had read on the internet, this 

“electronic town” shopping district was something of an 
Otaku Mecca, and now here he was. 

Akihabara! 
Bright signs, many of them incorporating neon, 

begged for his attention from every direction. He couldn’t 
read what any of them said, but that didn’t matter. To him, 
they were all enticing. Pictures of mascot characters 
accompanied many of the signs, from fluffy animals to 
cute or sultry anime goddesses. Various shops of all sorts 
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selling all matter of things that Matt couldn’t even begin 
to fathom, interspaced with occasional themed cafes 
catering to the Otaku market. 

Akihabara! 
Because Matt was so excited to be here, he definitely 

felt the need to punctuate things with another narrative 
declaration of, “Akihabara!” Thus, another paragraph was 
needed for the purpose of separating them. So Matt took a 
moment to ponder this, and to ponder where – in the 
expansive paradise that lay before him – he should even 
begin! He supposed he should just go into the nearest 
store and take it from there, if he just stood around all day 
trying to come up with some sort of plan on how to do 
something he had no experience with, he’d get nowhere at 
all. Better to just plunge in and see where things took him, 
yes? Anyway, where was he? Ah, yes... 

Akihabara! 
Okay, that was enough. He opened the nearest door 

and plunged in. 
 
 
It was rather cramped inside of the store. If this was 

America, lawyers would descend upon it will all manner of 
complaints related to the ADA. But it wasn’t, so they didn’t. 
Even as a person of statistically average human ability, 
Matt found he had some difficulty navigating the interior. 
After about half an hour, he thought he was making some 
progress when he found instead that he had accidentally 
managed to go back out through the front door. 

 
 
“What just happened?” Matt asked himself. He 

scratched his head and looked back at the door he had 
just exited. He suspected that the store may have had 
some stuff that would have interested him inside, but the 
interior was so tight that he couldn’t even begin to give it a 
proper browse. How the natives managed, he hadn’t the 
foggiest. He felt a brief flash of sadness, hoping that his 
trip here had not been in vain, before he decided to not be 
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foolish. “I’m not giving up when I’ve only just started!” he 
announced to himself. 

So... where to now? He tried a few other stores, with 
progressively better results. In one, he even managed to 
pick up a few items and examine them before 
being overpowered by his surroundings. He was sure he 
might even be able to buy something soon. His confidence 
grew slightly as he looked around trying to decide which 
store to try next. 

And that was when one store in particular caught his 
eye. It was huge, probably the biggest one he could see in 
the immediate vicinity. He undoubtedly would have noticed 
it sooner if not for his strategy of dashing in the closest 
door. The sign above the entryway said, in large, flashy 
letters, “Grand Prix.” There seemed to be a fairly steady 
stream of people in and out. 

Looked promising. And being so large, hopefully it 
was at least a tad bit roomier inside. 

Matt entered the store. He was right. It was roomer 
inside. A tad bit. It still seemed rather tight, but no longer 
oppressively so. He felt like he could move around now, 
and that was enough. He began his browsing. 

His eyes lit up as they caressed shelf after shelf lined 
with videos, CDs, figurines, toys, and books of all sorts. 
He picked up one interesting looking comic with a flashy 
picture of Yuffie Kisaragi on the cover and began to 
flip through it. When his eyes saw what was inside, he 
suddenly blushed rather intently and put the book back 
down. That was not the sort of book you flip through in 

public! 
Matt looked to his left, and to his right, and observed 

that perhaps others did not share his inhibitions in this 
matter. He pondered for a moment on if he should decide 
to adopt a “when in Rome” attitude, but somewhere in his 
brain a penguin drew an illustration of Sarah hitting him 
upside his head and showed it to him, so in the end Matt 
decided to move onto another part of the store. 

“Ooh, cels!” Matt said. Cels, of course, were the clear 
pieces of plastic upon which animators painted frames of 
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animation. He had always wanted to own some. He began 
flipping through them. Many of them were from shows he 
was somewhat unfamiliar with, or had some rather 
impressive looking prices on them. He came across a few 
from El Hazard though that seemed to be at a decent price. 

They looked to be from the TV series rather than the 
superior OAV version, but that was probably why they were 
a bit more affordable. One caught his eye. It was definitely 
the Muldoon priestesses, and what looked like an oddly 
dressed Makoto, but it was unfamiliar to him. Was this from 
the El Hazard 2 he had heard they had made recently? He 

picked them all up and carried them around with him. 
Next he came across a collection of toys. One that 

caught his eye were a Veritech... no, sorry, a Valkyrie from 
Macross. This particular one was in the coloration used by 

Skull Leader. Then he saw a Transformer that he could 
not resist. Or rather, three Transformers in one box. The 
box was marked, “GOOD BYE CONVOY” and contained 
the G1 versions of Red Alert, Mirage, and (most 
importantly) one Optimus Prime. Matt had to have it. 

He continued through the store, and found himself in 
the CD section. He picked up some CDs that looked like 
they were soundtracks to some anime series that he 
was fond of, and a few Final Fantasy game soundtracks. 

Then his eyes fell upon it. 
The one item that was to make his shopping trip. 
It was a large red box, if it had been a little larger it 

might have looked as if it contained vinyl records rather 
than compact discs. Its design was simple and elegant, no 
flashy pictures. Simply a giant silver letter, “U,” and under 
that some text that read, “URUSEI YATSURA Complete 
Music Box.” 

Matt had read about this. A fifteen disc set that 
contained virtually all of the music from what was one of 
his favorite anime series. 

He had to have it. 
He picked it up. His hands were starting to get rather 

full. Perhaps it was time to make his way towards the 
counter? 
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Hmm... Where was the counter? 
He navigated his way through the crowd of otaku, 

vaguely fearful of accidentally once again blundering his 
way out of the store. (Such a thing would be especially 
worrisome now that his arms were laden with his intended 
bounty.) Fortunately, he needn’t have worried, and soon 
he was standing at the counter and he placed upon it the 
items he wished to purchase. 

The woman on the other side of the counter looked 
politely at Matt and asked him something. Unfortunately, 
Matt had no idea what it was she had said and it 
then dawned on him that there was a potential flaw in his 
plans. 

“Um... How much is this?” Matt asked. 
The cashier tilted her head slightly, a confused look 

on his face. 
“Need a hand?” a cheerful voice asked from behind. 

Matt turned. 
A girl was standing behind him. She was Japanese, 

but there was no accent he could detect in her voice. If 
Matt had to guess, he would have said she was 
younger then he was, perhaps a bit older then the Porter 
twins. She was tall and slender, and had large, expressive 
blue eyes. She almost seemed as if she could have 
stepped out of an anime series and into real life. Of 
course, Matt pondered, they had discovered since being 
here that there was a lot more truth to anime then one 
would typically have suspected. Indeed, although the ends 
her rather lengthy hair was the stereotypical jet black a 
gaijin would have expected to see, he did notice that the 
majority was a sort of light blue, ever so slightly but not 
quite leaning towards greenish color. She was holding 
what he supposed she was intending to purchase, a plush 
form of what he supposed was likely some Sanrio 
character. 

“A hand,” Matt said, “would be most appreciated.” 
She looked at what he had put down on the counter. 

“Quite a haul,” she said. She then stepped forward and 
began speaking with the cashier. There seemed to be a bit 
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of familiarity, as if this woman was known in this store, and 
indeed she addressed the cashier, Fukuhara, by name. 
Matt suspected that she might be an at least semi-regular 
customer. Finally, the brief conversation ceased, and 
the woman who had placed it upon herself to act as his 
interpreter turned back to Matt and quoted him a price. 

Internally, Matt balked. That was a bit more then he 
had been prepared to spend. Obviously, this store was 
dangerous. Fortunately, he somewhat paradoxically came 
prepared to spend more than he had been prepared to 
spend, and so he took out his wallet and began to pull out 
his money. A thought struck him. “As thanks for your help, 
can I get that,” he gestured towards the plush character 
she was holding, “too?” 

She smiled, and it was one of those smiles that 
greater writers then this one have had difficulty giving 
justice to. Suffice to say, it was a Smile with a capitol S. 
“Nah,” she said, “but you can buy me lunch. Deal?” 

“Deal.” 
 
 
They found a small outdoor café that to Matt seemed 

almost out of place in its surroundings. It was decorated, 
not that Matt fancied himself an expert, almost as if to give 
a feeling of being something out of post-war Europe. It had 
a somewhat nostalgic feeling to it. As he sat, it occurred to 
Matt that something important had yet to take place. 

“So thanks for the help back there,” he said. “I’m Matt, 
by the way.” 

“Meg,” the girl said, offering her hand. “Nice to 
meetcha.” 

“Meg?” Matt asked. A rather Western sounding name. 
“Meg,” the girl insisted. “First time in Japan?” 
“Pretty obvious, eh?” 
Meg nodded. “Don’t worry, I’m Japanese, and I’m still 

getting used to it. Of course, I’ve only been here about six 
months, myself. Daddy works for a big international 
company, and for most of my life he was assigned to head 
up a branch office in California. But he worried that I 
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wasn’t growing up, ‘Japanese enough,’ whatever that 
means, so he asked for a transfer back home.” 

“You didn’t have much of a choice, I am guessing?” 
“You’re darn right!” Meg responded. “But enough 

about that,” she said. “I hope this place is okay, it serves a 
lot of western dishes. I’d hate to think you’ve come all the 
way here and are just going to be disappointed because 
you have to eat a burger or something.” 

“Actually,” Matt said, “that sounds perfect.” 
“Oh, good.” Meg smiled again. “Don’t get me wrong, I 

don’t hate Japanese food. I grew up eating it at home, 
after all. But I miss a good hunk of burger or some pizza 
now and then.” 

They placed their orders and made small talk, and 
when their food came Matt tried a bite. The taste of his 
cheeseburger was a tad unusual, but not unpleasant. 

“So, you stop in that store a lot?” Matt asked. 
“One advantage of being in this country,” she said, 

“easier access to primo merch. And I get to see the latest 
shows sooner.” 

Matt had suspected, but didn’t want to believe it. But 
the conversation seemed to be indicating his suspicions 
were true. “You’re into anime, then?” 

“Oh yeah!” she replied after sipping her soda. “When I 
was in the States, it seemed kind of like a connection to 
my roots. (Although not quite the connection daddy would 
have liked.) Yet strangely enough, now that I am in Japan, 
it almost seems like a connection back to my home in the 
States. At my high school there, there was a small anime 
and sci-fi club, and I was kind of their mascot.” 

 “Mascot?” 
She grinned. “Oh, yeah. You should see some of the 

costumes I got to wear when we did various events. I’ve 
got an album at home! Of course... that doesn’t do us a lot 
of good, here.” 

Now, someone might look at this and think she was 
flirting with him, or see this as an opening to try some line 
on her about going back to her place. But Matt 
knew better. No chance this girl could be interested in him. 
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None at all. Not that, if he didn’t have Sarah (not that he 
had Sarah) he might not find her interesting... but if there 
was one thing life taught Matt, it was that any such thing 
never could happen to him. 

Right? 
She smiled again. “So what brings you to Japan? 

Vacation?” 
“Not quite,” he responded. “Some friends of mine and 

I are here for a year.” 
“Oh?” 
“Part of a scholastic exchange program. My friends 

are going to be attending school here as students. As for 
myself, I’ve been asked to help out at a different school in 
an English emersion class.” 

A funny look came over Meg’s face. “You don’t say?” 
Matt didn’t notice the look. “Indeed.” He took the last 

bite of his burger. “A bit nervous about it, though, it isn’t 
like I am a professional teacher. But I suppose I do have 
going for me having spoken English all my life.” He 
laughed slightly. 

She laughed with him, then looked up in surprise. 
“Huh, I thought it was supposed to be sunny out, today.” 

“What do you mean?” Matt asked. One advantage of 
his trademark hat and coat was that it did offer him brief 
protection against rain. A disadvantage, which 
became apparent now, was that it sometimes delay him in 
even noticing when rain was starting, And he realized, 
now, with a bit of alarm, that a light sprinkling had begun. 
His alarm grew when the sprinkle changed into a brief 
downpour. 

“Good thing we just finished eating,” Meg commented. 
She was bending down as she said, “Quick, shove your 
bags under the table.” 

Matty instinctively did so, moving her bags with her 
feet, alarm at the thought of her spoils being ruined taking 
over. But then she realized, with some alarm, that she was 
in fact a she. So while Meg was still bent down, Matty did 
the only thing she could think of: she bolted. 
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Meg was rather surprised by this development: her 
dining companion was making a mad dash. She thought 
she detected a hint of... red? He had kept his hat on 
the entire time, but she’d been sure he had black hair. 
Anyway... What the hell? She took off after him. 

“Matt!” she shouted. The trench coated figure dashed 
down a thin alley between two stores. She was impressed, 
actually, that he fit in the space. She followed him in, and it 
was quite a tight squeeze. When she was only half way 
through the alley, the object of her pursuit was exiting out 
the other side. 

When she finally made it through herself, it took Meg 
a moment to orient herself on the crowded street she had 
exited onto. She looked left. She looked right. She spotted 
a black fedora in the crowd about twenty feet away. 
Why is he running? she thought. The bill won't be that 
large! He must be desperate to hide from me, crouching 
down like that. The fedora was lower down then it should 
have been on someone of Matt’s height. 

Meg was quick, and deftly cut her way through the 
crowd, careful of her footing to not slip on the wet 
pavement. She caught up to Matt, grabbed him by 
the shoulder, and spun him around. “What do you think 
you’re... oh, sorry,” she said to the red haired woman that 
she encountered. “Pardon me.” 

“No problem,” the woman said. She turned and began 
to walk away. 

Meg started to turn herself, when something stopped 
her. She grabbed the red haired woman’s shoulder again, 
re-spun her around, and with a large smile spread 
across Meg’s lips. “I think,” she said as the sun broke back 
through the clouds, “you have some explaining to do.” 

 
 
Feeling that the cat was out of the metaphorical bag, 

Matty felt there was little point in not explaining the basics 
of the situation to Meg. As they made their way back to the 
café, she told her about the trip to Jusenkyo and about the 
curses that had changed the lives of her and her friends. 
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She didn’t feel the need to go into the super secret 
organization looking to hunt down and kill them, or 
the other organization that was seeking to protect them, 
but she certainly told her lunch companion the basic 
knowledge necessary to explain why she was now walking 
along side another woman rather than still sitting at a table 
with a man. 

Meg’s reaction was rather low key, Matty thought. 
“Huh, cool,” she said as she pulled out her chair. “Sounds 
almost like something out of an anime.” 

Matty laughed as she, too, sat back down. “Yeah, I 
suppose it does.” Matty took a quick peak under the table 
and breathed a sigh of relief when her eyes saw 
the packages still sitting there. 

“Anyway, you certainly rock the female form. Love the 
color of your hair.” 

“Yours is certainly an interesting one,” Matty 
responded. 

“Thanks. It is so nice not to have to hide it anymore,” 

Meg replied. “I was sick of dying it black all of the time 
when we were in the States, that’s the one think I like 

better about being here. I kept saying I could just tell 
people that my natural color was actually the dye job, but 
nope... daddy wouldn’t have it.” 

Matty couldn’t help but notice that there seemed to be 
a bit of hostility in this girl towards her father, but didn’t feel 
it was important to dwell on just that moment. She wasn’t 
quite sure what to dwell on at the moment, other than (not 

that she had much choice) she’d just let someone else in 
on the big secret. Ah, well, couldn’t be helped. 
Probably wouldn’t come back and bite them in the arse. 
After all, she probably wasn’t going to be seeing Meg 
again after this day. Anyway, something did still need to 
be said. 

“So... um... not to put too fine a point on it, but we are 
trying to keep this kind of... confidential.” 

“So I’m a secret keeper, eh? Like in a superhero 
comic?” 

“I suppose that is one way to look at it.” 
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“Well,” Meg said, “it is usually the duty of the secret 
keepers to do little tasks that aid the superheroes from 
time to time.” At that, she called the waitress (a rather 
subservient girl in an elaborate maid’s costume) and 
ordered something from her. Meg turned back to Matty. “I 
ordered a pot of hot water for you.” 

“Thank you.” 
A moment later the waitress returned with a small, 

steaming pot. “Suppose I’ll let it cool a bit,” Matty said 
upon inspecting it. “There is, after all, an important 
distinction between ‘hot’ and ‘scalding.’ By the way, Meg,” 
Matty suddenly thought to ask. “How did you know it was 
me?” 

Meg laughed. “I’ll admit getting yourself a smaller 
frame (although adding some impressive size to a few 
areas on that frame) and changing your hair color 
made for a good disguise, but how many gaijins do you 
suppose are running around Akihabara dressed exactly 
like that?” 

Matty thought about that for a moment. “You know, it 
is kind of surprising how often people don’t notice that... 
Especially kind of strange when I’m running around in a 
Boy Scout uniform.” 

Meg shrugged. “Just genera savvy, I suppose,” she 
added with a grin. 

The two continued talking for a while as Matty waited 
for the water to be less painful for use. Matty talked about 
her plans for while she was in Japan, and how she looked 
forward to the English instructional position she was 
being given. She then listened to Meg talk about some of 
the anime series she liked, including some of the ones that 
hadn’t made it to the U.S. yet that Meg had discovered 
upon returning to Japan. After that, they then got to talking 
about science fiction. Matty was just about to begin a rant 
on why Greedo shooting first was the second worst thing 
to ever happen in the history of cinema when Meg 
interrupted. “The water?” she asked. 

“Oh yeah.” She checked the temperature. If she’d left 
it much longer, she probably would have been in trouble. 
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But fortunately, the pot had worked well to keep 
its contents warm. “Well, here goes nothing,” Matty said. 

As she watched her lunchtime companion change 
before her eyes, Meg couldn’t help but to comment, “That 
is so cool.” 

“Well, I suppose it has some advantages,” Matt 
replied, “but all things considered, it can be damn 
inconvenient on occasion.” 

“They don’t call ‘em curses for nothing.” 
“Indeed they don’t.” 
Meg’s eyes narrowed slightly, and her lips curled 

upwards. “I could certainly think of some of those 
advantages, though,” she said slyly. 

Matt looked at Meg quizzically. The vaguely devious 
grin on her lips as she made that statement betrayed 
nothing, yet somehow made him feel slightly 
embarrassed. Meg just shrugged and picked up the small 
piece of paper that had come with the pot of water. “I think 
this belongs to you,” she said, grinning. 

 
 
Matthew paid for the meal and the two of them 

continued to talk as they made their way toward the train 
station. It turned out that they actually had the same 
train, although where as Matt just took the one train to his 
final destination, Meg would be getting off at the same 
stop but then taking another train from there. 

As Matt paid for his ticket, Meg excused herself to use 
the restroom. She whistled a happy tune as she walked 
away, a song that after a moment Matt recognized as a 
tune from Project A-ko. He smiled. 

Meg, meanwhile, walked into the women’s room, 
stopped whistling, waited for the door to close, looked to 
see that there was no one there, and then did 
something somewhat interesting... 

She squeed. It was quite an epic squee. It filled the 
bathroom and echoed across its walls. 

The sound of a flush came from one of the stalls. 
Startled, Meg silenced herself and felt her face warming 
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as a blush spread across it. The stall opened, and 
out stepped a girl, a gaijin, with longish auburn hair. 

“Um... Excuse me,” Meg quietly said as the gaijin 
went over to the sink and began washing her hands. 

The gaijin nodded politely. “No reason to excuse 
yourself. You sure seem excited about something.” 

“You bet!” Meg said. “I just met the most awesome 
guy!” 

Now the gaijin smiled. “Oh?” 
“Granted, I don’t know much about him yet... But he’s 

super nice! And he’s into anime, yet doesn’t seem like a 
total fanboy... I mean, granted, I did find him in a store 
buying some merch... but I can understand, he just got to 
Japan and needs to indulge himself a bit.” 

The gaijin’s smile faded a bit, although Meg didn’t 
notice as she continued. 

“And he’s got a cool thing, where he changes into... 
Oh, I shouldn’t talk about that.” Meg giggled. “But man, he 
looks good doing it. Love the red hair.” 

“Oh,” the gaijin said, now looking a bit green around 
the edges. Meg’s obliviousness continued. “Well then... 
Good luck with that.” The gaijin exited the 
restroom, leaving Meg alone once more. 

Meg’s squeeing resumed for a minute, before she 
finally composed herself. She decided she should 
probably play it cool for now. She splashed a bit of water 
from the sink onto her face, dried it off with a towel, and 
left to go find Matthew once more. 

 
  

Kirstin Porter made her way towards her sister, 
Aaron, and Hughes. “Relax,” she overheard her sister 
saying, “it’ll be fun. Oh, there you are!” This last bit was 
directed towards Kirstin as Nicole noticed her approach. 
The train was also approaching. “Good timing!” 

The train came to a stop beside them and the doors 
on the opposite side opened, swiftly spilling out the 
passengers within. 
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“Oh, hey,” Kirstin replied. She peered over Nicole’s 
shoulder, and saw the woman she had encountered in the 
bathroom waiting to get into one of the cars up ahead. Her 
suspicions were confirmed when she saw the black clad 
figure waiting next to the woman. “So, um,” she 
absentmindedly muttered, “what’ll be fun?” 

“Just figured out where dinner’s going to be,” Nicole 
replied. “Um... you okay there, sis?” 

“Huh?” Kirstin focused on Nicole. “Yeah.” 
The others looked at her a moment. The train doors 

opened. Nicole shrugged, turned, and got on the train. 
Aaron and Hughes were about to follow when they 

both felt a tug on their sleeves. They turned to Kirstin who 
had a sleeve clutched in each hand. “We’ve got to 
talk,” she said. 

Aaron looked concerned. “What is it?” 
Kirstin wasn’t quite sure herself. She honestly didn’t 

know what had just occurred, and normally would hate to 
be thought of as a gossip… but something odd had 
just occurred and she had to try and express it to 
someone. “I encountered a woman in the bathroom, 
talking about an amazing guy she’d just met, and some of 
the things she said sounded strangely like they could 
apply to someone we know… And I just saw… I just 
saw…” 

“What was it?” Aaron prodded, trying with some small 
success to sound patient. 

Kirstin swallowed. “I just saw her getting on the train 
with Matt!” 

“Matt?” Hughes asked. “Our Matt? With a girl?” He 
blinked. “You sure?” 

Kirstin lowered her voice. “I think it was the girl Nicole 
saw him with earlier. Remember?” 

“That wasn’t Matt,” Aaron insisted. 
“I suppose…” Kirstin trailed off for a moment. “I guess 

I didn’t see Matt clearly.” 
Nicole stepped out to where they were standing. 

“Hey, you guys getting on?” 
The door closed behind Nicole. 
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Nicole turned to look at the train. 
The train started moving away. 
Nicole sighed. “Oh, crud.” 
 
 
Matt, laden with his colorful bags from his shopping 

excursion, departed the train and headed for the exit of the 
Clock Hill station. Meg followed, having a few minutes 
before her second train arrived. Once outside, Matt turned 
to her. 

“So, uh, Meg.” 
Meg looked at Matt expectantly. 
“Thanks a lot for today. You were a big help.” 
Meg smiled. “Sure thing.” She turned back towards 

the station, needing to get to her platform. She waved an 
arm as she walked away. “See you around, Matthew 
Atanian!” 

Matt returned the gesture, even though her back was 
turned towards him. 

“See you around,” Matt thought. I somehow doubt I’ll 
be seeing her again. Pity, she was kind of cute… He 

shrugged, dismissed any further thought, and began his 
trek up the long hill. 

 
 
Meg turned, hoping she’d waited long enough for 

Matthew to begin walking away. Sure enough, his back 
was to her, and he was walking away. She sighed with 
relief at this, she didn’t want to seem too eager. 

But man, she couldn’t wait for school! The upcoming 
semester was going to be interesting. 

 
  

He hadn’t gotten far along his journey when Matt was 
alarmed to encounter a familiar figure. Mr. Yotsuya tipped 
his fedora to Matt as he approached from the opposite 
direction. “Ah, young Mr. Atanian. Returning from your 
excursion?” 
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Matthew nodded. “Indeed I am. And did you, yourself, 
have a productive day?” 

“Most productive indeed,” Yousuya exclaimed. 
“Although I shall not even entertain the thought of boring 
you with the details.” 

Matt couldn’t help but wonder what his mysterious 
neighbor did for a living. “I assure you, I’d find such details 
of intense interest,” he said, suspecting any response 
might be cryptic at best. 

He was not disappointed. “Ah, but that would be 
telling, would it not?” Yotsuya merely said. “Come, sir,” he 
then added. “Join me for a drink!” Yotsuya indicated the 
establishment they were standing outside of, a bar that 
was a short distance from the train station and at the base 
of the long hill. The sign outside said, “Cha Cha Maru.” 

“Oh no, I couldn’t. I’m… well, I suppose I am old 
enough to drink now,” Matt said, recalling having turned 21 
a few months back. (Although, while Matt wasn’t aware of 
it, such a thing wouldn’t have been a problem, anyway, 
with the legal drinking age in Japan being 20.) “Still, I must 
admit I don’t drink.” 

Yotsuya opened the door and motioned for Matt to 
enter. “Ah, yes. I recall you only partook of juice at our 
welcoming party,” Yotsuya commented. “Most 
disappointing.” 

“Well, it is only because I don’t personally care for the 
taste of alcohol. It isn’t that I have a moral objection to 
such things, you understand,” Matt explained as he 
walked through the door Yotsuya was holding open for 
him. “As long as they are not done to excess,” he then felt 
compelled to add when he saw what sight greeted him 
inside. 

Mrs. Ichinose was there, and clearly had gotten 
herself a good head start. Seated next to her was an 
unfamiliar red haired woman with a tired, worn-out look – 
the kind of look that implied she had once been something 
to look at but she had lived her life hard, perhaps enjoying 
it a little too much. Mrs. Ichinose spotted them and 
shouted something Matt couldn’t understand, but which 
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seemed to be an invitation to come join her. As Yotsuya, 
who had come in behind Matt, then proceeded to do just 
that, Matt surmised that his assumption had been correct 
and also joined the gathering. 

“So, young Mr. Atanian, what can we get you?” 
Yotsuya asked. “Beer? Sake? Shochu? I do believe that 
Master has recently gotten in a shipment of Awamori from 
Okinawa that I have been quite looking forward to trying.” 

“I really would be most happy with something else,” 
Matt insisted. “Some tea, perhaps?” 

Yotsuya made a great show of disappointment, but 
then relayed some instructions to the red haired woman 
who was sharing their table. She then got up, moved over 
to the bar, and began preparing the drinks. Presumably, 
this woman worked at the establishment. 

A small tea pot was placed in front of Matt. He poured 
some of the contents into a provided cup and took a large 
sip… which he then immediately spit out, barely missing 
showering anyone else at the table. 

“That is not,” Matt slowly said, “tea.” 
Both Ichinose and the red haired woman began to 

laugh loudly. “Oh, I must apologize,” Mr. Yotsuya said. “I 
must have misspoken when I placed your order.” 

Without having been given further instruction, the red 
head went and got a new pot of tea, still laughing all the 
while. The new pot arrived rather quickly, surely more 
quick then would have been possible had the sequence of 
events not been pre-planned and the real tea not been 
prepared along with the “mistake.” 

Matt shrugged. He sipped his tea. He supposed these 
weren’t bad people. Still, it came as a relief when about 
fifteen minutes later, much to his surprise, Aaron, Hughes, 
and the Porter twins walked in through the door. 

“Hi, Matt!” 
“Hey, guys.” 
After a brief discussion, a few tables were pushed 

together and the now larger party was all seated together. 
Matt took note that the combined seating included 
some extra, yet unoccupied chairs, and presumed that 
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they would shortly be having more people joining them. 
His suspicions were confirmed when, as they all 
were discussing food options, the door opened once more 
to admit Mike, Bill Gelinas, and Sarah Porter. 

“Are the Godais not coming?” Yotsuya inquired. 
Sarah responded, “Kyoko-san had already done her 

shopping for dinner tonight, and was preparing dinner. 
She said she and her husband may come down later, 
however, if we’ve yet to return home.” 

Yotsuya translated this for Mrs. Ichinose and the other 
woman, who both hollered with delight at this news. 

Meanwhile, everyone placed their food orders. The 
Cha Cha Maru did not have the greatest selection, being 
primarily a bar and snack establishment, but there were 
enough options to satisfy everyone – including the 
perpetually picky Matt. 

Dinner conversation was plentiful. As he was finishing 
his plate, Mike was regaling his friends with detail on his 
many crushing defeats of Gelinas earlier that day. 

“Shut up, Mike!” Gelinas tried to say, reminding the 
hat-clad youth that he had in fact won the final game. 

“Out of how many?” Mike retorted. 
Bill shut up. 
“Oh, hey,” Kirstin said. “We saw the school we’ll be 

going to.” 
“What was it called again?” Mike asked. 
“Furinkan High,” Hughes replied. 
“Why does that name sound familiar?” Gelinas 

wondered aloud. 
“We only saw the school from the outside, but the 

facilities looked quite nice,” Kirstin continued. 
“Did you get the things you needed to pick up?” Sarah 

asked Nicole. 
Nicole nodded. “I even haggled the price down a little 

bit,” she said, “and helped the boys not get swindled too 
much on the things they wanted to buy.” 

“That reminds me,” Gelinas asked. “Matt, how did you 
go and buy a bunch of stuff without knowing the local 
language?” 
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“Hmm? Oh,” Matt said. “I’ll admit my plan did have 
that fatal flaw. I guess I was about to resort to putting a 
bunch of money on the counter and hoping for the best, 
but I met someone who gave me a hand.” 

“Should have just come along with us,” Aaron said. 
“Nah,” Hughes said. “He had to have his ‘personal 

experience.’” 
“This good Samaritan,” Nicole asked. “Female? Great 

figure? Pretty face? Long, bluish-green hair?” 
It seemed like an evening for Matt to be spitting out 

beverages, as he had been sipping his tea as Nicole made 
her inquiry. 

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Nicole said. 
Kirstin, Aaron, and Hughes remained rather silent. 

Mike, however, couldn’t help but say, “That’s some fast 
work, Matt.” 

Matt could swear he could feel twin daggers of ice 
stabbing him, and he glanced in Sarah’s direction. Her 
eyes were upon him and her expression was unnaturally 
neutral. 

“Just someone who offered to help me out,” Matt said, 
turning back to Mike. “Nothing more. Not like I set up a 
date with her or anything. Probably I’ll never see 
her again. So, um, looking forward to school, then?” 

The boys and the Porter twins all indicated that they 
were.  

“What about you, Matt?” Mike asked. 
“Well, I never pictured myself being a teacher, but I’ve 

been trying to plan what I’ll do. I hope it goes over well 
with the class.” 

“You were pretty good with that session you had at 
the Junior Leader Training course,” Aaron encouraged. 

“And that Collections merit badge class you had was 
fun,” Mike reminded him. 

“Yeah, I still think I might have gone a little too easy 
on you with that,” Matt said. “Remember when you had to 
separate your collections into categories?” 

“Magazine covers where Gillian Anderson is 
photographed dry and magazine covers where Gillian 
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Anderson is photographed wet are valid categories,” Mike 
insisted. 

“You’re going to be at a different school, though, 
right?” Hughes asked. 

Matt nodded. 
“Isn’t it an all girls’ school?” Gelinas asked. 
The dagger feeling returned. Matt took a sip of his 

tea. “Shut up, Bill,” he then said. 
The door opened, providing a convenient distraction 

in the conversation. In walked the Godais, Kyoko and 
Yusaku. 

“Ah, excellent!” Yotsuya said, motioning them over. 
“Now everyone is here! Let the second night of welcoming 
celebrations commence!” 

This had Sarah worried a bit. “We should probably 
make it an early night tonight,” She said. “We are still 
adjusting to the time difference, and we all have early days 
tomorrow.” 

Yotsuya seemed to pay this no heed as he called the 
master of the establishment over to bring more drinks. 

“There’s no stopping them once they get started,” 
Yusaku confided. “But no worries, when you need to 
leave, we’ll cover your escape.” 

“Are they always like this?” Matt asked. 
Kyoko smiled. “It seems we’ve just become accustom 

to it, but I suppose it is shocking to newcomers.” 
Yusaku, too, smiled in some sort of shared memory 

with his wife. “Welcome,” he said once more, “to Maison 
Ikkoku.” 
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Chapter 6: 
Meanwhile, Back At the Ranch 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Wednesday. Scout night. 
It was quiet. Perhaps too quiet. Perhaps Luke should 

have known it would be this quiet; after all, most of the 
Garden Snake Patrol was away, half of the other kids had 
other plans for the season and wouldn't be back for a few 
weeks at least, and even most of the adult leaders had left 
for a period of time. 

But still, he was at least mildly shocked that there 
were only nine scouts there. He was there, of course, as 
was his younger brother Ben. The rest of his patrol 
seemed conspicuously absent, alas, and he knew that at 
least a few of them had moved onto other interests over 
the summer and were likely not coming back. (Luke didn’t 
think he’d miss Homer or Slim too much.) Justy was there, 
but this was not a surprise as he would never pass up a 
chance to lord over others, and Proctor, as usual was 
standing just behind and to one side of him. There was 
Jon Becker, Will Shmuler, and Matt Swett, looking a little 
lost as they stood in the spot usually filled with Garden 
Snakes. Luke was a little surprised to see Kenny in line 
with the other Garden Snakes; for whatever reason, he 
had thought that Kenny was going to be with the others 
who’d left for Sri Lanka, or wherever it was that they’d 
gone. 

The final kid was someone he didn't recognize. A new 
scout, he thought, although it's not really 'new scout 
season'. He supposed there was no particular reason to 
think that there would even be a new scout season, but 

that idea was firmly stuck in his head, and this, then, was 
clearly a breach of his entirely arbitrary belief. 

Oh, well, he thought, standing in the spot reserved for 
his patrol. It was sparse with just himself and his brother 
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standing there, but it was better to stand in line than listen 
to Justy whine and rant about a breakdown in order and 
anarchy and dissention in the ranks and such things. 

Justy stepped up to the podium and began his 
maniacal, wheezing laugh. It was how he started most of 
his speeches. 

Luke sighed. 
 
 
Luke checked his watch. It was a new watch, a nice 

one. It had a great timer function that Luke was currently 
playing with. Justy had laughed for two minutes, 
seventeen seconds. Luke was pretty sure that was on the 
short side. Justy had then proceeded to claim dominion 
over all of the world's people, yea unto the least of the 
creatures that crawl upon the land. That had taken nine 
minutes, twenty-two seconds. Then Luke got bored and 
decided to measure his heart rate. He was pretty sure 
than 53 beats per minute was low, and he started 
wondering if it was possible for a ranting megalomaniac to 
literally bore someone until their heart stopped. 

Then everyone was shuffling around. Luke started, 
blinking and looking around. Everyone was standing in the 
Garden Snake line, and now they were all staring at him. 
Strangely, even Ben was standing over with the others. 

“Uh. What did I miss?” he asked, looking around. 
“I knew it!” Justy yelled, starting to turn red. “Anarchy! 

Dissention in the ranks! If only this were a proper military 

dictatorship! I should have you court martialed, then...” 
Luke sighed and hit the start button on his watch. 
 
 
Eleven minutes, thirty eight seconds later, the patrols 

were reorganized. There was just one patrol now, which 
Justy, in a fit of pique over Luke's insubordination, had 
renamed the “Disgusting Flatworms or Possibly Fluke 
Worms Whatever Is More Gross That Crawl Before the 
Might of Their Dread Master Justy” patrol. Luke wasn’t 
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sure what he thought of the name. Hopefully they could 
come up with a better one. 

“So,” Luke said, looking at his patrol mates. “Who's in 
charge?” 

 
 
It took three attempts to properly elect a patrol leader. 

The first two times, somehow Justy wound up as leader. 
The third time, they refused to let Justy count the ballots. 
To his own surprise, Luke won. He’d expected to lose to 
Matt Swett, since this new patrol was mostly made from 
former Garden Snakes. However, Swett had declined to 
run, saying he preferred to keep his Assistant Patrol 
Leader position. Both boys were pleased; they didn’t have 
to change the position patches sewn onto their uniforms. 

They would all have to change their patrol medallions, 

however. After some deliberation, and in a fit of whimsy, 
they had decided maybe to keep the suggested name… 
but in a heavily condensed form. They were now the Fluke 
Patrol. 

“Where the heck’re we gonna to get patches for that?” 
Swett asked. 

The new kid… what was his name again? Hugh? He 
cleared his throat. “I may be able to provide,” he said in a 
flat voice. 

“Right,” Kenny said. He turned to Luke. “Now what, 
sir?” 

Luke considered, then glanced at his watch. Only ten 
minutes left in the meeting. He looked up towards the front 
of the hall. 

Justy was standing by the podium, directing Proctor to 
start hanging fourteen foot tall portraits of himself along 
the hall. “Ah, good, my minions can help!” he declared, 
pointing at Luke. “You! Minions! Start hanging my glorious 
likeness!” 

“That a good idea, Justy?” Swett asked. “They do kind 
of also use this hall for other things… like a church, and 
stuff.” 
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Justy blinked, lacking comprehension. “Indeed. And I 
am their Lord God Yung.” 

“Is it just me,” Ben muttered, “Or has he gotten more 
crazy recently?” 

“WHAT?” Becker replied. 
“Why don't we just call it an early meeting?” Swett 

suggested, looking towards the door. 
“Sounds good to me,” Luke said. “Okay, Fluke Patrol, 

dismissed! Meeting adjourned! Whatever it is I need to say 
to get us out of here.” They all rose from the table they 
were seated at and raced for the door, half of them 
bumping into the other half in the process. 

“Anarchy!” Justy screeched as the Flukes filed out. 
Alas, this drew the attention of Will Shmuler, who stopped, 
turned, bolted back to where Justy and Procter were, and 
started running in circles around them while doing jumping 
jacks and giving off a high pitched yell each time his hands 
clapped above his head. 

Justy screamed. 
 
 
“Hey, Kenny, I thought you were going with the other 

AWOL Snakes?” Luke asked as they gathered around the 
old playground at the back of the church, waiting for their 
rides. 

“Oh, no, I'm staying here. More or less.” 
“More or less?” Ben asked. “How can you more or 

less be staying somewhere? Isn't it sort of, you know, 
binary? Either you go or you stay?” 

“You’d be surprised,” Becker cryptically muttered. He 
was temporarily in the land of the aurally aware as he was 
in the middle of changing the disc in his portable CD 
player. 

Luke turned to Becker to inquire after his comment, 
but it was too late as he had already slipped his 
headphones back on. So Luke’s gaze returned to Kenny 
who, he noticed, had a kind of mischievous expression on 
his face. A sort of furtive half smile that he was trying to 
hide. 



 

   110 

There had long been rumors amongst the 
non-Garden Snake members of the troop that there was 
more to this kid then it seemed. Luke had always brushed 
it off, but the evidence he’d always dismissed came 
flooding into his mind. The Klondike Derby. The sets for 
that play that time. That catapult thingy at the Spring 
Camporee. That camping trip when they’d been making 
spaghetti and meatballs and… Luke shuddered as he 
remembered what had happened with the pasta. 

Luke’s mind returned to the present. “What did you 
do?” he asked Kenny. 

Kenny seemed reluctant to speak at first but, as he 
thought about it, he had observed Luke in the past to be a 
responsible person. Besides, he was their Patrol Leader 
now, so it would be difficult to conduct any experiments 
that required the Patrol's involvement without his consent. 
“Alright, but you have to promise not to tell anyone, okay, 
Mr. Walker? I would prefer this kept as confidential as 
possible.” 

Luke nodded. Kenny reached into his pocket and 
pulled out what looked like small, folded square of sheet 
aluminum. As Kenny unfolded it, Luke was astonished that 
no creases were left behind. Finally, it was fully extended 
to the size of a document sized envelope. Kenny opened 
the envelope and carefully reached inside. When his hand 
came out again, he was holding… 

Nothing. 
“Is it something invisible?” Luke asked. 
“No,” Kenny said, perturbed. “It is something missing.” 
Everyone turned, startled, as the rear door of the 

church flew open. It was just Will Shmuler finally coming 
out, still doing jumping jacks and now wearing a portrait 
around his neck, his head through a hole in the canvas 
where previously Justy’s visage had been. 

Everyone turned, startled, as suddenly there was the 
sound of someone clearing their throat. “Is this what you 
seek?” a flat voice asked. Hugh stood there, holding 
something in his hand. It was black, but Luke could not 
quite make out its shape. 
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Kenny looked pale. He remembered Hugh bumping 
into him on the way to the door, but still, the object had 
been in his pocket in a folded envelope… extracting it and 
returning the envelope unnoticed was quite a feat. How 
had he…? That wasn’t really the most important thing at 
the moment. “I should think,” he said, “you might wish to 
be careful with that.” 

Even Becker was startled enough to remove his 
headphones. “Kenny, is that the PBH?” 

“What’s a PBH?” Ben asked. 
Hugh was holding the object up more, and Luke could 

see that it was circular and flat, but he still had trouble 
looking directly at it. 

“A portable black hole,” Kenny said. “Not in the literal 
astronomical sense,” he clarified, “but as in the object from 
popular animated programs.” 

“What, from like in Looney Tunes?” Swett asked. 
“What is a ‘looney tune’?” Hugh asked. 
“That’s me!” Shmuler replied excitedly. 
Kenny ignored him, keeping his attention focused on 

Hugh. “You need to be very careful with that,” Kenny said. 
“It is calibrated for use with this end attached to a specific 
wall within my laboratory. With it in a different spatial 

location, it can be quite dangerous. There is no knowing 
where the terminus is located.” 

“I know,” Hugh replied. 
Kenny was unsure how to take that response. Did he 

mean he knew it was dangerous, or that he knew where 
the terminus was? Or both? Before he could ask for 
elaboration, however, Becker spoke. 

“You should just give that back to us, okay, Hugh?” 
“Okay,” Hugh replied. 
“No!” Kenny yelled. Hugh flung the PBH Frisbee-like 

towards them. It expanded in diameter mid-air until it was 
more than wide enough to envelope the entire group of 
them. There was a sudden VWORP noise, and then the 
universe turned inside-out. Everything smelled purple. 

 
*        *        * 
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Luke woke up on a beach. It was actually quite placid 
and warm, even with the sun low in the sky. The crashing 
waves made a lovely sort of lullaby and, for a moment, 
Luke thought about laying back down and taking a nap. 

“Mr. Walker!” someone cried. Luke groaned and sat 
up, looking around. Kenny was standing at the top of a 
sand dune, waving his arms wildly. Luke sighed and 
stood, using a metal pole that had been lying on the 
ground beside him to brace himself as he rose. He 
suddenly realized what the pole was: it was most of one 
leg from the church’s swing set. He dropped it back to the 
ground. 

“What's up?” he called out to Kenny, waving his arms 
to signal that he had heard. He started to trudge up the 
dune, brushing sand off of his uniform and moving slowly 
and carefully to be sure of his footing. 

He paused at the top, looking out over a massive 
expanse of desert in one direction, a calm ocean to the 
other. “Where are we?” he asked. 

“Kenny says it's Egypt,” Becker said, climbing over 
the dune to sit down, staring out over the sea. “That's the 
Mediterranean, I guess.” He removed the disc from his 
player, blew on the lens, and replaced the disc. 

“Red Sea,” Swett popped up. As far as Luke could 
tell, the rest of the patrol was laying on the shady side of 
the sand dune, out of sight until he reached the top. 
“That's east, right?” He pulled out a compass, peering at it. 
“Mediterranean would be north, so we're on the coast of 
the Red Sea.” 

“Alright, back up.” Luke flopped down at the top of the 
sand dune. It was nice, if a bit warm. “Why are we in 
Egypt?” 

“The portable black hole was calibrated to attach to 
one specific point, but that calibration was dependent on 
knowing where both ends were located. With our end in 

the wrong location, the exit could have been anywhere,” 
Kenny said. “At the very least, given the PBH’s limited 
range, it was likely we’d remain on Earth, but as it is we 
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are most fortunate we didn’t end up in the ocean, or a high 
altitude with no ground beneath us.” 

“Alright, alright,” Luke said, reasonably. “Can we just 
go back through?” 

“Yes, theoretically.” 
“What do you mean, ‘theoretically’?” Ben inquired. 
“The hole on this end is gone,” Kenny replied. “There 

appear to be footsteps,” he pointed, “going off in that 
direction.” 

“Ah,” Luke said. He really needed to assess the 
situation. He thought of the metal pole. “Is everyone 
okay?” he asked. “All intact? No missing limbs?” 

Everyone muttered affirmative replied. 
“And all present and accounted for?” Luke asked. 

“Flukes, sound off.” 
“WHAT?” Becker said. 
“Yo,” Swett added. 
“Yup,” Ben said. 
“Present,” Kenny replied. 
“My hovercraft is full of eels!” Shmuler shouted. 

(Before disappearing, Mike had given him some Monty 
Python video tapes, in the hopes of channeling his 
strangeness in a more positive direction.) 

“I'm here, too,” Luke said. “That everyone.” He 
paused. “Well, almost everyone.” 

They all turned to look in the direction that the 
footprints led. They disappeared off into the horizon. 

Hugh. 
“How far do you reckon he could have gotten?” 
“I’m not sure how long we were all unconscious, 

although given the time difference and the fact that the 
sun seems to be on the rise, I should guess three to four 
hours,” Kenny mentioned. “The unconsciousness was an 
unusual side effect, probably because the PBH was not 
calibrated correctly. Obviously, Hugh recovered first, but 
there’s no way to know how much of a lead he has on us.” 

“Well, we can't just stay here, forever speculating,” 
Luke said. It was starting to get hotter and they were all 
sweating. The fact that they didn’t exactly have any 
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supplies such as food and water was certainly worrisome, 
too. He pointed off in the direction the footprints lead. “I 
don’t suppose anyone has any idea if there are any towns 
in that direction, and how far they might be?” 

Ben was already pulling a map out of his backpack. 
“Matt, can I borrow your compass?” 

“Sure thing.” He tossed it to Ben. 
Ben spread the map out on the dune, worked with the 

compass a bit while consulting it, all while frowning. 
“Why do you have a map of Egypt in your backpack?” 
“I’m working on the Archaeology merit badge, 

remember?” Ben replied. “I have, like, three dozen maps 
in there. Okay, I think we're here, which means that the 
nearest town is... either Aswan, if we head west into the 
desert, or Qusir, if we head along the coast. Either way... 
uh... Guys, it's a couple days walk to either.” 

“And the footprints,” Kenny observed, “head in the 
direction of the desert.” 

“This is a problem,” Swett said. 
“I don't suppose any of you speak Arabic, by any 

chance?” Luke asked. 
Shmuler, Ben, and Kenny shook their heads in 

unison. Becker was in his own headphone-induced world. 

Swett shrugged and said, “أستطيع” 

Everyone stopped and stared at him. 
“What? I can't want to learn a new language?” Swett 

asked. “I wanted to expand my horizons.” He just hoped 
no one asked him  to say anything more, so he wouldn’t 
have to admit that that was as far as he’d managed to get 
on the day he’d decided to learn Arabic before he got 
bored, gave up, and went outside to play some street 
hockey.  

Luke shrugged his shoulders. “Well, let’s get going, 
everyone. Looks like we’ve got quite a walk in front of us.” 

 
 
An hour later, Becker’s batteries died. “Aw, shucks,” 

he said, pulling his headphones off from his ears and 
hanging them over his neck. 
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*        *        * 
 
About forty-five minutes after that still, there was a 

problem. “Gotta pee… gotta pee…” Shmuler was saying 
as he hopped around madly. 

“So do it,” Luke suggested. 
“Where?” Shmuler pleaded. 
“Anywhere,” Luke suggested. 
Will Shmuler looked around. All around them was flat, 

sand colored nothingness. 
“But there isn’t anywhere!” Shmuler complained. “At 

least, not anywhere private…” 

“Well,” Luke said, “just walk ten or twenty feet back 
the way we came, turn your back to us, we’ll turn our 
backs to you…” 

“No!” Shmuler insisted. His face suddenly scrunched 
up into a strange contorted grimace as he doubled over 
and clenched his legs together. 

“What’re you doing?” Luke demanded. 
Shmuler’s face relaxed and he stood. “Gonna hold it,” 

he insisted. “Should be fine now. Less talk. More walk.” 
Luke shrugged. 
They continued on their way, Shmuler the quietest the 

others had ever observed him. 
 
 
The sun was high in the sky as the heat beat down 

upon them. It was definitely late morning, local time. None 
of them were looking forward to being out in the afternoon. 
They had to find shelter. 

Swett shielded his eyes with his hand and gazed off 
into the distance. “What is that?” he asked. 

“What’s what?” Luke replied. 
Swett pointed. 
Luke gazed. Off in the distance, he saw… “I dunno, 

but there’s something there. Come on, let’s continue.” 

They kept watching, and the fuzzy blur on the horizon 
gradually came into focus. 

“Oh, come on,” Swett said. “That’s almost cliché.” 
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“And you have a problem with that, why?” Becker 
asked him. 

It was a few palm trees. And, of course, where there 
were trees… 

“That’s a good point. Come on!” He made as if to run, 
but before he could do so a hand gripped his upper arm. 

“I wouldn’t,” Luke said. 
“Indeed,” Kenny concurred. “That is likely still a good 

two or three miles away.” 
“Maybe,” Swett pondered, “I’ll walk.” 
 
 
As they got closer, what they saw astounded them. A 

small grouping of palm trees stood there, on the shore of a 
still, clear pool of water. 

“Oh my God, yes!” Swett exclaimed, as he decided 
that they had reached a distance where running was a 
possibility. He tore across the sand full tilt, reached the 
shore, stopped dead with a loud, resounding clang, and 
fell backwards into the sand. 

“Ow!” Well, he was still alive. That was good. His 
palm flew to the red spot forming on his forehead. “Son of 
a… Ow!” 

The others came closer now, and carefully reached 
out with their hands. There was something there, hard, 
cold, and frictionless to the touch. 

“Fascinating,” Kenny said. 
“Aw, man,” Ben said. “It’s like that episode when they 

got rid of Wesley.” 
“Not quite,” Kenny explained, running his hand over 

the invisible thing before them. “This isn’t a force field 
blocking the way to the water. There is no water.” 

Swett was quite annoyed. “Son of a…” 
“It would appear that there is something cloaked 

here,” Kenny continued. “The cloak is creating the illusion 
of an oasis.” 

“Well that’s dumb. Why hide something with 
something else that would draw attention?” Becker 
wondered. 
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“We need to figure this out,” Luke said. “Is this thing 
an object we can go around, or is it a wall blocking our 
path? Maybe it’s Hugh trying to stop us following him?” 

“Leave it to me!” Shmuler shouted. “I know what to 
do!” He placed one arm against the surface of whatever it 
was and started running off, skipping as he did so. Sure 
enough, after a few minutes he seemed to disappear 
around an invisible curved surface. 

“Shmuler?” Luke called out. 
“Wait there!” Shmuler replied. “Can you see me?” 
“No,” Luke replied. “What do you see?” 
“Wait there!” 
“Is something wrong?” Luke asked. 
There was no response. Luke listened carefully. He 

heard something. A zipper? 
He was distracted by that thought when suddenly the 

ground started rumbling and the space before them 
shimmered. The oasis – water and palm trees – 
disappeared, replaced by… something. 

It looked like a giant cylinder, perfectly smooth, as 
wide as the oasis had been, perhaps as tall as a three 
story building, and, for some reason, pink. 

“Noooooo!” Shmuler screamed. 
Luke took off in the direction Shmuler had gone, 

followed quickly by the rest of the Flukes. 
They found Shmuler on all fours, apparently 

unharmed but with an extremely dejected look on his face. 
“It ain’t fair,” he moaned. “I just need a minute’s privacy…” 

Then Luke noticed an opening on the side of the ship. 
It was dark within the opening, and within it stood a 
shadowed figure. 

“I had hoped you would come,” the figure said. It 
retreated inward, saying, “Follow.”  

It was Hugh. 
 
 
There was some brief deliberation on whether or not 

they should do as… instructed? Asked? Hopefully the 
latter. In the end, it came down to two basic possibilities: 
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Hugh meant them harm, or Hugh didn’t mean them harm. 
If he meant them harm, he could have done something 
while they were still unconscious on the beach. Besides, 
not following into whatever the structure was meant, what? 
Trekking days through a dessert with no water? 

So they followed. 
Inside was a dark and featureless corridor. It led them 

to a room that looked like some sort of control room out of 
a low budget BBC science fiction serial. There was a large 
screen on one wall, and facing it were two control panels. 
At one of them stood Hugh, still wearing a Boy Scout 
uniform. 

“Hugh,” Luke said. “What is this all about?” 
“I will answer your question,” Hugh said. “But first, 

please allow me to refresh you.” He walked over to a 
device on one wall, pressed a few buttons on it, and 
opened up a compartment. From it, he withdrew a trey 
upon which sat some glasses and a large, sweating 
pitcher containing a clear liquid. “You must be in need of 
some hydration. Please accept this dihydrogen monoxide.” 

Kenny walked forward and gladly took a glass. He 
noticed he was the only one who did so, so he turned back 
to the others. “Water,” he translated. 

Now four other thirsty people eagerly rushed forward 
to get some. 

Kenny turned back to Hugh. “Who are you?” Kenny 
asked. “Where do you come from?” 

“My name,” Hugh began, his voice still strangely 
toneless, “is difficult for your phonetics. On this world, for 
convenience I have chosen the name Hugh as an 
inconspicuous designation. It will suffice.” 

“If you share a last name with the director of Heat, I 

am flippin’ out!” Swett exclaimed.  
The others ignored Swett. 
Hugh continued. “Forty-seven years ago, my partner 

and I were conducting a reconnaissance flight of your 
planet to determine if you had yet reached societal level 
worthy of initiating contact. However, we suffered technical 
difficulties and were forced to make a crash landing. My 
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partner was terminated by the crash and the ship was 
severely damaged.” 

“Half a century, and no one else came looking for 
you?” Becker asked. “No search parties?” 

“It is always possible that a planet we are studying 
may show hostility towards us. It is our way, to help limit 
contact with such cultures, that our reconnaissance parties 
are always small… and expendable. If a mission is lost, 
the planet to which it was sent is marked unsuitable for 
further contact and no further missions are sent.” 

“Harsh.” 
“Necessary. However, while alone, I still lived. It took 

my first decade here, but repairs were completed. The 
ship is functional once more. Alas, this presented another 
problem.” 

“And this is where he tells us his ship is fuelled on 
human flesh,” Swett said. The others shot him a dirty look, 
and he decided it would be best to sit out the rest of this 
conversation. 

There was a sound, like liquid swiftly being emptied 
through plumbing. Everyone turned and noticed an 
additional door on the same wall as the exit to the corridor 
they had come in through. The door opened and Shmuler 
stepped out, drying his hands with a disposable towel. “I 
miss anything?” 

“Nothing you’d find that exciting,” Ben informed him. 
“We’re just in the middle of an exposition dump.” 

“Ooh!” Shmuler then said, his eyes falling on the 
pitcher of water. “Dihydrogen monoxide! My favorite!” He 
helped himself to a glass, gargling before he swallowed. 

“Please,” Kenny said, doing his best to ignore 
Shmuler, “continue. You said there was a problem?” 

“Yes. Our technology requires two operators to 
activate.” 

“Why?” Becker asked. 
“It just is,” Hugh replied. “It is the way of our culture.” 
“There’s no way around it?” Becker persisted. “I 

mean, come on. Your situation is a perfect example of why 
that's stupid.” 
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“It is difficult to explain the reasoning in a short span 
of time when we lack a common frame of reference,” Hugh 
replied. 

“But it doesn’t make sense!” 
“In my time on your planet, I have observed many 

things that, even after almost five decades, make little 
sense to me. Why do you still fight over a fuel source that 
is finite and pollutes your planet, when you have reached 
a sufficient technological level to produce cleaner 
alternative sources? Why do you sell cylindrical meat 
products in packages of ten, and the breaded exterior 
coverings for them in packages of eight? Why would you 
listen to auditory entertainments at decibel levels 
guaranteed to cause cochlear damage? These are things I 
do not understand. If you can explain them to me, I will try 
to explain our ways to you.” 

Becker opened his mouth as if to reply, thought better 
of it, and closed his mouth again. 

“As to the technological problem I needed to 
overcome, although I feared it may be futile, I hoped that if 
I travelled your planet I may eventually come across an 
individual to whom I might turn for assistance. I searched 
for many, many years. Indeed, I was beginning to lose 
hope. But then I found the one I sought. And so, facilitated 
by the fact that I resembled a male juvenile human, I 
joined your youth organization to get closer to the one I 
needed. 

“I was trying to figure out how to bring you here to my 
ship, when my scanning device also detected much to my 
surprise that one of you was possessing of a stable, 
portable, trans-dimensional conduit. It was a simple matter 
to recalibrate it to terminate at least the general vicinity of 
my craft, and then leave a trail for you to follow to me.” 

Kenny arched an eyebrow. A simple matter, was it? 
Anyway, “Why didn’t you just ask for our help?” 

“It is difficult for me to tell with you humans how you 
will respond to such things. I could not risk that you would 
supply a negative response.” 
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Kenny shrugged. “I cannot argue that in some cases 
you would be right to be extremely cautious with humans. 
But I should like to think that you would have found a more 
positive response with us. In any case, we are here now. 
What can I do to help you?” 

“You are not the one whose help I require,” Hugh 
replied. 

Kenny blinked. “What.” 
It is someone else I seek. 
“But…” Kenny was confused. This was sciencey stuff! 

This was his area! “But…” 
“The one whose help I require,” Hugh said, turning to 

Luke, “is you.” 
It was Luke’s turn. “What.” 
“Perhaps I should explain more,” Hugh said. “Our 

technology requires the living genetic imprint of two 
registered operators in order to be activated. As my 
partner had ceased living, this became an impossibility. 
However, our two planets have a very similar bio-chemical 
makeup. And our two species seem to have had very 
similar evolutionary patterns. The chance, while extremely 
small, was higher than zero percent that I might be able to 
find a human with a similar enough genetic code to my 
former partner as to be able to use that person as a 
specimen to trick the system into activating. Although 
human DNA is somewhat simplistic in comparison to ours, 
having roughly half the standard number of chromosome 
pairs the activation computer should look for, I believe I 
have been able to produce a program to compensate for 
the differences.” 

“Um… Specimen?” Luke swallowed. “You don’t… you 
don’t, like, need to harvest parts from my body, or liquefy 
me, or anything like that, do you?” 

“No,” Hugh replied. “You need but to place the palm 
of your hand on the right side control panel, within the 
activation box, as I do the same on the left side control 
panel. The ship will scan our genetic codes and, if a match 
is confirmed, it should activate. Please, you are the best 
hope I have had.” 
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“But what about… well… I don’t wanna go to another 
planet!” Luke insisted. “Not right now, at least.” 

“This is also unnecessary,” Hugh replied. “Your 
genetic code will only be required to activate the ship’s 
systems. Once that is done, and as long as I am not 
foolish enough to deactivate any of them before returning 
home, I should be able to pilot the ship by myself.” 

“Oh,” Luke said, brightening up a bit, “okay.” He 
walked over to the right control panel. “This box here?” he 
asked, pointing to a smooth screen on the surface of the 
panel. 

Hugh nodded affirmatively. 
Luke moved his hand towards the panel, pausing just 

before he made contact. “This won’t… this won’t, like, hurt 
or nothing, will it?” 

“The process should be completely painless.” Hugh 
moved to do the same on the left control panel. 

“Well, here goes nothing.” Luke made contact. 
Nothing happened. 
He raised his palm and lowered it again. Still nothing. 

Again. Nothing again. 
“Oh, come on!” Luke said to whatever fates cared to 

listen. “When I said, ‘here goes nothing,’ it was not a literal 
request!” 

“We have failed,” Hugh said. “My search, it shall 
never end.” He sighed. “I shall never see home again.” 

“Maybe,” Kenny said, “it is time for you to try a 
different path. I have… I have facilities. We could work 
together there. We could accomplish such greatness. And 
maybe, in time, we could even find another solution for 
your problem.” 

Hugh, his hand still uselessly on the control panel, 
turned his head to face Kenny. “You would extend such an 
offer to me?” His voice had the faintest sign of intonation 
to it, sounding vaguely hopeful. 

Kenny smiled. “It would be my honour.” 
“Hold on,” Ben said, walking over to Luke’s side. 

“What if we do this?” He placed his hand over his 
brother’s. 
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The effect was immediate as the ship came alive 
around them. 

“What did you do?” Kenny asked, dumbfounded. 
“Well,” Ben replied, “Hugh said that humans have only 

half the chromy-whazzits that his people do. And I figure I 
must have similar DNA to my brother, what with us being 
brothers and all. So if Luke was compatible, maybe I was 
too! And if he is half, and I’m half, together we should be 
one big whole!” 

“But…” Kenny sputtered. “But genetics doesn’t work 
that way! Of course as brothers you have similar genetic 

structures, statistically you should share approximately 
50% of your chromosomes! However, the shared portion 
would not be cumulative in the scan! It should have only 
been counted once! So if Luke’s 23 pairs, or 46 
chromosomes total, were only half of the required number, 
and the half duplicated between you two contributed 
nothing new, you could at most only add approximately 23 
more chromosomes, meaning we’d still be about 25% 
short of what would be needed for a match to activate the 
ship!” 

Ben shrugged. “Don’t knock it, it worked.” 
“But…” Kenny still couldn’t wrap his head around 

everything. “But…” 
“Hey, don’t stress too much about it,” Becker told him. 

“Hugh said he had a program to compensate for the 
difference, maybe it did work but just not as well as he 
hoped, and Ben just gave it the extra jump start it needed.” 

“But…” 
“And don’t worry,” he said, able to read Kenny. 

“You’ve still got me as a lab partner!” 

Kenny sighed. “Yes,” he said. “Yes, I suppose I do.” 
He turned to Hugh. “So, is your ship functional?” 

“Sufficiently, yes,” Hugh said. “Thank you, Luke and 
Ben Walker,” he then said. “You have saved me.” 

“Think nothing of it,” Luke replied modestly. 
“Would you like to be brought home?” Hugh asked. “It 

is quite a small detour for me, now that my ship is 
functional once more.” 
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“Oh please, yes,” Luke said. “Although I look forward 
to explaining to my parents where we’ve all been for the 
better part of a day.” 

“That will not be a problem,” Hugh assured him. “The 
relativistic properties of the ship’s drive allow for some 
reverse time passage. It is very limited, but should be 
sufficient so that you will not have been missed.” 

“Oh, okay,” Luke replied. 
“Convenient,” Kenny huffed. 
 
 
A very short time later, they were being dropped off 

behind the church. The ship landed in the field behind the 
rear parking lot, cloaked once more to blend perfectly in, 
and everyone disembarked. 

“I believe this is yours,” Hugh said, holding out a black 
object for Kenny to take. 

“Yes, it is,” Kenny replied, replacing it in its container. 
“Going to be a pain to recalibrate,” he muttered as he 
walked off to examine the damage to the swing set. “I’ll be 
up all evening when I get home, and that won’t be until 

after I fix things here…” 
Becker followed Kenny to see if he could help, or at 

least to offer moral support. 
Hugh turned to Luke now. “Once again, I offer my 

gratitude. Would you allow me to present you all with a 
token?” 

Luke nodded anxiously, wondering what strange and 
mystical gift they might be about to receive. 

Hugh extended an open hand, palm up. In the hand 
were a number of objects that looked like small, circular 
pieces of cloth with designs embroidered upon them. “I 
synthesized the pattern using an amalgamation of your 
mental images after the finalized name had been decided 
upon,” Hugh explained. 

Luke picked one up and examined the image upon it. 
It appeared to be a large worm, anthropomorphized in 
such a way that it had arms, and holding those arms in a 
pose that strongly suggested an indifferent shrug. 
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There appeared to be sufficient patches for them 
each to have one, so Luke took them all to hand out later. 
“Thank you, Hugh.” 

“Thank you, Luke Walker. And you, Ben Walker. In 
fact, thank you to all of you.” 

“Will we ever see you again?” 
“The future is not determined, and all things are 

possible. For this moment, I can now go home and am 
eager to do so. But past that, who knows?” 

“Anyway, Hugh,” Luke said, holding up one of the 
patrol medallions once more, “make sure you synthesize 
an extra one of these for yourself.” He grinned warmly at 
Hugh. “We’ll always consider you a Fluke.” 

For the first time, Hugh’s face seemed to hold 
something close to an emotive expression. If there were 
any cultural similarities between his species and humans, 

then Luke would take what he saw as a slight smile. Hugh 
then bowed his head, turned, and disappeared into his 
ship. 

There was a low rumbling, and those still standing 
near the ship took that as their cue to back away. Once 
the ship was about a hundred or so feet into the air, it 
became visible again. They had just enough time to get a 
quick good look at it before it moved swiftly, vanishing into 
the heavens. 

“Well,” Luke said, “that’s that.” 
Just on time to miss anything that would demand 

explanation, a few cars pulled into the parking lot, parents 
beginning to arrive to pick them up. 

“Man, a shame that Mike’s gone,” Swett said. 
“Why is that?” Luke asked. 
“Well, this whole thing, it was like something out of 

that show he loves, wasn’t it?” 
A brief chuckle escaped from Luke. “We must never 

tell him,” he decreed. “It would kill him to have missed it.” 
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Special Chapter 1: 
In Japan Origins: The Boys 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

“Oh hey, they’re boarding our group now,” Mike 
Quadrozzi said. He rose from his vaguely uncomfortable 
plastic seat. He, along with Aaron Abdelmaseh, Bill 
Gelinas, and Kenny Pendrell, had been waiting in a 
terminal at the Bradley International Airport. From there, 
they would be flying to San Francisco, and after an 
overnight layover, it would be off to Japan. 

“So where is Hughes again?” Gelinas asked. 
“You’ve got me,” Aaron replied. “Got a phone call 

from him late last night, just before I was going to sleep. 
He said not to wait on him, he’d made other 
arrangements.” 

“And Matt’s meeting us at the layover, right?” Gelinas 
further questioned. 

Kenny nodded to this, as he also handed his ticket to 
the agent at the door to the airplane. “He left a week after 
summer camp, remember? He had an anime convention 
he wanted to attend, and then he was off to the National 
Order of the Arrow Conference.” 

“Yup,” Mike said. “The patch he designed for this year 
was pretty cool.” 

The four of them took their seats. A short time later, 
they were airborne for the first leg of their journey to the 
country that would be their home for the next year. 

Aaron took out a book. Next to him, Kenny looked out 
of the window and observed cloud formations and other 
atmospheric conditions. In the row in front of them, Mike 
and Gelinas attempted to get a game of Magic going on 
the fold down tray tables. 

In about seven and a half hours, they would be 
landing on the west coast. Not of note would happen 
during this first flight. Certainly nothing that could prepare 
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them for what would happen as they were crossing the 
ocean. 

 
 
The airport in San Francisco was huge! It made the 

four friends feel as if the one they had departed from that 
morning in Hartford was Podunk in comparison. Some 
sections of it looked more like a fancy shopping mall or 
food court then they did an airport. 

The quartet collected their baggage. Bill Gelinas 
grumbled that his stomach was rumbling, so they decided 
to look for a bite to eat before finding their way to the 
hotel. Most of the fancier things had been inside the 
security area, which they’d already left, but they found a 
place called Marina's Cafe where they picked up some 
tasty sandwiches. Their stomachs now settled, they began 
to look for the airport shuttles, eager to check into their 
hotel room. 

“So, four unsupervised youth hundreds of miles from 
home,” Gelinas muttered as he got into the shuttle. 
“Somehow, this seems like it stretches credulity.” 

“Thousands,” Kenny corrected under his breath. 
“Approximately 3,015.1...” 

“I don’t know what you’re on about,” Mike replied. 
“We’re responsible.” 

“Wish you’d waited until I was drinking something to 
say that,” Gelinas replied. “A comment like that deserves a 
spit take.” 

“Shut up, Bill,” Aaron said. 
“Anyway, what should we do after we drop off our 

luggage?” Gelinas asked, feeling changing the subject 
might be wise. “I mean, might be nice to do some 
sightseeing, but by the time we get settled, it’ll be kind of 
late. It’s already almost 6:00.” 

“Bill, local time it’s only coming up on 3:00.” 
“I dunno, what would be easier? Trying to stay up 

later and starting to readjust, or just worrying about it once 
we get to Japan?” 
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“Adjustment usually takes an average of one day per 
hour of difference, so the sooner one starts the sooner 
one can be finished with it,” Kenny told them all. “Of 
course, I’ve devised a method of artificially adjusting my 
circadian clock manually, but if you haven’t received 
careful prior conditioning for the process, it can be quite 
lethal.” 

The other three boys swallowed nervously. “I suppose 
we’ll do it the old fashioned way,” Mike suggested. “No 
need to stay up crazy late until we’re too over tired tonight, 
but we’ll try to do an extra hour or two above normal, and 
set a late alarm for the morning.” 

“Shouldn’t be too difficult,” Aaron speculated. 
“Excitement of the trip should help keep us up.” 

“Indeed, most scientifically sound,” Kenny concurred. 
The shuttle came to a stop in front of the Holiday Inn 

they would be staying in. They exited the vehicle, went 
inside, checked in, and found their room. 

 
 
They did indeed decide to go out for a while. After 

some debate upon looking at some leaflets from the 
hotel’s lobby, they decided to make their way to a place 
called Pier 39. After about half an hour in a taxi, they 
found themselves dropped off at an impressive shoreline 
collection of shops, restaurants, and sea lions. 

They walked around, taking in the sights and smells 
around them. The brisk salty air seemed invigorating after 
having been cooped up in an airplane for a few hours. 
(They tried for now not to worry too much about the longer 
flight ahead of them tomorrow.) 

“What’s a churro?” Gelinas asked. 
“Hmm?” Aaron replied. 
Bill Gelinas pointed to one of the eateries they were 

passing. The sign with the establishment’s name read, 
“What’s a Churro?” 

“It is a Spanish pastry,” Kenny offered. 
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“Bill, we just had those sandwiches at the airport,” 
Mike reminded him. “You’re not hungry again already, are 
you?” 

Gelinas shrugged. “Maybe not yet, but if we walk 
around here for a few hours, we might want to grab dinner 
before going back to the hotel.” 

“Point,” Mike conceded. 
They walked around. They took touristy photos of the 

Golden Gate and Alcatraz off in the distance. They 
browsed stores. They didn’t buy much, although Mike 
picked up a few items at a store called Left Hand World, 
happily swinging the nondescript black plastic shopping 
bag in his hand as they left. And, of course, they all loaded 
up at one establishment called Sweet Factory. After 
shopping in the candy filled establishment they were 
actually starting to get hungry again, and so they started 
looking for a place to eat. 

“That place?” Aaron asked, pointing to one eatery. 
“Nah,” the others said. 
“How about that one?” Gelinas inquired, pointing to a 

place called Sal’s Pizzaria, from which an enticing aroma 
could be detected. 

“Eh, you can get pizza everywhere,” Mike said. 
“Yeah, but we are about to go to Japan for a year,” 

Gelinas reminded him. 
“And I’m sure they’ll have pizza,” Mike said. “It’s 

pizza. Let’s get something uniquely San Francisco.” He 

stopped and held out his arms to make everyone else stop 
just behind him. “Like that,” he said, grinning as he 

pointed. 
“Really?” Aaron said. “Looks kind of gimmicky.” 
“And that usually means pricy,” Gelinas added. 
Mike turned to Kenny for support. 
“Well,” Kenny said, “we’re in the Bay area, so seafood 

would seem a logical choice.” 
Mike smiled. “So we should dine upon the fruit of the 

sea,” he decreed. “And that’s all I have to say about that.” 
And so they dined at a restaurant called The Bubba 

Gump Shrimp Company. 
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*        *          * 
 
After dinner they had some ice cream at Dreyer’s, 

then found a taxi to return them to their hotel. Upon 
returning to their room, they discovered it was occupied: 
Matthew Atanian had arrived. Having come fresh from the 
National Order of the Arrow Conference he was still in his 
Boy Scout uniform, although somewhat informally. His 
neckerchief was off, flung onto the table, and his shirt was 
unbuttoned revealing a NOAC t-shirt underneath. 

“Oh, hey guys,” he said. “How’s it going?” 
“Hey, Matt,” they all said. 
“How was the conference?” Kenny inquired. 
“Pretty good. Nice area around the dorm our lodge 

was in. There was a great little cafe I ended up going to 
every morning for breakfast.” 

“Don’t they give you meals at the dining commons?” 
Gelinas asked. 

“Yeah, but the dining commons didn’t have these 
really great, fresh, warm lemon poppy muffins and some 
excellent Earl Grey.” 

“Ah,” the others said. 
“Good patch trading?” Mike asked. 
“Yup,” Matt said. “The ‘Restaurant at the End of the 

Universe’ proved to be a popular one to get, so I got some 
good trades for it.” 

Aaron was eying a large collection of swag that Matt 
had unpacked and spread upon one of the beds, and that 
Matt had been examining when they had first entered. “I 
see,” Aaron commented, “that you had a fruitful time at 
that anime thing you went to, as well.” 

“Hmm? Oh,” Matt replied. He glanced back at the 
bed. It was covered in things, all spread out so that the 
covers were all visible. A few videos, a few CDs, a plushy, 
something that looked like a key chain with a figure of a 
little old guy on it, and more volumes of manga then you 
could shake a stick at. 
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“Didn’t you say you were going to take it easy in the 
dealers room?” Mike asked. “We are just about to go to 
Japan, after all...” 

“I did!” Matt said. 
The others all looked at him suspiciously. Gelinas 

pointed at the covered bed. 
“Um,” Matt muttered, “down the street from the cafe 

there was a really good comic store...” 
Mike facepalmed. Aaron sighed. Gelinas shook his 

head. 
“Oh, come on!” Matt said. “It actually makes sense! I 

mean, okay, maybe not the CDs, but those were from the 
con, and I did stay within what budget I allowed myself for 
there.” 

“And the rest?” Gelinas asked, picking up one of the 
many Urusei Yatsura graphic novels. 

“Well... I thought it was a shame not to pick something 
up at the comic store,” Matt explained, “so I picked up the 
keychain, which with slight modification makes a great 

neckerchief slide,” he then pointed at one of the volumes 
of manga, “and the next volume I needed in the series. 
And then... well, it occurred to me... Well, this store 
actually had almost every volume I needed for the rest of 
the series.” 

“But,” Gelinas reminded him, “we’re going to Japan. 
Where this is from.” 

“Yes,” Matt said, “but if I’m going to read them, I kind 
of need them printed in English.” 

“Oh,” Gelinas relented. “That’s actually a fair point. 
Still,” he then muttered, looking at the sheer amount of 
product covering the bed, “a bit excessive...” 

“Shut up Bill,” Matt said. 
Gelinas shrugged, placed the book back down, and 

went to go see what was on the television. 
“Oh, Kenny?” Matt asked, picking up the volume Bill 

had just put down. “Could I ask you to hold onto this for 
me?” 

“Sure, Mr. Atanian. May I ask why?” 
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“The shop had every volume of Urusei Yatsura I 

needed, except for the second to last one. And I don’t 
want to give into temptation and read ahead. So hold onto 
this until I ask for it, okay?” 

Kenny nodded. 
“So,” Mike asked him, “how broke are you now?” 
“Well,” Matt said, “I spent a bit more then I might have 

liked, but don’t worry... I still have enough for my master 
plan!” 

Mike smirked. “That Akihabara place won’t know what 
hit it,” he said. 

“That,” Matt informed him, “is the idea.” 
 
 
The next morning started earlier then they’d have 

liked, having stayed up a bit late. Even with a slightly late 
alarm time, they were still quite tired. But it was a long 
flight, and there’d be time to nap on the plane. 

They settled into their seats. Mike, Aaron, Bill, and 
Kenny were seated comfortably in first class. Since Matt 
had had to book separately, and had also wanted extra 
budgeting for his various planned shopping sprees, he had 
disappeared back into Economy. 

The others didn’t envy him his lack of leg room. It 
was, after all, going to be a long flight. 

Mike settled into his window seat. He stuffed a book 
he had brought and his shopping bag from the previous 
evening into the pocket in the back of the seat in front of 
himself. He wanted to watch the takeoff out of the window, 
but afterword he thought he might work on the Neon 
Genesis Boy Scouts story he was writing for Matt. He was 

looking forward to using his new pens. 
Aaron settled next to him, pulled out A Crown of 

Swords, and opened up to where his bookmark was. 
Kenny and Bill were in the next row forward, with Kenny in 
the window seat. Soon afterwards, they were airborne, on 
their way to their destiny in Japan. 

 
*         *        * 
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Mike woke up. It was quiet. Eerily so. 
He glanced quickly at his watch. They must be close 

now. Man, while he’d managed to do some reading, he 
never did do any writing. Ah, well. Plenty of time for that 
later. 

Next to him, Aaron was snoring lightly, his book 
abandoned on his lap. “Hey, wake up,” he said. 

Aaron did so. “Huh? What is it?” 
“Got’ta use the head,” Mike replied. 
“The what?” 
“The bathroom.” 
“We’re not on a ship,” Aaron retorted. 
“Well, we’re over the ocean, aren’t we?” 
“I don’t think it counts when you’re 30,000 feet over 

the ocean,” Aaron muttered as he got up to let Mike out. 
“Fine, whatever,” Mike said. 
Aaron got out of his way, and so Mike headed 

towards the bathroom. But his path was soon blocked 
once more by someone on their way from. 

“Oh, excuse me,” he said, scrunching from one side 
to let her pass. 

She didn’t move. 
She was still. 
Unnaturally so. 
What the hell? 
He looked around at other passengers in their 

seats, noticing for the first time that none of them were 
moving, either. He guessed he’d just assumed in the 
back of his mind that they’d been sleeping just like he 
had been not long ago, but nope. Most of them had 
their eyes open. 

And there was all of the noise. Or rather, the lack of it. 
No talking. No breathing. Nothing. 

Mike looked back at the still woman blocking his path. 
He looked down at her feet. She was mid stride, so that 
one of her feet was off of the ground and the other was 
barely touching. The way her weight was distributed, there 
was no way she should be able to naturally stand still in 
such a position. 
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He tentatively reached for her and gave her a nudge 
on her shoulder, ready to grab on to her and steady her 
should she topple. 

He pushed. 
Nothing happened. 
“Aaron!” Mike yelled. 
“What?” came an annoyed and vaguely conscious 

response. 
“AARON!” 
“What?” Aaron repeated with a bit more force. 
“Come’ere! Bring Bill and Kenny if they’re alive!” 
“Whad’ya mean, alive?” Gelinas asked. “The way 

you’re shouting, you’d wake the dead.” 
“I wouldn’t be so sure about that,” Mike commented 

as the others approached. 
“Oh my,” Kenny said as he observed their 

surroundings. 
“You see it too, eh?” 
Gelinas went up to a seat containing middle aged 

Japanese man in a smart business suit, and lightly 
knocked on his forehead. The lack of reaction was most 
definite. 

“What the hell?” was all Aaron could say. 
“You guys figure this out,” Mike said. “I really need 

to...” And with this, he proceeded to climb over chairs 
(and, with unheard apologies, at least one person) to get 
past the woman blocking the aisle. He disappeared into 
the bathroom, only to re-emerge in very short time. 

“Damn,” he said, “no good.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Well, just in case, I tried flushing first. Nothing 

happened. The sink wouldn’t run, either. It’s not too bad 
yet, I figured if I can’t flush it I should wait for an 
emergency.” 

“This is strange,” Kenny said. “People are completely 
frozen. But you were able to open a door, so objects aren’t 
frozen.” He picked a half full soda cup off of a nearby 
seatback tray and examined it. “Well, solid objects at least, 
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aren’t frozen in the space they occupy. But try and 
manipulate something more fluid, and...” 

Kenny turned over the cup. The liquid inside did not 
move, maintaining its position relative to the cup it 
occupied. He then tried to poke the liquid inside with his 
finger. It did not give, maintaining complete rigidity. 

“This makes no sense,” Aaron said. “We can move 
solid non-living objects, but not people. And liquids are all 
frozen in place.” 

“Something else is frozen in place,” Kenny observed. 
“Listen.” 

“To what?” Gelinas asked. 
“The silence.” 
“Well, that makes sense if all of the people are 

frozen,” Gelinas replied. 
“No, I get it,” Mike said. “The bathroom isn’t the only 

mechanical things not working. There’s no engine noise!” 
He glanced at his watch, and as he suspected it had the 
same time on it as when he first woke up. "And my watch 
has stopped." 

“Indeed,” Kenny replied. “Fortunately for us in the 
short term, just like the liquid doesn’t fall from the cup, the 
airplane does not fall from the sky.” 

“Why short term?” Aaron asked. 
“Well, if liquids are not behaving normally,” Kenny 

pointed out, “we shall have a hard time remaining 
hydrated.” 

“Guess we’re lucky gases seem normal, so we can at 
least breathe,” Aaron replied. 

Kenny nodded. “Indeed.” 
“This is damn peculiar,” Mike said. “Some things are 

affected, others not at all. There’s no logical consistency. 
And why are we not frozen?” 

“Are we the only ones?” Gelinas asked. 
At that, everyone started calling out, asking if anyone 

else was there. No response. 
Mike, already on the other side of the woman 

obstructing the aisle, went further back in the plane. When 
he returned, the others asked what he found. 
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“Well, there was a flight attendant with a drink trolley 
blocking the way to Economy. But I could just see Matt. 
He looked like he was sleeping. I called to him, and he 
didn’t respond. So I guess it is just us that aren’t frozen.” 

As Mike proceeded to climb his way back over, Aaron 
turned to Kenny. “Any bright ideas?” 

Kenny returned to his seat and retrieved a device he 
had that looked similar to a Star Trek tricorder. 
Unfortunately, after a few pokes at it, he resignedly shook 
his head and replaced to where he had retrieved it from. “I 
shall have to rely on ordinary observational skills, but thus 
far they have proved to be of little help. As Mr. Quadrozzi 
said, there is little logical about this situation. I can only 
hope that further observation provides some clue.” 

“Well, other than the obvious, is there anything 
unusual?” Gelinas asked. “Anything that is inconsistent 
within the inconsistencies?” 

“Why are we unaffected?” Mike asked. “If whatever 
this is freezes people, why are we fine?” 

“Maybe something to do with the curses?” Aaron 
asked. 

“But then I would be frozen,” Kenny pointed out, “and 
Mr. Atanian would not be.” 

“The curses!” Aaron suddenly shouted. “I can go get 
help!” 

“But liquids...” Kenny started to say. 
“My mouth’s still wet,” Gelinas interrupted. “It’s gross, 

but maybe we can all fill a cup with spit, chill it somehow to 
make sure it’s cold, and throw it at him. Then he can fly 
out and get help.” 

“That is gross,” Aaron commented.  

“And risky,” Kenny added. “We don’t know what sort 
of range whatever is effecting us has. Is it just the 
airplane? What if it extends further? What if the whole 
world is frozen?” 

 
*        *        * 
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They made their way to the cockpit. Aaron figured out 
which device was the radio and tried to use it. “Mayday, 
mayday. Is anybody out there?” 

Silence. Not even static. 
“Maybe it is the whole world,” Gelinas said. 
"Or maybe,” Mike replied, “just like all other 

mechanical devices, the radio isn’t working.” 
Everyone else conceded that was a good point. 
“Can anyone see anything outside? Any movement?” 

Kenny asked. 
Everyone peered out of the cockpit’s windshield. They 

could see land ahead, so they must be close to Japan, but 
it was still distant enough and they were still high enough 
to not allow them to see such details as movement. They 
looked skyward, trying to see other airplanes, or perhaps 
birds. 

“Hold on,” Mike said. “That cloud there.” He pointed to 
a cloud in the distance. “It seems to be drifting.” 

“Looks like it’s just us then,” Aaron said. At first he 
sounded relieved. Then he remembered the details of their 
plan. “Aw, man,” he said. 

“Hold on,” Kenny said. “We still don’t know what is 
causing this, or what the effect of crossing the boundary of 
it may be.” 

“What do you suggest?” Mike asked. 
Kenny led them to the front door of the aircraft. “Does 

anyone have any paper?” he asked. 
“Hold on,” Mike replied. He returned to his seat and 

pulled out his shopping bag from the pocket in the back of 
the seat in front of his. Something else was also pulled out 
from the pocket, something he didn’t recognize. He picked 
it up and glanced at it. Curious. It seemed to be a 
photograph of three teenage girls dressed up in fancy 
costumes. But he was busy, so he tucked it back in the 
seatback pocket to ponder later. 

For now, he opened his shopping bag and pulled out 
his new notebook. His precious new spiral notebook with 
the spiral down the right side, so that he could write 
comfortably... and no, it isn’t the same just taking a regular 
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notebook and using it upside down or backwards... You 
know how hard it is to find these things? He sighed as he 
tore a few pages out and returned to the others. 

He was somewhat startled to see Gelinas opening the 
door! “What are you doing?” he hollered. 

But then, nothing catastrophic happened. The door 
opened, and there was no dramatic loss of cabin pressure, 
and no howling of wind sucking them all out. 

“I suspected as much,” Kenny commented. “Although 
it was possible I could have been wrong, so I am pleased 
we are not dead.” 

“Great,” Mike said. “Thanks for that.” 
“Oh, is that the paper?” Kenny took a piece, crumpled 

it into a ball, and threw it out of the door. 
Everyone leaned out, fighting the vertigo that followed 

as they realized they were looking down from thousands 
of feet in the air from within an unmoving and unsupported 
airplane. Below them, all there was was the vast ocean, 
and a tiny island below them. They watched the crumpled 
paper fall away from them. It fell straight down, no wind 
seeming to affect its course. Finally after it was probably 
about 200 feet away (or so Kenny judged based on the 
time it had been descending, and assuming that gravity 
was hopefully still exerting a constant and standard force 
upon it) something did happen worth observing! 

Then suddenly, with a  quick burst of flame, the paper 
was gone. 

“Well," Aaron said, "screw that.” 
“It seems that whatever is affecting us does indeed 

have a barrier, and one that would be difficult to traverse 
unprotected,” Kenny agreed. 

Kenny stepped back, as did the others. Aaron pulled 
the door closed and did his best to make sure it was 
sealed. No sense taking chances, as hopefully the world 
would start working the way it should again at some point. 

Gelinas’s sense of reality had been wearing a bit thin 
as it was, lately. This was almost taking things too far. 
“What the hell is going on?” he demanded to know. 
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“That is a question we are trying to determine the 
answer to,” Mike reminded him. 

They returned to their seats; they couldn’t 
immediately think of what else to do. 

“Maybe some government conspiracy?” Mike 
suggested. 

“To what end?” Aaron asked. 
“Or aliens?” Mike was stretching a bit. 
“Yeah, aliens,” Gelinas said dismissively. 
“Oh, come on,” Mike said to Gelinas. “What about 

what happened to you on that shooting sports camping trip 
we went on with Troop 180?” 

Gelinas scoffed at that. “That was just a bad dream,” 
he insisted. “That didn’t happen. Heck, I don't even 
remember how that ended.” 

“Right,” Mike said, now his turn to scoff. “Right.” 
“Well, there has to be some reason for all of this,” 

Aaron suggested. “Are any of us carrying anything 
unusual?” 

They all pulled out their various carry-on packages. 
Kenny, of course, had much that was unusual, but he 
assured them that nothing he had was in any way 
dangerous... Well, at least not in a strange freezing-the-
airplane kind of way. 

Aaron had a few books and some snacks. 
Gelinas had some Magic cards, a few comic books, 

and a candy bar. 
Mike had his bag from the Lefty store, a book he was 

reading, and... hmm... 
“What’s that?” Gelinas asked. 
“I dunno,” Mike replied. “A photograph. It was stuck in 

the pocket. Maybe it was left behind on a previous flight?” 
"You'd think it would have been cleaned away at 

some point," Gelinas commented. "I mean, if nothing else, 
someone should have noticed it when they were changing 
the in-flight magazines." 

The others ignored him. 
“Let me see,” Aaron said, taking the photo from Mike. 

“Huh, looks like Oh My Goddess.” 
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“Hmm?” 
“The costumes,” Aaron said. “It’s a manga series I’ve 

read a bit of. I think Matt has the anime.” Aaron handed 
the photograph back. 

“Well, I doubt that has anything to do with this,” 
Gelinas said. 

“Well, not the costumes,” said another voice, “but the 
sentiment attached to the photograph has much to do with 
things.” 

Everyone turned, startled. It was the man Gelinas had 
knocked on earlier. 

“Oh crap!” Gelinas said. “You were awake?” 
The man smiled. “Nothing to worry about, young man. 

I am merely borrowing this man’s form.” 
“I knew it!” Mike said. “Aliens!” 
The man shook his head. “Nothing so extra 

terrestrial,” he said. “We’ve been here a long time. We’ve 
been a part of this world long before you creatures gained 
any sentience.” 

“Do you know what is happening?” Aaron asked. 
“Why is everything frozen?” 

“Oh, of course I know,” the man replied. “I did that.” 
“What?” Gelinas asked. “Why?” 
“Well, nothing brings me more joy,” the man said, 

“then fulfilling a wish. And some time ago, I was on my 
island down below, when I felt a very strong wish. 
Someone wishing for time to stand still. Someone 
desperate to not more forward along the path they were 
on. So I came up to investigate, but by the time I got up 
here the wish was gone! I guess I really am not used to 
these metal birds you humans have made. They move so 
fast! 

“So I thought I’d wait around a short time: maybe a 
few years, a decade at most, and see if the wish returned. 
And a mere two seasons later, it did!” 

“So that person is on this plane today?” Mike asked. 
“Oh, no,” the man said. “Seems there was a bit of a 

fowl-up. This must just be the first time since then that this 
exact metal bird has followed the same path, and the 
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person seems to have left behind a sympathetic object 
imbued with the wish.” The man pointed at the 
photograph. “The owner of that was the one who was 
going someplace she didn’t want to go. Usually, I need a 
willing person to effect, but such objects can also allow for 
my influence." The man sighed. "But it really is not as 
satisfying in such cases. Ah well, I guess I missed my 
chance.” 

“So," Gelinas inquired, "if everyone else is frozen, why 
aren’t we?” 

The man shrugged. “It is an enigma. Seems you three 
have something hanging over you already. Something that 
makes it difficult for what I do to have an effect upon 
you...” He smiled. “This could use further investigation. It 
probably wouldn't be impossible, if I could create an effect 
before you were so shrouded...” 

“Ha,” Aaron said. “It is the curses.” 
“But what about me, then?” Kenny asked. 
The man jumped, as if he was noticing Kenny for the 

first time. “What,” he asked, “are you?” 
“I am Kenneth Pendrell,” Kenny replied. 
The man shook his head. “Anyway, as I said, this has 

all been in error. Rather embarrassing, I fear. The person 
who made this wish isn’t here, so there is no reason to 
maintain the effect.” 

“So you’ll unfreeze time?” Mike asked. 
“Oh, where would be the fun in that?” the man said. 

“No, I’ll just remove the metal bird from existence. Problem 
solved.” 

“Oh, okay,” Gelinas said. “Wait, what?” 
“What about us?” Aaron demanded to know. 
“I don’t know,” the man said. “Everyone else here will 

just cease to exist with it. But since I couldn’t freeze you, 
who knows? Maybe you'll be removed, too. Or perhaps 
you’ll just fall from mid-air. It will be amusing to find out 
which.” 

“I do not approve of this plan,” Kenny said. 
The man’s smile deepened. “Your approval is not 

required.” 
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Mike regarded the photograph. “So,” he asked, “you 
were able to do all of this because of a sympathetic 
object?” 

“Indeed,” the man said. 
Aaron stroked his chin thoughtfully. "So... what 

exactly would happen if the sympathetic object holding the 
wish was destroyed?" 

"Well," the man said, "with the source removed, my 
effects will be negated and my presence here will be..." 
There was a pause. “Wait, no!” 

But it was too late. Mike had begun ripping the 
photograph into small pieces. 

The man screamed and collapsed to his knees, his 
eyes bulged in both discomfort and anger. He looked up at 
the boys and smiled knowingly. “Well played, young ones. 
I underestimated you. If we should someday cross paths 
again, that is a mistake I shall not repeat...” The man then 
slumped face forward on the floor, whatever the force was 
that was occupying him was apparently now gone. 

Everything else remained as is, though... 
“Hey, guys?” a voice called out. “What’s going on?” 
It was Matt, his voice carrying from Economy. “Hey 

Matt, you’re alive?” Mike asked. 
“Yeah. I was asleep, and when I woke up a few 

minutes ago, and everything was all frozen. But I heard 
your voices. What’s going on?” 

“I...” Something was wrong. Weren’t they just talking 
to someone? He regarded the man collapsed on the floor; 
there was something about him that Mike couldn’t quite 
put his finger on it. “I don’t know,” he said. He looked at 
the others, they seemed similarly confused. “I remember 
trying to investigate what was going on, scrapping a plan 
to have Aaron fly for help, and then... something.” 

“I feel as if there is a hole in my recollection of 
events,” Kenny pondered, a disturbed look on his face. 

"Come on, Kenny," Aaron reassured him, "this was a 
trans-Pacific flight, not the Battle of the Line." 

Kenny nodded. "Yes, right." He steadied himself. 
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They all regarded the man on the floor. “Should we 
get him back to his seat?” Gelinas asked. 

“Who?” Matt asked. 
“There’s a man on the floor,” Mike shouted back. “I 

think... he was important, but I can’t remember why.” 
“Well, wish I could help,” Matt called. “But I’m stuck 

behind this damn drinks cart.” There was a pause. “But at 
least I can help myself to a Sprite.” 

“I don’t think so, Mr. Atanian,” Kenny replied. “Liquids 
seem to be non-fluid at the moment.” 

“Could have fooled me,” Matt replied. “This is nice 
and refreshing!” Drinks offered to those in Economy had 
not been plentiful. 

It took a moment for the ramification of Matt's words 
to register on everyone. During that moment, Mike noticed 
something else. “Listen,” he said. 

It was very faint, but a noise of jet engines could be 
heard, almost as if coming from a great distance. 

“Things are returning to normal!” Gelinas said, as 
everything came together in his brain. 

“Let’s get that guy back to his seat,” Mike said, “fast.” 
They all lifted him as best as they could, plopped him 

back in his chair, and then returned to their seats. 
Well, three of them did. Mike noticed that his watch 

was moving. It was slower than normal, but seemed to be 
picking up speed. “If you’ll excuse me,” he said to the 
others, “I have business to attend to.” 

He turned away from the others and retreated down 
the aisle. Just as he got to the woman blocking the aisle, 
she started moving once more. “Pardon me,” Mike said as 
he scrunched to one side of the aisle. 

She nodded, and scrunched her way past him. 
Everything had returned to normal. 
 
 
A half an hour later, the airplane had come to a rest at 

Haneda Airport. 
Mike, Aaron, Kenny, and Gelinas waited in their seats 

as the rest of first class deplaned. They would wait until 
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Matt made his way up from Economy so that they could all 
go together. 

“So seriously,” Gelinas asked, “what the hell just 
happened?” 

“I don’t know,” Kenny replied, “and I feel that whatever 
it was was not something current science can explain.” He 
paused. “I am mildly bothered.” 

“Well,” Mike said encouragingly, “you said there were 
some experiments you wanted to do in Japan, so you still 
have that to look forward to, eh?” 

“Yes,” Kenny said. “I suppose that will help keep my 
mind off things.” 

“Well,” Aaron said, “whatever happened, it was pretty 
weird. I’m looking forward to putting weirdness behind us 
and just settling down in our new homes. Mezon 
whatever-it-was.” 

“Maison Ikkoku,” Mike corrected him. 
“Putting all of the weirdness behind us,” Gelinas 

repeated. He laughed with a slightly bitter tone. 
“Shut up, Bill,” Mike and Aaron replied. 
Matt came up to them then, and they all gathered 

their belongings and headed towards the front to the 
airplane. "So," Mike said to him, “You really weren't frozen, 
and just asleep all this time?” 

Matt shrugged. “Seems that way,” he said. 
“But,” Mike said as the group approached the door out 

of the plane, “I shouted for you. Like, as loud as I could. 
What, did you have earplugs or something?” 

Matt shook his head. “No. Guess I was just really 
tired. Been a long couple of weeks,” he said. “Plus, I have 
to admit, I didn't sleep as much as I should have last 
night.” He yawned, and held up one of his volumes of 
Urusei Yatsura. “Reading.” 

Now Mike shook his head. “Only you, Matt. Only you.” 
The group fell silent as they all walked through the 

airplane's door and made their way down the jet bridge 
and towards the airport proper. As they crossed the 
threshold into the airport, Matt felt the need to say 
something profound. 
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He looked behind himself to confirm that the others 
still followed him. “Here we are,” he then said, “on 
Japanese soil.” 
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Chapter 7: 
Back to School 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Matthew Atanian woke up, but he did not yet open his 
eyes. He stretched a bit but otherwise remained in his 
futon, enjoying the sensation that only comes during that 
interval between the time when you gain consciousness, 
and the time when you choose to acknowledge that you’ve 
done so. 

Time passed as Matthew let his mind wander 
aimlessly. An instant, ten minutes, an eternity, or all of the 
above... assuming that time even existed in this limbo of 
the mind. 

Eventually, almost reluctantly, his eyes opened. 
“Ah, good morning.” 
Matt couldn’t help but smile, even though he disliked 

the intrusion. But he would be damned if he was about to 
let onto that fact. Instead, he replied, “Good morning, Mr. 
Yotsuya,” with somewhat forced cordiality. He then turned 
his head to the side to confirm the owner of the voice. 

Indeed, Mr. Yotsuya sat to one side of the room. He 
was sipping something from a steaming cup, pausing to 
take a bite from a pop tart. 

“I don’t suppose,” Matt said, carefully maintaining a 
friendly voice, “I might have a bit of privacy?” 

Surprisingly, Yotsuya nodded in the affirmative. He 
then, to Matt’s astonishment, somehow managed in one 
fluid motion to slither backwards through the hole between 
their two rooms, cup in one hand and breakfast confection 
in the other. The heavy fabric Matthew had hung over the 
hole flowed over him as he did this. 

Matt threw off his sheet, rolled off of the futon, and 
stood. He stretched once more. He glanced around the 
still not quite familiar surroundings of his room, from one 
corner to the next. His eyes fell upon the digital clock he 
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had brought with him. It was actually a bit earlier then he 
had expected, which was especially surprising considering 
that their group had been out rather later then was 
probably wise the previous evening. He would not have to 
rush to get ready for his first day. 

He switched off the alarm on his clock so that it 
wouldn’t sound while he was out of his room, then he left 
to attend to his morning toiletries. Upon returning, he laid 
out his clothing for the day and then proceeded to dress. 
Black slacks. A red, long sleeved, button down collared 
shirt. A grey tie, done in a half Windsor. Ordinarily at this 
point, he would slip his shoes on over his socks. He even 
looked around for them momentarily. Then he 
remembered: in deference to local culture, of course, they 
had been left near the front door. 

He gathered up the materials he thought he would 
need for the day, took a deep breath, held it for a moment, 
then exhaled. He smiled. He felt ready for the day. 

He pulled on his long black trench coat, grabbed his 
fedora, and opened the door. 

Mr. Yotsuya was standing there. 
He was standing in the hallway, right on the other side 

of Matt’s door, facing into Matt’s room. He was wearing 
black slacks, a red shirt, a grey tie, and a long black trench 
coat. Yotsuya’s fedora was already upon his head. 

Matt blinked. 
Without any comment, Yotsuya turned and walked off 

towards the stairs. 
Matt frowned. 
 
 
Bill Gelinas opened his eyes. The ceiling was still 

unfamiliar. He supposed in time he would become 
accustomed to it. 

“Hey, get up! We’ll be late!” Hughes informed him. 
Gelinas stood. He looked at Hughes. “You’re wearing 

that?” 
“Well, we don’t have our uniforms yet,” Hughes noted. 
“Yes, but that?” Gelinas insisted. 
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Hughes looked down at himself, regarding the neon 
pink zoot suit he was wearing, and lacking comprehension 
towards Gelinas’s objection. “What?” 

 
 
“You girls almost ready?” Sarah asked her sisters. 
“I am, almost,” Kirstin replied. “I think Nicole still is 

waiting on the bathroom.” 
“Damn that Mike,” Nicole commented from one corner 

of the room, where she was bouncing slightly from foot to 
foot. “He knew my weakness!” 

Sarah looked confused at this, so Kirstin explained. 
“He offered her one hundred yen for her turn.” 

Sarah facepalmed. Nicole simply glowered and 
muttered, “If he tries to pull that on me again, he better 
offer at least five hundred... No! A thousand...” 

There was a knock at the door, and from the other 
side came Mike’s voice. “Your turn!” 

Impressively quick, Nicole bolted from the room. 
Sarah hadn’t thought it humanly possible to move that 
fast. 

 
  

There was a knock at the door, and from the other 
side came Mike’s voice. “You decent?” 

“Yeah, come in,” Aaron replied, having finished 
dressing. 

The door opened, and Aaron was joined by his 
roommate. 

Mike was almost completely dressed for the day, 
himself. Not counting his shoes, there was only one thing 
he felt he was lacking. He strode purposefully into the 
room, acquired his care worn Troop 192 baseball cap, and 
donned it. 

Now Mike felt ready to face the day. 
 
 
Everyone eventually gathered in the foyer. Matt finally 

acquired his footwear. He pulled on his left shoe, then his 
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right... No, wait a moment. He was surprised to find some 
interference there, as there was something already inside 
of his right shoe. He reached in to remove the offending 
object. Although it was now a bit crumpled, thanks to his 
foot, it was a piece of paper that looked to have been 
neatly folded before being tucked inside. 

Matt unfolded the paper and found that there was a 
note written upon it. The note was signed only with a sigil 
in the shape of a bell. This is what was contained in the 
body of the note: 

“I trust you have enjoyed your first few days in Japan, 
and the company I have arranged for you and your 
charges during your stay. When I saw that the younger 
two of the women in question had qualified for this 
scholastic exchange program, it struck me as an excellent 
opportunity to arrange cover for your visit while providing 
you with the comfort of a few familiar faces. Do forgive my 
not telling you of this in advance, an old man is amused by 
providing the odd surprise or two on occasion. 

“In any event, while I wish to provide your charges 
with the experience of an uninterrupted first day in their 
new scholastic environment, it is a truth that me must also 
soon being the preparations for your upcoming trials soon. 
Therefore, please meet me, accompanied by your 
charges, tomorrow after school as a Chinese eatery near 
their school building. Young masters Abdelmaseh and 
Hughes will know the place, having eaten there before.” 

Matt pondered what he had read for a moment before 
folding the note back up and pocketing it. No need to 
worry the boys about it just yet. He agreed with the 
sentiment that they should enjoy their first day of school 
without this to worry about. He’d share it with them tonight. 

Meanwhile, Sarah asked her sisters, “Ready girls?” 
It would have been easy to tell the twins apart from 

their differing mode of dress. Nicole was basically wearing 
smart business attire, with a power skirt and a fetching 
blazer. Kirstin, meanwhile, was much more softly dressed, 
with a pair of slacks and a slightly formal but comfortable 
looking blouse. Of course, as it was likely that in the near 
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future they would be given identical uniforms, the boys of 
192 found themselves thankful for the haircut that Nicole 
had gotten that past spring. She’d maintained the shorter 
length it had had since then, although the two longer 
strands she had left framing either side of her face had 
grown an additional inch or two. Kirstin’s hair remained 
long, only ever cut to even the length and remove split 
ends. 

The twins answered affirmatively. Of course they, 
along with Aaron and Hughes, had already been to see 
the school, at least from the outside. So they could show 
Mike and Gelinas the way. Matt and Sarah both had other 
destinations, but both had checked their routes and were 
reasonably comfortable with them. 

The day was young, and birds were chirping as the 
doors of Maison Ikkoku opened. The group of Americans 
ventured fourth and down the hill towards the train station, 
each one ready to start their day. 

 
 
Matthew arrived at the school he would be working at. 

It wasn’t the same school as the one the guys and the 
twins were going to as students, but rather an all-girls 
establishment that apparently had quite a reputation and 
history. No pressure, now. 

He was met at the door by a woman who initially had 
a stern look on her face, but smiled when she saw him 
approach. “Mr. Atanian?” she asked. 

“Hello,” he said. He extended a hand, and she 
accepted it. 

“I am Yagami Ibuki, I’m in charge of Class 3-4, the 
class you’ll be working with,” she told him as the two of 
them walked into the building. 

“A pleasure to meet you, Yagami-sensei.” 
“Indeed, a pleasure to meet you as well, Atanian-

sensei.” 
Matt paused. “Please, I’m not a professional teacher, 

you embarrass me with a title I've not earned.” 
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The corner of Yagami-sensei’s mouth turned up in 
amusement. “As you wish. You understand your task, 
though?” 

“I do.” 
“I am an alumnus of this very school,” Yagami-sensei 

told him. “I’m counting on you to carry on the excellence 
that this establishment is known for.” 

“I’ll do my best.” 
“I trust you will. I will remain present, of course, but I 

will try to leave things to you as much as possible. You 
can work closely with our Class Representative. She 
actually lived for some time in America, and probably 
doesn’t even need this class for herself. But it was felt that 
it would be useful for you to have one student with whom 
you might have a more common frame of reference and 
who can help you with your interactions with the other 
students.” 

“I look forward to it,” Matt said. 
They came to a stop before a sliding door. Above the 

door was a little sign reading, “3-4.” 
“I trust you are ready for this, Mr. Atanian?” 
Matt felt a more then a bit nervous. “Ready as I’ll ever 

be.” 
 
 
The group arrived at Furinkan High. They were a bit 

unsure where to go at first, but they were approached by 
two male students as they walked across the grounds 
towards the front entrance. 

“Hey there!” one of them said. “You’re the exchange 
students, right?” 

“A-yup,” Mike said. 
“Excellent!” the other one of them said. “We’ve been 

asked by the principal to meet you and show you guys 
around.” 

“I’m Hiroshi,” the first one said. 
“And I’m Daisuke,” the other introduced himself. 
Mike and the rest of the boys introduced themselves, 

as did Kirstin and Nicole. 
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“We’re like the Rosencrantz and Guildenstern of 
Furinkan High,” Hiroshi added. 

“Never quite the heroes,” Daisuke explained, “but 
known enough. And maybe someday we’ll get our own 
story.” 

“That’s an odd way to introduce yourselves,” Bill 
Gelinas commented. “And your English is surprisingly 
good.” 

“Shut up, Bill,” Aaron commanded. 
“Well, of course our English is good,” Hiroshi said. 

“Why else do you think Principal Kuno asked us to be your 
guides?” 

“That makes sense,” Kirstin commented. 
“Good,” Daisuke said. “Now that that’s all out of the 

way, we’ll show you to class.” 
 
 
A classroom full of teenage girls was not an 

environment that Matt felt at his most natural in. When 
Yagami-sensei first opened the door the classroom had 
been chaos, with almost no one at their desks and a 
cacophony of voices all interacting with one another. At 
the sound of the door sliding open, however, without 
instruction they all fell silent and found their desks. 

The members of the class observed that their teacher 
was not alone, and while the class remained respectfully 
silent, Matt couldn’t help but to feel that roughly thirty pairs 
of eyes were inspecting him with intense curiosity as he 
followed Yagami-sensei to the front of the class. His own 
eyes found they had trouble looking back at any of them. 

When they reached the front of the room, one of the 
students called out, “Kiritsu, rei, tyakuseki!” The members 

of the class stood, gave a respectful bow, and then 
returned to their seats. Then Yagami-sensei took another 
step forward and addressed the class. 

“Good morning, everyone. As you know, Class 3-4 is 
a special class with a heavy emphasis on English 
instruction. For the first half of the year, I have been 
working with you on this. Now, however, we will be 
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changing things up a bit. First of all, for the remainder of 
the year the English instructional period of this class will 
be total immersion. No Japanese is to be spoken. Do you 
understand this?” 

“Yes, Yagami-sensei,” the class replied in unison. 
“Also, when it comes to English instruction, while I will 

still be present as an observer and adviser, I shall no 
longer be your primary instructor. Instead, I would like to 
introduce you to Matthew Atanian. He is an American, and 
while I have taught you as much as I can in the technical 
matters of speaking English, he comes to us as a native 
speaker for you to interact with.” 

Yagami-sensei stepped back, and motioned to 
Matthew for him to step forward. He swallowed, took a 
breath, and stepped forward. 

“G-good morning, class. I’m Mr. Atanian.” It felt weird 
even saying that. Cliché as it may be, his father was Mr. 

Atanian. Not him. Of course, he also wasn’t a teacher. 
What was he doing here? 

“I’m not a trained professional,” he admitted, “and I 
can’t understand Japanese at all, but we’re here to speak 
English, and that is something I can do.” 

A few of the girls towards the back of the class 
giggled, and the words, “Sensei no baka,” made their way 

to Matt’s ears. 
One of the students in the front row had stood, a 

serious look on her face. “Koemi! Mayu!” she called out, 
chastising the giggling pair. They immediately stopped. 

“Thank you, Megumi,” Yagami-sensei said to the girl 
who had spoken out. 

“It was the least I could do. I’m Class Representative, 
after all.” 

Matt couldn’t believe his eyes. It was Meg, from 
Akihabara! It was hard for him to stop himself from making 
an exclamation to that effect, but, taking a deliberate 
breath, he managed. Besides, if he had any hope of this 
working, he needed to step up the confidence a bit. 

“It’s fine,” Matt said. He turned back to the class, and 
looked towards the source of the giggling. Heck, if he 
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could face vicious Canadians with guns, he could face 
teenage Japanese girls, right? “I may have said I don’t 
know Japanese, but must admit I do know the odd few 
words. So if you’ll allow me to correct you, please don’t 
call me ‘sensei.’ For one thing, as I said, I am not a 
professional teacher. Although I do hope you will learn 
from me, and I also hope to learn from you while I am 
here. I hope for this to be an enriching experience for all of 
us. 

“Also, please remember what Ms. Yagami said. 
English only from here on. So, what you should have said 
is, ‘Mr. Atanian is stupid.’” 

At this, the two girls in the back looked a bit 
embarrassed, not having expected their insult to be so 
easily understood. But at, “Mr. Atanian is stupid,” some of 
the other girls in the class giggled. It being at his own joke 
this time, Matt let them before he resumed speaking. 
“After all, English has no equivalent to many of the name 
suffixes used in Japanese, and so we just have to go with 
a simple, ‘Mr.’ 

“As for the second half of that statement, I do hope to 
prove it wrong. Only time will tell, so let us get started, 
shall we? 

“Ms. Yagami has said that she has instructed you in 
technical English. From here on, however, we will be 

looking at some of the idiosyncrasies that you cannot learn 
out of a book, and can only come from experience. For 
example,” Matt reached into the materials he had 
prepared, and pulled from it an 8X10 photograph. “what 
would you call this?” 

A few hands went up, including one of the two girls 
who had been giggling. Matt called on that girl. “Yes. You 
are?” 

“Koemi, Mr. Atanian. And that is a sandwich.” 
Matt nodded. “Very good. It is a sandwich. It is some 

bread, and it has some meat and cheese in there... But 
the type of bread this is in makes it a particular type of 
sandwich. Can anyone tell me that?” 
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Most of the hands went down. There was one still up, 
from the front row of the class. Meg. 

She smiled. “Kataki Megumi, Mr. Atanian,” she said 
by way of introduction, playing for the class as if the two of 
them were strangers. “I believe that would be a sub, sir.” 

Matt nodded. “It is. Technically, it is called a 
‘submarine sandwich,’ presumably because the shape of 
the bread reminded people of submersible boats, and 
calling it a ‘sub’ is just the common name that is a short 
hand derivative.” He took his look off of Meg, and made 
sure he was addressing the class as a whole. “But even 
then, a lot of it depends on where you are. For example, 
where I am from, although people would likely know what 
you were talking about if you mentioned eating a sub it 
would be much more common to call this type of sandwich 
a grinder. But in still other areas of America, the same 
sandwich might be called a hoagie, a hero, a rocket, a 
torpedo, or a zeppelin. 

“And that is just talking about differences within one 
country. For example, take this.” Matt picked up a pencil, 
and pointed at the rubbery appendage at the non-writing 
end. “In England, this would be called a rubber. But for 
reasons I shan’t elaborate upon, you might find yourself 
somewhat embarrassed if you went into a store in America 
and asked to buy some rubbers. You would have better 
luck if you asked after erasers. 

“So that is what I hope to do with this class. We’ll 
work together to give you a greater experience in speaking 
English conversationally as a native speaker would, and to 
the best of my ability I’ll also share with you what 
knowledge I may have about regional differences. 

“And to that effect, let us jump right into things, shall 
we? We’ll start by taking a look at a popular British radio 
program from the late 70’s. We’ll read it together, with 
volunteers taking the different roles and with myself taking 
the role of the narrator.” Matt handed out photocopies of 
the script of the first episode and assigned parts to 
volunteers. He couldn’t help but notice that Meg had 
quickly volunteered for the first part he had offered. 
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“Hope you don’t mind playing male parts,” he told the 
class when he was finished assigning them. “Very few 
female parts in this show; only one in the first episode and 
it isn’t a major one. But it is an entertaining show with 
excellent use of language. We’ll read one episode each 
class for the next six classes, and after each reading we’ll 
discuss the language used and what some differences 
may have been if this had been, for example, an American 
production. 

“Any questions before we begin? No? Well then.” He 
looked down at the page and began reading, 
unconsciously adopting a facsimile of a formal British 
accent as he did so. “‘This is the story of The Hitch-Hikers 
Guide to the Galaxy, perhaps the most remarkable, 
certainly the most successful book ever to come out of the 
great publishing corporations of Ursa Minor...’” 

 
 
Sarah had spent the beginning of her morning being 

given security credentials, filling out some paperwork with 
the Human Resources department, and generally being 
shown around the building at the main Tokyo offices of 
Mitsumoto Enterprises before finally being taken to the 
office where she would be working. 

A stern looking man was waiting there for her. 
However, when he saw her approaching, he smiled and 
extended a hand towards her. Surprised, she gripped it. 
His shake was firm. 

“Expecting to have to bow before we began?” he 
asked her. 

“To be honest, yes,” she said. 
He chuckled. “If you were a Japanese employee, that 

would be the case. But having worked some time in the 
American office, I know that different approaches are 
required on occasion. I am Kataki Katashi. You’ll be one of 
my... what is the polite term these days? Executive 
assistant?” 

Sarah smiled. “No need to be so formal. Secretary is 
fine with me.” 
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He nodded to this. He opened the door to his office 
and walked in, and Sarah followed. In the outer office was 
two desks, on opposite sides of the room, the space 
between them acting as a corridor to the door to the inner 
office. Behind one of the desks sat a young Japanese 
woman who stood and bowed as they came in. Mr. Kataki 
nodded in acknowledgement, then pointed to the other 
desk. “That is your desk,” he said to Sarah. 

“So, what exactly are my responsibilities?” she asked 
as she moved over towards it. 

“This office is responsible for all relations between our 
domestic offices and our divisions in America. Rumi here 
is very competent and fluent in English, but in the past few 
months I have come to realize I need someone who is 
more familiar with American cultural idiosyncrasies. 

“So, simply put, for matters coming in from America 
you will be responsible for collecting information collating 
it, and delivering it to me. I will then decide what needs to 
be done and when finished give it to Rumi to disseminate. 
For matters going out to America, it will be the opposite. 

“If you have any further questions, you may ask 
Rumi.” 

Sarah turned to Rumi, who smiled and bowed slightly. 
Sarah returned the bow. 

“Welcome to Mitsumoto Enterprises, Ms. Porter,” Mr. 
Kataki said as he turned towards the door to the inner 
office. “We expect good things from you.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Sarah said. “I look forward to the 
opportunity.” 

 
 
“I’m glad you picked up on that one, Chihiro,” Matt 

replied to a question one of the students had asked. 
“Indeed, as absurd as many of the situations are in this 
story are, it would be strange for Arthur, in a modern 
society, to need to use basically a stick with flame on the 
end of it to illuminate his way down a staircase. To an 
American English speaker, that would be the exclusive 
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use of the word ‘torch,’ but to someone in England it could 
just as easily refer to an electronic flashlight. 

“Anyone else?” A hand shot up. “Yes?” 
“Kubo Masako, sir.” The students had been kind 

enough to identify themselves to him while he was still 
learning their names. “I did not understand one part, when 
Arthur asked Ford about being drunk.” 

“And Ford told him to ask a glass of water?” 
Masako nodded. 
“Well, it was a play on words, you see, but a subtle 

one. In this case, it is playing on drunk being in Arthur’s 
(and the audience’s initial) interpretation an adjective 
describing a state of intoxication, but Ford intended it as 
the past participle of the verb drink.” 

As Masako smiled in understanding, a clock chimed 
indicating the hour. 

“Well, that about takes up the time allotted for the 
morning’s English education. I hope you enjoyed yourself 
as much as I did.” Matt felt reassured by the vigorous 
nodding of heads. 

Matt and Ms. Yagami excused themselves from the 
room. Matt couldn’t help but notice Meg watching him as 
they left. 

 
  

It had taken Matt by surprise that in the Japanese 
school system, outside of classes that required special 
equipment, the students stayed in the same place and the 
teachers were the ones who moved from room to room. 
But he supposed it made sense. Heck of a lot easier to 
move around one person then thirty. 

“The rest of my classes aren’t nearly as advanced as 
the girls in 3-4,” Ms. Yagami told him. “So I’ll maintain the 
lead in instructing them. But you are welcome to sit in and 
advise if asked. I have the next period free, however. We 
can go to the faculty room, and you can get yourself a 
desk for your own work.” 

“Thanks, that’d be nice.” 
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They made their way to the room and entered it. It 
was nearly empty, with only one other person there. An 
older male teacher with his head down on a desk, a slight 
snoring sound coming fourth. Ms. Yagami frowned and 
yelled at him. 

He woke up with a start, made some embarrassed 
sounding noises, and then noticed Matt. Ms. Yagami 
made some cross-language introductions, and then the 
man (who Matt had learned was a chemistry teacher 
named Abe) excused himself. 

Ms. Yagami tisked. “That man just does not have the 
energy to deal with this,” she said. 

“Teaching?” 
“Oh, he’s a fine teacher, but he does have a rough 

time trying to keep a full class of teenage girls reined in.” 
She smiled slightly. “Even I find it trying on occasion, I 
suppose.” 

Matt asked, “What made you want to become a 
teacher?” 

Ms. Yagami now made some embarrassed noises. “I 
was just trying to follow someone I once knew,” she said. 

Matt sensed it might be best to leave it at that for now. 
There was a slight awkward silence, so Matt was glad 
when there was a knock at the door. 

“Hai?” Ms. Yagami asked, and the door opened. “Oh, 

hello, Megumi. What can we do for you?” 
Meg had walked into the room. “Mr. Sato asked me if 

I could collect some pens.” 
Ms. Yagami placed her palm to her face and quietly 

muttered something Matt had no hope of understanding 
linguistically, but the tone seemed to be one of 
exasperation. “Very well,” she then said. “Wait here while I 
get some from the supply cabinet.” She then left the room, 
pausing briefly on the way out to glance back at them, 
leaving Matt alone with Meg. 

Meg’s expression immediately changed from one of 
composed stillness to a wide grin. She placed her hands 
upon her hips and looked squarely at Matt. “Well, fancy 
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meeting you here! Good to see ya’ again, Matt! Or should I 
say, Mr. Atanian?” 

Matt coughed, caught off guard. After a moment, he 
replied, “Mr. Atanian might work better at school. So, Meg 
is short for Megumi?” 

“Yup! Personally, I like just Meg much better, but I 
suppose here I should go by Megumi.” 

“I’ll keep it in mind. What are you doing here?” 
“Duh, school.” 
“Oh... oh yeah, that makes sense. But hold on... If you 

pretty much grew up in America, what are you doing in an 
advanced English class?” 

“I was put there more to help others then to learn 
myself,” she said. “Kind of like you, I suppose.” 

Matt nodded, and now vaguely remembered Ms. 
Yagami having said something along those lines. “I guess 
that makes sense.” 

“Anyway... Lucky!” Meg exclaimed. 
Matt looked confused at this. 
“You being here, silly!” she explained. “We’d been told 

we were getting a special advanced English instructor, 
and I worried it’d be some stuffy old boring person. But 
you’re here! I can tell this is going to be fun.” 

“Thanks,” Matt told her. Unsure what to say next, he 
decided to go with, “Um, you were a pretty good Arthur.” 

Meg smiled. “Aw, thanks. That was awesome, by the 
way. I love that book. I didn’t know they’d made it into a 
radio show!” 

“Actually,” Matt told her, “it was the other way 
around.” 

“That is so interesting,” Meg said, with, Matt thought, 
surprising sincerity. 

“It is?” he asked. 
“Well, duh,” she replied. “Hitchhiker’s covers both sci-

fi and British comedy. What’s not to love?” 
“Wait, hold on,” Matt said, “didn’t you also say you 

liked anime?” 
“Yeah, why?” Meg asked. 
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Matt stifled an urge to ask if she was real, and also 
stifled an urge to answer his unasked question with a reply 
of, “Shut up, Bill!” Instead, he just dodged her question by 
responding, “No reason.” 

The door opened, and Matt felt his posture stiffen. Ms. 
Yagami walked back in. 

The smile Meg wore grew slightly, like a mischievous 
child who didn’t care that she’d been caught with her hand 
in the cookie jar. She turned to Ms. Yagami. 

“I swear, that man can be so forgetful,” Ms. Yagami 
muttered. “Megumi, you tell him not to forget to get his 
own supplies before class begins, so that he doesn’t have 
to keep sending students out on errands when they should 
be learning! Never mind that, that isn’t your place. I’ll 
speak to him.” 

“Yes, Ms. Yagami.” 
“Okay, now, off you go.” 
Meg took the offered pens. “Thank you.” She walked 

to the door, but turned around briefly. “Thank you, Mr. 
Atanian,” she said in a formal tone. She turned again and 
left, closing the door after herself. 

Matt gazed at the door in her absence. 
Ms. Yagami cleared her throat. Startled, Matt turned 

to face her. 
“Well, you seem to be getting along well with Ms. 

Kataki,” she said. 
“I... I suppose.” 
“Excellent, since she is the Class Representative, and 

as I said you’ll be working closely with her.” 
“Oh,” Matt said. Unsure how to follow that, he simply 

said, “I look forward to it.” 
Ms. Yagami smiled. “I’m sure you do.” 
 
 
The school day had been quite an interesting one so 

far. Aaron, Mike, the Bills, and the Porters all were made 
to feel quite welcome. One of the other students even 
gave them a tasty treat for lunch, something called 
okonomiyaki. Kirstin and Nicole seemed especially 
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pleased by this, saying it was something that their 
grandmother used to make for them on occasion. The 
student who had given it to them seemed touched by this, 
and told the Porters that they were welcome to more any 
time they wanted... if they wished to purchase some from 
the cart that she ran, that was. That piqued Nicole’s 
interest, and the two of them spent much of the rest of 
their lunch period discussing business tactics. 

And so the school day continued. Towards the very 
end of the day, however, class was interrupted by an 
announcement over the intercom. It was repeated twice, 
first in Japanese, then in English. 

During the Japanese version, the boys and the 
Porters couldn’t help but notice that most of their new 
schoolmates seemed weary of whatever was being said. 

The English version started. “Aloha, all of my 
wonderful students!” the voice said in a strange mix of 
Asian and Pacific Island accents. “We have some new 
exchange students, to whom I would like to give a great 
big welcome! To celebrate, all classes tomorrow are 
cancelled! And instead, we will be having a most excellent 
obstacle course race! That is all!” 

The intercom clicked off. 
Hiroshi sighed. “Don’t worry,” he said, “the principal 

loves any excuse, we almost expected something like this 
to happen. So no one blames you.” 

“Blames us for what?” Hughes asked. 
Daisuke gave a resigned smile. “Come to school 

tomorrow if you dare,” he said. “You’ll see.” 
“I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” Aaron muttered. 

  
 
Meg slipped her school slippers into their locker after 

putting on her shoes. It had been an eventful day! 
“So, what do you think of that stupid lesson?” she 

heard a voice saying from the other side of the stack of 
lockers. 

“I know! What was all of that about sandwiches?” 
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“And reading some weird story about drinking beer 
and the world blowing up? I don’t get it.” 

Meg rounded the corner and found Koemi and Mayu 
standing on the other side. She stood there as they 
continued to complain, a stern look on her face and her 
hands on her hips, waiting for them to notice her. 

They finally did. 
“What?” one of them asked indignantly. 
“As the representative of class 3-4, I will not have you 

speaking ill about one of our teachers, especially not 
where you can be heard. If you have a problem, please 

keep discussion of it private.” 
Mayu tisked. “Don’t you know it is rude to 

eavesdrop?” 
“Eavesdrop?” Meg repeated. “The way you two were 

going on, I’d have to be deaf to not hear you!” 

“Pay her no mind,” Koemi said to her companion, 
speaking herself as Meg wasn’t there. “You know how it is 
where she comes from, gaijin have no respect for privacy.” 

Meg’s eyes widened. She opened her mouth to 
respond, but remarkably, her brain managed to intercept 
before what she wanted to say came out. She steeled 
herself, took a breath, and instead said, “Look, give Mr. 
Atanian a chance, will you? It was his first day. I’m sure 
with a bit of time, you’ll come to see the value in what he’s 
teaching. 

“And also, please refrain from speaking ill about the 
writing of Douglas Adams. The man is a literary genius.” 

Koemi took steps towards Meg. Meg, surprised, 
actually took a step back, unsure what Koemi’s intentions 
were. It was a mystery that would have to remain forever 
unsolved, however, as at that moment a new voice 
entered the confrontation. 

“Koemi, Mayu, school is over for the day and I do not 
recall either of you being in any clubs. Should you not be 
on your way home?” 

Koemi stopped in her tracks. She and Mayu stiffened 
up, stammered out a, “Y-yes, Yagami-sensei!” and bid a 
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hasty retreat, although they could not help themselves 
from shooting Meg one last dirty look on their way out. 

Meg stood there, unsure what to do next. The way 
Yagami-sensei had spoken, it was pretty clear she was 
only dismissing the other two. 

“Ms. Kataki,” Yagami-sensei began. 
“Yes?” 
The teacher looked at her for a moment. “That was a 

rather impassioned defense of our new teacher. And I 
could not help but get the impression, in the class room 
this morning and in the staff room later, that you may have 
some interest in Mr. Atanian beyond the academic.” 

“Yagami-sensei, please, I have no idea what...” 
One of Yagami-sensei’s eyebrows arched 

suspiciously. 
“Aw, geez,” Meg sighed. “Was I that obvious?” 
“Not particularly,” Yagami-sensei replied. 
“Then how did you suss it out?” 
“Never mind that. Ms. Kataki, as your teacher, I must 

advise you against scandalous behavior that might bring 
dishonor to our school. Now please, follow me.” 

Yagami-sensei started walking towards the front door 
of the school. 

“Where are we... what’s going on?” Meg asked, 
confused and not moving for a moment. Yagami-sensei 
did not answer, and only continued briskly and sternly 
walking forward, so that Meg had to speed for a moment 
to catch up. 

Meg followed as Yagami-sensei continued walking, 
out of the door, across the grounds, out of the front gate, 
down the street a bit, and around a corner to a small alley. 

What was going on? 
Suddenly, Yagami-sensei gripped Meg by the 

shoulders. A mad grin was on her face. It scared Meg a 
bit, she had never seen her teacher like this. But her fright 
disappeared when Yagami-sensei finally spoke, 
enthusiastic words spilling from her mouth in a quiet, 
conspiratorial tone. 
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“You have my full support!” Yagami-sensei beamed. 
“History must not be repeated!” 

“What history?” Meg inquired. 
But Yagami-sensei seemed not to hear, almost in her 

own world, as she continued, “We can win this!” 
A part of Meg wondered for a moment, worrying what 

the heck was going on and if she might be getting in over 
her head. A small part of her. The rest of her told that part 
to shut the heck up. 

Meg smiled intensely. 
  

 
Aaron, Mike, and the Bills were gathered in Aaron and 

Mike's room, trying to brainstorm whatever the heck might 
be in store for them the following day. 

"Pity Kenny's not here with us," Gelinas commented. 
"Just as well," Mike replied. "We can't always be 

relying on him to get us out of things." 
"Well, at least that's the only thing we have to worry 

about tomorrow," Aaron replied. 
"Speak for yourself," Hughes said. "I need to figure 

out what I'm going to wear for this. I don't have much in 
the way of fashionable athletic gear." 

"I don't think that will be a worry," Mike said. 
"Remember, packages with our uniforms, including gym 

clothing, were waiting for us when we got home." 
"Yeah, but they're so drab," Hughes complained. "If I 

have to wear that, I can at least accessorize!" 

Everyone else sighed. 
There was a knock on the door. "Come in," Mike said. 
Matt entered. "Hey, guys. Is there a Chinese 

restaurant some of you ate at, near your school?" 
"Yeah," Hughes said. 
"Oh, Perfume's working there," Aaron added. 
"Interesting," Matt replied. "Well, I suppose it would be 

good to meet up with her and keep her in the loop on 
these things, too." 

"What things?" Mike asked. 
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"Well," Matt replied, pulling out from his pocket a 
folded and slightly crumpled piece of paper, "it seems we 
all have an appointment tomorrow afternoon." 
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Special Chapter 2: 
In Japan Origins: Matt 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

The burgundy mini-van exited US Highway 1 and 
merged onto South Clark Street in Arlington, Virginia, 
which was a suburb of Washington, D.C. A few minutes 
later, the van entered into the parking lot of the Hyatt 
Regency Crystal City, pulled into a space, and then came 
to a stop. All three doors opened at the same time. Lina 
Wells, who was the driver, John Hoelscher, her boyfriend, 
and Matthew K. Atanian, their mutual friend, emerged from 
the van a moment later. 

The August heat made the parking lot seem like a 
sauna. The heat rippling from the blacktop caused a 
watery shimmer to appear in the slight distance. Even 
Matt, well known for his insistence on perpetually wearing 
his black trench coat and fedora in all weather, found 
himself tugging at his collar for a moment. It was a good 
thing that the convention was being held indoors, or even 
his famed heat endurance might begin to melt away. One 
thing the heat couldn’t melt, however, was the enthusiastic 
smile he wore. 

“Well, here we are,” he said to his companions, “at 
Otakon!” 

Lina opened the rear hatch on the van and started to 
unload her luggage and garment bags. John did the same, 
handing Matt’s bags to him as he did. “I don’t know if you’d 
call the hotel parking lot ‘Otakon,’” John said. 

“Where to now?” Lina asked John. 
John reached into his pocket and pulled out a well-

creased and folded piece of paper. “Well, I guess we need 
to check into the hotel, drop our luggage off in our room, 
and then hit registration for our badges.” 

Matt and Lina nodded, picked up their bags, and 
followed John to the hotel’s front entrance. 
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Walking into the hotel, the trio were greeted with a 
blast of recirculated air from the hotel’s industrial air 
conditioners. Lina sighed in relief. John pointed to the 
check-in desk and the other two followed him. 

Walking to the desk, Matt was surprised to see that 
there were escalators and glass elevators descending 
from the front lobby. Even though the lobby was on the 
street level, there were three floors below it making up a 
large multi-tiered atrium crisscrossed with several 
escalators and stairways. These sub-levels were where all 
of the hotel’s conference and event rooms were located 
and where the bulk of the convention’s events would be 
held. 

They got in line to check in and get their room keys. 
There were several people in front of them, some wearing 
anime related shirts, or with hair colored every shade of 
the rainbow. It was very likely that they too were here to 
partake in the weekend’s festivities. 

“Here we are, finally, at Otakon,” Matt confirmed 
aloud. 

“No, this is the line to check into our hotel room,” Lina 
stated with a smirk, which Matt rolled his eyes at. 

John talked to the check-in clerk for a few minutes, 
showed identification, provided a credit card, and 
eventually was given three card keys in a small envelope 
marked with the number 531. 

“Good news, guys. I got us a room on one of the 
lower floors,” John said happily as they crossed the lobby 
toward the elevators. 

“Is that good?” Matt asked. 
“It will be when by Saturday afternoon, an elevator 

ride will involve a two hour wait and taking the steps is a 
preferable alternative. Your calves will thank me by 
Sunday,” John answered as they stepped into the elevator 
and were greeted by a extremely tall African-American 
gentleman dressed in a hotel employee uniform. He was 
easily six foot eight and thus positively dwarfed both Lina 
and John. 
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“Which floor?” he asked with a smile, seemingly 
delighted by the eclectic group visiting his workplace for 
the next three days. 

“Five, please,” Lina said. The bellhop pushed a 
button. A moment later, the doors slid closed and they 
ascended. 

 
 
Room 531 was nice, clean, and reasonably spacious. 

It had two queen sized beds, a nicely sized bathroom, 
and, to Lina’s delight, a coffee maker. 

Matt set his bag on the bed closest to the large 
window that looked out toward the newly rechristened 
Ronald Reagan Washington National Airport. He turned 
around and looked to Lina and John, who had flopped 
down onto their own bed. “Well, here we are. Otakon!” 
Matt said excitedly. 

“No, this is our hotel room,” Lina said, eyes closed 
and grinning like if she kept doing it, she’d win a medal. 

Matt frowned. The semantics, along with anticipation, 
were killing him. He decided to change the subject. 
“Thanks again for letting me tag along and for sharing your 
room. I really appreciate it.” 

John gave a thumbs up gesture from his lying position 
on the bed. “Ain’t no problem. I think we’ve known you 
long enough and well enough to know that you won’t stab 
us in our sleep.” 

“Shame Matty couldn’t make it. It would’ve been nice 
to finally get everyone together at the same time. Always 
seems like you two’s work schedule conflicts with that,” 
Lina commented as she soaked up the room’s air-
conditioned comfort. 

“Yeah… it’s… it’s hard enough just getting together 
with her myself, let alone when everyone tries to do 
something as a group.” Matt said evasively. 

Matt reflected on the problems of having a double life, 
especially when both those lives share a large portion of 
the same social circle. Since last fall, due to many 
coincidences and circumstances of fate, both Matt Atanian 
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and “Matty Hayes” had met, and subsequently made 
friends with, both Jason Bertovich and John Hoelscher. 

It could be complicated at times. Very complicated. 

Particularly because no matter how much Jason and John 
wanted to hang out with both of them at the same time or 
plan group activities involving both of them, it was simply 
an impossibility to do such. Matt, more times that not, 
found himself forced to find a way to balance both of his 
personas' social obligations. 

Complications aside, however, it was a set of 
friendships that as both Matt and Matty he very much 
appreciated having. When John and Jason approached 
Matt before the summer started and described their plans 
to drive down to Arlington for Otakon ’98, Matt was thrilled 
when they ask him to join them. He was equally unhappy 
to see their disappointment when the pair approached 
Matty later that same week and she had to turn down the 
same invitation, giving the pair an excuse about an 
upcoming family reunion happening at the same time. 

John sat up, got up from the bed, picked up his and 
Lina’s garment bags from off the bed, and placed them in 
the closet next to the room’s main door. He then looked 
toward Lina, who had yet to lift her body from its sprawled 
position on the bed. “Speaking of the group, think we 
should call and check up on Jay?” he asked. 

Lina shook her head. “I think he wants to brood for a 
few days. It’s probably best we hold off until we get to 
Ohio after the con. I figure the last thing we should do is 
remind him that we’re having a good time, even if it was 
him that said he didn’t want to go off having fun.” 

“What exactly happened between him and Nicole?” 
Matt asked. The only information he knew was that Nicole 
and Jason had broken up very recently, and that was why 
Jason cancelled his plans to come to Otakon with the 
three of them. 

Matt hadn’t had a chance to see either Jason or 
Nicole in the rush to prepare for his year-or-longer exile 
from Massachusetts, while simultaneously preparing for 
both Otakon and NOAC. He’d barely had chance to speak 
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to Sarah, and with no offense meant to his friend, that had 
been a higher priority compared to their relationship 
issues. 

John shrugged. “He didn’t really give specifics. All I 
know is there were three words that kept cropping up 
when he told me that he and Nicole had broken up. They 
were ‘lying’, ‘heartless’, and a very unflattering term that I 
shan’t repeat here.” 

“I see,” Matt said with a slight nod and frown. 
“Don’t let it bring you down, Matt. We’ll check in on 

him on Monday when we get to Ohio. I think he just needs 
some space right now. He’ll be fine, eventually,” Lina said 
as she sat up and stretched her limbs, still sore from the 
seven-hour drive they had just finished. Their directions 
had said it was supposed to be only a six-hour drive. 
Those directions never had to navigate the I-495 D.C. 
Beltway.  

Matt nodded and then looked to John, who was 
checking the garment bags in the closet. “Are you and 
Lina going to get changed into costume now?” 

John nodded. “Yeah, if you don’t mind waiting a few 
extra minutes while we change before we head down to 
get our badges.” 

Matt shook his head. “So, what’s you two’s cosplay 
itinerary for the weekend?”  

John smiled. “Today we’ll be Touga and Utena, 
tomorrow it’s Jinnai and Deva, and on Sunday, it’ll be 
Shinji and Misato.” 

“Not Rei or Asuka?” Matt asked, looking toward Lina. 
“I’m not wearing a plugsuit!” Lina said with a sinister 

glare. John shuddered in fear, remembering a very heated 
conversation with his girlfriend when cosplay plans for the 
con were first discussed. Matt, seeing Lina’s reaction, 
wisely let the matter drop. 

“What about the fourth set of garment bags?” Matt 
then asked. 

John got a slightly crazed gleam in his eye. “Those 
are for the Saturday Masquerade. They’re a surprise.” 
Matt simply nodded, and again, wisely let the matter drop. 
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John reached into his pocket, pulled out the small 
envelope with the hotel room key cards, and distributed 
them between the three of them. Matt pocketed his room 
key. He then grabbed his hat from off the desk and placed 
it on his head. “Lady, gentleman, shall we?” 

“The con awaits,” John confirmed with a smile. 
“And it won’t know what hit it,” Lina said with a laugh. 
 
 
The elevator returned the trio back to the lobby level. 

It was the early afternoon and more convention attendees 
were now arriving in the lobby, walking alongside large 
luggage dollies loaded with not only suitcases, but wig 
stands, VCR’s, extra TV’s, various video game systems, 
and even sewing machines and dressmaker’s dummies. 

People milled about the lobby, some were likely 
waiting for friends to finish checking in, others were 
waiting to meet up with people, and some were obviously 
not here for the convention, judging by the confused 
expressions they wore as they walked about and saw the 
convention attendees. 

“Registration is only one level below. We’ll take the 
stairs down,” John said as he led them past the escalator 
where several people were crowding to get on in favor of 
the more traditional stairway. 

As the three of them stood at the top of the stairs, 
they finally got a good look at the entire three-level atrium 
and, with it, the convention itself. It was as if a manga 
printing press had exploded. Characters ranging from the 
classics like Gatchaman, to the more contemporary 
Dragonball and Sailor Moon, to even one woman dressed 
as Nurse Washu from Tenchi Muyo were walking about, 

stopping to pose for pictures, waving hello to friends, and 
going in and out of various rooms. 

Matt had been to sci-fi conventions before and had 
known that people liked to dress up for them, but this was 
something different. Even his research on anime cons 
prior to leaving did little to prepare him for this. There was 
different energy here -excitement and anticipation almost 
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crackling in the air. In his mind, he could hear a familiar 
tune from his childhood, and he closed his eyes. “Hold 
your breath. Make a wish. Count to three…” Matt said 
barely above a whisper. 

  
Do you see? 
Can it be? 
It’s a world 

Of pure Japanimation 
Take a look 

And you’ll see 
Joyous Otaku exultation 

 
It’s so fine 
In this line 
Waiting for 

Our three day registration 
What awaits us 

Will defy 
Explanation 

 
If you want to buy anime 

Simply hit the dealers room 
I hear it will open soon 

Have lots of cash on hand? 
Watch it all 
Go vroom… 

 
There is no 
Life I know 

That compares with 
Pure Japanimation 

Sailor suits 
And colored hair 

In every 
Direction. 

 
If you want to watch anime 

Simply look at any screen here 



 

   174 

Sub and dub fans will both cheer 
And Friday night’s the big 

Eva Movie 
Premiere 

 
There is no 
Life I know 

That compares with 
Pure Japanimation 

Being here 
I now see 

Where I truly 
Wish to be… 

 
“Matt, are you… humming?” Lina asked, giving him 

an odd look. 
Matt snapped alert, suddenly aware of his 

surroundings again. "I’m sorry, what?" 
"Humming?" Lina asked again. 
"Was I? Sorry, must’ve zoned out there for a moment. 

Come on, let's get our badges," Matt said, to which the 
other two nodded and began to head down the steps. Matt 
shook his head a few times. Now, where the hell did THAT 
come from? Matt asked himself, still confused. 

Meanwhile, in the deep recesses of Matt's 
subconscious, a penguin wearing a purple top hat and 
coat, along with an entire penguin symphony orchestra, all 
fresh from a recent holiday, gave a bow to an entire 
theatre full of well-dressed penguins who were applauding 
their performance. The penguin in the top hat caught a 
bouquet of roses and fish thrown his way and proceeded 
to take another bow. 

Back outside of Matt's subconscious, Matt felt a tap 
on his shoulder. It was John, who grinned and said, “Hey, 
Matt.” 

“Yes?” 
“Now, we have arrived at Otakon." 

 
*        *        * 
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After a rather lengthy wait in the registration line for 
their badges, the trio walked about the convention levels, 
taking in the early sights and sounds of the convention. As 
they walked, John and Lina were stopped for photo 
requests by other convention attendees. 

Matt, who had decided to stick with John and Lina for 
time being, politely stood off to the side, checking the 
contents of the plastic bag the con staffer gave him as she 
handed him his laminated badge. Inside were a printed 
schedule, a floor map, a program book and about a dozen 
or so promotional fliers for anime distributors and retailers. 

Matt studied his convention badge. It was laminated 
and a small chain was looped through a small hole in the 
upper left corner. On it was a picture of Asuka Langley 
Soyru wearing her form-hugging red plugsuit, which had 
been one of the six picture choices available for the 
badges this year. 

From what Matt could tell, the characters available for 
the badge pictures were chosen based on various things 
going on at the con, such as specific events or guests. 
Matt, being a fan of Evangelion, chose the Asuka badge. 
After looking through the program, Matt assumed Asuka 
was an option because her English voice actress was a 
guest this year and the con was also showing a special 
viewing of The End of Evangelion, which was rumored to 

be finally getting its American release in the not too distant 
future. 

“So, where to first?” Matt asked when John and Lina 
were finished. 

“Well, the dealers room will be opening in a few 
hours, so the line is going to start building soon. Me and 
Lina are thinking of heading there first,” John stated as he 
replaced his badge over his head because he had taken it 
off for the photos. 

“Well, I think I’ll stick with you two for a little while at 
least, if that’s okay with you,” Matt said. 

“Sure, the more the merrier,” Lina said with a smile. 
“Hey! Is that Jinnai?!” a voice shouted from above. 
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John instinctively looked around and gave a hearty 
laugh when he saw the source. “Danny! Dommi! I didn’t 
know you two were coming!” 

From up above, looking down over the atrium railing, 
was a Asian man in his early twenties with his hair tied in a 
ponytail and a young woman with dark brunette hair. They 
gave an enthusiastic wave and then made their way 
toward a nearby escalator. 

When the new pair had joined the old trio, the man 
gave John a hearty pat on the back while Lina and the 
woman, identified as “Dommi”, gave each other a warm 
embrace. “I didn’t know you guys were going to be here. 
You should’ve told us!” Danny said. 

“I did! I posted on the mailing list that me and Lina 
were coming along with Jay. Didn’t you see it?” John 
asked. 

“Oh, that’s on me, man. Between my job and school, 
I’ve barely had time to sleep, let alone keep up with the 
mailing list. You should’ve emailed me directly,” Danny 
said, slightly embarrassed. 

“I hear ya,” John said with a sympathetic nod. 
“Mailing list?” Matt asked, feeling slightly left out. 
“Oh Danny, Dommi, this is Matt. He’s crashing with 

us. He’s a friend of ours from back in Massachusetts,” 
John introduced. 

“Hi,” Danny said extending a hand. 
“Hello,” Matt responded, shaking first Danny’s and 

then Dommi’s hands. “So, you’re all part of a mailing list?” 
“Cruel Angels Mailing List. It sorta came together on a 

whim after the last con. We all met last February at 
Katsucon and we started swapping emails and we ended 
up forming the list to help everyone plan cons and stuff,” 
Dommi explained. 

“Do you know who else is here?” Danny asked. 
John nodded. “Well, Chuck, Johnny, Kris, Mike, Val 

and Terry should all be here by this evening. Khourey, 
Jen, Danny T, Holly, and Steph weren’t able to make it. 
Johnny, Chuck, Kris, and Mike are going to be in our 
sketch for Saturday’s masquerade.” 
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“Sweet! Lookin’ forward to it. Well, we’re going to see 
if we can find any of the others. We’ll see you around,” 
Danny said, and with a wave, he and Dommi departed. 

John, Lina, and Matt started walking again. John 
checked his map and pointed in the direction of the 
dealers room. 

“So, you guys got a pretty big group of con friends?” 
Matt asked. 

Lina gestured with a tilt of her hand and a nod. “It’s 
kinda like a snowball rolling down hill. Some of the 
members we know more than others. John and I met Kris 
and Mike first cause they were doing the couple’s cosplay 
thing, too. Through them we met Chuck and Johnny, and 
through them we met Danny, Dommi, and the others, and 
it just kinda kept building from there.” 

 “Still, to form an entire mailing list after one con, 
that’s pretty incredible,” Matt said, feeling a little like an 
outsider. 

Lina noticed this and gave Matt another smile. “Just 
wait, Matt. I think you’ll be surprised. By the time this 
weekend is over, you probably won’t just bringing back 
some anime merchandise. You’ll probably be bringing 
back a few new friendships.” 

Matt gave her a doubtful look, shrugged, and turned 
to John for a second opinion. 

John grinned. “Dude, you know I’m never going to go 
against her in a discussion. If she says you’re going to 
make new friends, you’re probably going to make new 
friends.” 

“I still doubt it, I’m not going to be out there grabbing 
attention like you guys.” 

“Think the snowball is trying? It just sorta happens,” 
Lina stated confidently. She then gave her head a light 
shake, clearing the hair of her pink wig out of her eyes. 

“In any case, speaking of anime merchandise, let’s 
get into the line for the dealers room before it gets so long 
that it’s outside.” John stated, picking up his walking pace. 

Matt turned to Lina and asked nervously, “Outside?” 
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“He’s kidding,” Lina reassured. Then, after a pregnant 
pause, she added, “I think.” 

 
  
This line was not so fine. Matt had been standing in it 

for two hours now and while semantics were no longer 
killing him, anticipation and his feet were doing a fair job of 
it. 

Matt rocked back and forth on his heels and toes, 
trying to ease the pressure. It wasn’t helping. He then 
looked back to John and Lina who were standing behind 
him in line and asked, “Is it going to be this bad all 
weekend?” 

John shook his head, his red Touga wig flopping in 
front of his left eye. “No, it’ll be much easier to get in later 
today or tomorrow afternoon.” 

“Then, why are we standing here waiting for it open?” 
Matt asked incredulously. 

“Because getting in when it first opens means you get 
a crack at harder to find merchandise, like rare art books 
and CD box sets. The dealers don’t exactly keep huge 
stocks of that stuff, so once that stuff is gone, it most likely 
won’t be there for the rest of the weekend, unless a dealer 
happens to be local and also happens to make trips back 
their store for additional merchandise,” John explained. 

Matt nodded in understanding. “Ah.” 
Lina looked up from her program. “I’m sorry, Matt, we 

should’ve asked if there was anything you were looking 
for. We’re hunting down some hard to find CD’s and 
there’s an art book I saw online that I want to see if I can 
track down here so I don’t have to pay international 
shipping costs. If you’re not looking for anything 
particularly rare and you want to go explore the con before 
coming back when the line’s more manageable, we can 
meet up later.” 

Matt shook his head. “No, I’m good now that I 
understand. How much longer till it opens?” 

Suddenly there was loud cheer from up at the front of 
the line. “I’d say, off the top my head, right now,” John said 
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with a broad grin. The line began to move steadily toward 
a set of double doors. 

After about ten minutes of moving at a shuffling crawl, 
they came to the entrance, where two tired-looking staffers 
in black Otakon staff t-shirts sat. They gave them a 
cursory glance to see if they were carrying backpacks or 
large handbags. John held up his laminated badge and 
Matt did likewise, holding Asuka up for inspection. The 
staffers nodded and motioned them through the doors. 

When they crossed the threshold, they entered 
another world - a world of eclectic sight, sound, and even 
smell. At least a dozen different anime theme or Japanese 
pop songs could be heard blaring throughout the room. 
Giant displays of anime wallscrolls fluttered ever so 
slightly from the air-conditioned breeze being pumped into 
the room. Matt even detected the sugary sweet smells of 
various Japanese confections and snacks. 

Matt just stood there for a moment, unable to decide 
which direction to move, what to look at, or even what to 
say. He was in awe. 

“So, what do you think?” John asked. 
“My god, it’s full of… merchandise,” Matt managed 

finally state with reverent awe. 
“Let’s go shopping,” Lina said with a loud clap of her 

hands. She turned right and began a circuit around the 
room. John followed behind her, consulting a handwritten 
list he had pulled from his pocket. 

For a few additional moments, Matt still stood there, 
awed by where he was. “So… beautiful…” was all he 
managed to mutter before Lina came back for him and 
helped him get moving again. 

 
 
 

Zankoku na tenshi no you ni 
Shonen yo, shinwa ni nare... 

 
For the twelfth time that afternoon, “Cruel Angel’s 

Thesis” could be heard from the PA speakers mounted 
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near the DJ table as Matt walked into the Karaoke Lounge 
that had been set up on the level below the Hyatt 
Regency’s lobby. The room contained several large round 
tables with about ten seats placed around each. Since the 
con’s opening, the lounge had become a de facto place to 
stop, have a sit, and take a break from the rest of the con, 
even if you had no intention of getting up, going to the 
front of the room, and singing. 

Matt looked around for a moment, seeing that several 
of the tables were occupied with groups of would-be 
singers and other general con-goers. He then spied an 
empty table off in a far off corner away from the speakers’ 
deluge of music. Matt set his plastic bags down and 
crashed down on a chair. On the table were a couple half-
full pitchers of ice water and several plastic cups. Matt 
took one such cup, assuming it was unused as it was part 
of a small upside down stack, and poured himself a cup of 
icy cold refreshment. It wasn’t ice tea, but it was cold and 
wet and that was pretty nice right now. He took off his 
black fedora, briefly fanned himself with it, then returned it 
to on top of his head. Even with the hotel’s air-
conditioning, the humidity was beginning to intrude itself 
on the convention. 

It was Saturday afternoon and the con had settled into 
its groove. The initial burst of excitement and ecstasy that 
had been set off by the opening ceremonies and the 
dealers room opening, had now subsided into a sense of 
nerd contentment, buzzing in the air like so much 
background noise. People were out and about, enjoying 
the things that they traveled to Arlington to enjoy – 
socializing, watching anime, cosplaying, and commerce. 
Maybe especially commerce. 

Matt sipped his water contemplatively. He eyed his 
bags and sighed. This place… this place was pure evil. 
Well, it was to his willpower, at least. He had come back 
up from the bottom level where the dealers room was and 
had just completed his fifth circuit through the brightly 
colored wallet-slaying nirvana. Row upon row, table after 
glorious table, each overflowing with anime temptations, 
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both domestic and imported. VHS tapes, OST’s and other 
CD’s, model kits, art books, and non-flipped imported 
collections of bound manga! It was all there, alluringly 
calling him back again and again. 

Devastatingly, he couldn’t buy too much of it. Well, he 
could, but really, he shouldn’t. The reason wasn’t even 
that he didn’t have the money for such frivolity. In fact, he 
actually had a rather large cache of, well, cash for just the 
purpose of buying anime merchandise. That money, 
however, was destined to be spent elsewhere. That 
money was meant for Akihabara, and in only two short 
weeks, he’d be there. Now, if only he could resist the wiles 
of that damned dealers room for another day and a half. 

Matt reached into one of his bags and pulled out three 
translated paperback manga collections. He then removed 
two subtitled VHS tapes from another. Yes, he was saving 
himself for Akihabara, but that didn’t mean he planned to 
deprive himself completely. After all, he wasn’t made of 
stone. Besides, he had already managed to rationalize this 
purchase to himself. The books were for the long flight to 
Japan. As for the tapes, well, he was going to have to 
spend three days in Iowa before NOAC, so he obviously 
was going to need some entertainment. That was only 
logical. 

That sound reasoning was also how he justified his 
other four purchases of manga and videos during his prior 
four trips into the dealers room. Of course, those 
justifications only held water if he actually managed to 
locate a VCR for his hotel room while in Iowa, and also if 
he had the willpower to resist reading the books before he 
got on the before mentioned plane. Matt sighed again. If it 
wasn’t one temptation, it was another. 

“Mind if I take a seat?” a voice asked. 
Matt looked up from his purchases. Standing a few 

feet away next to one of the seats was a ninja. The ninja 
was dressed in a black shinobi outfit, though it was rather 
elaborate and probably not very historically accurate. 
Combined with the black pants and top were plastic shin 
guards as well as arm gauntlets, both painted to appear as 
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steel. A multitude of belts and straps were wrapped 
around the ninja’s arms, legs, and chest, each holding 
various wooden prop shuriken, throwing daggers, and 
other small weaponry. The outfit was topped off with a 
large black hood and black face mask that obscured the 
identity of the wearer except for a few locks of blonde hair 
that dangled lazily in front of a pair of steel blue eyes. Matt 
noted that the ninja was relatively tall, had a slim build, 
almost gangly even, relatively thin arms and legs, and with 
almost no real definition in terms of either muscle tone or 
curves. 

“Sure, take any one you want,” Matt said with a nod 
and gesture of his hand. 

The ninja took a seat two chairs away from Matt and 
sighed in relief. “Thanks. These sandals can be murder.” 
Due to the mask, the ninja’s voice was muffled slightly, but 
Matt definitely heard a countertenor or contralto quality in 
it. He just wasn’t sure which it was. 

Matt nodded and returned to examining the books. 
After a few moments of silence, the ninja broached him 
again. “Hey, mind if I ask you a question?” 

Matt set the books down and shrugged. “Sure. What 
did you need?” 

The ninja appeared to be studying Matt for a moment 
and then asked, “What are you from?” 

Matt blinked dumbly. “What?” 
“What series? You’re not Zenigata or Jigen, at least I 

don’t think so. I’m guessing something from the ‘70s 
judging by the fedora, but I’m honestly at a loss.” 

Matt blinked again. “I’m not following you.” 
“Your cosplay. What series are you cosplaying from?” 

The ninja asked. 
“I’m not… I’m not cosplaying,” Matt stammered, 

surprised. 
It was the ninja’s turn to blink. “Really?” 
“Why do you sound so shocked by that answer?” Matt 

asked defensively. 
“It’s August in D.C. and it’s like ninety degrees outside 

in the shade. You’re wearing a dress shirt, tie, black trench 
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coat, and black fedora. I assumed that no sane person 
would dress like that in this heat unless they were 
committed to their cosplay,” the ninja answered matter-of-
factly. 

“Says the ninja covered head to toe in black in same 
heat,” Matt answered dryly. 

“At least my outfit is mostly cotton. It breathes. You 
gotta be sweltering in that getup,” the ninja countered. 

“You get used to it,” Matt stated defiantly. He then 
raised an eyebrow and looked at the ninja with dead 
seriousness. “Besides, who said I was sane?” A moment 
later, he couldn’t help himself but crack a grin. 

The ninja began to chuckle. Matt found it infectious 
and joined in. Soon the pair were laughing harder than 
they had intended, bringing a few glares from people at 
the front of the room trying to listen to the current singers 
belt out “Kon’ya Wa Hurricane!” yet again. The pair settled 
themselves quickly and regained their composure. 

The ninja tried to stifle further giggling. “Sorry, about 
that. Seriously though, you’re not just messing with me, 
are you? You’re really not cosplaying as anything?” 

Matt politely shook his head. “It’s okay. No, I’m not 
messing with you. The only thing I’m cosplaying as is Matt 
Atanian, Massachusetts Otaku.” 

The ninja nodded and extended a hand to Matt. “Chris 
Romanov, San Franciscan ninja.” 

Matt took the hand and gave it a firm handshake. 
“Nice to meet you, Chris. I’m assuming that’s your real 
name and not a character I’m unfamiliar with.” 

“Yeah. I’m not brave enough to try cosplaying in 
public as an actual character, though some of my club 
members keeping asking me to join in their group projects. 
I told them that a ninja outfit was as far as I would go. I 
mean, seriously, some of those outfits defy physics, plus 
who wants their picture plastered all over the internet? At 
least as a ninja, I can claim plausible deniability that any 
pictures that might show up later are actually of me,” Chris 
explained. 
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Matt nodded in understanding and in mild surprise at 
the candid revelation. “Is this your first con?” 

“On this side of the Mississippi. Our club has done a 
few smaller ones back home, but this is our first time on 
the east coast. You?” 

“I’ve done a few sci-fi cons before, but this is my first 
anime con,” Matt answered, trying to hide his 
embarrassment at being a relatively newbie. 

Chris chuckled a little, good-naturedly. “What do you 
think so far?” 

“Expensive and too damn tempting,” Matt admitted. 
Chris laughed. “Yeah, that about sums it up. You 

couldn’t imagine what it was like trying to wrangle cheap 
airfare for five people. With that, badges, and hotel, our 
club’s budget for next year is already shot, thought that’s 
probably not going to be a problem for too much longer. 
You here by yourself?” 

Matt shook his head. “No, I got a ride down and am 
sharing a room with two friends from back home. Another 
friend was supposed to come down with us, but he had to 
cancel at the last minute.” 

“Where’re your friends at?” Chris asked. 
Matt shrugged. “They’re off doing the couple cosplay 

thing. They’re showing off their Jinnai and Deva costumes 
and meeting up with their sketch group for tonight’s 
cosplay competition.” 

Chris arched an eyebrow. “Your friend wouldn’t 
happen to have a really convincing Jinnai laugh, would 

he?” 
Matt narrowed his eyes. “Yeah… why?” 
“I think I saw them about fifteen minutes ago 

downstairs. Your friend had about fifty cosplayers bowing 
at his feet as he demanded their unwavering loyalty as his 
new army of devoted slaves. He’s good,” Chris answered. 

Matt chuckled and rolled his eyes. “Well, he’ll be at 
that for about another forty-five minutes to an hour. I really 
wish Jason would’ve come. It would’ve been nice to hang 
out with someone I knew while the crazy couple got their 
cosplay on.” Matt then realized what he said in front of his 
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conversational companion. “Sorry, I didn’t mean it to 
sound like I didn’t want to talk to you.” 

Chris waved a dismissive hand. “Nah, It’s cool. I got 
what you meant. Why’d your friend bail on the trip?” 

Matt contemplated whether to answer before deciding 
it was okay. “He and his girlfriend broke up. Kinda messily 
from what I hear. We thought he should’ve come, try to 
forget his troubles a little, y’know? He said he didn’t want 
to forget his problems and we let it be at that.” 

“Ah, I can relate a little to unhappy endings,” Chris 
said a nod. 

Matt caught a definite hint of something there, and 
decided to try and change the subject. “So, you’re here 
with your anime club?” 

Chris nodded. “Yeah. Samuel Clemens High Anime 
Club. Current membership: five members. Chris 
Romanov, president. Go Fightin’ Prospectors. Rah Rah 
Rah,” Chris said flatly. 

“That’s some school spirit there,” Matt commented. 
“They’ve tried to kill our club ever since it was 

founded. Our old president used to have knock down drag 
out shouting matches with the faculty every few months 
when they tried to take away our club status and give our 
space to the Knitting Club or the Macroeconomics Club or 
something ‘more educational’ as they love to put it,” Chris 
explained while performing the “finger quotes” gesture. 

“Sounds like your old president was pretty passionate 
about the club,” Matt commented. 

Chris nodded. “Yeah, she was. When we were both 
freshmen, she helped found the club. Next thing I knew, 
she was dragging me off to meet the other members and 
before I could say no, I was one of them. She’s practically 
unstoppable when she has her mind set on something. 

“We’ve never been a big club, but we’ve worked hard 
to make it respectable, actually trying to promote an 
understanding of Japan through their pop culture. Yeah, 
we do events like cosplay photo shoots, video game 
tourneys, and anime viewing parties, but we do that 
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alongside things like tea ceremonies, kabuki viewings, and 
even calligraphy. 

“Still, it doesn’t matter. The damned teachers still 
label us as ‘those weird kids who watch the big eyed, 
crazy hair cartoons’ and then they try to disband the club. 
Meanwhile, anyone who can run fast, throw a ball, or hit 
someone gets carte blanche to do whatever they want. 
Yeah, cause that’s reeeeeeeaaaaaal educational there,” 

Chris said bitterly. 
Chris’ eyes closed and a sigh escaped through the 

face mask. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to rant there. It’s just I 
kinda get myself worked up sometimes about it. I really 
shouldn’t focus on that while I’m here. This is supposed to 
be a good time for the club. Probably the last hurrah.” 

Matt’s expression changed to one of concern. “What 
do you mean?” 

Chris sighed. “It’s no secret that Megumi, our former 
president I mean, well, she was pretty much all that stood 
between the our club’s continued existence and oblivion. I 
don’t know how she was able to do it, but she always got 
the school to back down from shutting us down, and we 
kept going. School starts again in a few weeks and, as 
president, I have to make the applications for the club for 
another year and for another year, they’ll try to deny it. 
Without her making their lives hell, I’m pretty sure they’ll 
win.” 

“Wait, I thought you said she founded the club when 
you were both freshman. Isn’t she still in the club? Why 

can't she still help you fight for the club?” Matt asked, 
confused. 

“She moved away last winter.” Chris then went silent 
and Matt swore he thought he saw a tear well up in Chris’s 
eye. 

Matt squirmed a little. “I’m sorry. If this is an 
uncomfortable subject, we can talk about something else.” 

Chris gave a few shakes of the head. “Nah, it’s okay.” 
“Were you… close?” Matt asked cautiously. 
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Chris sighed. “We were. But then she told us she was 
moving away, and it didn’t…” Chris sighed again and 
looked away, “It didn’t end well.” 

“That’s… that’s pretty… um… Sorry,” Matt managed 
to stammer out. 

Chris gave Matt a confused look and then gasped. 
“Oh… wow. Oh my god, I’m so sorry. I mean, geez, I just 
met you and here I am dumping all my problems on the 
table and into your lap. I’ve just felt so comfortable sitting 
here talking that I didn’t even think twice about it. You 
must think I’m like some kind of freak.” 

Matt waved his hands in negative. “No, no, it’s okay, 
it’s okay. I kind of understand what you mean. It’s nice to 
sit here and geek out a little without feeling like you’re 
getting weird looks every two minutes. It kind of puts you 
at ease, like you’re surrounded by old friends, even if most 
of them are strangers.” 

Chris nodded, still slightly embarrassed. “But still, I 
am sorry.” 

“It’s okay, Chris,” Matt reassured. He then returned to 
the previous subject. “Have you heard from her since she 
left?” 

Chris gave a sad shake of the head. “No. I thought 
about emailing her a few times, but…” Chris then 
shrugged. “I don’t know.” 

“I see,” Matt said with a slight nod. 
Chris then chuckled quietly. “Actually, she’s kinda the 

reason we’re even here.” 
“Oh?” 
“Yeah. She always said she wanted to organize a 

club trip to one of the big cons away from home. She kept 
saying that she would do it before she graduated. Of 
course, after she left, I found out that she named me her 
successor as club president so I guess that task along 
with a host of other things fell to me, though not without its 
own drama, let me tell you. 

“Eventually, I got everyone together and said that with 
everything that may happen with the club come the next 
school year, if we’re going to go out, then we’re going to 
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go out on a high note. We worked to raise the money, get 
the permissions, and somehow we made it here. She 
might not be here with us, but at least we can say that we 
accomplished what she wanted the club to do.” 

“Good for you guys,” Matt said sincerely, at which 
Chris nodded appreciatively. “You think you guys might be 
able to save the club?” 

Chris gave a half-hearted shrug. “To say I’m 
pessimistic is an understatement. Unless we pull off some 
sort of sponsorship from a prominent faculty member or a 
business in the community or something else, I think 
they’ll axe the club. I’m not going to give up the ship, 
though. I’m going to do my best and fight for the club. 
That’s what she’d do. Maybe a miracle can happen.” 

“Don’t discount miracles. I’ve seen some pretty 
impossible stuff over the last year,” Matt encouraged.  

Chris nodded again. After a moment, Chris’ eyes 
betrayed an inspired expression. “Hey, you got an online 
presence?” 

“You mean like email and stuff? Yeah, I do,” Matt 
answered. 

Chris pulled out a folded up flyer that was stuffed in 
the outfit’s pockets, proceeded to unfold it, and then began 
writing on the back. “We do a newsletter for the club. It’s 
mostly about the club and our activities, but we also do 
write ups on new shows and stuff about Japan. I’d like 
send ya a few issues and maybe keep in touch to let you 
know what happens, is that cool?” 

Matt nodded. “I’d like that, actually.” Matt accepted 
the paper that had Chris’s email address on it. He tore a 
clean portion of paper off the bottom and began writing 
himself. First he wrote his email address. After a few 
moments of staring at it, he then nervously decided to 
write an additional web address. He handed the new scrap 
to Chris. 

“Sakuranbo@aol.com?” Chris stated for confirmation. 
Matt nodded in affirmation. Chris then looked back the 
paper. “What’s this address marked as ‘NGBS?’” 
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“Ah, that. I don’t know if you’re interested, but I do 
some fan-fic in my spare time. If you like that sort of thing, 
I’d love any feedback that you or your club could give,” 
Matt said, slightly embarrassed. 

“Neat. We love fan-fics. One of our members, Casey, 
writes a Tenchi Muyo ‘what-if’ series over at fanfiction.net. 
What’s yours about?” 

“Um… Neon Genesis Boy Scouts,” Matt admitted 

after a long pause. 
“Sounds… interesting. I’ll be sure to give it a long look 

over,” Chris promised. A moment later, Matt watched as a 
beautiful teenager with a long bright red wig and a blue 
and white sailor fuku outfit with black arm gauntlets walked 
over to the table and up to Chris’ seat. 

“Chris, there you are. I was looking for you,” the 
newcomer, who Matt recognized as dressed as A-ko 
Megami from Project A-ko, chided. A-ko proceeded to take 

a seat in Chris’ lap, then a moment later, turned Chris’s 
head away from Matt. Matt realized that Chris’ face mask 
was being tugged down by A-ko and he then saw why – A-
ko gave Chris a kiss, on the lips presumably. When it was 
finished, A-ko stood up from Chris’ lap, grinning broadly 
and devilishly triumphant. 

“Dammit, Sam!” Chris stated with an annoyed tone, 
while quickly standing up in surprise, fixing the face mask 
feverishly while doing so, and returning it to its proper 
placement before turning back toward Matt. Matt could 
see obvious reddening starting to form on Chris’ face. 
“Matt, this is my very um… affectionate friend, Sam,” Chris 
said, gesturing toward A-ko and trying to not appear 
flustered. 

Matt stood up and politely extended a hand toward 
Sam. “Hello.” 

Sam walked over to Matt, beamed, and cheerfully 
said, “Hiya!” Sam looked down at Matt’s hand, still 
extended , then looked back up at Matt and grinned. 
“Here, hold this a second…” 

A moment later, Sam kicked a leg upward in front of 
Matt, while wrapping both arms around the back of his 
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neck. Matt instinctively caught the leg, embarrassingly 
realizing that the A-ko costume’s socks only went up to the 
knee and he was holding smooth, bare thigh. Sam then 
planted a kiss on Matt’s left cheek. 

“SAM!” Chris gasped, aghast. 
Sam twirled away and laughed. Giving a mock 

pouting expression, Sam groaned, “You’re supposed to 
take a picture when I do that, Chris! It’s no fun if you don’t 
do your part!” The teenager then casually took a seat, 
satisfied at the reaction the kiss had garnered. 

“I’m president of the club, not your accomplice!” Chris 
stammered loudly. “Don’t involve me in your little games! 
AND especially don’t involve total strangers!” Chris then 
turned to Matt. “I’m so sorry, Matt. Sam is… well, Sam is… 
um…” 

Matt retook his seat. “It okay. No harm done,” he said, 
still wearing a slightly stunned expression. 

Sam grinned. “See, Chris, no harm done.” Sam said 
with an innocent eyelash flutter. 

Chris sighed in defeat and retook the seat next to 
Sam, making sure to be firmly between the teenager and 
Matt. “Sam, what are you doing here, anyway? I thought 
you were going to go to the Kodocha viewing downstairs 

with Terry and Casey,” Chris asked tiredly. 
Sam suddenly jumped up and turned to Chris, 

excitedly. “Oh yeah, I almost forgot! Chris, I got like big, 
big news. Like crazy big! Like the biggest big thing in the 
history of bigness.” 

“Sounds big,” Matt commented offhandedly. 
“Okay, I’ll bite. What’s up?” Chris asked, still annoyed. 
“Well, I had heard rumblings Friday in the halls and I 

decided to investigate. Turns out that they have DBC out 
here in D.C., too! It’s going down at 2 AM tonight!” 

“What’s DBC? Is that like a new series or something?” 
Matt asked, grabbing his schedule from one of his bags 
and not seeing anything named DBC at 2 AM listed in any 
of the viewing rooms.” 

Sam looked at Matt with narrowed eyes. “Sorry, we 
can’t talk about it. We’re sworn to secrecy. Come on, 
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Chris, we gotta tell Vikki, Terry, and Casey! We have to 
defend the club’s honor!” Sam then started pulling on 
Chris’ arms like an excited child. 

Chris looked to Matt. “Sorry, looks like I’m being 
summoned to go be presidential. It was really cool 
meeting you, Matt.” 

“It was nice meeting you. I hope everything turns out 
okay for your club,” Matt said sincerely. 

“Thanks, Matt. I really appreciate that.” 
“I hope we run into each other again before the con 

ends,” Matt said. 
Chris stopped and first looked to Sam, then turned to 

Matt, as if studying him. “I think we will. If something 
happens, however, and we don’t, I’ll email you as soon as 
we get back to San Fran to I’ll send you those old 
newsletters.” With that Sam dragged Chris away, leaving 
Matt alone at the table once more. 

Matt returned to his bag of purchased booty and 
wondered if he’d be breaking his self-promise if he only 
read just one chapter. Perhaps, maybe two? His 
concentration was broken by a loud commotion entering 
the room. Matt looked up from his manga to see what it 
was. 

Several con-goers in various costumes marched into 
the room, loudly chanting “JIN-NAI! JIN-NAI! JIN-NAI!” 
Behind them, several more cosplayers entered, carrying 
John upon their shoulders. John gave an evil cackle as he 
sat upon his human palanquin. 

“Hi, Matt,” a voice said behind him. 
Matt whipped his head around and saw Queen Deva 

of the Bugrom, or rather Lina dressed as Queen Deva of 
the Bugrom, standing there. She must have came in 
through the door on the other side of room to avoid the 
mass of people who had converged at the front of the 
room. “Lina, hey. What’s going on?” 

“We’ve lost him,” she said sadly. “He belongs to them 
now. Or rather, I guess it’s more accurate to say they 
belong to him. We might never get him come home at this 
rate.” 
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“Having fun, then?” Matt asked. 
Lina took a seat and poured herself a cup of water. 

After a long sip, she smiled. “A blast. I guess, I don’t mind 
sharing him for one more day. But his slaves are NOT 

coming with us to Ohio. How about you? You having fun?” 
Matt nodded. “Yeah. I think I am beginning to 

understand why John and Jason talk so fondly about 
conventions.” 

Lina nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah, I didn’t understand it 
much until they took me to one last February. Now I think I 
do.” She then gave Matt a smile. “Just wait until the 
Masquerade.” 

“I look forward to it.” A moment later, the room was 
filled with trademark cackling as John was now standing at 
the mic stand that had been set up for karaoke. The 
previous singers had deferred to their new ‘god’, at which 
point John then broke into “Seifuku-ou Jinnai Katsuhiko” to 
the raucous approval of the room. 

 
 
It wasn’t until late in the afternoon on Saturday when 

Matt would see John and Lina again, albeit very briefly. 
The Masquerade was not scheduled to begin for another 
couple hours, so Matt decided to return to the room to 
drop off his purchases for the day and to take a short 
breather from the con itself in the quiet sanctity of room 
531. 

Matt had not had dinner yet, but the plan was for Matt, 
John, Lina, and several of their mailing list friends was to 
go catch a late dinner down the street after the 
Masquerade and awards ceremony were completed. 
Matt’s stomach rumbled slightly, and he knew he was not 
going to last that long with only a peanut butter sandwich 
from six hours earlier tiding him over, so he decided that a 
quick batch of coffee pot ramen wouldn’t leave him too full 
for dinner down the road. 

As Matt walked down the hall toward their door, he 
caught a glimpse of John. He was running right at him, 
carrying a garment bag behind him, and wearing an 
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expression that could be described as “frenzied” at best 
and “full blown panic mode” at worst. 

“HiMattByeMattCan’ttalknowsorry…” was all Matt 
could make out as John blew past him. Matt stood there 
for a moment and blinked. He then shrugged his shoulders 
and continued on his way. 

Another moment later, a blur that might have been 
Lina, also carrying a bulky garment bag and trying to 
prevent a very beautifully styled lavender wig from falling 
off the polystyrene head she carried in her other hand. Her 
conversation was much shorter and it mainly sounded to 
Matt like “outtawaysorrybyeohmygodwe’re…” before she 
vanished down the hall and was out of earshot. 

Matt again stood in the hall for the moment, blinked a 
few more times, then once again shrugged his shoulders, 
and was on his way. 

Cosplayers…he thought to himself with an amused 

shake of his head. He was sure that there was a story 
behind what he just witnessed. He was also sure that 
there was a packet of chicken ramen and a container of 
4C iced tea powder sitting on the desk in their room. Since 
he was confident that the former was not immediately 
forthcoming, he was more than happy to focus on the 
latter. 

Fifteen minutes he was sitting in a chair with his feet 
propped up on the desk, happily slurping chicken-flavored 
ramen noodles, calmly sipping perfectly mixed iced tea, 
and casually flipping through a volume of Mermaid’s 
Forest. 

At this moment life was, it could be said, good. 
 
 
From what Matt could tell, the Saturday night 

Masquerade had been a rousing success so far. The 
costumes were wonderfully crafted and the sketches, for 
the most part, were well-done with only a few falling flat in 
the humor department. Matt found himself often switching 
between amused chuckling and doubling over in his seat 
from laughing. 
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Matt was particularly enjoying the sketch he was 
currently watching for a few reasons. The first reason was 
that it featured several cosplayers dressed as characters 
from one of his favorite video game series. He guffawed 
as several characters, who had been the protagonists in 
previous installments, were currently making several thinly 
veiled and rather pointed comments about the most recent 
installment's protagonist in regards to the ludicrous size of 
his sword and what that implied about certain other 
"aspects" of his "personality." 

The sketch came to an end when the two female 
protagonists from the current installment stepped in and 
tried to defend their spiky-haired friend by loudly proclaiming 
"Hey, it's not the size of the sword that matters, it's the 
power of the Limit Break!" The crowd roared with laughter 
and the cosplayer dressed as poor Cloud was forced to run 
off stage in mock tears. The lights darkened and the 
audience applauded heartily and sincerely. 

As house lights came back up, the emcee for the 
evening walked up to the podium that had been set up at 
the far right side of the stage and spoke into the 
microphone. An amplified voice came from the speakers 
to either side of the stage as the applause died down. 
"Well, now I know what to tell my girlfriend the next time 
she complains about the size of my 'personality,'" the 
emcee said with a wry smirk. The audience laughed at 
that and gave a short round of applause. The emcee 
waited for the applause to die down before continuing. 
“That was Final Fantasy Follies. “Next up is El Hazard: 
The Y2KJ Problem!” 

That was the second reason Matt had enjoyed the 
previous sketch. Having learned the order of sketches 
from John and Lina after they came back from the 
rehearsal earlier in the day, he knew that his friends were 
coming up on stage next, and he was eager to see what 
they had come up with. 

The lights darkened and the applause for the 
announcement died down, save for a few random laughs, 
giggles, and one "Woo!" 
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From out of the darkness, a voice started speaking. 
Matt recognized it as John’s. “We stand here today on the 
precipice of a new era. A time of great change and of what 
some may believe will be cataclysmic shifts in our way of 
life. To this I say ‘YES!’, for we are not merely on the dawn 
of a new decade or even a new century, no we are on a 
dawn of a new Millennium.” 

There were a few random cheers, but mostly the 
audience was in rapt attention. John’s voice began to build 
to a fevered delivery. “But forget what you know, feeble 
slaves of mine! For this new era will not be known as ‘Y2K’ 
as you’re so fond of calling it. No, I say this new era shall 
be henceforth called ‘Y2KJ’ for today begins the true new 
millennium, the Katsuhiko Jinnai Millennium!” 

A moment later, several strobe lights went off and the 
houselights came up slowly, revealing John standing, 
arms spread and his back to the audience, at center 
stage. Gone was his traditional Jinnai suit. In its place was 
an entire suit covered with blue sequins, complete with a 
silver dress shirt, and red sequined tie. On his back, in 
large, white sequined letters were the characters “Y2KJ”. 

The audience cheered loudly and John, like the 
messianic character he was portraying, ate it up. Standing 
behind him, in stiff attention was Lina, now dressed as the 
beautifully tragic Ifurita, holding the Power Key Staff that 
Jason had designed and built for the con. 

Matt turned his head to his left and saw Danny and 
Dommi each clapping and cheering enthusiastically. He 
had run into them while heading the the line for the 
Masquerade, and as they were all going out for dinner 
together afterward, had invited him to join them during the 
show, which he appreciated as it made the long wait in 
line much more tolerable by having someone to chat with. 

Up on stage, John lowered his arms and took a 
purposeful step forward. He then broke into one of his 
longest and most epic patented Jinnai laughs ever. The 
audience again cheered, trying to egg him on to be louder 
and even more crazed. 

“Hold it right there, Jinnai!” Another voice shouted. 
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From the left side of the stage, several of John’s 
friends appeared. Matt had been briefly introduced to them 
on Friday evening. There was Mike, who was playing the 
role of Makoto. He was originally supposed to play 
Fujisawa, but when Jason cancelled, he volunteered to fill 
in. Playing Fujisawa instead was their friend Chuck, who 
had managed to find a pretty close replica of his blue track 
suit. He drunkenly stumbled on stage. Behind him was 
their friend Val, a beautiful African-American girl who was 
playing the role of Miz Mishtal. 

Mike stepped forward. “You’re not ruling anything 
today, Jinnai!” 

“Oh?” John say evilly. “Well, let’s see what my 
companion has to say to that, hmmm?” 

Lina stepped forward and pointed the business end of 
the staff at Mike. Mike took a step back. “Ifurita, no! How 
could you obey that psychopath?!” 

John cackled again. “You fools! This is a new and 
improved Ifurita! This one won’t betray me, even if I lose 
that stupid staff!” 

“What?! How?” Mike asked, shocked. 
“Because I registered her and filled out the warranty 

card!” John then broke into a fresh bout of laughter. The 
audience for their part laughed at John’s line. John then 
turned to Lina and ordered, “Now Ifurita, destroy my 
enemies once and for all!” 

Lina stiffly walked to the front of the stage, turned to 
Mike, Chuck, and Val and then said, in a monotone voice, 
“Error finding target file. Abort, Retry, Fail?” 

“What?!” John shouted, aghast. “Destroy them!” 
Lina again deadpanned, “Error finding target 

file. Abort, Retry, Fail?” She then slowly turned her head 
toward John and asked, “Would you like to send an error 
report?” The audience chuckled. 

John stamped his feet in fury and then turned to 
offstage right and screamed, “Tech Support Slave!” 

A moment later, John’s friend Johnny came out, 
dressed like a member of Best Buy’s famed “Geek Squad” 
and started looking over Lina, poking her a few times in 
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the arm, tapping her head, making various “hmm’s” and 
“aha’s.” After a few moments of this, he looked to John. 
“Yeah… looks like your demon god has to be upgraded to 
be Y2K compliant. We’re gonna have to take her back to 
the shop for a few days, probably upgrade her RAM, 
maybe purge the hard drive. Y’know, tinker around a bit.” 

“What?! Are you freakin’ kidding me?! How am I 
supposed to conquer the new millennium without a demon 
god!?” John barked. 

Johnny put his arms out as a shield. “Whoa, whoa, 
whoa, there chief. We’re gonna set you up with a 
temporary loaner demon god. Just as good. Should hold 
you over just fine for a couple days,” Johnny said calmly. 
He then looked at Lina again and turned back to John. 
“Maybe a couple weeks. A month, at most.” 

John threw up his hands in the air in frustration. “Fine! 
Send her in! At once, Tech Support slave!” 

Johnny went offstage and a moment later reappeared 
wheeling a mover’s dolly. Riding on it was a girl wearing a 
red tights, a black and grey tunic, and a long black wig. 
Johnny unloaded the new girl, whom Matt realized was 
Mike’s girlfriend, Kris. He then walked over to Lina, lifted 
her up and placed her on the dolly and wheeled her away. 
A moment later he walked back over the still unmoving 
Kris and pretended to ‘wind’ her up with a mockup of her 
key staff. After winding her up, Kris still didn’t move, so 
Johnny nudged her with his hip and Kris jumped to life. 

“Yes, Master! What is your first order, Master, whom I 
am belonging to, because you are my master, master,” 
Kris said, perky and literally bouncing with ditzy 
excitement and giving a few enthusiastic salutes as the 
crowd laughed at her antics. 

John cackled again and looked to Mike, Chuck, and 
Val again. “Ifurita Version 2.0, destroy the idiot who always 
causes me to fail!” 

Kris looked to Mike and then back John. “Master, are 
you sure?” 

“Yes, you ditz! Shoot the idiot!” John screamed. 
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Kris again looked really unsure. “Are you really sure, 
Master?” 

John started jumping up and down, stamping his feet 
in emphasis. “YES! SHOOT THE IDIOT! SHOOT THE 
IDIOT! SHOOT THE IDIOT!!!” 

Kris shrugged her shoulders. “Okay, you’re the boss, 
chief.” She then pointed her staff at John. A moment later, 
more strobes went off from behind the stage, causing the 
audience to jump in their seats. 

John, for his part, sold the “laser blast” like he’d just 
been shot by a howitzer. He’d flung himself backwards 
nearly six or seven feet and kicked his legs up in a comical 
mockery of a death rattle. 

Chuck walked over to the “unconscious” John and 
grabbed him by the back of the collar and started dragging 
him off the stage. “Maybe you should start planning for 
Y3KJ because you’ll be spending the next millennium in 
detention…” 

As John was dragged off stage, the lights once again 
went off. 

For a moment there was silence. Another moment 
passed and the place erupted in thunderous applause and 
raucous laughter. Even as the lights came back on and 
the emcee walked back to the podium, the applause 
continued. The emcee, for his part, tried to continue over 
the noise. “That sketch was brought to you by Katsuhiko 
Jinnai, the official despot for the new millennium. Ok, that 
was El-Hazard: The Y2KJ Problem. Next up is A Funny 
Thing Happened On the Way to Iscandar. 

 
 

It was a little after midnight when the trio returned to 
their room. They had just come back from a late dinner at 
a small diner they had been told about that was off Crystal 
Drive a few blocks down the road from the hotel. Lina had 
changed from her Ifurita costume before they headed out, 
but John was still wearing the spangled suit, blinding 
everyone who looked his way. 
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Dinner had been pretty good, even offering items that 
appealed to Matt and his rather "refined" palate. When 
they had came back through the hotel lobby, they could 
hear the pulsing throb of the rave going on some three 
stories below. After a quick stop at Mike and Kris’ room to 
retrieve their garment bags, they decided to return to their 
own room to plan their next move. 

John held his garment bag with his left hand and with 
it slung over his shoulder. In his right hand, he held a 
beautiful certificate that declared that the CAML cosplay 
team were in fact the winners of the Best Performance 
award. They had lost the overall Best in Show prize to the 
Final Fantasy Follies group, which Matt could understand, 

seeing as they had a cast of nearly double John’s team 
and their costumes were quite fantastic. Still, the Best 
Performance award was nothing to sneeze at. Matt could 
tell that John and Lina were very proud of it, and he could 
tell how touched John was when the rest of the team 
insisted that John keep the award certificate. 

“Good meal,” Lina commented. 
“Yeah, might have to stop again for dinner Sunday 

night and try something else off the menu,” John added. 
“Great show, guys,” Matt congratulated. 
“Thanks, Matt. Glad you enjoyed it. Next year, you’re 

gonna have to join us up there. Matty, too! And Jay! He 
can’t be heartbroken forever,” John said. 

Matt could only shake his head good-naturedly. 
“There is not enough money on this earth to get either me 
or Matty up there in cosplay,” Matt assured. 

“What about liquor?” John asked, half-jokingly. 
“And how often have you seen either of us drink?” 

Matt retorted. 
“Ooh, I like a challenge,” Lina stated coyly. 
“Wait, which are talking about? The liquor or the 

cosplay?” Matt asked, worriedly. 
“Who said anything about ‘or’?” Lina said with a 

giggle. 
“Well, we’ll have at least six months to work on the 

two of you before Katsucon,” John affirmed. 
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Matt bit his lip slightly, but said nothing. The three 
came to their door and were surprised to see a note stuck 
to their door. Holding it to the door was a yellow sticky 
note with crudely drawn shuriken on it. 

“What’s this?” John asked as he pulled the note down 
and looked it over. After scanning the entire page, he 
began read aloud. “To Lord God Jinnai and his guests. 
You are cordially invited to join our esteemed organization 
this evening/morning at two in the AM in the Regency 
Ballroom. This is not actually an invitation and your 
presence is required. Do not tell anyone of this note. 
Signed, DBC.” 

“DBC?” Lina asked. For a moment, Matt struggled 
with why that sounded familiar, but was drawing a blank. 

“Fans perhaps?” John hypothesized. 
“Pushy fans then,” Matt commented. 
“Do we have any other plans tonight? I mean there’s 

the small gathering in Danny and Dommi’s room, but I 
don’t think that will keep us there all night. I gotta admit, 
my curiosity is piqued.” John looked to Matt and Lina. 

“I’m game,” Lina said with an approving nod. “But if 
we see any sacrificial altars or hear any chanting, we’re 
outta there.” 

“I’m with her,” Matt added. 
“Okay, but if I miss out on a group of scantily clad 

virginal women who are there to worship me, I’m going to 
be very cross,” John said with a grin. 

“If there’s a group of scantily clad women who are 
there to worship you, you won’t be the only one who’s 
cross,” Lina said with a sinister gleam in her eye. 

“I retract my previous statement,” John said nervously 
and then proceeded to walk into their room. 

“Good boy,” Lina said as she followed, leaving Matt to 
close the door behind them. 

 
 
The Regency Ballroom was quiet. The Saturday night 

rave had ended an hour earlier. Around the outer edges of 
the room, stacks of chairs ten high on large metal dollies 
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sat, most likely awaiting hotel staff or teamsters to rebuild 
Main Events in the morning before Sunday’s events 
began. 

Due to the absence of chairs, the ballroom took on a 
vast cavernous feel. As Matt entered the room, alongside 
Lina and John, he mentally noted how much larger the 
room now felt without a few thousand people crowding in 
to watch the masquerade. 

Matt also noted that they were not alone when the trio 
walked into the room. There were several other groups of 
people milling about. Some were dressed in cosplay 
costumes, including a few who had participated in the 
masquerade competition. Others were dressed as if they 
thought the rave to still be ongoing - club gear and 
glowsticks dangling around their necks, arms, and any 
number of other places. Most people, however, had 
chosen to dress casually and comfortably for the evening 
and were wearing an assortment of jeans, shorts, khakis, 
and geeky themed t-shirts. John and Lina had both 
removed their costumes by now and were dressed thusly. 
Matt was still wearing his shirt, tie, black trench coat, and 
black fedora. 

As Matt looked around, he noticed that there were two 
moods in the room – either confusion or anticipation. Many 
people Matt walked by looked slightly unsure what exactly 
they were doing there. Matt wondered if they too, like his 
group had, received a mysterious summons from the even 
more mysterious “DBC.” Others, however, wore the smug 
expressions of people who were in on some great secret, 
eagerly waiting for the big reveal. 

Matt turned to John and Lina. “So, you guys are in the 
know when it comes to cons, any idea what this is about?” 

John and Lina both shrugged. “Don’t know. 
Apparently we must’ve done something to earn an invite 
though,” John hypothesized. 

“Like win Best Performance in the Masquerade?” Lina 
said with a knowing smile and a nudge of the elbow to 
John. 

“Maybe,” John said with a proud grin. 
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“Well, I hope they tell us soon,” Matt said, trying to 
stifle a yawn. It was now hitting him how long of a day it 
had been. 

Suddenly, as if dictated by Matt’s request, the lights in 
the ballroom went out. Murmured concerns could be heard 
in the blackness. They were quieted by an unusual sound. 
THONK… THONK… THONK… A rhythmic sound, like the 

beating of a drum, echoing throughout the room. The 
sound of rubber and air hitting the ground over and over. 
THONK… THONK… THONK… 

Suddenly the lights came back on. Matt blinked a few 
times, his eyes readjusting to the light. When his vision 
came back into clear focus, Matt saw the source of the 
noise. Standing on the stage was a young man in in his 
mid to late twenties wearing black cargo shorts and a 
black T-shirt with the image of Rei Ayanami on the front. In 
his left hand, he held what appeared to be a black rag or 
towel. With his right hand, he continued to bounce a blood 
red rubber ball. The THONK… THONK… THONK… 

sound continued to echo throughout the room until he 
palmed the ball and forced it to stop bouncing. 

The man panned the ballroom from his place on the 
stage and smiled. He held both hands out, like an emcee 
or a circus ringmaster and loudly proclaimed, “Honored 
Alumni and invited initiates, Welcome.” He then paused 
and savored the moment before continuing, “To Dodge 
Ball Club.” 

This was followed by a few “Yeahs!” “Yays!” and even 
a “Woooooooooo!” For the most part, however, there was 
a new wave of hushed confused murmuring. The Emcee 
“ahem’ed” loudly to draw everyone’s attention back to him. 
He began to pace back and forth on the stage, like a 
general addressing a large force. “I will now explain the 
rules of Dodge Ball Club. Learn these rules and keep them 
dear in your hearts. The first rule of Dodge Ball Club is you 
do not talk about Dodge Ball Club.” 

The Emcee paused and let that rule sink in before 
continuing his pacing. “The second rule of Dodge Ball 
Club is YOU DO NOT TALK ABOUT DODGE BALL 



 

   203 

CLUB!” he shouted for emphasis. This was met with 
solemn nods from several participants who apparently 
were familiar with these sacred edicts. 

The Emcee nodded in approval and continued, “The 
third rule of Dodge Ball Club is that if this is your first time 
at Dodge Ball Club, you WILL play Dodge Ball. Do you 
accept these rules?” 

There was a collective cheer from both alumni and 
initiate alike. The Emcee smiled and then he looked down 
from the stage to four people also wearing black shorts 
and shirts and nodded. The four people each pulled out a 
roll of blue painters tape from their pockets and they 
dispersed throughout the room. Each took a section of the 
room started applying tape to the carpet. Matt studied this 
for a moment and realized that they were laying down 
lines that were going to form a giant square in blue tape 
on the ballroom floor. 

“As my compatriots build our arena, I will now explain 
the supplemental rules for actually playing dodge ball as 
per the Official Dodge Ball Club constitution. The blue 
square being constructed is the official play area. At the 
beginning of each match, you will have sixty seconds to 
decide if you wish to participate in the round. If you choose 
not to, you must vacate the square. Those standing in the 
square when the match begins shall be considered legal 
targets. 

“When a fellow player strikes you with the ball you are 
eliminated and must vacate the square until the match is 
over upon which a new round will begin and you may 
reenter. If a player throws a ball at you and you succeed in 
catching it, the player who threw the ball is eliminated 
instead and they must vacate the square. Play will 
continue until only one player remains who will declared 
the winner of the round and thus a place of honor in our 
official score record. 

“Now, alliances, temporary truces, and partnerships 
are allowed and even encouraged. Some of you are 
probably already forming strategies to work together and 
claim victory. Some of you may even think that if you 
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outlast almost all your fellow competitors and are one of 
the last two or three players left before being eliminated, 
that this might be construed as some sort of achievement. 
Allow me alleviate you of that sad misconception. At the 
end of the match only one player can be named the 
winner and therefore anyone not a winner is officially 
recognized as a loser. Helping your friends claim victory 
only means that you are a helpful loser.” 

The Emcee then tossed the ball down from the stage 
to one of his partners and turned his attention to the black 
fabric object in his other hand. “And to help facilitate 
healthy competition between all players, especially those 
who try to build victory on the backs of partnerships, we 
have this.” He then held up the black fabric with both 
hands and allowed it to unfurl for all to see. 

It was a black t-shirt. From its size, Matt guessed it 
was at least a XXL or even XXXL. Matt then winced when 
he saw what the shirt had splashed on its front. In a vast 
array of day-glo colors that so defined the late eighties and 
early nineties were the words “I ♥ NKOTB”. 

The initiates gasped which in turn brought an evil 
smile from The Emcee. “This shirt was found at a Goodwill 
store in 1993 and it has not been washed since. It is 
imbued with the sweat, tears, and possibly blood of 
dozens, maybe hundreds, of losers . This shirt is a 
punishment and most certainly not an honor. If you are the 
last person eliminated then while the winner may gloat his 
or her victory over everyone else, you will be forced to don 
this garment, whereas you will then be photographed to 
preserve your shame for posterity. Furthermore, you will 
be forced to wear the shirt during the next match whereas 
you will only relinquish it when someone else has earned 
this mantle of dishonor. If you wish to avoid this fate you 
only have two options – get yourself eliminated early or 
win the whole damn thing. Does everyone understand 
these rules?” 

The crowd answered an enthusiastic affirmation. The 
Emcee clapped his hands in delight and shouted, “Then 
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let Dodge Ball Club Otakon ’98 commence! First match 
begins in sixty seconds!” 

Immediately people rushed to the large square and 
conversed amongst themselves in pairs and small groups 
as the countdown commenced. 

“Okay, I just like to state for the record, the phrases 
‘ew!’ and ‘gross!’ come to mind,” Lina deadpanned. 

John grinned. “Gotta admit, it’s an interesting 
motivator.” 

“You force me to wear that thing and you’re walking to 
Ohio,” Lina stated flatly. 

“Might be worth it, John,” Matt commented. 
Lina turned to Matt gave him a menacing one-eyed 

glare. “You’ll be keeping him company, Matt. Just 
remember that.” 

Matt turned to John. “Sorry, I think you’re on your own 
out there.” 

“I understand,” John said with resignation. 
“Don’t worry, Ms. Ifurita, they won’t get the chance,” a 

familiar voice stated from behind the trio. 
Matt turned around and smiled. Standing there was a 

familiar ninja, still dressed in black. Behind Chris were four 
more ninjas, each wearing similar hoods and face masks, 
though their shinobi outfits were different colors than 
Chris’. There was a red ninja, a blue ninja, a green ninja, 
and a bright pink ninja. “Chris!” Matt said with a smile. 

“Glad to see you got the invite,” Chris said cheerfully 
and then turned to John and Lina. “Congrats on the 
Masquerade win. Your sketch was awesome.” 

“Thanks,” John said with an appreciative nod. 
“That note on the door, was that you guys?” Matt 

asked. 
Chris nodded and then gestured the other four ninjas. 

“Matt, allow me to introduce the rest of the Samuel 
Clemens High Anime Club. You’ve met Sam,” Chris stated 
at which the Pink Ninja gave a happy wave. Chris then 
gestured to the red, green, and blue ninjas and continued, 
“and this is Terry, Vikki, and Casey.” 
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John, Matt, Lina, and the ninjas all exchanged 
greetings and handshakes amongst themselves. Chris 
kept close to Sam to prevent any further impulsive acts of 
affection from the pink ninja. 

“Good luck, everyone,” Chris said sincerely. 
“You too!” Matt replied. 
“Match one… BEGIN!” The Emcee shouted and he 

took the ball from his cohort and slammed it against floor, 
sending it flying into the air toward the vicinity of Matt’s 
group. 

Several people, including Chris, leapt upward to try 
and snag the ball as it descended. The black ninja’s height 
was an obvious asset and Chris came down with the ball 
firmly in hand. Immediately other players scrambled away 
from the ninja holding the ball. Chris then held the ball out 
and pointed it at John and Matt. “Sam Clemens High 
Dodge Ball Ninja Squad, your president has an official 
declaration. For the rest of the evening, Lord Jinnai is 
worth fifty points and the guy in the fedora is worth a 
hundred!” 

The other four ninjas nodded in obedience and then 
dispersed into the crowded play field. Matt and John 
looked at each other then back to Chris, who they could 
tell was obviously smiling behind the mask. John looked to 
Lina, who was grinning evilly and cracking her knuckles. 
Matt suddenly realized that every pair of eyes were on 
them. Matt and John looked at each other again and said 
at the same time. “Eep,” before proceeding to duck a red 
rubber ball flying at their heads. 

 
 
Two hours later, the thirteenth and final match was 

proceeding toward its conclusion. John and Lina had 
already been eliminated and were sitting on the floor 
against one of the ballroom’s walls, observing the bout 
and shouting encouragements to Matt. 

As a group, they had not done too badly. Lina had 
actually won the third match, having eliminated both Matt 
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and John in the process. The woman was a tenacious 
competitor, as they quickly learned. 

Matt’s personal score was something of a mixed bag. 
He’d eliminated his fair share of players, but had yet to win 
it all. In the seventh match, he had managed to last into 
the final three, only to be double-teamed by the other two 
players who then proceeded to square off against each 
other. 

At least no one in their group had been forced to wear 
that wretched shirt. When he had last seen it, the man 
wearing it was dripping sweat from the constant activity 
and thus the shirt looked quite moist and therefore even 
more horrifying. 

Matt tucked and rolled away from another shot, his 
hand desperately trying to keep his beloved hat from flying 
off, his black trenchcoat flapping with the movements. 
When he regained his footing, he surveyed the situation 
again. 

A girl in a green school uniform was busy being 
eliminated with a clean shot in the back. Matt look around 
and realized that if the girl had been eliminated, then he 
once again was one of three players remaining. He also 
knew who the other two remaining players were, having 
made it a point to keep track of the whereabouts of his 
personal bounty hunters. 

“I had a feeling we’d end up here,” Chris said, with the 
ball spinning at the end of the black ninja’s finger. 

“Hey, no fair, Chris! I’ve been trying to snag those 
hundred points all night!” Sam pouted. 

Matt looked to his left and saw that the pink ninja, 
Sam, was circling around to get behind him. Chris stood in 
front of him, holding the ball. He knew he was being 
pincered. He had to give the S.C.H.A.C. credit. They had 
shown fantastic teamwork the entire game. 

Matt knew what Chris was waiting for. Once Sam was 
behind him, the black ninja was going to unleash a shot at 
him. If Chris missed when Matt ducked or dodged the ball, 
Sam was going to snag the rebound and nail him from 
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behind while he was prone. His only hope was to even the 
odds, but how could he do that? 

Eying Sam in his periphery, Matt was struck by 
inspiration, or perhaps it was just suicidal insanity 
disguised as inspiration, as the two could often be 
mistaken for one another. “Hey Chris, hold this a second!” 
Matt shouted. In one fluid movement, he pulled his 
beloved coat off his torso and he flung it towards Chris. 

“Holy Shit! Someone finally got him to actually take 
his coat off!” John shouted in surprised delight. 

Matt ignored him. As he flung the coat, he turned his 
back on Chris and bolted toward Sam in a full on sprint. 
Matt could see in Sam’s surprised eyes that this was the 
last thing the pink ninja had been expecting Matt to do. He 
had to time this perfectly. 

“Chris, take him out!” Sam shouted past Matt. Still 
somewhat startled by the coat distraction, Chris quickly 
regained composure, took a step forward, and let fly with 
the ball. Matt’s instincts kicked in and he dropped down 
into a baseball slide along the ballroom’s carpeting. At the 
moment, he was grateful that he was still wearing full 
length pants as opposed to shorts or the rug burn might’ve 
been something awful. With Matt sliding directly at Sam, 
the pink ninja jumped up to avoid a collision. In the 
process of avoiding Matt, Sam had stopped paying 
attention to Chris and more importantly the ball, which 
proceeded to bounce off Sam’s back with a resounding 
thonk! 

There was a cheer as the pink ninja was eliminated. 
Matt knew he couldn’t focus on that as he looked from his 
sliding position on the floor to see where the ball was 
going so he could hopefully retrieve it. He then grimaced. 
After the ball had nailed Sam, it bounced high and 
backward into the air… 

…right back toward Chris, who was running right for it. 
A moment later, Chris leapt and snagged the ball from 

mid-air and, before landing again, had whipped the ball 
towards Matt. Matt’s momentum had stopped and he 
found himself lying prone on the ground. His gambit had 
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failed. With nothing left that he could do, he threw his 
hands and arms in front of his face and waited for the ball 
to eliminate him, resigned to his moist boy band fate. 

Thus ended Dodge Ball Club for Otakon 1998. 
 
  
“That cannot be hygienic,” Lina commented as she 

watched Matt slip on the shirt. 
“I think I can feel it moving,” Matt added. He then took 

back his fedora from John who had been holding it as Matt 
slipped the shirt over his head. Placing it upon his sweaty 
scalp, he then retrieved his coat and slipped it over the 
shirt. If he was going to do this, he was going to do this 
right. 

“Great game, Matt. If I hadn’t gotten a lucky bounce, 
I’d probably be standing where you are now,” Chris said 
sincerely. 

“Lucky, my foot! He cheated!” Sam whined, arms 
crossed in a sulk. 

Terry, Vikki, and Casey each came up from behind 
Sam, gave the pink ninja a vigorous set of affectionate 
noogies, and proceeded to walk the pouting, protesting 
teenager away. 

“Congrats on winning the last match. Let it be said 
that you have, as the kids might put it, ‘mad dodge ball 
skillz,” Matt said with a sheepish grin. 

Chris nodded and then yawned. “Well, it’s after four 
AM, and we need to check out by eleven, so we’re going 
to try and get at least a couple hours sleep before we pack 
up.” 

“You flying home tomorrow, er, I guess I mean 
today?” Matt asked, realizing it was now Sunday. 

“Yeah. We have a two PM flight out of Ronald 
Reagan direct to San Fran. So we most likely won’t see 
you tomorrow before we leave. We’ll be pretty much 
getting up, packing, checking out, and then catching the 
shuttle to the airport.” There was a thoughtful pause and 
then Chris spoke again, “It was really great meeting you 
guys. Thank you.” 
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“Likewise, Chris.” Matt then extended a hand in 
friendship. 

A moment later, Chris took the hand and embraced 
Matt in a friendly hug. Then the black ninja turned away 
and walked toward the ballroom’s exit. 

“Rematch next year?” Matt called out as he watched 
Chris walk away. 

Without turning around, Chris gave a wave and 
shouted back, “Just try and keep us away.” Then Chris 
exited the room leaving only John, Matt, Lina, and the 
remaining organizers of Dodge Ball Club who waited for 
them to finish their goodbyes before approaching Matt with 
a camera. 

“Any words of shame and regret that you would like to 
be included with your entry into our not so illustrious Hall 
of Losers?” The Emcee asked as he handed the red 
dodge ball to Matt. 

Matt lined up at the wall, held the ball out like a 
Shakespearian actor holding Yorick’s skull, and stood 
proud and defiant, in direct contrast to the previous 
wearers of the shirt who were sure to try to look as 
dejected and defeated as possible for their photos. The 
Emcee smiled and began snapping pictures. Matt looked 
into the camera and proudly proclaimed, “I have no 
regrets.” 

  
 
The three of them had returned to their room after 

Dodge Ball Club had been dismissed. While they each 
now had been awake over twenty hours, none of them felt 
like turning in for the night just yet. 

So Lina dug into her bag and pulled out a bottle of 
gourmet sake and proposed a nightcap. Matt kinda 
begged off, but Lina was very insistent and by “insistent” 
she poured three cups worth, shoved one into Matt’s 
hand, and ordered, “Drink the damn sake, Matt.” 

A few moments later, they were reclining on their 
beds, wearing their sleepwear, and sipping warm sake 
from the small ceramic cups that Lina also brought. The 
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small ceramic sake bottle rested in a coffee pot full of hot 
water, keeping warm. 

Matt sighed. What he really wanted was a nice, cold 
glass of iced tea, but he supposed he could tolerate Lina’s 
alcohol. While he wasn’t particularly fond of liquor or sake, 
he at least had some familiarity with it from his and 
Carolyn’s not very successful attempt to slowly consume a 
bottle on their own. Lina had only brought a small bottle 
anyway, maybe enough for one or two cups each, 
certainly not enough to get intoxicated, or at least he 
hoped so. 

“Okay, maybe I have one regret,” Matt said as he 
sipped his sake. 

“What would that be?” John asked quietly. Lina’s 
head rested in his lap. She had given up the ghost shortly 
after the first round and she was now snoring lightly, her 
empty cup resting on nightstand between the two beds. 

Matt looked to John and then back to his cup. He 
debated with himself on what he would say next. Would he 
confide in John about his regrets at not being able to give 
Sarah a real goodbye before he left for Japan? Would he 
apologize to John and Lina for not telling them that he, 
and by extension, Matty were going to be leaving for 
Japan for who knew how long? Would he reveal just how 
nervous he really was about all the things he was about to 
face in the near future? 

Then he remembered Líng Rén’s warnings about 
revealing to anyone outside their immediate family where 
they would be going or why. As much as he wanted to tell 
his two friends, he worried more that it would put them in 
danger. 

“Matt?” John asked after Matt had been 
uncomfortably silent for a minute. 

Matt broke from his introspection. He smiled and 
finished his cup with a gulp. “Oh, nothing. Just the alcohol 
talking.” 

“You’ve only had one,” John pointed out with a 
skeptical look. 

Matt grinned. “Told you that I don’t drink.” 
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John rolled his eyes and chuckled. Lina continued to 
snore quietly. 

A moment later, both men squinted in mild irritation as 
a shaft of painful light peeked into the room from the 
direction of the window. From outside, a tiny yellow ball 
began to creep up from over the Eastern horizon. Matt 
shielded his eyes and squinted. “Is that… is that the sun?” 

John looked at the alarm clock sitting on the 
nightstand. It was just slightly before six AM. “I do believe 
that it might be.” 

“I think it might be time to turn in,” Matt stated. 
John nodded and lightly tapped Lina on the shoulder. 

He lifted her head and blinked wearily. Without saying a 
word, she rolled off John and crawled under the covers on 
the other side of the bed. “I think we concur,” John said as 
he turned off the lamp on the nightstand table. 

Matt stood up and closed the heavy blinds, casting 
the room into darkness. As they did not have to check out 
until Monday, there was no need to set the alarm. He then 
crawled into his own bed, curled up under the covers, and 
within moments was unconscious. 

It was 11AM on Sunday and Matt found himself 
walking about the atrium. He had slept a little over four 
hours before awakening. Not wanting to completely sleep 
the final day of the con away, he had forced himself out of 
bed, back into his trench coat and hat, and quietly strolled 
back down to convention floors. 

It was quiet, Matt noticed. There were still lots of 
people about, but there seemed to be a much different air 
about the convention this morning. The dress was much 
more casual and there were fewer cosplayers. Most of the 
faces had dark circles under the eyes, most likely a 
product of two days’ sleep deprivation and/or possibly 
from being hung over. 

But most tangible was this feeling, this pervasiveness 
you could call it, of resignation. The con was coming to an 

end. Oh, there were still people going in and out of panels 
or video rooms, rushing toward the dealers room, and 
conversing amongst themselves, but the actions carried 
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an air of finality. This was going to be the last panel, the 
last viewing, the last chance to spend money in the 
dealers room, the last chance to swap emails or phone 
numbers, and the last chance to make promises to “keep 

in touch.” Now, there were bags to be packed, rooms to be 
cleared out of, check-outs to complete, bills to be paid, 
shuttles to catch, and flights home to take. 

Matt took a seat on a small padded bench near a 
railing, looked about him, and reflected. It had only been 
two days prior that the air was filled with the pure 
electricity of anticipation. The anticipation of all the fun to 
be had, of the new shows to watch, of all the things to buy, 
of meeting new friends, of the memories to be made, and 
the pleasure in knowing that when Friday ended, there 
were still two more days of it to enjoy. Now Sunday was 

here and all that was mostly in the rear view mirror. Fun 
had been had, new shows had been seen, things had 
been bought, new friends had been met, and memories 
had been made. 

Matt was happy he got to watch John and Lina dazzle 
the crowd and walk away rewarded for their efforts. He 
was glad to have met Chris, Sam, and the other 
S.C.H.A.C. members, and he looked forward to continuing 
correspondence with Chris. He was even glad he had 
spent way more money that he had intended to. 

He was happy that he got to experience this and that 
he got to do it with friends like John and Lina. This 
weekend was going to go down in his memory as a happy 
time. Three days where he didn’t have to deal with ancient 
curses, or strange martial arts cults, or the overwhelming 
feelings the responsibility he had to his friends and fellow 
cursed Scouts. 

No, this had been three days of overspending, of 
heated but good-natured discussions of subs vs. dubs, of 
an overabundance of caffeine and a lack of sleep, of 
mysterious dodge ball playing ninjas, and of a shirt so foul 
that he still wanted another shower even after the two he’d 

already taken. 



 

   214 

This had been a good weekend. Correction, this had 
been a great weekend. This had been Otakon and, 
Jusenkyo cult be damned, he already decided that he was 

coming back next year. 
Matt stood up and smiled. Yes, he would be back next 

year. Next year, however, was next year. This convention 
was not over yet and he intended to enjoy every last 
second of it. 

He began walking. As he did, a few passersby would 
occasionally nod, or smile, or even say something like 
“Hat guy!” or “Hundred points!” Matt smiled and nodded in 
acknowledgement. Matt realized that, yes, he had made 
memories here, but also just as important, he was now a 
part of the memories of other people and, with much pride, 
he was glad to see that they were most likely happy ones. 

Smiling broadly and contently, he began to whistle the 
melody of “Pure Imagination” quietly to himself as he 

showed his badge to the staff member stationed at the 
door. He then once again entered the dealers room for 
one final stroll through. 

 
 
 
 
 

 



 

   215 

Chapter 8: 
Fast Times at Furinkan High 

or, "America, F*** Yeah!" 
---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Kirstin straightened out the wrinkles in her cerulean 
skirt and smiled as she looked herself over in the second-
hand full-length mirror the sisters had set in the corner of 
their room. She did a quick spin, admiring the lines of the 
light blue jumper and its complimentary white blouse as 
they moved with her. She smiled again and nodded in 
satisfaction. It wasn’t a sailor fuku, but this was a nice 
uniform. It was simple and almost plain in its style. After all 
the craziness that was her life the last several weeks, it 
was good to have at least one thing that was simple and 
plain.  

She sat down at the small table and joined her sisters 
for morning tea. Nicole was wearing an identical uniform. 
After Nicole’s drastic hairstyle makeover during the 
summer, Kirstin had to admit it was nice to once again 
share something identical with her twin. Sarah was 
wearing a pleasant, if conservative blouse and jacket 
along with a full length, royal blue skirt.  

“So, do the uniforms fit okay?” Sarah asked as she 
picked up her cup for another sip between bites from her 
rice bowl. The Porters decided to try and adapt as quickly 
as possible to their host country, which included things like 
adjusting their breakfast customs. “If they’re too tight or 
loose, we can either talk to the school about fixing them or 
see if we can find a tailor to make adjustments.”  

Nicole sipped from her miso bowl and shrugged. 
“Yeah, I guess so. They’re not exactly what I would call 
‘fashion forward’, but they could’ve been worse. They fit 
fine, so at least the school seems to have its act together 
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on things like getting the measurements we gave them 
right.”  

Kirstin smiled slightly. “I think they’re nice. The color is 
very pretty.”  

Nicole shrugged again. “Not complaining, just saying 
that they’re a touch what we would call ‘old-fashioned’ 
back home. Not exactly cutting-edge fashion.”  

“Well, you’re here to learn, not become fashion 
models,” Sarah said with a good-natured tone of 
reprimand.  

Nicole grinned. “Maybe I’m here to do both,” she 
stated matter-of-factly.  

“Oh? I’d thought you’d be more interested in 
strategizing international sales figures than walking up and 
down a catwalk,” Sarah said with mild surprise.  

Nicole held her figure up and smiled. “Hey, when you 
got the total package like me, you work every avenue. 
Maybe I’ll run the boardrooms by day, then strut fashion 
runways by night, and If I get bored, maybe I’ll just have to 
become a pop idol sensation on the weekends.”  

“Maybe we should get through one day of Japanese 
high school before we set the world ablaze,” Kirstin calmly 
stated as she set her empty tea cup down.  

“Oh, I’m in no rush. I know it will be at least a week, 
maybe even two, before I am an international sensation 
taking the business and entertainment worlds by storm,” 
Nicole said with an amused chuckle, which cause all three 
Porters to laugh. 

“Are you ready for your second day of school?” Sarah 
asked, her tone more matronly.  

“Yeah, I think so. “Honestly, today is really like the 
first day. Yesterday we mostly took a tour of the school 
and filled out a ton a paperwork. We didn’t even get to 
meet many of our classmates until the later part of the 
day. Today should be our first real normal day of school. 

We’ll get to have homeroom with our classmates and 
hopefully, things will start to feel normal,” Nicole 
answered.  



 

   217 

“Well, remember that announcement that the principal 
made yesterday. We’re supposed to have some sort of 
special obstacle course today. Everyone we talked to 
yesterday seemed really nervous about that. Remember 
how everyone we met was sure to tell us that they didn’t 
blame us. They were very polite and all, but that was odd,” 
Kirstin interjected politely.  

“Obstacle course? That seems a bit odd,” Sarah 
remarked between dumbfounded blinks.  

“I’m sure it’s nothing. Probably some sort of school 
spirit team building rigmarole. How bad can it possibly 
be?” Nicole dismissed with a roll of her eyes and a wave 
of her hand.  

“I guess so,” Kirstin agreed unconvincingly. One 
lesson she had taken to heart after the last year of her life 
was to never, EVER, ask the dreaded question, Well, how 
bad can it possibly be?  

Sarah checked the watch she wore on the underside 
of her left wrist. “I better get going if I’m going to catch the 
train,” she said as she sat up from the table. “Have a good 
day, girls. Make sure not to be late, okay?” Sarah then 
kissed the tops of both her sisters’ heads while they 
finished their breakfast before heading for the door.  

“No problem on our end, as long as the boys don’t 
hold us up,” Nicole stated with mild annoyance. “I swear 
Bill preens himself more than Neko-chan these days.”  

Sarah nodded in understanding, even though she 
really didn’t. She didn’t want to be late. She gave a final 
smile to her sisters and was gone.  

Nicole turned to Kirstin. “I mean, really. What is with 
him since the summer? Like that outfit he was wearing 
yesterday? Is he some sort of fashion designer’s mad 
experiment?”  

“Maybe he’s just trying to give you some competition 
on the runway?” Kirstin joked. She too had wondered 
about Bill’s rather eclectic tastes in clothing since reuniting 
with the boys in Japan, but she assumed he was just 
going through some bizarre phase.  

Nicole laughed. “Oh, he can only wish.”  
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Kirstin giggled in agreement. “In any case, it shouldn’t 
be a problem now that the boys have their uniforms, 
right?”  

“That’s probably the best thing about them,” Nicole 
said before finishing her breakfast.  

 
 

"These uniforms are the worst!" Hughes grumbled as 
he looked at himself in one of the many full-length mirrors 
that he had set up in his and Gelinas' room at Maison 
Ikkoku. He looked himself up and down again for the 
twenty-seventh time and his frown deepened.  

What he saw staring back at him from the mirror was 
a frowning young man wearing a plain white polo-style 
shirt and a pair of ordinary black slacks.  

There was a knock at their door and Gelinas walked 
over to answer it. He opened it to find Aaron and Mike 
waiting. They, like Hughes and Gelinas, were also wearing 
the same non-descript shirt and slacks combo. "Morning, 
gentlemen," Mike greeted as he walked into the room past 
Gelinas. 

"This cannot and will not stand!" Hughes declared as 
he continued to glare at his reflection in the mirror.  

"What cannot and will not?" Aaron asked and he 
followed Mike into the room. 

"Ignore him," Gelinas stated flatly. "He's been going 
on like that since we got home yesterday and found our 
uniforms waiting for us in our rooms."  

"The uniforms? What's wrong with 'em?" Aaron 
asked, looking down at himself with confusion.  

"Just look at these things! It's a crime against fashion, 
I tell you!" Hughes proclaimed.  

Mike looked at the Aaron and Gelinas, then to 
Hughes. "Okay, they're not exactly going to light up the 
fashion runways of New York, Paris, and Milan, but I don't 
exactly see what's so awful about them," he said with a 
shrug.  

"If I'm forced to wear this getup, I'll look like everyone 
else!" Hughes explained, exasperated.  
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"Well, the term 'uniform' would imply some sort of, 

y'know, uniformity," Mile commented.  
Hughes frowned at Mike and returned his attention to 

the mirror. "Maybe if I widen the collar, flare out the pant 
legs, add a fuscia scarf..." 

"NO!" the other three shouted.  
"Oh come on! How else am I supposed to stand out 

with this drab ensemble?" Hughes whined.  
"We're not here to stand out! We're supposed to be 

hiding from a bunch of people who want to KILL us, in 
case you've forgotten!" Mike scolded.  

"Speaking of which, that's why we stopped by before 
we met up with the twins and headed off to school. There's 
some stuff we need to discuss before we attend that 
meeting with Líng Rén after school that Matt told us 
about." 

"Oh? Like what?" Gelinas asked.  
"Well, it would behoove us to remember that as her 

great grandmother will most likely be attending this 
meeting, none of us should know Perfume, and thus when 
she is introduced to us, we should act as if we're meeting 
her for the first time," Aaron explained.  

“Which makes me feel the need point out something 
myself,” Gelinas interjected.  

Hughes rolled his eyes between glares at his 
reflection. “Of course it does.”  

“Seriously, does no one else find it curious that Líng 
Rén scheduled this meeting at the same place which 
resides the one person whom if she discovers Matt’s alter 
ego, and by extension, our curse forms, would most likely 
kill us for dishonoring, accidental as it may have been, her 
great granddaughter? Seems like pretty strange logic for 
someone who proclaims to be trying to protect us, despite 
moving us CLOSER to our supposed assassins, 
hmmmm? Does no else have any apprehensions about 
this whole venture, and I’m not just talking about today’s 
meeting, but this whole endeavor that is our stay in 
Japan?” Gelinas stated with an annoyed tone, stopping to 
give his three friends a meaningful glare.  
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The other three looked at each other nervously, even 
Hughes managed to look away from the mirror for a 
moment to consider Gelinas’ salient points.  

“Shut,” Aaron began.  
“Up,” Mike continued.  
“Bill,” Hughes finished.  
Gelinas threw his hands up in surrender, shook his 

head is disbelief, and walked toward the exit. “Okay, fine. 
Don’t let the one sane man left in this motley crew stand in 
the way of this quirky adventure and its mad hijinks. I’ll see 
you downstairs.” Bill’s sarcasm hung heavily in the air after 
he left. The other three again looked at each other.  

Mike broke the silence, concern etched on his face. 
“I’m worried about Billy.” 

“We should probably do something,” Aaron 
commented.  

Hughes had returned his attention to his reflection. 
“We could duct tape his mouth,” he remarked as he tied a 
chartreuse ascot around his neck.  

Mike frowned and walked over to Hughes and yanked 
the garish accessory off Hughes’ neck. “No. Just… No.”  

Hughes hissed dramatically at his friend. Hughes then 
noticed something on Mike’s head and he grinned broadly. 
Mike jerked back in surprised shock when Hughes lunged 
at him, only to realize too late that his friend had ripped his 
beloved his red cap from his scalp.  

“Give it back, Hick boy!” Mike commanded.  
Hughes was now standing next to the partially opened 

door, Mike’s red cap clenched in his hand. His grin 
broadened. “A uniform, would indicate some sort of, 
y’know, uniformity. Can’t have this little item making us 
stand out.” He teased as he bolted from the room.  

Mike seethed. “He’s dead,” he declared to Aaron and 
then bolted from the room to give chase.  

Aaron was left alone in the Bill’s room. He sadly 
shook his head. Forget Gelinas, HE was the last 

remaining sane one in this collection of misfits. Well, 
maybe him and Kirstin. Oh, and Nicole and probably 
Sarah, too. Probably.  
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The thought of Kirstin made him grin like a love sick 
puppy. Aaron left the room to head toward the front 
entrance to meet his… friends. 

 
 
Sarah arrived at Maison Ikkoku's front door and 

discovered Matthew Atanian there in the middle of slipping 
on his black sneakers. He looked up as he heard her 
approaching. "Hello," he said, a slight nervousness in his 
voice. 

"Oh, hello," she replied in a tone that caught her by 
surprise when she realized it was a civil one. 

This caught Matt by surprise, too. After all, Sarah had 
been acting most annoyed whenever he saw her over the 
last few days, ever since his "good Samaritan" from 
Akihabara had come up in dinner conversation. Matt had 
been a bit torn over if he should talk to her about it, or just 
let the matter drop and hope it went away on its own. And 
strangely, with the latter option seeming to be occurring, 
he suddenly felt a need to address the former one. 

"Sarah?" 
She paused from pulling on one of her own shoes to 

look at him. "What?" she inquired. 
Matt swallowed. "Um... About the other day, when I 

went to Akihabara?" 
Sarah blinked, unsure what feeling was gradually 

building inside herself as this conversation continued. She 
made no further comment beyond the blink, however, 
instead simply waiting for Matt to continue his statement. 

"The girl who the others saw helping me?" Matt 
offered. Silence remained his only reply, so he cautiously 
continued forward upon this potentially hazardous path. 
"She was just a random helpful stranger I met, who did 
some translating for me in return for lunch. That was all." 

The silence from Sarah continued for a moment and 
Matt's heart sank. Should he have left well enough alone, 
after all? Then Sarah looked back down towards her feet, 
finished slipping on her shoes, and said, "Oh, that? I'd 
forgotten about that. Why should that be a big deal?" 
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She continued looking down at her shoes, because 
she didn't trust herself quite yet to look Matt in the eye. 
Because, for reasons she either couldn't understand or 
didn't wish to admit, Matt's words brought a feeling of relief 
to her. She bloody well had not forgotten about the 

incident in question, and she hadn't known what bothered 
her more: having seen Matt with another woman, or that 
seeing Matt with another woman had bothered her! 

What the hell was wrong with her? 
But somehow, Matt's words now had comforted her. 
She did her best to compose her face into a neutral 

expression, then finally looked up to meet Matt's eyes 
once more. 

"Right," he said to her, a smile cautiously coming to 
his face, "no big deal." 

"Besides," she replied brightly, "you said it yourself. It 
isn't like you're ever going to see her again, right?" 

Matt's expression froze. The smile stayed on his lips, 
but drained from his eyes faster than Kenny's Klondike 
Derby sled. "Right," he said, his tone slightly off. "Said it 
myself." 

Fortunately for Matt, Sarah didn't seem to notice this 
as she had glanced down at her digital watch. "Better get 
to the train station!" she said. 

"Yeah, me to," Matt replied. 
"Good," Sarah then announced. "I'll walk with you." 
"What?" Matt almost yelped. He continued with, 

"You... you will?" 
"Well, why not?" Sarah asked. "We're both headed in 

that direction, so we may as well keep each other 
company for the walk." She opened the door and walked 
most of the way through it, holding the door open behind 
herself. "Well? Coming?" 

Matt smiled and nodded. "Right behind you!" 
 

  
Class 3-C's home room was like any other classroom 

at Furinkan High School. It had rows of desks lined up in 
front of large teacher's desk and long green chalkboard. 
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Nicole and Kirstin had found their assigned desks, which 
were in different rows but right across from each other so 
the two sisters could remain together.  

Around the room, several other students stood or sat 
and idly chatted while they waited for the school day to 
begin. There was a nervous energy in the room as Nicole 
picked up more than a few nervous whispers about what 
exactly the principal was up to this time.  

Nicole sat on her desk and leaned back on her hands, 
while Kirstin sat at her desk with her hands neatly folded 
on the top. Every few minutes another student would 
politely introduce themselves to the twins and the twins in 
return would politely thank them and state how they hoped 
they would have a good semester together.  

Suddenly, the classroom door slid open dramatically. 
At first Kirstin thought that the teacher had arrived. She 
quickly realized that this was erroneous thinking, when 
entered a teenage boy wearing a Kendogi, the traditional 
kendo uniform consisting of a uwagi kimono-like top and 
Hakama pants. In each of his hands he held a fully 
bloomed and expertly cut red rose.  

“I see that the rumors are not false. Indeed we have 
been graced by a beautiful set of Gemini goddesses who 
hail from the land of liberty!” the boy proclaimed.  

“Gemini goddesses?” Nicole asked Kirstin with a 
confused look.  

The boy walked toward the girls. “Allow me to 
welcome you both to our humble yet prestigious institution. 
I am Kuno Tatewaki, age seventeen, president of the 
Furinkan High School Kendo Club, the one known as the 
Blue Thunder of Furinkan, and the scourge of those who 
would use dark magicks to seduce the innocent!”  

“Really now? You don’t say,” Nicole commented flatly, 
sizing the boy up with her gaze.  

The boy then presented each girl with one of the 
roses. Kirstin accepted it nervously, though politely. Nicole 
continued to give the boy a scrutinizing gaze. He looked at 
Nicole and confidently proclaimed, “A token of my 
affections for such a pair of Gemini goddesses.”  
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“Oh my,” Kirstin said quietly in surprise.  
Nicole looked down at the rose in her hands, then 

back at the smug boy in front of her. “Yeah, hate to 
disappoint you, Greased Lightning…” 

“Blue Thunder,” Kuno corrected.  
“Whatever. Doesn’t matter. You’re barking up the 

wrong pair of trees there, Fido. She’s taken and, to be 
frank, your brand of macho bravado just doesn’t do it for 
me. She then placed the rose in the boy’s hair and lightly 
smacked him on the cheek. “So, buh-bye.”  

“I do not understand…” the boy stammered, 
confused.  

“Hey, hey, don’t take it so hard, big guy. It’s just not 
meant to be. It’s not me, it’s you. I already have a vain 
creature that thinks very highly of itself in my life and he’s 
much cuter than you, so if you don’t mind, would you 
politely vacate my personal space?” Nicole said, her 
playful tone doing very little to hide her annoyance.  

The boy’s expression grew angry. For a moment, 
Kirstin feared that Nicole might have pushed him too far. 
“Curses! He’s bewitched you too! This will not stand!!!” He 
shouted. He marched to the classroom door, opened it 
angrily, turned back to the twins with a look that was a mix 
of determination and sadness. “Fear not, my Gemini 
goddesses! I will free you from the same dark magicks 
that scoundrel has used to ensnare you as he has 
ensnared all the fairest maidens of this school. He will 
pay!” He then left, the door sliding closed as dramatically 
as it had opened.  

“What, in the bluest of blue hells was all that about?” 
Nicole asked aloud, hoping someone might clue her in to 
the insanity she just witnessed.  

“Taken?” Kirstin asked Nicole with a pointed look.  
Before Nicole could debate once again her sister’s 

relationship with one Aaron Abdelmaseh, another girl 
walked up to them. Her hair was dark brown, almost 
chestnut, and it was straight with short bangs and was cut 
just short of her chin, much how Nicole had worn hers 
before she cut it last Spring. “I see you met Kuno.”  
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“What’s his deal?” Nicole asked pointing her thumb 
toward the now closed door.  

“Don’t take anything he said or did personally. You 
just had the misfortune to be the newest shiny object to 
attract his attention. Give it a few days, and you'll barely 
notice him. He’s harmless,” the girl answered bluntly. Then 
after a short pause, added, “Well, mostly harmless.” 

“He does seem to be full of, um, confidence,” Kirstin 
commented, staring at the rose she had received.  

“He’s an idiot,” Nicole said dismissively. 
“Hey, don’t be so quick to write him off,” the girl 

stated. “He’s got his good points, too.”  
“Oh really, and those are?” Nicole asked 

unbelievingly.  
The girl grinned. Nicole recognized that grin. She had 

spent years perfecting it in the mirror. “Well, mainly that 
he’s very rich and very easy to manipulate.”  

Nicole matched the girl’s grin with her own. “Oh, now 
that does sound interesting,” Nicole said as she put her 

arm around the girl’s shoulders, and started walking her 
off to a another corner of the room. “Would you happen to 
know exactly how rich and how easy to manipulate?”  

The girl’s grin grew wider as they walked off. “I think 
we’re going to get along just fine.”  

Kirstin watched as her sister and the new girl walked 
away toward a different part of the room. Suddenly alone, 
she returned her gaze back to the gifted rose. Taken? she 

asked herself. 
  

 
The boys found themselves sitting in a small square 

of four seats near the window side of classroom 2-F. 
Hughes turned to those windows and sighed. During the 
summer, he had taken to the habit of napping on 
windowsills in his cat form, happily absorbing that most 
wonderful sunlight that windowsills seemed to attract. 
Being back in school meant no more naps. Hughes sighed 
again.  
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Gelinas turned his seat around to chat with Mike, who 
was sitting behind him. Aaron, who was sitting across the 
aisle from Mike, had moved his chair to join them. Hughes 
continued to stare out the window.  

As the three talked amongst themselves about their 
afternoon plans, the pair of boys who they met yesterday 
walked into the classroom and made their way over to 
them.  

“Good morning!” Daisuke greeted.  
“Hello,” Mike replied.  
“I see you found your homeroom just fine,” Hiroshi 

commented. 
“Yeah. I was wondering where you guys were when 

we got here,” Gelinas said with a nod.  
“Oh, we are in a different classroom. As we said 

yesterday, we were mainly asked to help you get settled in 
because of our English proficiency,” Hiroshi answered.  

“Yeah, once you guys get more comfortable with 
everything, you probably won’t see much of us,” Daisuke 
added.  

“Nor will the audience,” Hiroshi added.  
“Wait, what?” Gelinas asked, his interest suddenly 

perked by this bizarre comment.  
“Anyway, we wanted to meet with you guys during 

homeroom to tell you guys where you’ll need to head for 
the assembly being held this morning,” Hiroshi explained, 
ignoring Gelinas’ question.  

“Yeah, we were wondering about that ourselves,” 
Mike chimed, “What exactly will this whole obstacle course 
thing involve? To be frank, that fact that you guys are even 
holding an obstacle course is pretty weird.”  

“Shut up, Squid,” Hughes commented with a grin, 
which made Gelinas throw him a sour look. 

“Well, here’s what will happen,” Daisuke began. “After 
they take roll and complete homeroom, the entire student 
body will head down to the assembly hall. There, Principal 
Kuno will introduce you and the two girls who came wit 
you to everyone. Everyone will clap politely and that would 
seem to be that.”  
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“But…?” Mike prodded, expecting another shoe to be 
dropped.  

“Wow, you guys are fast studies,” Hiroshi commented 
with a grin.  

“Well, when you guys said that no one blamed us, I 
kinda had the feeling this assembly was not a good thing,” 
Mike answered.  

Daisuke nodded sagely. “Well, yes. It probably won’t 
be. Most likely, after everyone is done politely clapping 
and it seems that we can all go about the normal business 
of education, the Principal will reveal some horribly 
convoluted scheme, usually involving some sort of bizarre 
changes in the school rules and regulations. These rule 
changes will be nonsensical and arbitrary and will most 
likely be designed to make the student body utterly 
miserable. Wacky hijinks will then most likely ensue.”  

“Um… wow. That’s some very specific exposition 
about this situation. Does this happen a lot?” Aaron asked. 

“Once or twice,” Hiroshi said blankly.  
Daisuke smiled. “As I said, we don’t blame any of you. 

The Principal’s just been looking for an excuse to initiate 
another one of his idiotic schemes. If you guys hadn’t 
started taking classes here, he’d probably still would've 
found an excuse to do it. Probably blame it on…”  

“Well, he’s off on another training trip with his dad,” 
Hiroshi interrupted.  

Daisuke nodded. “Yeah, yeah, I know. The happy 
couple are both gone. Her sister told me that they were off 
on their ‘honeymoon.’”  

“Oh, we’re going to have to give him a good ribbing 
for that one!” Hiroshi said with a laugh.  

Suddenly, Hiroshi and Daisuke broke away from their 
laughter and realized that the others were staring at them 
with confused expressions. Hiroshi coughed in 
embarrassment. “Sorry. Just sharing a joke about a friend 
of ours that the Principal as a particular grudge against. 
He’d probably be really great to have around today. “  

“But he’s on his honeymoon?” Mike asked, confused.  
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Hiroshi and Daisuke both smiled and laughed again. 
“No, not really. But.. Well, when you get a chance to meet 
them, you’ll understand. Anyway, they’re not around, so it 
looks like we’re on our own.” 

“Lucky us,” Gelinas mumbled.  
The classroom door slid open and a middle-aged man 

with a receding hairline and thick glasses walked in 
carrying a few bundles of papers and notebooks under his 
arm. Everyone in the room quietly made their way to their 
desks. Hiroshi and Daisuke nodded politely to the class 
representative and indicated that they would stand out of 
the way in the back of the room.  

The class representative stood up. “Please stand,” 
she stated. Everyone sitting at their desks did so. “Bow.” 
Again everyone gave a quick bow toward the teacher. The 
boys quickly did as well, when they saw everyone else do 
it. “Please sit,” the representative requested to which 
everyone complied.  

“Good morning, everyone. And welcome again to our 
special guests who will be sharing our classroom this 
semester. As much as I would like to get you young men 
engaged in our class as quickly as possible, that will most 
likely have to wait until tomorrow. For now, I will be taking 
roll call, and then the young men at the back of the class 
will escort you to the assembly to meet with the principal. 
Now, let’s see… A-bu-de-ru-ma-say-ha Ay-Rone?”  

Aaron sighed, raised his hand, and proceeded to 
correct the pronunciation of his name for the eighty-seven 
billionth time in his life. 

  
 
The boys and the twins stood just off stage in the 

Furinkan assembly hall. They could see the entire student 
body, lined up in rows by grade and class standing there, 
waiting for this big introduction by the mysterious principal 
and probably more information about this ‘special obstacle 
course.’  

After several minutes of waiting the hall’s lights 
dimmed and a bright spotlight appeared on the center of 
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the stage. Suddenly, there was an explosion of 
pyrotechnics and a plume of red, white, and blue smoke 
appeared on stage. John Philip Sousa’s Stars and Stripes 
Forever blared from the overhead PA. A moment later, 

someone leapt through the smoke much to the non-
surprise of the silent audience.  

He was a tall man with skin that looked tanned to the 
point of being leather. He was wearing a red, white, and 
blue Hawaiian shirt with a complimentary red, white, and 
blue lei around his neck. Above the impossibly white smile 
on his face were a pair of star-shaped sunglasses and the 
whole ensemble was topped with a red, white, and blue 
top hat.  

The music died down and the smoke began to clear. 
The man took a bow to silence. Clearly, if this display was 
meant to impress the student body, it had failed. The boys, 
for their part, blinked in stunned silence at the whole thing.  

The man pulled out a microphone. “ALOHA, 
BRUDDAHS AND SISTAHS! The Big Kahuna be 
welcomin’ you all to this very special assembly!” There 
was a smattering of unenthusiastic applause, mostly from 
the teaching staff.  

“Not easily impressed, are they?” Mike commented.  
“Well, the Principal seems to be going for a low key 

approach with this assembly,” Daisuke remarked.  
“This is low key?” Gelinas asked, disbelieving.  
The principal didn’t appear to be deterred by the lack 

of response. His smile grew larger and more garish. “It be 
a great honor to be introducin’ some bruddahs and sistahs 
from my second home of America! They will be learnin’ 
with you all this next term so let’s be givin’ them a big 
Waikiki Welcome!”  

Aaron turned to their guides with a confused look. 
“He’s from America?”  

Hiroshi shook his head. “No. He just spent some time 
in Hawaii and became obsessed with it.”  

“He’s about as American as you guys are Japanese,” 
Daisuke commented as he started leading them onto the 
stage.  
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As the boys and twins walked on the stage, there 
were applause, polite and much more genuine than the 
few the Principal received. 

“First, joinin’ senior class 3-C will be the twin sistahs, 
Porter Kirstin and Porter Nicole,” the principal stated 
proudly. Nicole took a confident step forward and gave 
short bow to the students and then turned to the principal 
and gave another. Kirstin follow suit, though her motions 
were much more nervous. Both sisters took a step back 
and returned to the others.  

“And in Junior class, 2-F there will be four new 
students. They are Abdelmaseh Aaron, Gelinas Bill, 
Hughes Bill, and Quadrozzi Mick!”  

The boys each winced in pain as the principal 
managed to mispronounce every single one of their 
names.  

“It’s a soft G, dammit,” Gelinas grumbled.  
“How do you manage to mess up ‘Hughes?’” Hughes 

whispered incredulously.  
“Hey, as least he got your first names right. ‘Mick?’ 

‘MICK?!’” Mike hissed.  
“Welcome to my world, guys. Now let’s stop being 

rude and get this over with,” Aaron ordered under his 
breath. The boys proceeded to each step forward, and 
followed Nicole’s example by bowing to the other students 
and then to the Principal. After they finished, they stepped 
back and rejoined the others.  

“Now, Bruddahs and Sistahs, the Big Kahuna is 
expectin’ you to be makin’ our new friends feel welcome 
and a part of our community!”         

The student body politely clapped. The Principal 
walked over and gave each of them a firm handshake, 
then returned to his original spot on the stage.  

“Hey, that wasn’t so bad. I don’t see what everyone 
was going on about,” Mike commented while the principal 
waited for the applause to die down.  

“He seems a little eccentric, but I don’t understand 
why everyone was so worried,” Kirstin added.  

“Wait for it,” Daisuke muttered.  
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The applause eventual quieted and the principal 
smiled. “Now, speakin' of feelin’ welcome. I’m sure a lot of 
Japanese school customs be seemin’ mighty strange to 
you. Teachers be leavin’ and you be stayin’ in the 
classrooms, cleanin’ the classrooms, the uniforms…” 

“Here it comes,” Daisuke commented to himself. 
The principal continued, “and that got me to thinkin’. 

Maybe it be time for a change! These uniforms be mighty 
stale and maybe it’s time to be makin' a change that be 
more modern, more stylish, more AMERICAN! And so, 
with that, it be time for some new uniform rules!” 

“And there it is,” Daisuke said with a depressed sigh.  
“Hey now, maybe we should hear him out,” Hughes 

remarked. Excited by the prospect of not wearing the 
uniform he loathed since yesterday. Aaron, Mike, and 
Gelinas all glared at Hughes.  

“Presentin’… our NEW UNIFORMS!” Principal Kuno 
shouted. A moment later, two large banners unfurled from 
the ceiling on each side of the stage. One depicted the 
supposed new girls’ uniform and the other, the boys’. 
There was a collective gasp of abject horror from 
everyone, American and Japanese alike.  

The boys’ uniform was atrociously tacky. It consisted 
of red and white striped pants, a red shirt with a blue vest 
that had white stars embroidered all over it, complimented 
with a white bow tie.  

The girls’ uniform was no better. It consisted of a 
white blouse, a red sweater vest, and a blue ‘poodle skirt’ 
though instead of a dog, the embroidered patch was that 
of a large bald eagle.  

“And of course, new uniforms be needin’ new hair 
rules as well!” the principal announced.  

Two more banners unfurled. Next to the other 
banners on each side of the stage. The one next to the 
boys’ uniforms showed a boy with a comically large Elvis-
like pompadour. On the girls’ side, the drawing depicted a 
girl wearing a hair-style that was a cross between Donna 
Lewis and Peggy Bundy – a bouffant.  
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“Boys be getting’ the cool American pompadour and 
girls be getting’ the ladylike bouffants!” Kuno announced 
happily.  

“Oh, not only no, but hell no!” Mike grumbled.  
Kirstin hugged her uniform close to herself. “Those 

things… those things are awful.”  
"I dunno," Hughes pondered, "I think I could make it 

work." 
The glare he received from all of the others – Kirstin 

included! – silenced any further ponderings Hughes may 
have had to offer on the subject. 

Meanwhile, there was a large swell of grumbling 
discontent amongst the audience. More than a few 
students started cracking their knuckles while glaring at 
the principal. A few other students also glared at the boys 
and the twins. Perhaps Hiroshi and Daisuke had been 
optimistic in their assertions that no one would hold them 
responsible for the principal’s insanity.  

The principal, as if sensing this, held out his arms and 
motioned for everyone to quiet down. “Now, now, 
Bruddahs and sistahs. The Big Kahuna be sensin’ that you 
not be thrilled to be dressing like a real American.” 

“That’s dressing like an American? That outfit looks 
like a something a 1980’s pro-wrestler would reject as too 
over the top,” Aaron sniped.  

Principal Kuno ignored him. “Well, the Big Kahuna be 
way ahead of you there! See, you not be needin’ to dress 
like an real American if you be actin’ like a real American! 
And if there’s one thing Americans be lovin’ it be 
competition! 

“So, the Big Kahuna be buildin’ a special obstacle 
course for all the Bruddahs and Sistahs! Somewhere, 
there be a special card. The class that be findin’ that card 
has proved they be American enough to not be needin’ the 
new uniforms. 

“To be findin’ that card, all the Bruddahs and Sistahs 
will be needin’ to take a trip to America! Little America!” 
Principal Kuno announced. He then pulled on a large rope 
that was dangling near him. Suddenly, hundreds of rolled 
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up papers dropped from the ceiling onto the students. 
There was another blast of red, white, and blue smoke, 
which the Principal managed to vanish into.  

The boys and the twins managed to snatch a few of 
the rolled up papers before they all tumbled to the floor 
from the stage. The huge double doors at the back of the 
assembly hall opened and students began to file out, most 
grumbling about the principal’s announcement, some 
muttering in confusion about Kuno’s contest, and a couple 
not so quietly blaming the “stupid gaijin” who ruined 
everything. When Nicole caught a few of those remarks, it 
was hard to not see the anger in her eyes.  

“Okay, first off. How the hell is that man allowed near 
children? Second, what the hell did he mean that we need 
to go to America?” Mike asked in confused anger.  

Daisuke shrugged sadly. “In terms of the first 
question, I wish I knew. As for the second one, I get the 
feeling that when we leave the assembly hall we’re going 
to find out.”  

As the boys and the twins exited the hall and walked 
onto the campus, they did in fact, get their answer and 
were greeted with quite a sight. Throughout the campus 
there were familiar if not exaggerated visions from home. 
Large scale models of famous landmarks were 
everywhere. The Empire State Building with a mechanical 
gorilla angrily waving its arms in a menacing fashion was 
one such sight and there were many others - The 
Hollywood sign, the Golden Gate Bridge, Sears Tower, 
and the Washington Monument. All of them a not-quite-
exact replica of the real ones back in their home country, 
usually with some twisted caricature element added to 
make them seem ridiculous.  

“What. The. Hell,” was all Nicole could muster 
between dumbfounded blinks.  

Near the assembly hall, there was an obvious 
entrance that appeared to have been constructed to funnel 
people into area where all the fake monuments appeared 
to be. It almost looked like the entrance to an amusement 
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park. The sign above the gates was lit up with hundreds of 
lights and it said KUNO’S LITTLE AMERICA. 

Aaron, Mike, and Hughes all looked at Gelinas 
expectantly as he stared at what lay in front of him. 
Realizing that the others were staring at him, he tersely 
shouted, “What?!”  

“Aren’t you going to point out how insane this is?” 
Aaron asked.  

“And how did we manage to miss all this when we 
walked to the Assembly Hall just 20 minutes ago?” Mike 
added.  

“And how something this elaborate and detailed 
would’ve required months of planning and therefore the 
Principal must’ve been plotting this months?” Hughes 
demanded.  

Gelinas’ eye twitched a little. “Sorry, I’m too 
overwhelmed by the sheer preposterousness of the 
situation to even dissect how preposterous it really is.”  

“What the hell is all this?” Aaron said, trying to make 
sense of the madness that was before them.  

“It appears to be ‘Little America,’” Nicole said. The 
others turned to her and saw that she had unrolled one of 
the papers that had fallen from the ceiling of the assembly 
hall. “It looks like an American-themed amusement park. 
It’s broken up into sections, each with its own regional 
theme. There’s ‘Little California’, ‘Little New York’, ‘Little 
Texas”, and a bunch of others.”  

Aaron unrolled his own paper and realized that it was 
a map of what Nicole had just described.  

“So, somewhere in there, there’s a ‘Get Out of Stupid 
Uniforms Free’ card, huh?” Mike remarked looking at the 
map over Aaron’s shoulder.  

“Well guys, it’s been fun. We hate to leave you with all 
this going on, but as you heard the man, only one class is 
going to get out of the rules, and as we are in different 
classes, we have to look out for our best interests. 
Goodbye!” Daisuke said with a tip of own rolled up map as 
he and Hiroshi started running toward the entrance of 
‘Little America.’  
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“Gee, thanks a lot,” Hughes groused at the departing 
guides.  

“Um, guys. I think they bring up a really important 
point,” Kirstin politely interjected.  

“Hmmm?” Aaron asked as he looked up from the 
map.  

“You guys are in a different class from Nicole and I. 
That means that only us girls or you boys can logically 
win, if any of us win at all,” Kirstin said with a worried tone.  

“Damn! That bastard. It’s a divide and conquer tactic. 
He’s not just happy with turning the entire school against 
us but he’s trying to split us up,” Mike groused with 
grudging respect.  

Aaron shook his head. “Look, we’re not going to start 
turning on each other,” he said as he gave Kirstin a 
reassuring smile. “When we find the damned ticket, we’ll 

figure out what to do then. Until then, we’re all one team, 
okay?”  

“Go Team America.” Hughes chimed in 
unenthusiastically.  

Nicole continued to stare at her map. As her eyes 
scanned over every part of it, gears began to turn. Her 
eyes zeroed on one particular section of the map, then it 
darted to another, then they darted back and forth 
between those two points until her eyes lit up in inspiration 
and she grinned.  

“I got a plan,” Nicole announced calmly as he started 
folding up her map.  

“Nicole?” Kirstin asked, surprised.  
“Oh?” Hughes asked, curious. “What kind of plan?”  
“A plan that involves overturning these stupid new 

rules and getting everyone back on our side,” she stated 
confidently.  

“That’s great! What do we do?” Kirstin asked.  
Nicole shook her head. “We don’t do anything. I gotta 

work alone. No offense, but it’s best if I do this myself.”  
“Well, what are we supposed to do then?” Gelinas 

asked.  
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“Well, if in the unlikely situation that I should fail, it 
would be in our best interest to still locate the ticket Kuno 
talked about,” Nicole explained.  

“Sister, we should stick together. We’re better as a 
team.”  

Nicole smiled and shook her head sadly. “Sorry, sis, 
but it would take too long to teach you guys what I would 
need you to learn to help me. I’m going to have to do this 
on my own.”  

“Isn’t there anything we can do to help you?” Kirstin 
asked. 

Nicole’s eyes darted down to her feet for a moment. 
“Well...” she said hesitantly, “There is one thing you guys 
could do to help me.”  

“What is it?” Mike asked nervously, unsure he was 
going to like the request.  

“Well, It would really help me out if you guys… Well, I 
kinda need all the money you have on you,” Nicole stated 
matter-of-factly.  

“Seriously?” Mike asked flatly.  
“But we're supposed to be meeting Matt at a 

restaurant after school,” Aaron objected. “What, are we all 
just supposed to order glasses of water?” 

Kirstin looked at the skeptical boys and then back to 
Nicole. “Sister, do you really think you can get everyone 
out of these foolish rules?”  

Nicole confidently looked her sister in the eyes. Kirstin 
studied her sister for another moment and then nodded in 
understanding. Kirstin then reached into her jumper 
pocket, pulled out her small fabric wallet, pulled out 
several Yen notes, and handed them to Nicole. She then 
looked to the boys. “Guys, please.”  

Aaron still felt reluctant, but couldn't say no to Kirstin. 
He pulled out his own wallet and handed his money to 
Nicole. Mike, Hughes, and Gelinas all sighed, nodded, and 
did likewise until Nicole had a small stack of Yen notes in 
her hand. She smiled as she folded the stack into a 
manageable wad of bills.  
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Nicole then nodded and proceeded to walk away from 
them and toward the entrance for ‘Little America.’ “Thanks 
guys! I won’t let you down!” She then vanished inside.  

Aaron turned to the others. “Well, I guess that’s that, 
then. Like Nicole said, if she doesn’t succeed in, well, 
whatever she’s planning to do, we still might need that 
ticket. We need to get in there and find it.”  

Mike nodded. “I suggest splitting up into two teams. 
We can each cover half the course and double our odds of 
finding the voucher.”  

“Good idea. Me, Kirstin, and Gelinas will cover the 
western half of the course. You and Hughes will cover the 
eastern half.”  

Mike nodded. “Sounds like a plan. It’ll give me a 
chance to pry out of Hick Boy where the hell he hid my hat 
this morning.”  

“I’ll never tell!” Hughes commented, grabbing a spare 
map from Gelinas. “And are you ever going to stop calling 
me that?” 

“Not as long as my hat is missing,” Mike replied. 
“Let’s all stay focused on the task at hand. We'll meet 

here at lunchtime, okay?” Aaron asked. The other boys 
and Kirstin all nodded and agreement. They then split into 
two parties and proceeded to make their own way into 
‘Little America.” 

 
 

Little New York, 9:46 AM…   
Hughes and Mike darted down the alleyway between 

a pair of brownstone buildings that would not seem out of 
place in Brooklyn, but felt very strange to see in Tokyo. 
Mike turned to Hughes. “How many you reckon?”  

Chasing them was a mob of some forty plus young 
men in various brightly colored T-shirts and greased 
pompadours. Well, ‘chased’ might not be the right word. 
The men in question were pursuing them, but considering 

that they did so while constantly snapping their fingers and 
performing complex choreography, it was more accurate 
to say that they were dancing after them .  
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Hughes dared to glance behind him to see.  
Snap, step, snap, step, snap, snap, step…  
“Too many,” Hughes said between pants.  
Mike glared at him. “You had to go an open your 

mouth!”  
Snap, step, snap, step…  
“Hey! I had a 50/50 chance of being right!”  
“You should’ve kept your mouth shut! If a street gang 

asks you what side you support, the last thing you do is 
GUESS!” Mike shouted.  

Snap, step, pivot, snap, pivot, snap, step, snap, 
step… 

“Well, I stick by my choice. Sharks is a way cooler 

name than Jets anyway,” Hughes said defiantly.  
Snap, pivot, jump, kick, snap, step, pivot, kick…  

“Why did I agree to team up with you? I bet the others 
aren’t running for their lives right now.”  

Snap, kick, pivot, kick, snap, snap, pivot, step, kick, 
pivot, snap, jump, kick, pivot, snap, snap, snap… 

 
 

Little Hollywood, 9:47 AM…       
Aaron took the turn so sharply that the golf cart he 

was driving almost rolled over. It managed to correct itself 
after a moment of dangerous wobbling. Aaron turned to 
Gelinas who was sitting in the back seat. “Is it still behind 
us!?”  

Gelinas turned his body around to look behind them. 
Chasing the cart was a large Tyrannosaurus Rex. Well, 
half of one, at least. The top half was a life-like model of 
the long extinct dinosaur. The bottom half was a set 
obviously animatronic legs. Animatronic legs that was 
bringing said robot-dinosaur dangerously close to their 
escape vehicle. Gelinas gulped and turned back to Aaron 
in the driver’s seat. “Faster! Must go faster! Must Go 
Faster! MUST GO FASTER!!”  

“I’m going as fast as this thing can muster!” Aaron 
shouted back. Kirstin looked behind her and gasped at the 
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sheer size of the robotic monstrosity that was pursuing 
them.  

“I’m going to die at the hands of a Spielberg movie 
that I didn’t even think was that great!” Gelinas bemoaned.  

Aaron was about to protest Gelinas's taste in movies, 
but quickly considered that this may not be the time or 
place. 

Suddenly the dinosaur’s simulated roars were cut off 
with a sickening metallic crunch sound. Gelinas turned 
around to see what it was.  

“What was that?!” Aaron asked swerving the golf cart 
around two workers conveniently carrying a large pane of 
glass across the road. 

“Well, the good news is that we won’t be killed by 
Steven Spielberg,” Gelinas shouted back.  

“That’s great!” Kirstin said as she gripped the dash to 
keep from being thrown from the vehicle.  

“The bad news is that we’re going to be killed by 
George Lucas!” Gelinas shouted.  

Aaron and Kirstin both looked behind them and saw 
that the dinosaur was no longer chasing them. It had been 
crushed by the giant boulder currently rolling right behind 
them.  

Kirstin considered pointing out that technically, this 
was also a film directed by Stephen Spielberg, but also 
quickly considered that this may not be the time or place. 

“Must go faster!” Aaron shouted, pushing the pedal 
even harder to the floor.  

“Must go faster!” Kirstin chorused, her knuckles white 
from gripping the dash.  

“Must go faster!” Gelinas agreed. 
 

 
Lunch Time…                  

The Boys and Kirstin met near the entrance of ‘Little 
America.’ They walked toward the lunch room together to 
refuel before renewing their search for Kuno’s golden 
ticket.  
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“I want to meet with the management of this 
establishment and file a complaint!” Hughes grumbled as 
they walked.  

Mike ignored him. “You guys have any luck in finding 
Kuno’s ticket?”  

Aaron shook his head. “It was work enough just 
staying alive. That place is a deathtrap disguised as a 
cultural mockery. Did you guys see ‘Little Texas?!’ 
Everyone was wearing ten gallon hats and carrying guns 
larger than my arm!”  

“Hey, at least you guys weren’t almost run over by a 
swarm of octogenarians on scooters in ‘Little Florida.’ That 
Kuno guy is messed up in the head,” Mike countered.  

“I just hope Nicole is okay in there. At least we’re 
watching out for each other. She’s in that horrible place 
alone,” Kirstin said worriedly.  

Hughes placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. 
“I’m sure Nicole is fine. Knowing her resourcefulness, 
she’ll probably have everyone there working for before the 
day is over.”  

Kirstin smiled weakly and nodded in appreciation.  
They reached the cafeteria and waited in line. They 

couldn’t help but notice that some of the students looked a 
little worse for wear and more than a couple were giving 
them very unhappy looks. Mike could only hope that 
Nicole could pull off getting them back in everyone’s good 
graces. Otherwise this was going to a very long semester.  

They got to the head of the line and were immediately 
each handed a large tray, overflowing with food.  

“What’s this?” Gelinas asked, looking down at the 
edible mountain.  

The bored lunchroom worker shrugged. “Special 
‘authentic American lunches’ provided by the principal. 
Bacon double cheeseburgers, fried chicken, chili-cheese 
fries, corn dogs, and a 3 liter bottle of Coca Cola to drink.” 

“That sounds about as healthy as a heart attack,” 
Hughes remarked as he took his tray.  
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Kirstin eyed her own try and then looked back at the 
lunchroom worker with hopeful optimism. “I don’t 
supposed I could get a salad, could I?”  

“Next!” the lunchroom worker barked and the boys 
and Kirstin found themselves shuffled down the line.  

“It’s insidious. Positively diabolical,” Aaron 
commented as they carried their food outside to eat.  

“What is?” Mike asked.  
“The Principal’s scheme. I bet he figures that if his 

‘Little America’ doesn’t kill us, then lunch will probably 
will.”  

  
 

Little Hawaii, 12:37 PM…                  
Kirstin sometimes found herself from time to time 

reflecting on her life and the choices she had made to 
bring her to where she was at a particular moment. Where 
she was at this particular moment was bound and gagged 
and being held aloft by several angry men in grass skirts 
near the crater of a volcano. She felt beads of sweat form 
on her brow, partly from the heat of the bubbling lava 
inside the crater, but mostly from stress of the very dire 
situation she found herself in.  

The largest man in a grass skirt looked at Kirstin. 
“You have angered the volcano god! He demands a virgin 
sacrifice!”  

“Mrrffn maffrice?!” Kirstin shouted, her words muffled 
by the gag in her mouth. We’re these guys serious?! Was 
part of Hawaii was this supposed to be based on?! And 
where on Earth were Aaron and Gelinas?  

They had been separated soon after they entered 
‘Little Hawaii’ when Kirstin was snatched by the several 
tanned and muscular men who were now planning on 
sacrificing her because… well, she couldn’t actually 
fathom why they were planning to do that.  

“Let her go!”  
It was Aaron who had shouted! Kirstin looked to 

where his voice had come from. “Mmmffron?”  
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“The volcano god must be appeased!” the leader 
declared as he crossed his muscular arms.  

“Seriously, what the hell part of Hawaii did the 
Principal visit to think this was even remotely something 
that happens in America?” Gelinas asked incredulously.  

Aaron couldn't help but think that for once, Gelinas 
had a point. But for now, he ignored it and just gave the 
leader a steely gaze. “I’m warning you. Defy me and I will 
curse you! I am a powerful witch doctor and I turn those 
who defy me into sniveling dogs. Watch!”  

“Aaron, what the hell are you talking…?” was all 
Gelinas managed to say before Aaron dumped the 
remaining contents of his cold bottle of coke on him and 
he shrunk down to his animal form.  

The leader shirked back in horror at witnessing this, 
as did his men. Kirstin felt herself hit the ground as the 
men holding her dropped her and ran off screaming in the 
direction opposite of where Aaron was.  

Kirstin opened her eyes and saw that Aaron was 
standing over her. He smiled. “Sorry for keeping you 
waiting.  

“Mmffank Ffooo” she said through the gag as he 
proceeded to untie her arms and legs.  

Gelinas barked urgently. Aaron looked over to the 
small black dog and smiled sheepishly. “Sorry about that, 
Billy. I didn’t have a lot of time to think of a better plan. I 
promise we’ll find you some hot water as soon as we can.”  

Gelinas whined and continued to bark incessantly.  
Aaron and Kirstin looked at him, confused. They then 

looked back to where Gelinas was staring as he barked. A 
dark shadow fell over all three them as a fifty-foot tidal 
wave bore down on them.  

“Oh…” 
“Mmmffffit,” Kirstin finished.  

 
 

Little Chicago, 1:12 PM…   
Hughes and Mike, crouched down to the ground as 

another round of machine gun fire rang out. They ducked 
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between crates in what they thought was an abandoned 
warehouse inside ‘Little Chicago.’ It was only when a large 
conglomeration of men in fedoras and pinstripe suits 
brandishing tommy guns arrived, were they informed that 
the warehouse was very much not abandoned.  

When the men demanded to know who they were, 
their answer was interrupted by the arrival of a large 
contingent of Irish-sounding police officers who demanded 
that everyone surrender.  

Things went downhill from there.  
“Give yerselves up! We've got you surrounded!” an 

Irish-sounding voice called out followed by a few gun shots.  
“Nyah! You’ll nevah take us alive, coppah, see?” 

another stereotype shouted back, which was followed by a 
few rapid bursts of machine gun fire.  

“I’m really, really beginning to hate this school!” Mike 
shouted over the gunfire to Hughes.  

“Hey, you’re the one who wanted to check this place 
out. I was happy to just get a slice of deep dish pizza, but 
nooooooooooo, you said that this looked like a good place 
to hide that stupid ticket!” Hughes shouted back over the 
sound. He then sniffed the air. “Hey, I know that smell!”  

“What smell?” Mike asked, trying to stay low.     
Hughes sniffed the air and started crawling off. Mike 

followed him. They came upon a set of crates that were 
full of bullet holes and were now leaking fluid. An orangish 
fluid.  

Hughes sniffed the fluid, stuck his finger into the 
stream, and then sampled it. He spit. “500 proof OJ?”  

“How’s that supposed to help us?! You getting drunk 
is the last thing we need. We need to get out of here 
and… and…” Mike then looked at the streams of fluid 
spritzing onto the floor. He then grinned. “Hughes! Bless 
your beautiful nose, you lush!”  

Hughes groaned. “Don't call me that! After what 
happened before, I am off this stuff!”  

Mike looked at Hughes with a smile. “Well, good! 
Because I can think of better uses for this liquid than 
simply sitting in your gut!”  
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Hughes stared at Mike for a moment and blinked. 
Then his eyes lit up in understanding.  

A few minutes later, the shootout between the 
gangsters and the cops continued unabated, none of its 
participants had noticed when a squirrel and a small cat, 
both dripping sticky orange liquid and dragging small 
bundles of clothing, slinked out of the warehouse. 

 
 
Little.... ???, 2:27 PM... 

Kirstin sat up with a start, awakened by the sound of a 
dog's bark. She blinked a few times and brushed a damp 
lock of auburn hair from out of her eyes.  

“Mmmmfffwo?” she asked. She then realized that she 
was still wearing the gag. Aaron hadn't had a chance to 
remove it before the tidal wave crashed down. Her hands 
were free now, though, so she yanked it down from her 
mouth. “Hello?” 

There was a guttural whine. A moment later, a small 
black dog ran to her, in his mouth he was dragging a white 
polo shirt and a pair of black pants.  

“Billy?” Kirstin asked.  
The dog dropped the clothes and barked while 

nodding.              “Are you okay?” Kirstin asked.  
Billy barked again and nodded.  
“Where's Aaron?” 
A moment later there was a quack and a large white 

duck came flapping down from the sky and landed in front 
of her. The duck waddled up to her and quacked again.  

“Thank goodness you guys are okay. I was worried 
that something happened to you when that tidal wave 
came and... oh! Aaron, did you lose your clothes when the 
water hit you?” 

Aaron shook his head and pointed to just behind 
where Kirstin was still sitting on the ground. Behind her 
was a neat pile of clothing. Kirstin then realized that if she 
was still laying down, the pile would be exactly where her 
head would've been.  

“Oh,” Kirstin said with a slight blush. “Thank you.” 



 

   245 

The duck scratched the back of his head with his wing 
and blushed, which was quite a feet for an aquatic 
waterfowl. The dog rolled his eyes.  

Kirstin stood up and picked up Aaron's and Gelinas' 
clothes. She proceeded to drape them neatly over her arm. 
She then looked around and realized that they were no 
longer in Little Hawaii. The palm trees and tropical plants 
had been replaced with corn stalks, barns, and silos. There 
were also garish, brightly colored houses, hideously tacky 
fountains, and technicolor lampposts and street signs.  

“Where... are we?” Kirstin asked aloud.  
Aaron could only shrug his wings. Gelinas barked. 

Kirstin then realized that she had been lying down in the 
middle of a narrow road. A narrow brick road. A narrow 
brick road that had been painted yellow.  

She blinked a few times. “I don't think we're in Little 
Kansas anymore, Billy.” 

  
 

3:00 PM.... 
The sound of the famed Westminster chimes echoed 

across the campus of Furinkan High School. Everyone 
simultaneously looked to the large clock at the front and 
center of the main school building with a look of both 
horror and resignation.  

3:00 PM. Time was up.  
Aaron, Kirstin, and Gelinas found Hughes and Mike 

waiting for them at the prearranged meeting place at the 
front of the school. Mike and Hughes both had clothes 
were disheveled and a strangely disgusting citrus smell 
about them that neither of them were prepared to discuss. 

Mike looked over Aaron, Kirstin, and Gelinas. Their 
clothes appeared to had have been drenched and had 
only started to dry out in the late summer air. He arched 
an eyebrow. “What happened to you guys?”  

“I don't want to talk about it." 
Everyone then nodded in an unspoken agreement 

that what had happened in Little America should probably 
stay in Little America.  
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“Did anyone find the voucher?” Aaron asked with a 

combination of desperation and dread. 
Mike shrugged half-heartedly. “Doubt it. If someone 

had, this whole circus would’ve ended already.  
“Ugh! Those fabric atrocities make these dull things 

look like the height of taste,” Hughes bemoaned with a 
slight slur, his opinion apparently having changed since 
this morning. Maybe he was finally coming to his senses 
from whatever had overcome him in the summer? He was 
looking down at his dirty, rumpled, and soon to be 
replaced uniform with an expression of sadness.  

“ALOHA, BRUDDAHS AND SISTAHS!” came a voice 
from up above them. Everyone looked upward and saw 
what was a most interesting sight. Floating some 40 feet 
above the student body in a pineapple-shaped hot air 
balloon was their bizarre Principal. He had changed into a 
more standard Hawaiian shirt and sunglasses and 
appeared to be addressing the entire student body 
through a battery-powered bullhorn from the safety of his 
one-man balloon basket.  

The Principal had a garish smile etched on his 
comically tanned face. He continued, “Did all you 
Bruddahs and Sistahs enjoy your visit to Little America?”  

“NO!” the entire student body shouted back. Several 
students were sporting bumps ,bruises, and rumpled 
uniforms. More than a few were wrapped in bandages.  

The exaggerate smile fell from the Principal’s face. 
“Bruddahs and Sistahs, you’re bumming’ the Big Kahuna 
out.” A moment later the smile returned with a vengeance. 
“It be lookin’ like no one be findin’ my special rules 
voucher, so it be lookin’ like the new rules be goin’ in 
effect tomorrow. The Big Kahuna did a good job hidin’ it!” 
Principal Kuno then reached into his tacky floral print 
Hawaiian shirt and pulled out a large white card with the 
words GET OUT OF RULES FREE on it.  

“What a sec…” Mike grumbled. 
“He had it on himself the WHOLE time?!” Aaron 

shouted, furious.  
“Cheating bastard!” Hughes swore under his breath. 
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“That figures,” Gelinas said with a defeated sigh.  
“He cheated? Well, that’s… I mean, he… But… 

That… That…” Kirstin said quietly, barely audible over the 
collected grumbles and moans from the rest of the 
students. A moment later she took a deep breath and 
shouted “THAT JERK!” louder than anyone ever thought 
she was physically capable.  

The boys all turned toward Kirstin in stunned silence. 
Her face was beet red, but she took a deep breath and a 
moment later she was once again the picture of serene 
calmness. “Oh my. That was rather rude of me, wasn’t it?”  

Hughes smiled and put his arm around Kirstin, which 
made Aaron frown. “It’s okay. You just said what we were 
all thinking.”  

“Can he do that? Cheating shouldn’t be allowed 
right?” Mike asked.  

“Well, he never actually said that the voucher couldn’t 

be on his person. I’m pretty sure he’s counting on a 
technicality to save him from a lynch mob when he lands,” 
Gelinas remarked.  

Principal Kuno gave a hearty laugh. “Now, if all you 
Bruddahs and Sistahs could line up, We can be getting’ 
you your new threads and we’ll be trimmin' those do’s. For 
the Bruddahs and Sistahs whose do isn’t long enough to 
be rockin’ the pompadour or the bouffant, we be havin’ 
wigs for you to wear until your locks be long enough!”  

Broken and defeated, the other students started 
marching slowly toward the main school building to meet 
their tacky red, white, and blue fates.  

“Excuse me! Can I have your attention please!” a 
familiar voice sounded out.  

The boys, Kirstin, and the rest of the students all 
turned to where the voice came from – the front gate. 
Standing on a hastily constructed platform was Nicole. 
She was still wearing her blue Furinkan jumper, but she 
also wore a Hachimaki headband with the characters of 
the yen and the dollar signs on either side of the red rising 
sun of Japan. In her left hand was a bullhorn of her own 
and, in her right, she proudly brandished a large flagpole 
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that was topped with a brass bald eagle spreading its 
wings and with the ol’ stars and stripes itself attached, 
fluttering in the conveniently sudden breeze.  

Kirstin looked on with a combination of both shock 
and admiration. It took a few moments for her to realize 
that there was someone at the foot of the makeshift stage 
holding a large electric fan, which is was generating the 
breeze for her flag to flutter dramatically. Kirstin always 
admired her twin’s ability to make an entrance and own a 
situation, but this was taking it to a whole new level.  

Nicole smiled. A stern looking Japanese woman with 
horn-rimmed glasses and in a very expensive looking suit 
jacket and matching skirt joined Nicole on the small platform. 
The new woman put a bullhorn of her own to her mouth and, 
a moment later, she started speaking in Japanese.  

“My apologies for needing a translator, but as my 
Japanese still has some rough spots, I’d prefer that this 
announcement not be muddled by any errors on my part,” 
Nicole stated confidently. The other woman followed this 
with more Japanese.  

Nicole smiled at the woman and then turned her gaze 
toward the still hovering Principal in his balloon. “Principal 
Kuno, I believe that you are being premature in telling the 
students to start making preparations for a change in the 
dress code.”  

Principal Kuno looked at Nicole as if she were 
speaking Martian instead of English. “Me be thinkin’ that 
the sistah be mighty confused. No one be findin’ the 
special voucher, everyone be getting’ on wit the new 
rules!”  

Nicole smiled. It was a smile that would make sharks 
flee in terror. “But honored Principal, I thought that the 
whole point of this exercise was to experience the joys of 
being an American. To embrace the American way of life 
and to appreciate our culture, was it not?”  

“I don’t be understandin’ what the sistah be getting’ 
at,” Kuno responded back.  

The more sweetly Nicole smiled, the more frightening 
it felt. This was the smile of a predator who was about to 
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take down a formidable prey completely unawares. “Well, 
as a American, I felt it was my inherent duty to find an 
American solution to the very the devious puzzle that you 
laid before us. For if there’s one thing Americans are 
known for it’s never giving up in the face of defeat. Just 
because we didn’t find the voucher, that doesn’t mean we 
lost. We just needed to find another solution. A uniquely 
American solution.”  

“What’s she talking about?” Aaron asked Kirstin.  
Kirstin shushed him, her eyes focused on her sister in 

pure admiration. “Go Nicole!” She said quietly to herself 
with absolute pride in her family.  

“Will the sistah kindly be getting’ to her point? The Big 
Kahuna has haircuts he be needin’ to give,” Principal Kuno 
asked brusquely, the fear in his voice evident as he 
appeared to be unnerved by this bold girl.  

“My apologies, honored Principal. We can forgo 
further pleasantries and get to matter at hand.” She then 
nodded to the other woman. The other woman set down 
her bullhorn, pulled out a small radio from her jacket and 
started barking commands into it.  

A moment later there was a light buzzing in the air. 
The buzzing grew louder and louder until it became less of 
a buzz and more of a rapid thump. Whatever it was, it was 
getting closer. The boys, Kirstin, and the rest of the 
students looked about to find the source. It took a few 
moments for Hughes to realize that there was music 
mixed in with the thumping. Wagner’s Ride of the Valkyres 

if he remembered correctly.  
Suddenly from over the skyline made by the school 

building, three large military helicopters appeared, 
German opera blaring from speakers mounted on their 
undercarriage. All three took hovering positions over the 
Principal’s balloon and a moment later, rope ladders 
descended and men is very expensive business suits and 
holding briefcases climbed down to meet the Principal in 
his floating sanctuary.  

“What be all this, then?” Principal Kuno asked in 
confused fear.  
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Nicole’s smile vanished. “I don’t like stereotypes and I 
DON’T like bullies. This entire farce of an exercise was 
both. You tried to make us feel separated from the other 
students because we’re Americans, and worst still, you 
tried to use us as an excuse to bully everyone else.  

“My sister and I came here to learn about Japan and 
understand the home of our grandmother. But you never 
considered that we wanted to learn more about you and in 
turn about ourselves. All you saw were six round-eyed 
America gaijin novelties to play with! 

“You know what? Fine! If we’re nothing more than 
‘The Americans’ to you, then I’m just going to have to do 
the most American thing I could think of: I GOT SOME 
LAWYERS!”  

The men on the rope ladders swung precariously over 
the campus as they started handing large bundles of 
documents to the stunned Principal.  

“Fujisawa-san is handing you a lawsuit for damages 
from the Katsunori Uniform company. It seems that 
changing the dress code so suddenly required you to go to 
another uniform manufacturer, which was a breach of your 
current contract with them. I don’t suspect that will go well. 

“Shibata-san is handing you a personal negligence 
lawsuit for that unhealthy mess you served us under the 
guise of ‘Lunch.’ Who knows what long-term health effects 
we’ll all suffer from all that salt, oil, and fat? Someone 
charged with the care and protection of your community’s 
youth should know better. 

“And of course, Takahata-san is handing you the 
preliminary paperwork for the soon to be very large class-
action lawsuit for the pain and suffering you have inflicted 
upon the student body with this sideshow of yours. My 
assistant, Kurosawa-san, will be collecting depositions 
from any student who wishes to participate as a plaintiff.”  

While Nicole was speaking, the woman who had been 
standing next to her had set up a small table and there 
was already a long line of students lined up to join the suit.  

“Wow!” Aaron said in amazement.  
“Way to go, sister!” Kirstin quietly cheered.  
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“Stick it to the man!” Hughes added not so quietly.  
The terrifying smile returned to Nicole’s face. “Of 

course, I’m not unreasonable. I’m sure we can find a way 
to settle this like rational adults without getting the very 
confusing and complicated Japanese legal system 
involved, right?”  

Principal Kuno stood inside his balloon’s basket, both 
arms clutching bundles of paper, his basket literally 
overflowing with reams of paperwork. Random sheets 
blowing in the wind and fluttering to the ground below. He 
looked at the three very stern looking men on their rope 
ladders and then down to Nicole and the long line of 
students . “After much considerin’, there will be no 
changin’ the rules this semester. The old uniforms will 
stay.”  

The student body erupted in cheers. 
 
 
It was about twenty minutes before the commotion 

died down. The boys and Kirstin took advantage of it to 
retrieve their school bags from their lockers before trying 
to meet up with Nicole who had been swarmed by grateful 
students after the Principal conceded defeat. Eventually, 
most of the other students wandered off to do club 
activities or simply headed home. Now that the crowd had 
thinned out, Kirstin and the boys were able to walk toward 
the front gate.  

They found Nicole sitting on the edge of her small 
stage platform, her bag sitting next to her on the stage and 
her legs dangling as she chatted with the stern-looking 
woman who had been translating her speech for 
everyone. The woman had taken off her glasses and her 
expression was much more friendly.  

“Nicole!” Kirstin shouted with a happy wave.  
Nicole smiled. “Hey guys, how’s it going?”  
“That was awesome,” Mike complimented.  
“Astounding,” Aaron added.  
“Fantastic,” Hughes chimed in.  
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“Some might even call it highly unlikely,” Gelinas 
muttered. 

“Bill, shush,” Kirstin chided politely, which drew a 
smile from everyone else.  

Gelinas shook his head fervently. “But… But… 
HOW?!”  

Nicole grinned devilishly. “Oh, that’s easy. I simply 
turned our enemy’s weapon against him. It’s wasn’t hard, 
really.”  

“I think you’re understating things, sister,” Kirstin 
prodded, knowing her sister very much wanted to bask in 
her triumph.  

Nicole smiled and shrugged. “Okay, let’s say that I’ve 
had some very interesting conversations today and one of 
them contained some very useful information on the 
Principal and his immediate family.”  

“Such as?” Aaron asked.  
“Well, aside from being very wealthy, it appears that 

most members of the Kuno clan appear to have some 
form of megalomania that, if properly guided, can be used 
to manipulate them for any number of useful ends,” Nicole 
answered.  

“I’m starting to get very nervous about the direction 
this conversation is taking,” Mike commented.  

“Nicole,” Kirstin interjected, “Perhaps you could focus 
more on how you managed to put all this together.”  

“Ah. Well, after our ‘honored principal’ revealed his 
little stereotype fun park here, I decided that I was not 
about to let myself be another rat running around his 
maze.” Nicole realized that everyone was suddenly giving 
her a flat pointed look. “Oh. Sorry, I didn’t mean it like 
that.” 

“No offense taken,” Gelinas muttered.  
“Anyway, it was looking like he was stacking the deck 

against us. But he hadn’t taken into account that I had the 
most powerful weapon at my disposal: Knowledge. As I 
said, I had learned a lot about our principal and his little 
display during the assembly only confirmed some of my 
assumptions concerning the gaps in my knowledge.  
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“So, when I took a look over the maps of his ‘Little 
America’ that they gave us after the assembly, something 
very interesting caught my eye.”  

“What was it?” Kirstin asked.  
Nicole took out the map and pointed to a few things 

on it as she spoke. “Look here. Little Vegas. And look at 
this street running through Little New York. Little Wall 
Street. Now knowing what I did about the Principal, I had 
to ask myself if he was the kind of man so invested in his 
little display that he would actually incorporate things like 
gambling and stock trading into his ‘authentic recreation.’ 
My gut told me that yes, he was probably just that crazy. It 
was his own undoing, really. Maybe in the hands of 
someone else, those things might not have posed much of 
a threat to him, but he didn’t know he was playing against 
Nicole Porter.”  

Mike snapped his fingers. “The money you borrowed!”  
Nicole pointed at Mike. “Bingo! I was able to use that 

as seed money to play the tables at the very tacky casino 
nestled inside Little Vegas. When you work with numbers 
like me, counting cards at black jack is pretty simple. “ 

“I'll be sure not to repeat that to Sarah, dear sister,” 
Kirstin said with a genuine smile.  

Nicole grinned. “By the time lunch rolled around, I was 
ready to initiate phase two and I moved on to Little Wall 
Street. While the other students were busy trying to fight 
off the mechanical Bear and Bull robots he’d set up to 
deter people from searching for the ticket, I was actually 
using their computers to trade stocks on the Nikkei 
Exchange. Game, set, match. American Girl.”  

“Wait, wait, wait. Something still doesn’t add up,” 
Gelinas complained.  

“Oh? You think?” Nicole asked coyly while the others 
simply glared at him.  

Gelinas ignored the looks the others were giving him 
and pressed on. “Okay, I concede that you acquired the 
funds brilliantly, BUT even if you had acquired the money 

needed, there’s just no way you could have managed to 
not only hire multiple lawyers but also to have multiple 
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lawsuits ready to threaten the principal with in only a few 
hours. Even OUR legal system can’t pull that off!”  

Nicole held her hands up in surrender. “Okay, you 
caught me. I didn’t quite have the time to do everything I 
had hoped to do, which is why I had to go with plan B.”  

“Plan B?” Mike asked with an arched eyebrow.  
The woman in the business suit politely waved. Nicole 

smiled and gestured at her. “Guys, meet Ai Kurosawa, 
president of Kurosawa Stunt Productions.”  

“A stunt team?” Hughes asked.  
Ai nodded politely. “We do stunt work for some the 

major Tokyo studios, but we also do our own productions 
as well. Sentai stage shows and the like. When Nicole 
contacted us and told us what she wanted to put together 
and when she needed it, I had to say that the challenge of 
putting it together on such short notice was quite 
appealing. Her willingness to pay triple our cost was even 
more appealing.”  

“Well, it was worth every yen, Ai. My compliments to 
you and your entire team,” Nicole said.  

Gelinas frowned slightly. “So, the lawyers on the 
helicopters were really just stunt men?”  

Nicole rolled her eyes. “Well, yeah. You didn’t think 
real lawyers would hang on rope ladders to deliver 
subpoenas, did you? Japan might be a little crazy, but not 
that crazy.”  

“But what about all the legal documents you 
bombarded with principal with?” Aaron asked.  

Nicole pointed to the ground at a few of the scattered 
pieces of paper that had fluttered to the ground and had 
been trampled on. The boys each picked one up and 
started reading.  

“Wait a second… this is just a recipe for layer cake,” 
Mike exclaimed.  

“Mine is a partial script to an episode of Homeboys 
from Outer Space,” Aaron noted.  

“I have the Emancipation Proclamation in pig Latin,” 
Hughes added.  
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Gelinas looked up from his copy of the lyrics to the 
Kenny Loggins classic Highway to the Danger Zone. “But 
what if he had actually read any of this? He would’ve 
known you were bluffing.”  

Nicole shrugged. “It was a calculated risk, I admit. I 
figured the odds were in my favor. Usually the easiest way 
to get someone to not read something is to say it’s a legal 

document. As for it all being a bluff?" Nicole smirked. 
"Guilty as charged. 

“Men like Kuno respect big displays of bravado. 
Simply having a lawyer serve him papers wouldn’t have 
done anything to deter him from doing something else to 
make everyone miserable later. If, however, I publicly put 
him on the spot with a big showy display and force him 
back down, he’ll be much more wary of trying anything like 
that again. Thanks to Ai and her team. I was able to do 
just that.“  

“It was our pleasure. I look forward to working with 
you again in the future,” Ai said politely. She then bowed 
politely to Nicole and the others before departing.  

Nicole slipped off the stage to the ground and bowed 
herself. “You can count on it. Thank you, very much.”  

After Ai walked away, the group stood in silence for a 
moment. The silence was broken by Bill Gelinas. "Hold on 
a second, if you had all that planned out, then everything 
we just went through, that was for nothing?" 

Nicole put a reassuring hand on Gelinas's shoulder. 
"No, of course not. You all had a vital role to play," she 
assured him. 

Gelinas just looked at her with the most sceptical of 
looks. 

"After all," Nicole continued, "I needed you all out here 
getting in crazy trouble to entertain the principal and 
distract him so he wouldn't notice what I was up to!" 

Gelinas could only reply to that with a resigned groan. 
Nicole snapped her fingers. “Oh yeah, I almost forgot! 

I have something for you guys. She then reached into her 
school bag and carefully pulled out a small bunch of small 
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folded papers. She then unfolded them and after looking 
them over, handed one to each of the boys and Kirstin.  

Hughes looked at the paper he received and realized 
it was a check. “A check?”  

“It’s the money I borrowed this morning, PLUS 100% 

interest as a thank you for trusting in Nicole Porter 
Enterprises!" she answered brightly. "And," she added in a 
more warm tone, "in me.” 

“Sister, you didn’t need to do that. You should keep 
the extra for all the work you did,” Kirstin said. The other 
boys nodded in agreement.  

Nicole’s devilish grin returned. “Oh, don’t worry about 
me. I made plenty more.” She then picked up her bag and 

smiled much more genuinely. “Ready to head home? 
“Hey, Nicole! Wait up!” a voice called out. Everyone 

looked toward it. It was a girl that the boys were not 
familiar with. Kirstin recognized her as the girl that Nicole 
had gone off to talk to during homeroom, but she had not 
gotten the girl's name. She had two other girls walking with 
her. 

After they joined the others at the gate, the 
unidentified girl walked up to Nicole. “That was a mighty 
clever bit scheming you pulled off today. You’ve 
impressed me, and as everyone will tell you, I’m not that 
easily impressed.”  

“Thanks,” Nicole said.  
“Some friends of mine are going out to celebrate with 

some karaoke after school. Would you like to join us?” the 
girl asked.  

Nicole looked at her sister and friends and then back 
to the girl. “Can my friends and sister come too?”  

The girl smiled. “Sure, if they don’t mind me picking 
your brain all afternoon.”  

Nicole looked back to the others again. “What do you 
say, guys?”  

The boys looked at each other, then back at Nicole. 
“Um, sorry. We've already got plans,” Aaron answered.  

“Oh yeah, you said earlier you were meeting up with 
Matt at a restaurant.” Nicole shrugged, and said, “Pity, 
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though. Skipping out on Karaoke with me and some cute 
local girls. Maybe next time, boys?” Suppressing a giggle, 
she then turned to Kirstin. “Sis?”  

Kirstin looked at Aaron and narrowed her eyes 
slightly. She then turned back to her sister. “Actually, I’m 
going to head back to Maison Ikkoku. This day has been 
more tiring than I expected. You should go though. No 
need to turn down your new friend on my account.”  

Nicole eyed her sister with concern, but then 
shrugged again. “If you’re okay with it. Let Sarah know 
that I’ll be out, okay?”  

Kirstin nodded. “I will. Just, don’t stay out too late, 
okay? Have fun, sister.”  

Nicole nodded and turned to the girl. “Let’s go.”  
 
 
With that, Nicole and the other three girls walked 

through the gate and off the campus. The boys watched 
her walk away for a few moments before turning back to 
Kirstin.  

“Um… will you be okay heading back to the boarding 
house on your own? We're already a little late for meeting 
up with Matt,” Aaron stammered apologetically. The others 
picked up their bags and started walking away.  

“Wait!” Kirstin called after the others, who stopped in 
their tracks. She then crossed her arms in a very no-
nonsense manner and looked at Aaron. “Does this have 
anything to do with what you boys are really doing in 

Japan?” 
Aaron's jaw dropped a bit, which was all the answer 

Kirstin needed. 
“I thought so,” Kirstin said. “It seemed a little strange 

to me that you four were all accepted to this exchange 
program. I mean no offense, but it did have a rather 
stringent set of qualifications.” 

“No offense taken,” Hughes replied. 
“And Matthew being given a teaching position at 

another school,” Kirstin continued. “I don't mean this as a 



 

   258 

slight to his intelligence either, but he is hardly an 
accredited teacher.” 

Aaron, Mike, and Hughes nodded. 
“Why is it,” Gelinas asked, “she can say this kind of 

stuff, and you're all fine with it? But the moment I do, all I 
ever hear is, 'Shut up, Bill'?” 

“Shut up, Bill,” one of the other boys replied. 
“So the only logical explanation I could come up with 

is that you're caught up in some improbable misadventure 
once again, possibly the biggest one yet,” Kirstin 
concluded. “Well, come on. You're all late to meet 
Matthew. You can fill me in on the details on the way.” 
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Special Chapter 3: 
In Japan Origins: Megumi 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Meg Kataki looked at her reflection in the bathroom 
mirror. She pulled her thick, jet black hair apart and 
squinted as she regarded the roots. A hint of bluish green 
was definitely visible. She sighed. She hated that she had 
to keep her natural hair color hidden. She really loved her 
hair, how thick and full it was, and how long she’d 
managed to grow it, down past her hips. (It helped that her 
hair grew pretty fast.) She was proud of it, and wished she 
could be proud of all aspects of it. Including its natural 

color. 
But no, her father wouldn’t have it. As far as most 

people outside of Japan knew, bluish green was not a 
natural color. And certainly not a color that would be found 
on someone of Asian descent. So it was no color for her to 
be brashly displaying in public. 

“Come on, dad!” she’d once pleaded. “It’s the 1990’s! 
Not the 1890’s! People dye their hair! Especially young 
people like me! No one will think twice about it. They’ll just 
assume that my natural color is the dye job.” 

His mind had not been changed. 
She sighed.  She turned to the bathroom door, made 

sure that it was locked, and then stripped nude.  She 
smiled a bit as she caught her reflection in the mirror once 
more. One thing she was not was modest. She looked 
good, and she knew it. Not that she went about flaunting it, 
mind you. But she certainly didn’t feel ashamed of it either. 

She turned on the faucet for the large bath tub, filling 
it with steaming hot water. She opened the bathroom 
closet and extracted two things from it. One was a large, 
fluffy towel which she got ready for when she would need 
it. The other was a small box containing black hair dye, 
which had a number of duplicates it left behind in the 
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closet as she removed it. She set it on the floor by the side 
of the tub. 

She dipped her big toe into the water as the tub 
approached being full. “Aaah!” she exclaimed. A bit too 

hot. She turned off the hot tap and let the cold run solo 
into the tub for a minute before turning that one off, as 
well. 

She lowered herself into the steaming tub. She 
moved slowly so as to try to adjust herself to the 
temperature as the still hot water hugged its way up every 
inch of her smooth, pale skin. Finally, she felt her butt 
touch the bottom. She stretched her long legs out before 
her, relaxed all of her muscles, and then closed her eyes 
to enjoy a nice, long, relaxing soak before she had to 
attend to the business at hand. 

 
  

It was at least an hour and a half before the bathroom 
door opened and Meg emerged from it clad only in her big, 
fluffy bathrobe with Lina Inverse embroidered upon the 
back of it, and a towel wrapped around her head which 
enveloped her still wet hair. She’d figured if she had to put 
her hair through torture, she may as well take her time and 
pamper the rest of herself while she’d been in there. Her 
skin tingled, feeling raw and clean. Life doesn’t get much 
better, she thought to herself. 

She started heading towards her bedroom, planning 
to pick out her outfit for school the next day. Her father 
liked it best if she wore long skirts and a blouse with a 
blazer over it. And heck, sometimes she liked it, too. (She 
wondered idly if her father would still want her wearing 
those sorts of clothes if he knew that they drew extra 

attention from some types of guys...) But sometimes she’d 
just wear a t-shirt and jeans. And in summer months... 
gasp! She might want to wear shorts! Sometimes she did 
this because she just wanted to be comfortable, and 
sometimes she did it just because she knew it pissed her 
dad off. 
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Before she got to the bedroom, however, she heard 
her mother from the living room. “Megumi-chan! Please 
come in here!” her mother called to her in their native 
tongue. Unless they had guests over, only Japanese was 
spoken in this house. 

She turned away from her bedroom. Her father had 
been late in coming home from work today, she gathered 
he’d probably come home while she was in the bath, and 
he wanted to speak with her. As it turns out, she was 
correct. 

He stood in the middle of the room. He must have 
only just come home, as he was still dressed from work 

with only his shoes removed as he wouldn’t dare walk 
upon the tatami mats with them still on. (Although the 
architecture of their house was distinctly American, the 
decor was entirely Japanese, including the fact that after 
they had moved in her father had had all of the carpets 
removed and tatami put in their place.) He hadn’t even 
removed the Mitsumoto Enterprises employee badge 
clipped onto his suit jacket. 

“Good evening, father,” she said. 
“Megumi-chan,” he responded. “I have good news I 

wish to share with the family.” 
“Does it have to do with...?” her mother began to ask. 
Her father finished for her by saying, “I have finally 

heard back from Vice President Yagami regarding my 
request.” 

“What did he say?” Obviously, whatever this was was 
not something unexpected, Meg reflected. It was just 
something no one had bothered to tell her about. Typical. 

“It is even better than I could have hoped. Not only is 
my request been granted, but I will be receiving a 
promotion along with it.” 

“Oh, Katashi, that is wonderful!” her mother said. She 
seemed happy, but guarded. 

Meg picked up on this, and became somewhat 
suspicious. “What request?” she asked. 

“Megumi, my daughter, you know I have been 
concerned for your upbringing,” her father began. 
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Meg sighed. 
“And so, I have requested a transfer back to Japan.” 
“Oh,” Meg said flatly. There was a pause as 

realization sunk in. “You what?” 

“Megumi-chan, please listen to your father,” her 
mother pleaded. “This is for the best.” 

“How soon?” Meg asked coldly. 
“I am needed to start on Monday, so we leave on 

Saturday morning.” 
“What?” Meg hollered. “That’s two days from now!” 
“Megumi-chan,” her mother pleaded once more. 
“Junko, please let me handle this,” her father stated. 
“Dad, why do I want to go to Japan?” Meg said. “This 

is where all my friends are. I don’t know anyone in Japan!” 
“You’ll learn to like Japan,” her father replied. 
“I don’t dislike Japan,” Meg replied defensively. “Hell, 

I’m an otaku, dad.” (Her father winced at that word.) “I love 
stuff from Japan. But it isn’t my home! This is where I’ve 
grown up for as long as I can remember. We’ve lived here 
since I was like five!” 

“That is part of the problem,” her father said. “This is 
not your home. You are Japanese. We’ve tried our best to 
raise you as such, but you still have become too shaped 
by outside influences. At best, you’re too American. At 
worst, you’re a caricature, a strange American idea of 
what a Japanese person is supposed to be. It shames 
me.” 

That stung. That really stung. “And whose fault is that, 

then? If it was so important to you that I be raised to some 
stupid, outdated ideal of ‘pure Japanese,’ why did you 
drag the family off to America when I was so young, 
anyway?” 

“It couldn’t be helped,” her father replied. “It was 
where the company needed me at the time, so it was 
where we went. But we stayed too long. My obligations to 
the family, and to your upbringing, were being strained. 
And so a year ago I started asking if there were any 
positions I might be able to take back at the home office, 
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and one has finally been made available. This is for your 
welfare, Megumi, you should be hap...” 

Meg didn’t let her father finish that blasphemous 
word. “A year? You’ve been planning this behind my back, 
without once letting on about it, for a year? Kind of too late 

to discuss it as a family!” 
“Indeed,” her father replied. “You seem to be under 

the misapprehension that this is a discussion. It is an 
announcement. It is happening, so you need to prepare for 
it.” 

“But school...” 
“I visited your school this afternoon and made all of 

the necessary arrangements,” her father replied. “You 
have no need to return there.” 

“Bullshit,” Meg replied. Her mother gasped at the 
expletive, but her father remained stoic. “I have personal 
items in my locker I’d need to collect.”  

As she said this, she realized it implied resignation of 
the inevitable. Her father must have sensed the same, as 
the edges of his lips curled up slightly. 

“And my friends! And my club! I can’t just leave my 
club!” 

Her father, sensing that victory was his, put on an air 
of annoyance as he made the one concession he had 
obviously been prepared to make from the beginning. 
“You may go to school for one hour tomorrow afternoon, to 
pick up any possessions, and to make your farewells and 
arrangements for your... your club,” he said. 

Meg turned to her mother. Her mother kept a carefully 
composed face, trying to look sympathetic but remaining 
silent. She turned back to her father. 

“An hour?” 

“Yes. That is all we can spare you,” he replied. “We 
will be packing most of tomorrow, as we leave the 
following morning.” 

“This is so unfair!” Meg complained. 
“Megumi, I am your father. You will do as I say. Be 

glad I am giving you the time I am tomorrow.” 
“Mom!” Meg finally begged. 
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“I am sorry, Megumi-chan,” her mother said softly. 
“This is your father’s decision, and... and it is what is best 
for the family.” 

Defeated, Meg turned, stormed off to her room, and 
slammed the door behind herself. 

 
 
Christine Romanov was having a hard time 

concentrating as the teacher droned on and on about 
someone who had done something that was important for 
some reason in seventeen seventy-something... She was 
too worried. She’d grown increasingly concerned as the 
day had gone on. 

Where the heck had Meg been today? It was unlike 
her to be absent, and she had seemed fine yesterday. 
Heck, yesterday Meg had been looking forward to today’s 
club meeting, at which they were supposed to start making 
serious plans for the big convention trip this summer. 
Sure, the Samuel Clemens High School Anime Club had 
gone to a few small, local cons. But they’d decided to go 
all out this summer and go to something bigger! There 
were a few larger cons of note. The group seemed split 
50/50 over driving down to Anime Expo in Anaheim, or 
making more of an event of it and traveling cross country 
to Otakon on the East coast. Meg had told her she 
planned on pushing for Otakon, and Meg usually got her 
way. 

Chris smiled to herself. Of course Meg always her 
way. If she didn’t, Chris probably wouldn’t even be in the 
club in the first place. Strike that, there probably wouldn’t 
even be a club to be in. 

 
 
Chris had first met Meg in Junior High School. They’d 

hung out some, but Chris had tried to not read too much 
into it. It had been fun and all, but Chris knew that Meg 
was way out of her league. Chris was nobody; she was 

the quiet kid in the corner, the one with her nose stuck in a 
book, the one that nobody talked to. The kid who only got 
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invited to birthday parties because her mom was friends 
with the other kid’s mom. And Meg... Meg was one of the 
“other” kids. Everyone liked her. She was popular. 

But still, they had hung out a few times even when 
Meg seemed to have no obligation to do so, and Chris had 
had fun. So, while she didn’t have any expectations, she 
did feel happy when she walked into her home room on 
the first day of High School and saw that Meg was there, 
too. 

She didn’t have any expectations of anything, though. 
And so she made no attempt to approach Meg. She just 
looked for a desk in the corner of the back row, sat down, 
and started doodling a crude picture on the back of her 
notebook – a drawing of a character from some weird new 
show she’d caught on TV one day, when she’d been up 
particularly early and there had been nothing else on 
except dumb infomercials. The show had seemed pretty 
stupid at first, but for some reason she couldn’t stop 
watching it and had soon found herself hooked. 

So engrossed was she with her drawing that she 
failed to notice that someone had approached her until 
she was startled to realize she was being embraced from 
behind. A pair of warm, slender arms wrapped themselves 
around her and a musical voice said to her, “Chris! We’re 
in the same class! Awesome!” 

Chris couldn’t help but feel a bit flustered. “Meg,” she 
managed, “I hadn’t noticed you.” Not quite the truth, but it 
was easier then admitting she hadn’t felt comfortable to 
approach anyone herself. 

“I missed you this summer,” Meg informed her. She 
then continued, speaking in a non-stop way such that 
Chris couldn’t figure out when Meg was breathing. “We 
should have gotten together, but I forgot to get your 
number. I was worried I wouldn’t see you again, so this is 
great! You’ll have to tell me all about your summer. Did 
you go anywhere special? Do anything exciting? Hey, is 
that Tuxedo Mask?” 

“What?” Chris asked. She had been caught off guard 
by the speed of the questioning, the nature of the final 
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question, and that anyone could even recognize anything 
from her doodle.  

“Tuxedo Mask. From Sailor Moon?” Meg clarified. 

“Um... You could tell that?” Chris asked. 
“Of course! You’re style’s a bit rough, but the 

character shines through. You draw a lot?” 
“A little,” Chris muttered. 
“Well, you definitely should more,” Meg said. “I like 

your style. You could do some awesome stuff with a bit of 
refinement.” 

“Th... thanks,” Chris said. 
“Any time,” Meg said brightly. “Oh,” she then added 

as someone who was presumably going to be their 
homeroom teacher entered the room, “looks like class is 
about to start. Anyone claim this yet?” She pointed to the 
unoccupied desk in front of Chris. 

Chris shrugged. “Not that I’ve noticed,” she replied. 
Meg slipped into the seat in front of her. She spun 

around, showed Chris a wide smile, and then resumed 
facing forward as their High School careers came to a 
start. 

 
 
Before the end of the first week, Chris started noticing 

some strange posters appearing in the hallways of school. 
“Come join the Japanimation Club!” it said in bold letters. 
Beneath that was a colorful illustration of three girls (two of 
them in outfits that looked similar to the school uniforms in 
Sailor Moon, the third in some kind of cringingly skimpy 

armor) in the foreground, and a background full of tanks 
and jets and explosions. 

“The hell?” Chris asked no one in particular. So 
confused was she by the image that she failed to notice 
the text on the bottom that said, “For more information, 
see Meg Kataki, homeroom 114.” 

Over the next few days she did note on a few 
occasions guys coming to talk to Meg during homeroom. 
But at the time she thought little of it. After all, Meg was 
gorgeous. And so, when Friday rolled around, and by that 
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time with the encounter with the strange posters not being 
as fresh in her mind, it took Chris quite by surprise when 
Meg came up to her in the hall towards the end of the day 
and asked, “You’re going to join, right?” 

“Join? Join what?” 
“The Japanimation club I’ve started!” 
Chris’s brow scrunched up with a lack of 

comprehension. “What’s ‘Japanimation’?” she asked. 
“It’s animation from Japan. You know, like Sailor 

Moon?” 
“Wait... Those weird posters... That was you?” 
“Yup!” Meg replied proudly. She hopped slightly as 

she said it. 
“They’re letting you start a club?” 
“Yeah, can you believe it? When I went to the faculty 

office Monday afternoon to pitch it, they were rather 
reluctant at first since I was a freshman. But I won them 
over. They even gave me a club room!”  

“For a club,” Chris asked, incredulous, “about 
cartoons?” 

“Yeah...” Meg’s voice took a shifty turn. “I think they 
might have misheard ‘-imation’ as “-ization,’ and that they 
think that the club is more about Japanese culture in 
general... But I’m sure once we’re up and running that 
they’ll see the value of it! Besides, culture will be a part of 
it! Anyway, say you’ll join! So far it is a total sausage fest, 
and while I don’t mind having my own personal harem it 
would also be nice to have some female companionship!” 

Chris’s confusion continued to grow. “You’re starting a 
Sailor Moon club, and only guys are joining?” 

“Hey,” Meg said, “never underestimate the power of a 
show about teenage girls in very short skirts to attract a 
male audience.” She winked. “But there is more to 
Japanese animation then just Sailor Moon. For example, 
one guy mentioned becoming interested after seeing a film 
called Warriors of the Wind on cable. Another has a dad 
who has a bunch of stuff like Starblazers and Robotech 

recorded on Beta. On Beta! I mean, like, who ever sees 
Beta anymore?” 
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“What’s ‘Beta’?” Chris asked. This whole conversation 
was quite confusing. 

“I know, right?” Meg continued, not missing a beat. 
“And one guy was really into Power Rangers, which, I 

know, isn’t animation... but what the hell, I’m sure once 
he’s in our grasp, we can expand his horizons a bit.” She 
giggled. 

Chris sighed. She was unsure, but soon found Meg 
dragging her off to the door of a small, disused room off in 
a dark corner of the top floor of the school building. Meg 
reached forward, grasped the door, and thrust it open. 

Inside the room was mostly bare. There was the usual 
florescent lighting on the ceiling, another door on one of 
the side walls in one of the corners opposite the doorway 
they stood in, and a single window looking out over the 
field behind the school. The only furniture was a simple 
table and some folding chairs around it. Five guys sat 
around the table. One of them stood chivalrously when he 
saw the pair of women entering the room. Meg burst in, 
followed silently by Chris. “Hi, guys!” Meg said, 
exuberantly. All five of them could not help but smile at her 
greeting. “All right,” she continued, “let’s get this party 
started!” 

And thus was the Samuel Clemens Japanimation 
Club founded. 

 
 
Chris’s reverie was broken momentarily as the final 

bell of the day rang. The teacher ceased his droning and 
tried in vain to spout off a homework assignment, but most 
of the class was too busy leaving to pay him any attention. 
Chris was not so quick to leave. Normally, she’d want to 
get to the club room as quick as possible, but with Meg 
absent she felt considerably less rushed. She supposed 
she’d swing by her locker first to drop off a few things, and 
maybe go by the library and look for that book she needed 
for her English assignment. 

As she grabbed her bag and meandered out of the 
now otherwise empty (save for the teacher) room, her 
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thoughts drifted to the past once more. It had been about 
two and a half years since the founding now, and what a 
whirlwind it had been! 

Their club room had not stayed so empty for long.  
The walls were now lined with shelves, and those shelves 
were thick with toys, games, books, videos, snacks, and a 
collection of teas. The additional door had proved to be a 
surprisingly roomy closet which they did make some small 
use of, but what was the fun of having the things they had 
if they weren’t kept out on display? Posters lined the few 
bits of wall that weren’t covered with shelving, and there 
was even one poster covering up a good portion of the 
room’s window. 

Early on, someone had procured an electric, self 
heating tea kettle, and with that the club was sure to 
remain well hydrated. (Fortunately, either the faculty did 
not know about the kettle, thought it was merely 
decorative, or had decided to turn a blind eye to it.) A 
small television was also present, having been one club 
member’s lucky tag sale find, and hooked up to the 
television was a pair of VCRs, a Sega Genesis, and a 
Super Nintendo. 

The club had flourished. Of the original members, 
only Meg and Chris had been freshmen. Now, in their 
junior year, all but one of the other original members had 
graduated and he was due to leave at the end of the 
current year. But each year they got at least one or two 
new members to replenish things. Even though (Chris and 
Meg aside) all of the original members had been male, the 
club seemed to have a mostly female membership these 
days. The only currently remaining guys were 
Melchizedek, the other original member, and Sam, who 
was currently a Sophomore and had joined as a Freshman 
in the second year. 

Of course, Sam kind of was considered one of the 
girls. Even he often referred to himself as such. As she 
turned into the library, Chris remembered one particular 
time, towards the end of last year, which had been 
particularly embarrassing... 
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*        *        * 
 
Chris was sitting in the club room, waiting for 

everyone else to arrive. Meg was in a meeting with the 
faculty, and everyone else wasn’t due for an hour or so. It 
was a Saturday, not a typical day for them to be meeting, 
but since Meg had to come in anyways they thought they’d 
kill two birds with one stone. Chris had come to offer Meg 
moral support, and everyone else would be by later for a 
goodbye party for the club’s departing seniors. 

The door opened. Chris looked up expecting Meg was 
returning, and was quite surprised when all she saw was 
an incoming blur, as Sam bounded into the room and 
wrapped her in an embrace. “Hello, sister!” Sam greeted 
her as he glomped onto Chris and gave her a big kiss on 
the forehead. 

Chris frowned.  Meg didn’t seem to mind it.  A few of 
the other guys didn’t even seem to mind it.  But as far as 
Chris was concerned, Sam really needed to work on his 
concept of personal space. 

Chris gave Sam an annoyed shove. She’d stopped 
getting angry when Sam did such things... but it was still 
annoying, “Get off,” she grumbled. 

Sam took the seat next to Chris. “Meg not back yet?” 
he asked.  

“Not yet,” Chris replied. “What are you doing here? I 
thought you’d be with Melky and Casey, buying supplies 
for the party.” 

“They said they could handle it themselves, which is 
good, ‘cause I had some stuff I wanted to talk about with 
Meg.” 

As if on cue, the door opened. Meg stormed in and 
slammed it behind herself again. “Those idiots!” she 
fumed. “Every few months, it seems like they want to shut 
us down. Every time I have to tell those stuck up 
blowhards why we have value. Every stinking time! You’d 
think by now they could just play a tape recording of my 
last grilling by them.” She sank into the chair opposite 
Sam and Chris. 
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“So, how’d it go?” Chris asked. 
Meg’s frown vanished in an instant, replaced with a 

wide grin as she gave them a double thumb’s up. “Looks 
like the Tea Club will have to find somewhere else to meet 
next year, ‘cause we aren’t going anywhere!” 

“Tea Club?” Sam asks. “Our school has a Tea Club?” 
Meg shrugged. “Apparently.” 
Chris poked a finger towards a shelf behind her.  The 

shelf was chock full of boxes, each a different blend of 
tea.  “Do they know about this?” she asked. 

Meg shrugged again. 
“Well, fuck that,” Sam said. “We should just find this 

alleged Tea Club and recruit them to bolster our numbers. 
They can have a nice cuppa and watch some fine quality 
programming while they enjoy it.” 

“I know, right?” Meg replied, exasperated.  
“So anyway,” Sam said, changing the subject, “did 

you have a chance to talk to her about it?” 
Meg’s eyes shifted to Chris for a moment before 

returning to Sam. “Not quite...” 
Chris had caught the look. “‘Not quite,’ what?” she 

asked, suspiciously. 
“Well...” Sam slowly began. “So, we were thinking... 

Meg and I...” 
“You know the event we’re going to in a few weeks?” 

Meg asked. “We kinda had a thought...” 
“Oh no,” Chirs replied, cutting Meg off. “No. No matter 

how many times you ask, you aren’t going to wear me 
down.” 

“You don’t even know what we’re going to say!” Sam 
protested. 

“You want me to play dress up with you two,” Chris 
replied. 

“Okay,” Meg responded, “so you do know.” 
“How many times have you two tried to get me to dress 

up with you, now? I keep telling you, it ain’t happening!” 
“Come on!” Meg pleaded. “We have a pair of 

characters we want to do, and it would really work better 
as a trio. 



 

   272 

“No,” Chris said. “No, no, no. Every time you ask, it’ll 
be the same. No.” 

“But why?” Meg begged to know. 
“Because I don’t like dressing up. And because... 

well...” Chris’s voice softened. “Well, you know...” 
Sam leaned in close, and draped an arm over Chris’s 

shoulders. “Come on, it’s just us girls here,” he said. “You 
can talk to us.” 

Meg leaned across the table. 
“Well...” Chris said, “I mean, look at you two,” she 

said. “How could I wear a costume and stand next to 
you?” 

“Why not?” Sam demanded to know. 
“Why not?” Chris repeated.  “Come on, Sam. You’re 

gorgeous. And Meg... Well, Meg is..”  Chris averted her 

eyes from her friends.  “Meg is just so beautiful...” 
Sam stood and stormed off to one corner of the room, 

where next to a small rack of costumes stood a full length 
mirror. “Chris, come here.” When Chris failed to move 
quickly enough, Sam spoke again with extra emphasis. 
“Come. Here.”  

Chris rose and walked over to Sam. Sam stood her in 
front of the mirror, grasped her waist, and stood behind 
her, off to one side a bit so that they were both visible in 
the mirror.  

“Look at yourself,” Sam said. “What do you see?” 
Chris muttered something unintelligible. 
“What was that?” Sam asked. 
“Nothing special,” Chris replied. 
“Well, you said I was gorgeous,” Sam said, “and thank 

you for that, by the way.” Sam ran his hands down Chris’s 
sides, smoothing out her loose, frumpy clothing. “And you 
know what? I am gorgeous. And you know what else? Our 

body types aren’t too dissimilar.” 
“Sam,” Chris said dryly, “you’re a boy.” 
Sam blinked. “Oh,” he said, “yeah...” 
Meg walked over. “Well, take it from a fellow real girl,” 

she said. “You are just as beautiful as us. You just need 
to, I dunno, smile more. Have more confidence! And to 
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prove it...” Meg paused dramatically. “How about you 
dress up with us?” 

“No,” Chris said. “Look, I’ll go to the thing with you. I’ll 
even be seen with you two in public while you’re dressed 

up, but I’m not...” 
“No,” Meg said, cutting Chris off. “Not when we go 

out. Now. Here.” 
Chris blinked. “What.”  
“Yeah!” Sam said, getting into it. “We’ve got the 

costumes here,” he said, diving towards the costume rack. 
“Including the one we made for you!” 

“You made me,” Chris said, “a costume.” 
“Oh come on,” Meg asked. “Please? Just for us? And 

you’ll see, you’ll look great in it! And no one would ever 
have to know except us.” 

Sam was pulling hangers off of the rack and dividing 
the removed articles into three piles.  

“But what if anyone comes in?” Chris asked. 
Meg looked at her watch. “Oh, come on, it’s at least 

an hour until the party,” she said. “Plenty of time.” 
Chris sighed. “No one must ever know,” she said. 
Meg squeed and lunged for Chris, wrapping her in an 

embrace. 
“Well, let’s get changed!” Sam said excitedly, 

unbuttoning his shirt. 
“Um... Sam,” Meg said, noticing a slight flaw in this 

plan. Chris blushed slightly. 
“What?” A pause. “Oh. Hmm... Well.” He looked 

around a bit. The storage closet their room had caught his 
eye. With the costume rack and mirror out in the main 
room it would have plenty of space inside. “I guess I can 
just duck in there to change,” he said. 

“Oh please,” Chris muttered, “like you’ve ever been in 
a closet in your life.” 

Sam’s posture straightened and his voice lost its 
usual whimsical tone, becoming flat and emotionless. “For 
everything there is a first time, Lieutenant.” He turned to 
Meg. “Wouldn’t you agree, Admiral?” 

Meg snickered. “Have you lost all sense of reality?” 
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“This isn’t reality,” Sam replied, gathering up his 
costume pieces in his arms. “This is fantasy.” 

Chris sighed, and gave Sam a shove towards the 
closed. “Go on,” she said. She even opened the door for 
him. 

“I’ll just get in the closet,” Sam said. He ducked inside, 
giggling as Chris pulled the door shut. 

“I’m glad you’re on our side,” Megumi told Chris.  

“Come on,” Chris replied. “Let’s do this before I 
change my mind. So what are these costumes, anyway?” 

"Oh My Goddess!” Meg said, excitedly, as she spread 

the assembled costume pieces out over the table. “I’ve 
been dying to cosplay as Belldandy!” 

“So who am I then?” Chris asked. 
“My sister Skuld, of course!” Meg began disrobing. 
“Of course,” Chris said. “Well, may as well get this 

over with.” 
She turned her back to Meg. While she was less 

uncomfortable changing in the same room with her then 
she would have been with Sam present... something about 
the thought of seeing Meg undressing still caused her to 
feel a bit... flustered. Anyway, it took a bit of time, but they 
both got into their costumes. Chris was rather surprised 
how elaborate they were. It was actually a bit startling 
when Meg even pulled out wigs, a long blonde one for 
herself and a black one for Chris. They were already 
rather intricately styled. 

“Aw, man, we have to swap hair colors?” Chris asked. 
“Well, it just wouldn’t be accurate to the characters, 

otherwise,” Meg insisted. “Now come on, let’s do your 
make-up!” 

“My what?” Chris asked. 
Meg didn’t verbally reply. She’d already pulled out a 

make-up kit and was just looking at Chris with expectant 
glee. 

Chris sighed. In for a penny... “Fine,” she said. “Fine.” 
It took them another ten minutes each to get their 

make-up applied. Chris particularly needed help with hers, 
not being as experienced with the application of such 
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things as Meg. After they were finished with that, they 
donned their wigs, did a few last minute adjustments, and 
went to stand in front of the mirror. 

“Well, what do you think?” Meg asked. 
“You look great,” Chris said.  
“No, about yourself!” Meg prodded. 
Chris looked at herself in the mirror. Her instinct was 

to downplay her own appearance, but she stopped herself 
and tried to access the situation objectively. “I suppose... 
it’s not bad...” 

“Not bad?” Meg said. “Not bad? Girl, you’re fabulous! 
Anyway, you have to admit, this is fun, is it? 

“Well...” Chris smiled. “Okay. I suppose it isn’t bad. 
But this is just for now, and I’m definitely changing back 
before the party begins.” 

Meg pouted. “Well, poop,” she said. “But fine.” 
“What do you need a Skuld for, anyway? If you and 

Sam are going as Belldandy and Keiichi, wouldn’t I just be 
a third wheel?” 

“Um...” Meg grinned. “No one ever said Sam was 
going as Keiichi...” 

“Then who...?” 
The closet door opened slightly, and out from it... 

emerged a leg. A long, smooth, bare, perfect leg, with just 
a hint of a very highly slit dress visible towards the top. 
“Oh, my little sisters,” a sultry voice said, “you wouldn’t be 
forgetting big sister Urd now, would you?” 

The door opened more fully, and out emerged the 
goddess Urd. 

“Holy shit,” Meg said. 
“How did you...” Chris started. She turned to Meg. 

“How did she... er, he...” Chris stammered, while making 
cupped hand gestures in front of her chest. She turned 
back to Sam. “How!” 

Sam slinked towards Meg and Chris, his hips 
swinging with every step, making for a walk that would've 
caused Jessica Rabbit to be envious.  

“Oh, we have got to get a photo,” Meg said. 
“Oh, no we don’t,” Chris replied.  



 

   276 

“But when will the three of us do this again?” Meg 
asked. 

“Never,” Chris assured her. “Besides, with only the 
three of us here, who’d take it? Well, come on, let’s get 
changed back before...” 

And of course, it was then that the door to the club 
room opened up and the rest of the Samuel Clemens High 
Anime Club walked in. They were mid conversation, but 
that stopped as soon as they saw the sight that awaited 
them upon their arrival. 

A silence hung over the club room during which 
Chris’s face continued to take on ever deepening shades 
of red. 

The silence was broken by Ryan, one of the 
graduating seniors, who let out a cat call.  

“All right, let’s get this party started!” Melky shouted 
out. 

Chris couldn’t take it anymore. She was about to 
scream! And then... 

“Looking good, Christine!” one of the other guys 
commented. 

She blinked. Meg and Sam both threw their arms 
around her. Next thing you know, there was the telltale 
flash of a camera. 

Chris sighed. She tried to frown, but it came out 
wrong and she found her lips curling up, instead. “Fine,” 
she said. “Fine.” She accepted a red solo cup full of soda 
that someone handed her, and took a sip. “But don’t ever 

ask me to do this again!” she decreed. 
The room cheered, and the party got underway. 
 
 
And now, as Chris stood before the door of that very 

room, she smiled in spite of herself. She wanted to hate 
that memory, but somehow she couldn’t. It was hard to 
see any of the memories inside of that room as anything 
other than good ones. 

So with that as her frame of mind, she opened the 
door and strode in. As expected, Casey, Melky, Sam, 
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Terry, and Vikki were all there waiting, seated around the 
table. Much to her surprise, Meg was there, too! She stood 
at the head of the table, on the side opposite the door. 
“Meg!” Chris greeted. But she fell silent, going no further. 
Something was off. The atmosphere in the room was all 
wrong. And Meg, usually the definition of cheer – if the red 
around her eyes and the lack of expression on her face 
were to be of any indication – today she most definitely 
was not. 

And the others... You’d think someone had died! Sam 
was even dabbing at his eyes with a tissue. Something 
was very wrong. 

“What happened?” Chris asked. Then it clicked. “Oh 
God, are they finally shutting us down?” 

Meg swallowed. It was tough enough having had to 
spill the news once. She’d tried to wait for Chris to arrive, 
but so much time had passed since final bell, Meg had 
started to think Chris wasn’t coming for some reason. But 
now here she was. 

Damn, this was harder then telling everyone else 
combined. Meg swallowed again. “Chris, I have to go.” 

“Hey, I’m sorry I’m late,” Chris said, “but if they’re 
trying to shut us down, that’s worth sticking around a bit to 
discuss, eh?” 

Damn, this sucked. “No, Chris. The club’s fine. It’s 
me... I’m leaving.” 

“What?” 
“I have to... it’s my father. He’s being transferred to 

another office... in Japan.” 
Chris felt something she couldn’t quite identify. It was 

like the opposite of butterflies in the stomach... A hollow, 
empty feeling. A sinking feeling. 

“When?” she asked. 
Meg looked down at the table. She noticed she was 

shaking, and tried to still herself. After a moment, the 
shaking was replaced with a numbness. “Tomorrow. We 
leave in the morning. I only found out last night, it’s all 
happening so...”  
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Meg stopped talking when she heard the door open 
and shut once more. She looked up. Chris was gone. 

Her arm reached out, grasping for something that 
wasn’t there. Part of her wanted to leap after her, even 
knowing that would likely end with her tripping over the 
table or those seated around it and landing flat on her 
face. Besides, her feet felt strangely glued to the ground, 
as if they wouldn’t listen to her even if she tried. So she 
remained there for a time, she knew not how long, her 
hand outstretched.  

The moment was only broken when a tissue was 
placed in her hand. It was from Sam. Meg became aware 
that her face was wet. She brought her arm back towards 
her face, and in doing so she noticed the time on her wrist 
watch. She didn’t have much left, and there was still one 
piece of important business to take care of. 

She took a moment to regain her composure, then 
spoke once more. 

“Sam?” she said. 
She didn’t need to say more. Sam nodded. “I’ll talk to 

her.” 
“Okay. Well, I suppose there’s one more thing that 

needs taking care of. Succession. I’m sure you’ll all agree, 
there’s only one real choice...” 

 
 
Meg walked out of the doors of Samuel Clemens High 

School for the final time. Everything about her posture said 
she did not want to be doing so, but somehow she 
managed to do it. It was easier when she saw that it was 
her mother who had come to pick her up. 

“Did you manage to do everything you needed to?” 
her mother asked. 

“Not really,” Meg replied, “but I suppose I did all I 
could.” 

The two of them got into the car. “Megumi-chan, I 
know this is tough, but it will be okay. It isn’t the end of the 
world, you know.” 
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“What do you know about it?” Meg spat, hasher then 
she’d intended.  

Her mother seemed to take no offence. “Meg,” she 
said to her, surprising her by using the nickname her 
parents never had warmed to, “you are a child of two 
countries. By birth you are Japanese. And I know your 
love for our culture, even if that love is expressed 
somewhat... interestingly. But you’re also a child of 
American culture, and you’re being asked to leave all of 
that and all of your friends behind. This was asked of me 
once, too, when your father was first transferred here. And 
in my case, I didn’t even have the advantages you have of 
knowing the language, or an affinity for the culture. 
America may as well have been an alien world to me, and 
I had to travel there leaving all of my friends, and my 
parents and siblings, behind.” 

Meg looked into her mother’s eyes, and saw 
understanding. She still needed more, though. “But why 
couldn’t you tell me sooner that this was happening?” 

“It was about a year ago that your father started 
expressing concern about you to me, and said he was 
going to try to arrange for us to return to Japan.” Junko 
sighed. “He thought it best if we didn’t tell you until it was 
actually going to happen. He said didn’t want you to 
concern yourself over ‘maybes’ and ‘might happens.’” 

“More likely he wanted to avoid an argument before it 
was too late.” 

Junko laughed. “My child, you are wise. But I assure 
you, even if you didn’t personally take part, an argument 
on your behalf did occur a year ago. However, your father 
would not hear of it. 

“And then last night... he came home with the news. I 
am sorry, Megumi-chan, if I seemed less then 
sympathetic... I guess I got caught up in the excitement, 
the thought of going home again. It’s been so long.” 

“No, mom, you didn’t...” Meg stumbled for words. “It’s 
just... It’s all happening so quick! Why does it have to be 
so quick?” 
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“It is rather sudden. Apparently the position that 
opened up in Japan was due to an unexpected death, so 
there really was no time to set up a more gradual 
transition. And if your father turned down the offer after 
lobbying for a year for a move back to Japan, well, it 
wouldn’t have looked good for him within the company.” 

“Well, we couldn’t have that, now could we?” Meg 
asked. Her tone did little to hide her sarcasm. 

“No, Megumi-chan, we couldn’t.” Her mother was 
being serious. “Everything you and I have is because of 
the hard work your father does, and even if it isn’t easy, 
sometimes we have to make sacrifices to thank him for 
that. I made my sacrifice years ago when we first came to 
America. Now, I fear, it is your turn.” 

Meg sighed. “But it sucks ass,” she said. 
“Yes,” her mother deadpanned, “it does suck ass.” 
Hearing her mother speak like that caught her rather 

off guard, and Meg couldn’t help herself but to let out a 
giggle. She tried to stifle it, determined to maintain the 
dour mood she had so well constructed, but that somehow 
made it worse. There was no helping it, she was laughing 
now, and her mother joined her in it. 

“That’s more like you,” her mother said when they had 
calmed down again. “Megumi-chan,” she then continued. 
“You’re still a child, and so you have to do this. I know it is 
hard for you. But someday, not too far in the future, you 
will be an adult. You’ll be able to make your own 
decisions. Including decisions on where you want to be.” 

Meg looked at her mother again. 
“And if where you decide you want to be happens to 

be somewhere other than Japan... Well, while you can be 
sure your father won’t like it, there won’t be much he can 
do to stop you. Especially,” Junko said, “if you have me 
baking you up on it.” 

“Mom,” Meg said, “thank you.” 
“As long as you promise to come visit us once in a 

while,” Junko added. 
Meg grinned. “You got it.” 
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Junko grinned back. “Now then, we have a lot to do 
still, and your father is expecting us back shortly,” she 
said. “However, I think for the stress he has caused you, 
he can suffer a small delay if we don’t go straight home.” 
She turned on the car’s engine. 

“Mother?” Meg asked, perplexed. 
“Well now,” her mother explained, “you don’t expect 

me to go back home to Japan looking anything other than 
my best, do you? And so I’ve made one last appointment 
for us at our salon.” 

“Dad’ll be pissed,” Meg said. “That’ll take a few 
hours!” 

Junko pulled out into traffic. “Let it,” was all she had to 
say to that. 

 
 
Chris hadn’t left her room since coming home. In fact, 

she hadn’t left her bed, where she was curled up in a fetal 
position. In the dark. 

There was a soft knock at the door. “Christine? 
Honey?” Her mother sounded concerned. Of course, she 
had skipped dinner. “One of your club friends is on the 
phone. Do you want me to bring the phone in there for 
you?” 

Chris didn’t answer. Her mother seemed to get the 
hint, and didn’t knock again. 

In fact, no one knocked again until very early the next 
morning. Chris was startled awake, finding herself in much 
the same position she had been lying in the previous 
morning. 

“Chris? Honey? I hope you’re decent, because I’m 
coming in!” 

It was a good thing she was decent, otherwise it was 
likely Sam wouldn’t have lived to tell the tale. He walked 
into the room and sat on the edge of the bed. “Rough 
night?” he asked. 

Chris didn’t respond. 
“Look,” Sam said, “this is tough on all of us, Meg 

included,” Sam continued. “She doesn’t want to be 
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leaving. She wasn’t given any choice, and hardly any 
time.” 

“I’m not sure what I’d be without her, Sam,” Chris 
finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s all so 
easy for the rest of you. You all were someone even 
before you met Meg. Me, I’d just be the quiet girl in the 
corner no one wants to talk to.” 

“Nonsense, girl. You’re not the only one who only fits 
in at school because of this club. Without it, I’d just be ‘the 
fag.’” 

“We live in San Francisco. You’d hardly be the only 
one.” 

“Still doesn’t make it easy sometimes,” Sam confided. 
“But it’s not so bad, because you and Meg and everyone 
else in the club accepted me for who I was. So don’t make 
it sound like you’re the only one with someplace to fit in at 
school because of the Anime Club. And you’re part of that, 
you know.” 

“Only because Meg made the club, and insisted I 
join.” 

Sam smiled. “Meg never told you why she formed the 

anime club, did she?” 
“Not specifically, but it seemed kind of obvious. 

’Cause she liked anime, and wanted to hang out with other 
people who did.” 

“That is true, to some extent,” Sam said. “But there 
was one person in particular she wanted to hang out with. 
Someone she’d spent some time with the previous year, 
and felt a connection with, but didn’t quite know how to 
approach without an excuse.” 

Chris looked up at Sam, a dumbfounded look upon 
her face. 

“Meg told me once, when I asked her about the 
founding of the club,” Sam continued, “about the Sailor 
Moon doodle she saw you drawing your first day of High 
School.” 

Chris looked up at Sam. “She did all of it,” she asked, 
“for me? Why?” 

“‘Cause she wanted to hang out with you,” Sam said. 
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“But she was popular! She could hang out with 
whoever she wanted!” 

“And she chose you.” 

“Why all the elaborate trouble? She could have just 
asked!” 

“Chris, honey, even the ‘popular girls’ can get nervous 
when it comes to wanting to be with someone they really 
like. What if you’d said no? Besides, the club was an extra 
added bonus. It was fun, wasn’t it?” 

Chris felt something... Something new, she wasn’t 
sure what. But whatever it was... “Oh God, Sam, what did I 
do? All she’s done for all of us... For me! And I just walked 
out on her yesterday.” And now there was nothing she 
could do about it. 

“You know, I happen to know when her plane is 
leaving this morning,” Sam said. He looked at his watch. 
“It’ll be close, but if we hurry, we might just be able to 
catch her before she leaves.” 

Chris’s heart skipped a beat. 
“You could tell her how you feel,” Sam said with an 

odd wink. “Tell her you’ll keep in touch. Anything. At least 
say goodbye. You leave things like you did yesterday, and 
you’ll only regret it.” 

Chris startled Sam by bolting to her feet and dashing 
towards the door. Sam hadn’t even had time to react yet 
when Chris poked her head back in and said, “Come on, 
what are you waiting for? Oh, and you drove here, right? 
So you’ve got your car?” 

Sam smiled. “Yup. Let’s go.” 
 
 
Meg’s mind was pretty much blank as she followed 

her parents into the airport. She moved as if on auto pilot, 
following behind Junko and Katashi as they went to the 
ticket counter, confirmed their flights, got their boarding 
passes, and checked their luggage. 

Since yesterday afternoon, she’d at least felt as if she 
had an ally in her mother, but that still didn’t change the 
fact that this was not something she wanted to be doing... 
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She’d give almost anything to stop it from happening. And 
as she lay awake in the wee hours of the morning, the 
oblivion of sleep staying ever elusive, she realized the only 
way she would manage to survive the day would be to 
remove herself from it. To that effect, she had carefully 
cultivated a feeling of numbness, until she could almost 
believe that her life at the moment was something she was 
watching on television – a tale happening to someone 
else. Anyone else. But not her. 

Her father went through the security checkpoint first. 
Then her mother. Meg placed her carry-on down on the 
little conveyer belt, and was about to step through the 
metal detectors herself, when she heard something... 
someone calling to her, off in the distance, back the way 
they had come. 

Meg stopped. 
Oh please, God, no, she thought. It was the one voice 

she most desperately wanted to hear... but it was a voice 
she could not hear. Not if she had any hopes of getting 

this intact. 
“Megumi!” This time, it was from before her. Her 

father calling to her, urging her to come forward. 
“Dear, please, give her a moment,” her mother said. 

Her father frowned and turned his back. Her mother 
smiled to her, a warm, reassuring smile. She nodded at 
Meg, almost as if she was telling her it would be all right. 

Meg turned to face Chris. She also saw Sam off in the 
distance, further down the long corridor leading to the 
security checkpoint, almost lost amidst the crowd of 
people in the airport. He offered a smile and a thumb’s up, 
but otherwise kept his distance. He knew that even if he 
had helped to facilitate it, this was a moment that was not 
for him. 

Meg felt so very conflicted inside. So many words 
buzzed through her brain, fighting to make their way out of 
her mouth. In the end, she just managed a weak, “Why 
are you here?” 

Chris fidgeted for a moment. So desperate was she to 
see Meg one more time that, now that the moment was 
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upon her, she wasn’t quite sure what she had wanted to 
do with it. “I... I had to see you before you left.” 

Meg smiled. It took some effort, as while it was 
certainly one of the expressions vying for time on her face 
at the moment, it was not the only one. “Well,” she said, 
“here I am.” 

“I almost didn’t recognize you from behind,” Chris 
admitted. “What did you do to your hair?” 

Meg instinctively grabbed at her hair, but missed. 
There was much less of it then she was used to having. “I 
dunno,” she said. “I thought it might help, try to make a 
fresh start. Anyway, what are you doing here?” 

“I... I don’t know what I want,” Chris admitted. “Only... 
I’m sorry, Meg. I shouldn’t have run out on you like that 
yesterday. Only... it hurt so much, I couldn’t stay.” 

Meg took Chris into her arms for a hug. “I know what 
you mean,” she said. She then pulled away, but kept her 
hands on Chris’s shoulders. “I wanted to chase after you, 
but that would have hurt, too.” 

The two of them couldn’t help but to laugh. It was 
short, and sounded somewhat less then mirthful, but it 
was something. “We’re a pair, aren’t we?” Chris asked. 

“Two of a kind,” Meg replied. “Ever since junior high, it 
was you and me vs. the world. We’ve done a good job of 
it, too, these last few years.” 

“Sam... Sam told me some things,” Chris said. “About 
why you have to leave so suddenly...” And about why you 
formed the club in the first place. “I... Don’t worry, we’ll all 

do our best for the club.” 
“I know you will.” Meg smiled, a more genuine smile 

this time. “You’ll push for Otakon in the summer, right?” 
“You know it,” Chris said. “It will be a voyage 

undertaken to honor our founding President!” 
“Megumi.” Her father was calling to her, apparently 

having felt he had waited long enough. 
Meg looked at Chris. She tightened her grip on her 

shoulders, and pulled her into a hug once more. “I guess 
this is it, huh?” 
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“Mmm hmm,” Chris said. She then opened her mouth 
to say goodbye, but was somewhat surprised when the 
wrong words came out. “I love you,” she softly spoke into 
Meg’s ear. 

She then gasped. What had she just said? 
Meg pushed her out again, once more holding her at 

arm’s length. She tried to look into Chris’s eyes.  
“You’re not... you’re not just talking, ‘as a friend,’ are 

you?” 
She could feel Chris trying to pull away from her grip, 

almost as if she wanted to flee, but Meg held firm. She 
definitely noticed Chris was unable to return her look, 
however. 

Meg... Meg felt something welling up inside of 
herself... 

“Megumi!” Her father’s voice again, much more 
insistent this time. 

...and almost immediately it came crashing down 
again.  

The numbness reasserted itself as she released her 
grip on Chris’s shoulders. Rather than flee, Chris just 
stood there, dumbfounded. 

“I... I can’t...” She turned. 
“Meg...” Chris replied softly, pleadingly. 
“This can’t happen now,” Meg said in almost a 

monotone. She walked back towards the metal detectors. 
Then through them. 

“Please...” Chris begged, trying to ignore that it was 
already too late. 

Meg collected her carry-on and joined her parents. 
Chris watched her as, without ever turning back, Meg 
continued down the remaining length of the corridor, 
eventually disappearing around a corner. 

Sam had come up to join Chris, and had placed an 
arm around her shoulders, reassuringly. For once, Chris 
didn’t mind the invasion of her space. She even placed her 
hand over Sam’s on her shoulder. She stood there for 
some time, continuing to watch the ever flowing crowd of 
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people as they went on their way to their individual 
destinies. 

 
 
“Oh hey, they’re boarding our group now,” Junko said. 

She rose from her vaguely uncomfortable plastic seat, and 
Meg rose alongside her. They joined Meg’s father, who 
had been pacing closer to the door onto the airplane upon 
which they would be flying from San Francisco, leaving 
behind everything Meg knew for the unknown in Japan. 

“Do you have everything?” Katashi asked, his own 
carry-on bag slung over his shoulder. 

The women both nodded to this, and so he walked up 
to the ticket agent at the door to the airplane, handed her 
their tickets, and boarded. Meg and her mother followed. 

The three of them took their seats, Katashi and Junko 
in one row and Meg in the window seat of the row behind 
them. A short time later, they were airborne for the journey 
to the country that would be their new home. 

Meg reached into the pocket of her coat and took out 
a photograph. Next to her, the woman who was sitting 
there had already put on some headphones and settled 
back with her eyes closed. So Meg was unobserved as 
she looked at the photo of three people, a trio dressed as 
anime goddesses. Her attention was particularly focused 
on one person in the photo in particular. 

A single tear fell upon the photo. Then another. She 
wiped the tears from the photo, and then she stuffed it into 
the pocket in the back of the seat in front of her. It would 
remain there amongst the magazines and emergency 
instructions even after she would eventually depart the 
plane. Meanwhile, her tears continued to fall as she 
silently cried until she felt she could do so no more.  

In about eleven and a half hours, they would be 
landing in Tokyo. Not much else would happen during the 
flight, so Meg simply set about trying to prepare herself 
mentally for her new life she would lead after crossing the 
ocean. 
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Chapter 9: 
Striking Back 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Matthew's day had started a bit oddly. He'd had a 
strange encounter with Sarah in the foyer of Maison 
Ikkoku, followed by a shared walk to the train station with 
some light conversation, that he still hadn't quite 
processed. 

Was she being nice to him? 
Was it a trick? 
No, that was beneath Sarah. 
But why was she acting this way? It almost felt like 

how she treated him when he was a she. 
Almost, but not quite. 
What was going on with Sarah? 
Thoughts like this jumbled through his head all 

throughout his morning train ride, and continued for the 
short walk from the station to the school and a bit into the 
morning period. 

Matthew's homeroom class, Class 3-4, had their 
English instruction last today, and so Matt spend most of 
the day following Yagami-sensei around to other classes 
she gave more rudimentary instruction to. In those 
classes, she occasionally sought Matthew's assistance, 
but for the most part taught the class herself.  

Matt was glad for the way the schedule worked out 
today, as it gave him plenty of time to compose himself 
before he had to do much active teaching himself. When 
he and Yagami-sensei finally returned to Class 3-4, he 
looked over the assembled students. One in particular 
caught his eye, and his thoughts returned briefly to this 
morning's conversation in the foyer as he felt a brief 
twinge of guilt. 

But surely, Megumi being in his class was a harmless 
coincidence. And yes, she had been extremely friendly 
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yesterday when she came to him in the faculty room. But 
she'd barely looked at him in homeroom this morning, and 
they had passed each other in the hall at another point 
during the day and she hadn't even looked his way. So 
surely, Mat continued to convince himself, there was no 
need for concern. 

He cleared his throat and stepped up to the front of 
the class. "Good afternoon, ladies. If you can take out the 
materials I handed out yesterday, we'll continue on with 
the next part. Anyone who read yesterday who's role 
continues on today, please continue forward. We do have 
some new parts today, any volunteers?" 

Many, but not all, of the students raised their hands. 
Matt wasn't too worried about the more reluctant students. 
There were enough characters that, before the end of the 
sixth episode, they'd find themselves assigned a part if 
they didn't wish to volunteer for one. But for now, why 
force things? He picked a number of students who did 
have their hands raised, and then, as the narrator, began 
the reading himself. 

"'Far out in the uncharted backwaters of the 
unfashionable end of the western spiral arm of the galaxy 
lies a small, unregarded yellow sun...'" 

The day continued, first with a reading of the second 
episode of The Hitchhiker's Guide to the  Galaxy, then with 

a lively discussion of the language and grammar that 
Douglas Adams continued to use in his story,  

"Yes," Matt said, answering the final question he was 
planning to take for the day, "to be truly fluent in a 
language is more than just understanding vocabulary and 
syntax. It is also a matter of knowing the local culture, and 
that is probably the toughest barrier between native 
speakers and people learning a second language. Or even 
between two people who grew up knowing the same 
language, but in different countries. 

"So anyway, what was meant when that FX direction 
said, "SHRUBBERY," was a likening of the dramatic chord 
indicated to a similar one in the film Monty Python and the 
Holy Grail. Of course, that wasn't really a cultural 
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reference that we were supposed to be exposed to. It was 
merely something that the author scribbled in the margins 
when he was writing it, and that the person in charge of 
typing up the scripts then dutifully included. And, of 
course, as just a note on the FX direction, the audience 
was never actually aware of that bit anyway. 

"There is a really great example of this in the next 

episode, however, which plays off knowledge of grammar 
and of the opening narration to the television series Star 
Trek. But I suppose that is something we can look forward 
to exploring tomorrow. And on that note..." 

With impeccable timing, the chimes to indicate an end 
to the current school day sounded out. 

"...I suppose that will be all for today," Matthew 
concluded. "Thank you, class." 

End of day formalities occurred, and the girls – 
Megumi included – all filed out of the class. Yes, Matt 
thought, nothing to worry about. 

He made his way to the faculty room, collected his hat 
and his coat, and was about to begin to head home when 
Yagami-sensei approached him. "Headed home, Mr. 
Atanian?" she asked. 

"Yes," he replied. "Unless you needed something 
from me first?" He slung his coat over one of his 
shoulders. 

"Nothing much," she answered. "Just a few words, if I 
can walk with you a moment?" 

"Sure." They left the faculty room and began walking 
towards the door. 

"This is an interesting story you are having the 
students read," Yagami-sensei began. 

"Oh," Matt replied. "I hope it is alright. I just figured by 
beginning with something I was familiar with like this, I 
could ease my way into the class. And by using a British 
piece such as this, I could expose the students to a wider 
range of materials then just what I would bring from my 
own background. And I had thought of using the novel 
based on the same material, but I thought that by using 
the radio scripts and assigning different parts to different 



 

   291 

students, I could encourage more participation from the 
class." 

Matt squinted a bit as they exited the building. He 
pulled his hat onto his head to shield his eyes from the sun.  

"Oh, please don't take my comment as criticism," 
Yagami-sensei said. "I was wishing to complement you on 
your methods. Unorthodox as they are, they do seem to 
be getting the students' attention." 

Matt thought he saw Yagami-sensei's gaze take 
notice of something behind them, and he was about to 
turn and look himself when he was startled and dropped 
his coat. What startled him was a big smack on his back! 
Then a Megumi shaped blur continued swiftly past them 
and forward, waving an outstretched hand as she shouted, 
"Great lesson today, Mr. Atanian!" before disappearing 
past the school's front gate and around a corner. 

Matt reddened a bit as he heard some giggling from 
some other girls nearby. Meanwhile, Yagami-sensei had 
picked up his coat and handed it to him. He took this 
opportunity to pull it on properly. 

"I am, indeed," Matt muttered. Odd thoughts from this 
morning came bubbling back to the surface. "Hopefully not 
the wrong kind of attention, though." 

Yagami-sensei just smiled slightly at him. "Have a 
good evening, and see you tomorrow," she said as they 
reached the gate themselves. 

 
 
Matt was the first to arrive at the Neko Hanten, a.k.a. 

the Cat Café. He sat down, and a very bouncy looking girl 
with rather long bluish purple hair attempted to take an 
order from him. Her English was rather broken, perhaps 
even slightly worse than Perfume's, but eventually Matt 
got across the concept that he was waiting for some 
others to join him, and could he perhaps have a glass of 
cold water while he waited? 

Not long after his water had arrived, the boys showed 
up. They all looked rather like they had been through the 
ringer. 
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"What in Zarquon's name happened to you lot?" Matt 
asked them. 

"Don't ask," Aaron darkly replied. 
Mike was slightly more forthcoming, but barely. "Our 

school's principal's idea of a welcome. Principal Kuno's 
Little America obstacle course from hell." 

"Ah, of course," Matt said, figuring for now that it 
might be best to just accept this explanation even if it 
didn't do much to actually explain anything at all. Besides, 
another question had formed in Matt's head which had 
become more pressing to him. To prepare to broach this 
new question, he began by greeting the subject of it. 
"Hello, Kirstin," he said. 

"Hello," she said brightly, despite looking not too 
dissimilar in dishevelment from the boys. 

"Before you ask," Gelinas said, anticipating the 
question that had been forming in Matt's mind, "she 
knows." 

"Ah," Matt replied. 
"She actually sussed out a good chunk of it for 

herself," Hughes offered. "We just filled her in on the rest 
during the walk from the school to here." 

"Well, I suppose that shouldn't be too much of a 
surprise," Matt commented. "And nothing to worry about," 
he said, turning to Kirstin, "since you've been such a good 
secret keeper for us thus far." 

Kirstin took this all in as a complement, and beamed 
accordingly.  

They all sat and joined Matt at the large table he was 
sitting at. The purple haired girl came back a few minutes 
later and took their orders. Everyone else ordered quite 
extravagant sounding dishes, but with his (to put it kindly) 
limited pallet, Matt just requested a bowl of plain ramen 
noodles in a simple broth, and a small pot of tea.  

Not long after that, their waitress returned again 
carrying half their bowls and beverages. With her was 
none other than Perfume, carrying the other half plus one 
additional bowl. After serving all of them, she placed the 
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extra bowl on the table next to theirs, and sat there so that 
her back was turned towards them. 

After the other waitress was out of earshot, Perfume 
whispered, "Perfume on break. Not know you. But this 
way, can listen in on meeting." 

A few minutes after they began eating their food, with 
a jingling of bells a shadow fell upon the table. Matt, the 
boys, and Kirstin looked up to see Líng Rén standing 
before them.  

 
 
Sarah saved the document she was working on, a 

suggestion of proposed adjustments to a memo before 
distribution to the American office, then sent a copy of it to 
Mr. Kataki for approval. Then she leaned back in her chair 
a bit and stretched. From her desk on the opposite side of 
the room, Rumi frowned at her when she did this. But 
Sarah didn't care. She was actually a bit ahead on the 
work she'd been given for today. So if she wanted to take 
a moment to stretch, she'd do so! 

Then something happened that Sarah didn't expect. A 
teenage girl, who for some reason she couldn't quite put 
her finger on Sarah thought looked familiar, came 
bounding into the room and went up to Rumi's desk. Rumi 
continued to not seem amused. Sarah was getting the 
impression that Rumi had a major stick up her arse. And 
since she'd on occasion heard the same thing about 
herself, if she was seeing it in another then it must be true. 

After the girl had talked to Rumi for a bit, Rumi picked 
up the phone on her desk. Her curiosity peaked, Sarah 
continued to observe. After talking into the phone for a 
minute, Rumi placed the phone back down and aimed a 
stern look in Sarah's direction. 

Sarah was rather startled then when, almost 
immediately, the phone on her own desk rang! She 
answered it. 

"Ah, Sarah," she heard her boss's voice say. "Based 
on what I have in my inbox, can I assume you've 
completed your work for today?" 
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"Yes, Mr. Kataki," Sarah replied. "Was there anything 
else I might do for you before my shift ends?" 

"As a matter of fact, there is. I had asked my daughter 
Megumi to meet me here after work, and as I am sure you 
can see, she has just arrived. But I actually have had a 
few things come up that I must attend to before I leave for 
the day. I know it isn't exactly in the job description, but 
could you possibly keep Megumi company for a half an 
hour or so? Perhaps take her down to the canteen for a 
snack?" 

"Sure, Mr. Kataki, that'll be no problem," Sarah 
replied. 

After finishing the phone call, Sarah looked up to see 
the teenage girl, presumably Megumi, was now standing 
in front of her desk. "Hi, I'm Meg," she said brightly. "Dad's 
saddled you with me, huh?" 

Sarah smiled. There was something about this girl's 
attitude that was somewhat infectious. "I'd hardly put it that 
way," Sarah replied, "but yes." 

"Well," Megumi replied, "good to meet ya!" 
Megumi offered Sarah her hand, which Sarah was 

about to accept, when she saw something that gave her 
pause. "Your hand... are you bleeding? Are you okay?" 

Megumi jerked her hand back, startled at first, but 
then she laughed. "No, no. I'm sorry, I forgot. I must have 
looked like a mad woman on the train here. 'The Schoolgirl 
With the Bloody Hand!'" She then made a mock spooky, 
"Oooooooooooooo!" noise. 

"So what...?" Sarah began. But before she could even 
finish her question, Megumi answered it. 

"Water soluble ink," she said. "Hold on, I'll go wash 
my hands, then we can go." And with that, Megumi 
dashed off towards the nearest bathroom. 

 
 
Líng Rén took a chair and sat at the head of the table, 

smiling warmly and greeting everyone, including Kirstin, 
whose presence seemed to not be of any surprise to him. 
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He also silently nodded in greeting to Perfume when 
she dared to steal a brief glance in his direction. 

After ordering just a pot of tea, and waiting for it to 
arrive, he finally came down to business. 

"I wish to apologize again for the danger you are in," 
he began. When the others attempted to raise their voices 
in protest, he would not hear of it. "Those responsible 
were once associates of mine, so I feel I share the blame 
in what they do, and bear the responsibility of stopping 
them. 

"In any case, if all goes well, you will remain hidden 
here for about a year while my organization puts 
safeguards in place that should allow your safe return 
home. However, I do feel it best if we have a, how do you 
put it? A plan B, in case your whereabouts are discovered. 

And so I intend to train you all in the hopes that you may 
defend yourselves should the need arise." 

This brought to the forefront of Bill Gelinas's mind a 
question that had been nagging on him for some time. 
"Yeah, you've mentioned this intent before," he said, "but 
how exactly will that work? These guys after us are super 
talented martial artists, right? None of us are martial 
artists, and some of us aren't even that athletically 
inclined. It would take a hell of a lot of training to get us 
even close to their level!" 

For once, none of the others assembled felt the need 
to tell Bill to shut up. In fact, the murmuring that followed 
seemed to indicate a consensus that this was actually a 
rather good point. 

Líng Rén waited for the assorted murmuring to die 
down before he continued. 

"You are correct. Only one of you is in any way 
trained in martial arts, and so I will not concern myself with 
her. Which is probably for the best, as too close an 
association with her could bring an entirely different peril 
to your lives. 

"As for the rest of you, there is no way that, in the 
short time allowed to us, you would be able to receive any 
meaningful training to defend yourself. As such, I have 
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decided to ignore the usual order of training and teach you 
all each one very special technique, in the hopes that you 
may use it to catch any potential opponents off guard and 
effect an escape." 

"Michael," Líng Rén then began, "I have a technique 
in mind for you, but I would like your blessing before 
making my final decision. Ideally, this technique would 
have been taught to someone who was, well, younger and 
less developed. But as the shortest of your group, you 
may still be just in the physical range necessary to learn 
this technique. But be warned: if you do learn this 
technique, you will forever remain at your current height, 
never growing again. At least, not naturally." 

Mike shrugged. "I'm game." 
Líng Rén nodded. "Then for you, it shall be the 

Happōgoensatsu." He turned to Matt. "There is one 
technique I'd like to teach that only you of your group is 
suited for, as learning it may require someone who can 
remain bipedal with opposable thumbs, even in their 
cursed form." 

Matt swallowed nervously, but then nodded his 
consent. 

"Then I shall teach you Kachü Tenshin Amaguriken." 
Now Líng Rén turned to Aaron. "I hesitate to mention this 
in front of the present company," he said, having enough 
tact to not indicate specifically which member of the 
present company he was referring to, "but I sense a 
darkness in you. A darkness that, if you will allow me to 
show you how, can be channeled to devastating effect." 

Aaron frowned. "I'm not sure I like what you're saying, 
but if it will help us get out of this mess, then sure, 
whatever." 

"Then you will learn Shishi Hōkōdan," Líng Rén 
proclaimed. He next addressed Bill Hughes. "William, you 
on the other hand have the right qualities for the Mōko 
Takabisha." 

"What qualities are those?" Hughes asked. 
"You are almost foolishly sure of yourself," Líng Rén 

replied. 
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Hughes grinned broadly and said, "That I am!" 
"Finally, you, William," he said, turning this time to Bill 

Gelinas, "have a very analytical mind. This could be useful 
in mastering Bakusai Tenketsu." 

Bill simply nodded in response. 
"For most of you," Líng Rén said, "I will begin training 

in the near future. Michael, with you it is imperative that we 
get started as soon as possible however, as there are 
certain physical changes we will need to make to your 
body." 

Mike looked a bit nervous. "What sort of changes?" 
"Do not worry," Líng Rén said. "Nothing that will 

cause you harm, or that will be outwardly perceptible 
under normal circumstances. Now, normally I would just 
go to the one who first developed this technique, and ask 
him to perform the necessary modifications to you. But..." 
Líng Rén actually blushed slightly. "He can be of 
somewhat questionable character, and so I would prefer 
not to involve him if possible. There is another who may 
be able to perform the necessary acupressure, however. A 
doctor operating a clinic in Furinkan. His name is Ono 
Tofu." Líng Rén slid a piece of paper with an address and 
directions on it across the table to Mike. "I suggest we 
meet there tomorrow morning to begin." 

Mike nodded. 
Líng Rén finished his tea and rose from the table. 

"Well, if none of you have any questions, I suggest we part 
for now and you all go on about the rest of your day." At 
that, he reached into a small pouch on his belt, causing 
the bells also hanging there to jingle slightly once more, 
and pulled out some coins that were presumably for the 
tea. 

"Please, don't worry about it," Matt said. "You're doing 
so much for us, the least we can do is get your tea for 
you." 

"Most kind of you, thank you," Líng Rén replied. He 
returned the coins to his pouch, bowed slightly to all of 
them, and then departed. 
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The others all chatted a bit as they finished their 
meals. 

"I know I'm kind of on the outside of this," Kirstin said, 
"but all of it seems rather exciting from that vantage point! 
Except, I suppose, the part about where you are 
potentially in  mortal peril," she hastily amended. But the 
others had no problem offering her a pass on that point. 

Indeed, for the first time since this had all started, they 
were beginning to feel a bit excited at the thought of what 
might occur, as well. 

"I wonder exactly what all of these techniques will 
do?" Hughes asked. "I can't wait to master mine!" 

"If we're able to master any of them," Aaron reminded 

him. "It all sounds good on the surface, but still, none of us 
are martial artists going into this, and they sound like 
pretty advanced techniques." 

"Indeed," Gelnas said. "It is like trying to teach Chopin 
to someone who hasn't even mastered Chopsticks." 

"Shut up, Bill," Mike said. Even if he, again, had a 
point, they didn't want to concede too much to him. There 

was tradition to maintain, after all. Having taken effective 
control of the conversation, Mike then took the opportunity 
to ponder, "I wonder just what is going to happen to me in 
the morning." 

"We can all come along with you, if it would make you 
more comfortable," Matt offered. 

"Yes, it would," Mike admitted. 
Matt then did his own pondering. "I wonder what kind 

of technique it is that I need to be able to train even in my 
cursed form? If I accidentally get changed," he pointed 
out, "it isn't as if it isn't easy enough to change back to 
continue training." 

At that point, the waitress with the purple hair came 
up to the group with their check. Matt took out enough 
money to cover his own tab and Líng Rén's tea. "Well, 
how are we splitting up the rest of this?" he asked. 

Everyone else reached into their pockets for their 
money, and then almost in unison gained startled 
expressions. 
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"Um, Matt," Mike then said, "I don't know how to tell 
you this, but none of us have any money. At least, not in 
cash." 

Matt arched an eyebrow. "What do you mean?" 
Kirstin timidly pulled out from her pocket a check 

which Matt saw stated it was from "Nicole Porter 

Enterprises, LLC, 合同会社." She then asked, "I don't 

suppose they would be willing to accept these checks?" 
Out of the corner of his eye, Matt noticed Perfume 

face palming at the notion Kirstin had suggested. He then 
noticed that everyone else had also pulled out similar 
checks before dejectedly putting them away again.  

"No, I suppose not," Kirstin answered herself. 
Matt sighed and pulled out his wallet again. "Fine," he 

said, "fine. You're all lucky I didn't quite blow all of my cash 
the other day in Akihabara. But," and he made sure to 
sound quite emphatic on this point, "we're stopping by a 
bank on the way home!" 

 
 
Megumi and Sarah were sitting at a table in the, at 

this time of day, mostly empty canteen within the offices of 
Mitsumoto Enterprises. Sarah had gotten herself a rather 
lovely salad, while Megumi had grabbed a small sushi 
plate. 

"So, I have to ask," Sarah began, "what was with the 
hand?" 

Megumi actually blushed a bit at this. "I'm told it is 
something of a school tradition," she said. "Oh, please 
don't tell my dad!" she then blurted out. "He'd be furious!" 

"Well, unless it is something dangerous or illegal, I 
promise it will stay between us," Sarah assured the girl. 

"Well, when there's a guy you like, you mark him as 
yours, you see. After all, at an all girl's school, you've got 
to get your claim in early!" 

"Where do you find a guy at an all girl's school?" 
Sarah asked, fearing she knew the answer. 

"The faculty." Before Sarah could respond to that, 
Megumi continued. "I know what you're thinking," she said. 
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"I grew up in America, you see. So I know that might seem 
somewhat taboo. But not so much here. I even heard that 
there was once, years ago, a student at my school who 
actually married her teacher after she graduated, if you 

can believe that! And besides, the guy who I'm interested 
in isn't that much older than me or anything. I think like 
less than five years." 

"I guess that doesn't sound so bad," Sarah said. Mind 
you, she was only saying this because Megumi was not 
her responsibility. If Nicole or Kirstin came home with a 
similar tale to tell, Sarah knew full well she would have 
quite a different reaction! Nicole dating that Jason had 
been bad enough, but at least he wasn't her teacher! 

But for now, Sarah figured it would just be best to 
offer some friendly advice. "Just don't do anything stupid 
that might jeopardize his position. Or yours!" 

"Yes, mom," Megumi replied in a friendly yet mocking 
tone.  

Sarah took a bite of her salad. After swallowing she 
said, "Then I guess we won't have to tell your father about 
this." 

Megumi laughed. She then popped the last bit of her 
sushi into her mouth.. Silence settled between them for a 
few moments, which Megumi then took it upon herself to 
break. "So, how about you? Any special guy in your life?" 

"Me? Noooo..." Sarah said very quickly. 
Megumi's gossip sense was tingling. "You're holding 

something back. Come on," she pleaded, "spill. Please...?" 
"Well..." Sarah sighed. First Kyoko, then this girl. Was 

every woman in Japan interested in her love life? 
Well, maybe not Rumi. 
She sighed again. "Well, there is this one guy," she 

admitted at last. "He's been interested in me for about a 
year now, At first, I wanted nothing to do with him! But I 
have to admit that when we first met, I was in a bad place 
after a nasty break-up. Lately I've started to wonder if... 
Well..." 

Was Sarah really going to admit this? 
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"Maybe you haven't given him a fair chance?" 
Megumi asked. 

Damn, Sarah thought, what is this girl, a mind reader? 

But the only outward reply she gave was a slight nod. 
"And now you're half way across the world from him,"  

Megumi said. 
"But that's the really weird part," Sarah replied. "It 

turns out that he's here, too! It just seems like such a 
strange coincidence, like fate is trying to tell me 
something. Here I thought I wouldn't even be seeing him 
for a whole year, and now we're both on the other side of 
the globe and living under the same roof!" 

"Wait," Megumi said suddenly, "he's just come to 
Japan, too?" Her posture had stiffened slightly, but too 
subtly for Sarah to take notice of it. "So anyway, this 
mysterious gentleman have a name?" 

"Yeah," Sarah said. "I used to call him 'Mr. 
Testosterone,'" she said with a laugh, "but as you said, I 
wasn't really being fair to him at the time. His name's 
Matt." 

His name's Matt. The words rang through Megumi's 

skull. Her eyes narrowed, and she looked at Sarah anew, 
with a somewhat calculating gaze. Fortunately for her, 
Sarah was distracted by her own inner thoughts and was 
paying more attention to her salad then to Megumi. 

"Matt, you say," Megumi intoned a moment later. 
Before Sarah could reply to that, however, they were 

interrupted by the appearance of Mr. Kataki. "Ah, here you 
two are. Not being a bother I trust, Megumi?" he asked. 

"No, father," Megumi replied. 
Sarah stood as he approached. "Thank you very 

much, Sarah," he said to her. "We're supposed to be 
meeting Megumi's mother in the city, you see." 

Megumi, always willing to be a little more forward with 
personal information, supplied, "It's their anniversary, so 
father's taking us out for a fancy dinner. " 

"Megumi," Mr. Kataki scolded, "Sarah is not 
concerned with that." 

"It's okay, I don't mind," Sarah assured him. 
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"Why couldn't I have gone home and changed first?" 
Megumi asked her dad. "Now I have to wear my school 
uniform all evening?" 

"There was not time," her father assured her. 
"Was that before or after you kept me waiting half an 

hour?" Megumi shot back. 
Her father did not even reply to that. "Come, Megumi, 

your mother is waiting. Thank you again, Sarah!" 
"Bye, Sarah! It was great meeting you," Megumi said 

brightly. Sarah didn't notice that the girl's eyes did not 
quite match the tone of her voice. 

"Maybe we'll see each other again sometime," Sarah 
suggested. 

"Oh," Megumi said in reply, "something tells me that 
you can count on that." 

 
 
Matt, Kirstin, Mike, Aaron, and the Bills all arrived 

back at Maison Ikkoku. Kirstin noted that Nicole's shoes 
were not yet here, and neither were Sarah's. Everyone 
parted, and Matt made his way up to his room.  

With mild annoyance, he found his room was not 
empty when he answered. "Good afternoon, Mr. Yotsuya," 
he said, taking off his coat. 

"Ah, young Mr. Atanian, I trust you have had  a good 
day?" He was seated on the floor on the opposite side of 
the room, in front of the window, and he was holding a tea 
cup. 

"Up until now, yes," Matt replied. He turned to put his 
hat and coat into his closet. 

"Oh ho!" Mr. Yotsuya exclaimed. 
Matt turned back to the intruder. "What is it?" 
Yotsuya almost, but not quite, had a smile on his face. 

"Nothing of import," he insisted. "Yet." 
"So, what are you doing in here?" Matt asked.  
"Waiting," Yotsuya replied. He took a sip of his tea. 
Matt tried to not show his annoyance, but he made a 

note to have a word with the manager about the hole in 
the wall. "Waiting for what?" he asked. 
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Yotsuya took another sip of his tea. 
Matt sighed, and went to go sit at his computer.  
Yotsuya gazed out of the window, sipping his tea.  
Matt checked his e-mail. Then he opened up a story 

he was working on, and stared at the screen a bit. He was 
stuck on a scene where he had to figure out how the 
Massachusetts Branch was keeping secret from both 
Seele and other branches of NERV that they had a pair of 

fully operational Eva Units. 
Mr. Yotsuya suddenly gulped down whatever tea he 

had remaining, and swiftly departed the room leaving the 
door open. Matt sighed. He got up and was about to close 
it when he heard a strange commotion coming from 
downstairs. 

"What? Hey, let me go!" Sarah's voice? 
"Yotsuya-san, nani o shiteru!?" That was the 

manager's voice. 
A trample of footfalls came up the stairs. Before Matt 

knew what was happening, Yotsuya was back. But he was 
not alone. He had a furious looking Sarah by the wrist, and 
a very concerned Kyoko and Yusaku had followed. 
"Yotsuya-san..." Yusaku said warningly. 

Yotsuya released his grip on Sarah's wrist, and 
instead grabbed Matt by the shoulders and swiftly swung 
him around so that his back was to everyone else. "Voilà!" 
he pronounced. 

Sarah could not believe what she saw on Matt's back. 
Right square in the center of Matt's back was a red blotch 
of ink shaped vaguely like a heart. And suddenly, it 
dawned on her why she thought Megumi had looked 
familiar. 

Matt turned back around. "What? What is it?" he 
asked. 

Sarah let out an annoyed yell, turned on her heel, and 
stomped emphatically away. A moment later, a door 
slammed in the distance. 

Kyoko turned to Yotsuya. "Mr. Yotsuya, if you would 
kindly return to your own room, and stop being a bother to 
the other tenants," she said firmly. 
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The object of her ire silently slithered away, and 
Kyoko turned her attention back to Matt. "If you wish to 
change your shirt, I can try and wash that out," she 
offered. 

Matt's mind went back to the end of school earlier, 
when Megumi slapped him on his back. What had she 
done? "If you'll excuse me a moment," he said, and closed 
the door to change. 

 
 
After stewing in her room for twenty minutes, Sarah 

felt she needed some fresh air. (It didn't help that she was 
tired of avoiding Kirstin asking her what was the matter.) 
She walked outside and around the rear of the building, 
and it was there she came across Kyoko doing some 
laundry. 

"Oh, hello, Sarah," Kyoko said in greeting. "I do 
apologize for Mr. Yotsuya. Are you okay?" 

"I guess so," Sarah replied. "I'm just tired of this kind 
of thing," she said. 

Kyoko could not help but to smile. "I do hate to make 
light of things," she said, "but I actually find this rather 
nostalgic." 

"How in the hell is this nostalgic?" Sarah asked. 
In response, Kyoko pulled a familiar shirt out of the 

washing machine and went to go hang it on the clothes 
line. "Matthew is lucky," she said. "The one Godai 
received when he was a student teacher at the same 
school never did wash out." 

"This happened to him, too?" 
Kyoko nodded. 
"What did you do?" 
"Well, at first I just thought it was a harmless prank," 

Kyoko said. "I mean, the same thing has been going on at 
least since when I went to school there!" 

"Did you ever do this to anyone?" Sarah inquired. 

Kyoko got quiet for a moment. "Yes," she said, a 
bittersweet tone in her voice. "A lifetime ago." 
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"I'm sorry," Sarah said, "did I ask something I 
shouldn't have?" 

"No, it is all right," Kyoko said. "It is just something I 
haven't thought of in a long time. You see, Yusaku was not 
my first husband. When I first became the manager here, I 
was... Well, I had recently been widowed." 

"Oh my god, I am so sorry!" Sarah said. 
And something Megumi had said floated back into 

Sarah's mind. I even heard that there was once, years 
ago, a student at my school who actually married her 
teacher after she graduated... 

Kyoko simply smiled. "There was no way you could 
have known. And really, there is nothing to be sorry about. 
I have actually been quite lucky. How many people can 
say they have found true love twice in their life? 

"Anyway," Kyoko said, "that is why this situation 
seems so nostalgic to me. I've been both the girl who did 
this... Well, who almost did it... I actually lost my nerve at 
the last moment and ran off, not that that stopped my 
classmates endlessly teasing me about it. And I've been 

the woman who discovered this having been done by 
someone else to the man pursuing her." 

"Well," Sarah asked, "from your unique duel 
perspective, what should I do now?" 

"Based on what you've told me about you and 
Matthew," Kyoko said, "I think the important take away is 
that you feel this is a situation that warrants concern in the 
first place." 

Sarah frowned. "Oh god, don't tell me that I'm starting 
to care about that idiot. I'm not, am I?" 

Kyoko couldn't help but to laugh. "Nothing like an 
unexpected rival to begin to crystallize one's own 
feelings." 

"My feelings," Sarah pondered. "My feelings are that 
that idiot could use a smack upside the back of his head," 
she finally announced. 

All Kyoko could do was continue to smile. 
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"Oh hey, I thought I heard voices back here!" Nicole 
suddenly came around the corner of the building. "Hey, 
sis, I'm home!" she said brightly. "What'd I miss?" 

 
 
Matt had not slept well the night before. Still, he 

somehow managed to get up extra early as planned. He 
and the boys were intending to leave about an hour before 
their usual time, so as to meet with Líng Rén as planned 
at the clinic of one Doctor Tofu. 

When they arrived, Líng Rén himself was nowhere in 
evidence. They were greeted, however, by a man in a 
dark grey robe, glasses, and longish brown hair that was 
tied back. "Good morning," he said. "I'm Doctor Tofu! I was 
told to expect you." 

"It is amazing how many people we are coming 
across who can speak perfectly good English," Gelinas 
muttered. 

"What was that?" Hughes asked him. 
"Nothing," Gelinas replied, wishing to avoid the 

customary response. "Nothing." 
"So, which one of you is Mike?" the doctor asked. 
Mike gamely raised his hand. 
"Excellent!" the doctor said. "Everything has been 

explained to me, if you'd like to come in, we can get 
started." 

Doctor Tofu opened the door and gestured for 
everyone to walk inside. They found themselves in a small 
office. Mike sat down on an examination table while the 
others stood off to one side of the room. 

"Well, then, shall we?" Doctor Tofu asked. 
This was all happening rather fast, Mike thought. 

"Um," he interjected, "I'm still a bit confused as to what 
exactly is going to be going on." 

"Oh, I thought this had been explained to you," the 
doctor said. He walked over to the other side of the room 
and grabbed onto a full size model of a skeleton that was 
hanging there. "Allow me to explain to you on Betty-chan, 
here! 
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"By applying pressure to absorption points here," he 
indicated a spot on the chest, "and here," and a spot on 
the back, "plus undertaking some therapeutic exorcises, 
we can retrain your body in a rather interesting way that 
will have quite a boost to your constitution. Although," he 
added, "there are some side effects. I was told that at least 
that part you would already know about." 

Mike nodded. 
"Good. Then let's begin, shall we?" 
Doctor Tofu had Mike lie down, and then spent five 

minutes applying pressure to various points on his chest. 
He then had Mike turn over, and repeated the process on 
his back. Then he herded everyone into the back yard of 
the clinic, and led them all in a series of exorcises. 

"I thought only Mike had to do this!" Matt complained. 
He had never been a fan of any sort of calisthenics. 

"The pressure points, yes," Tofu said. "But there is no 
reason you cannot all practice these exorcises. They can 
really be quite good for you! An invigorating start to the 
day!" 

"Well, I suppose it can't hurt this once," Matt 
grumbled. 

"And don't forget to do this again tonight!" Tofu 
continued. "And every day!" 

Matt sighed. 
After they'd been there for a total of half an hour, the 

group prepared to depart. For the boys, it was only a short 
walk to school from here. But Matt still had to hop on 
another train to get to his school, and he'd be cutting it 
close! 

"Great job!" Doctor Tofu said as they were leaving. 
"You're all welcome to return any time you'd like. See you 
again tomorrow, Mike." 

"To... tomorrow?" Mike asked. 
"Of course!" Tofu replied. "Didn't you know? For 

everything to take effect, I have to reapply pressure to 
your absorption points once a day, every day, for a 
month." 

"A month?" Mike asked. 
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Tofu, a friendly smile on his face, nodded in the 
affirmative. 

"Well," Mike said, "guess I'll see you tomorrow then." 
 
 
Matt was somewhat nervous as he walked into class 

today. He was not surprised when he observed some of 
the girls looking towards him, giggling, then speaking to 
each other in hushed tones.  

Some graffiti on the chalkboard caught his eye. 
Something that looked sort of like an arrow pointing 
upwards, and on either side of the shaft of it written what 
Matt presumed was a name. He'd seen similar things in 
anime, so he felt he knew what it was, but in deference to 
him someone thought to provide a helpful translation to 
the English equivalent: below and to one side of this was 
also drawn a small heart, and inside the heart was 
scribbled, "Megumi + Mr. Atanian." 

Oh, crap, Matt thought. He had to erase this before 

Yagami-sensei arrived. He was reaching for the eraser 
when he sensed that a silence had overcome the room. 

He turned, and saw that not only had Yagami-sensei 
indeed just arrived, but with her was Megumi! Megumi 
looked at the chalkboard and then at him, an 
indecipherable smile on her lips. She kept her gaze on him 
as she walked to her seat and took it. 

"Ahem." Someone cleared their throat. Matt jumped 
slightly. It was Yagami-sensei. "Interesting, um, artistic 
expression there, Mr. Atanian." 

"It was... it was like that when I got here," he replied 
lamely. 

"Indeed." Her tone was not the usual one she'd used 
towards him, it was more like that which she used with the 
students. She picked up the eraser and handed it to him. 
"Perhaps you'd like to clean the board before class 
begins?" she asked. 

"Yes!" Matt yelped, and he grasped the eraser and 
jumped to do as instructed. 

The class exploded into a fit of giggles. 
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This was going to be a long day. 
When his back was turned, Megumi and Yagami-

sensei exchanged a look. As Yagami-sensei brushed her 
chalk-stained fingers absentmindedly on her skirt, they 
smiled at one another. Everything was proceeding 
according to plan. 

History would not be repeated. 
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Chapter 10: 
At the Ranch II: Electric Boogaloo 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Matt Swett was bored. So bored. So very, absolutely, 
mind bogglingly bored.  

Other than that brief entertaining adventure to Egypt, 
there just hadn't been much to do in the last month. For 
some reason, things just hadn't been the same in Western 
Mass recently. But he couldn't put a finger on why. 

In a fit of boredom, he grabbed the telephone off of 
the wall and dialled a random number. 

"Hello, Zissou's Bait shop. How can I help you?" 
"Hey," Swett asked, "is your refrigerator running?" 
"Um... Yeeeeees?" the voice on the other end replied 

cautiously. 
"Well, that's all fine and good," Swett shot back, "but 

I'm bored!" He then hung up. 
He then threw on a light jacket, walked out the front 

door to his house, and contemplated jumping into the 
street. Not because he had any death wish. Rather, he 
hoped that any cars would swerve and miss him. But 
maybe in the process, he would cause a massive multi-car 
pileup, and maybe that could be entertaining to watch for a 
while. 

Nah... There was always a chance they could not 

miss him. Oh, and he supposed that causing accidents on 
purpose could also be ever so slightly sociopathic, and he 
supposed that might be a bit not good. So maybe not. 

With a shrug, he instead decided to walk down the 
road to Card and Comic and go browse there for a bit. He 
supposed that was as good a way as any to kill some time 
before tonight's meeting. 

 
*        *        * 
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Luke was not looking forward to tonight's meeting. He 
was sure that Justy would still be riding high on last week's 
victory. Last week had seen the troop get its annual influx 
of new kids moving up from the Cub Scouts, and Justy 
"coincidentally" decided that it was also the perfect week 
to hold the annual election for Senior Patrol Leader. 

The Fluke Patrol had offered up Matt Swett. While 
Swett had declined to run for Patrol Leader a few weeks 
back, apparently the former Garden Snake saw this as a 
chance to, as he put it, "show up that smug son of a bitch" 
that he couldn't resist. 

The rest of the Fluke Patrol got really excited at the 
prospect, and all cheered enthusiastically after the little 
speech that Matt gave prior to the election. But Justy... 
Justy did something truly insidious! 

He was... Luke shuddered at the memory. He was 
nice. Before the meeting (and the announcement of the 

elections), Luke had observed Justy going up to each of 
the new scouts and interacting with them. But not his 
usual sort of interaction. No demands of, "You must bow 
to me!" or "My will is your command!" No! He asked them 
all about what they were looking forward to as they moved 
onto Boy Scouts, welcomed them to the troop, promised 
them an experience they would never forget, and just 
generally acted like something Luke knew he was not: a 
human being. 

And as soon as Justy then announced SPL elections, 
Luke suddenly understood why. He remembered the 
reputation that Justy used to have, before he became SPL 
in the first place. That of the biggest brown noser that the 
Pioneer Valley Council had ever seen. 

Apparently, although not a skill he had practiced in 
some time, it was not one he had forgotten. 

And so, even though the members of the Fluke Patrol 
had universally voted for Matt Swett, between the new 
kids' patrol and Justy's and Proctor's own votes... 

Well, Matt Swett had once said he didn't want to have 

to change the position patch on his uniform if he could 
help it. It seemed that he still wouldn't have to do so. 
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When the election results were announced, Justy's 
first response was to treat the troop to one of his 
trademark maniacal laughs. The new kids didn't yet know 
what it was that they had done. But, Luke suspected, they 
would know soon enough. 

As for Luke... 
He found it hard to care. 
Damn it, why was everybody so damn weird? 
"Luke?" His brother Ben was calling him. Must be 

getting close to time to leave. 
He sighed. 
Whatever. 
 
 
Justy Yung was bored. Life just didn't have the 

same.... what was the term? Something or other, he didn't 
know, he'd ask Proctor later. But whatever it was, lately he 
found it to be lacking. Even his recent re-election, 
confirming his already undeniable superiority, seemed to 
feel strangely hollow. 

He didn't know why. He should be happy. Troop 192 
was under his complete control, and there was no one 
who could oppose him. But lately... He sighed. Lately he 
just didn't seem to be having as much fun. 

"Proctor!" 
Proctor swiftly came running into the room. "Yes sir, 

Captain?" 
"Why am I not having fun?" 
Proctor pondered this for a moment. "Perhaps, with 

no one to really challenge your rule, maintaining it just isn't 
the same as when you have to actively work on thwarting 
those who would dare oppose you?" 

"You may be right." Justy frowned. "What about the 
Flukes? Why do they not dare to oppose me?" 

"Well, sir, you haven't really given them much reason 
to, have you? You've not made any truly outrageous 
demands of them, and so I suspect that they'd just as 
soon not rock the boat and would rather leave well enough 
alone." 
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"Yes," Justy mused. "Yes... Perhaps it is time to do 
something about that..." 

"Capitol idea, my Captain!" Proctor shouted with glee. 
"Of course it is," Justy replied. "It was one of mine, 

after all. Mwa ha ha ha ha ha ha HA HA HA 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!!!" 

Proctor began to laugh as well, until Justy wacked 
him in the back of the head with his baton. "Stop that," he 
commanded. "Only I may do that!" 

"Yes, sir." 
"Oh Proctor... what was that term I was looking for?" 
"Um... 'Je ne sais quoi'?" Proctor suggested. 
"Yes!" Justy exclaimed. "That was it! Je ne sais quoi!" 

Justy laughed some more, until a thought gave him pause. 
"Um, Proctor?" 

"Yes, my Captain?" 
"How did you know what I meant when I asked you 

what term I was looking for?" 
"Well, Captain, it's my job to know these things, isn't 

it?" 
This seemed a good enough explanation to Justy. 

"Yes it is, Proctor," he affirmed. "Yes it is." 
 
 
Deep in his Laboratory, Kenny sat cross-legged upon 

a plush cushion concealed inside a giant egg-like chair. 
There was a keyboard upon his lap upon which he typed 
away furiously.  

A mechanical arm obeyed his instructions and lifted 
what looked like some sort of plastic rectangle from a 
large pile of identical plastic rectangles. The surface of the 
rectangles were all blank. (For now.) The arm carried the 
plastic rectangle it had lifted for a short distance and then 
inserted it into what looked suspiciously like a 1950's 
stainless steel toaster. The plastic rectangle slid into one 
of the two slots on the "toaster," and a little green box with 
the word "READY" inside of it lit up on the monitor screen 
in front of Kenny. 
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Kenny's fingers swiftly typed in a single command. 
"RECORD." Then, as an ever so slight smile appeared on 
his face, he pressed the Enter key. The little box on the 
monitor changed from green to red, and the word inside 
was now "RECORDING." 

Kenny typed in a few more commands and the 
mechanical arm began to lift and load another blank 
rectangle into the "toaster's" second slot. Without Kenny 
giving additional commands, the arm proceeded to lift and 
load several more blank rectangles, each one into the 
non-recording slot despite the fact that the slot should 
have been already occupied. Kenny smiled. Incorporating 
mallet-space technology into the design had been an 
excellent idea.  

"Fantastic," Kenny said to himself. "It is working. If all 
goes to plan, in a few weeks Becker and I can view the 
results!" 

His glee was interrupted when a slight beeping sound 
came from his wrist. He glanced at his plastic digital 
watch, and then pressed one of the buttons on the side of 
the watch's face to stop the beeping.  

Rising from his chair, Kenny put the keyboard down 
where he had been sitting. Then he went off to find his 
Boy Scout uniform. He had to get ready; it was almost 
time to leave for the weekly Boy Scout meeting. 

 
 
Proctor opened the door and Justy stepped out from 

his mother's car and into the parking lot behind the Church 
in the Acres. There was the usual bustle of activity, as kids 
waiting for their scout meeting to begin were running 
around in the field, or standing together in small groups 
chatting. 

Off in one corner of the parking lot, Mr. Shmuler, 
Troop 192's alleged Scoutmaster, was chatting with Mrs. 
Waversack, the leader of the Girl Scout troop. 

"Oh, she's done wonders," Mrs. Waversack was 
saying. "All of the girls are so organized now, and working 
on their little projects. It's amazing! Word has gotten out, 
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and I think we'll even see a growth in our membership 
thanks to her!" 

Whatever she was saying, such piddle was of no 
interest to Justy, so he paid it no mind. 

Instead he proceeded into the building, Proctor being 
sure to open all of the doors for him, and then ascended 
the stairs to Walker Hall to prepare for tonight's 
domination. He expected at this point that the hall would 
be empty -- perfect for his pre-meeting rant to Proctor 
about his plans for the evening. 

What he did not expect was to find two girls there. 
One of them was tall, slender, and elegant. Her face 

looked like it had been sculpted from marble by a 
Renaissance master. She had cold blue-gray eyes and 
straight blond voluminous locks of hair that flowed like a 
waterfall all the way down her backside, coming to an end 
around her ankles. She wore a somewhat stylized Girl 
Scout uniform, in that instead of the typical rather plain 
knee length shorts or skirt, she had a full length skirt that 
looked practically Victorian in design. This girl's posture 
was perfect, and she carried herself with an air of 
superiority that Justy found very familiar. 

The other girl's uniform was more standard, and 
immaculately pressed. The only alteration to it seemed to 
be the strange, somewhat militaristic epaulettes over the 
shoulders. These were not at all like the simple colored 
fabric loops that you found as epaulettes on a Boy Scout 
uniform. These were the fancy kind with all sorts of 
embroidery and golden dangly bits that draped all across 
the shoulder. She also wore a gold necklace with a locket 
hanging from it. Beyond that, not much stood out about 
this second girl. She was shorter and younger then the 
first girl. Also blonde, but a darker shade, her hair was 
pulled back and worked into a very tight bun on the back 
of her head. Her eyes, framed by a thin pair of wire framed 
glasses, were very dark, almost pitch black! A very stern, 
no nonsense look on her round face caused Proctor to 
shudder a bit in fear.  
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The pair of girls had not yet seemed to notice they 
were no longer alone. Or perhaps they just decided not to 
care. 

"Yes, this will do nicely," the first girl was saying. 
"Who is using it now?" 

The second girl consulted a clipboard she was 
holding. "The Boy Scouts. A Troop 192." 

"Ah. Well, one is afraid they will have to go," the first 
girl commented in an almost offhanded tone. 

Justy cleared his throat. The two girls then looked in 
his direction, inscrutable looks on both of their faces. Justy 
then elbowed Proctor, cuing him into action. 

"Announcing Lord God Yung, Dictator of the World 
and Supreme Commander of All He Surveys," Proctor 
decreed. 

The first girl giggled a bit at that, covering her face 
with a back-turned hand as she did so. 

However, the second girl was far less amused. "You 
watch your tongue, you rogue," she spat. "You are in the 
presence of Her Majesty, The Divine Czarina Vladimira 
Vasilieva the First, Sovereign by Birthright Over the 
Entirety of Creation. You will show the proper respect!" 

What was this nonsense? Justy wondered. And that 

was certainly a hell of a mouthful. Ignoring the girl who 
spoke, he turned to this "Czarina" chick. "Well, Mira. May I 
call you Mira?" 

"You certainly well may not," the second girl growled. 

"Well, Mira," Justy continued. 
At this, the second girl growled even more 

dangerously, and started forward. Only a very subtle 
gesture from Vladimira caused her to back down. 

"'Lord God Yung,'" she said with an inquisitive yet 
authoritative voice. "Sherry, who is this?" 

The second girl, presumably named Sherry, consulted 
her clipboard once again. After flipping through a few 
pages, she reported, "Senior Patrol Leader of Troop 192. 
'Aided,' if such a word can be used in this case, by his live-
in Assistant Senior Patrol Leader, Hecubus Proctor." 

"Ah, so you know of me," Justy said smugly. 
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But Sherry hadn't finished. "No discernible threat," 
she concluded. 

No discernible...?!  "What are you doing here?" Justy 

demanded. 
Vladimira smiled ever so slightly. No trace of it 

seemed to reach her eyes. "This hall. One simply must 
have it." 

"'Have it?'" Justy repeated. 
"Yes. Troop 42 is destined for expansion," she 

explained, "while one hears your little group's numbers are 
shrinking." 

This was, alas, true. Even with the recent influx of 
new kids, Troop 192's numbers were down a bit from the 
previous year.  

"Besides," she continued, "one is no basement dweller. 
By all that is Holy and Right, one belongs up here." 

"Your Highness," Sherry interjected, "you belong 
amongst the stars." 

Vladimira giggled slightly again, once again raising 
her hand to politely cover her mouth as she did so. "Let us 
not get ahead of ourselves, Sherry. This is the building's 
highest floor, after all." 

Justy was flustered. What was all this, then? "Well... 
Well, you can't have it. I am no snake or worm that grovels 
in the dirt of a basement. Only this space here even 
begins to approach the level of worthiness for a meeting 
space I would assemble my forces in." 

"You tell her, Captain!" Proctor beamed. 
"Well," Vladimira said with a sigh, "let it never be said 

one cannot be magnanimous, even in the face of such 
discourtesy. One supposes that one might share this hall, 
so the solution is obvious. Troop 192 must change its 
meeting night." 

"Why don't you change?" 
"Simply impossible," Sherry explained. "As the 

fulcrum of the week, Wednesday is a day of special 
significance to Her Highness, and it is essential to the 
well-being of her subjects that she graces them with Her 
presence on that day." 
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"Well we can't move either!" Proctor replied. "The 
Captain... he has shows he watches on the other nights!" 

"Shows?" Sherry snarled. "You dare to compare that 

with..." 
"Sherry," Vladimira said, "there is no need for that." 

She then turned to Justy. "You. You are confident in your 
own Divine right?" 

"My Divine right?" Justy laughed. "There can be no 
doubt of it." 

"Well then," Vladimira said. "The solution is obvious. 
We let the Divine fates decide this. Whichever one of us is 
truly right cannot fail. So, to decide which of us is to move 
into the basement and which of us will assume our rightful 
place in control of Walker Hall, one has a simple 
proposal." 

"I am listening," Justy said tentatively. 
"One proposes," Vladimira said, her eyes narrowing 

ever so slightly, "a contest." 
 
 
The scouts of Troop 192 assembled in Walker Hall for 

the start of their meeting. Most of the boys assembled into 
two groups towards the front of the hall, with the Fluke 
Patrol on one side and the new kids (who had been 
dubbed the Frog Patrol) on the other. Off to one side the 
adult leaders milled about, drinking coffee and otherwise 
being ineffectual. And at the front of the hall stood Justy 
and Proctor. 

At Justy's instruction, Proctor called the troop to order 
and led the assembled scouts in the Pledge of Allegiance 
and the Scout Oath. (The scouts were still pledging 
allegiance to the flag, and not directly to Justy. This is not 
to say that it had never occurred to him to try and change 
this, but at the time Mike Quadrozzi had actually managed 
to talk him out of it by saying, "Aren't you covered already? 
It does say, 'One nation, under God.'") 

This business concluded, Proctor turned the meeting 
over to Justy. 
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"All right!" he hollered. "A threat to my superiority has 
made itself known, and a challenge has been issued! And 
at risk is our right to use this hallowed meeting hall! 

"And thus, over the next week, you will be taking part 

in a scavenger hunt! There is a total of twenty items that 
must be gathered before next week's meeting. Each patrol 
will be issued a list of ten of these items, and you will 

gather them for me before next week. If you do not do this, 
you will pay. Yes, you will pay most dearly. 

"Those insolent girls of Troop 42 will be trying to 
gather these same items. Do not let them get more of 

them then we do. 
"I have faith that you will do this to honor my 

greatness! Mwa ha ha ha ha HA HA HA HA HA HA HA 
HA HA HA HA HA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!" 

As Justy's laughter continued into its third minute, 
Proctor took it upon himself to hand out the hand written 
lists to the patrols, and then dismissed them to confer 
amongst themselves. 

 
 
The Fluke Patrol was seated around a table, and 

Luke held a piece of paper with a list of ten items on it. He 
read the list aloud to his assembled fellows. 

"1. A photo of Julius Caesar drinking an Orange Julius. 
"2. William Shatner's The Transformed Man on 8-Track. 
"3. An equation for a Grand Unified Theory. 
"4. An unopened can of either Crystal Pepsi or New Coke. 
"5. A pre-owned copy of ECWCWWF Extreme 

Thunderous Attitude II 
"6. A jewelled Easter egg. 
"7. A real life Horton Hears a Who. 

"8. A perpetual motion machine. 
"9. A cure for the common cold. 
"10. Receipt for the purchase of a major Springfield 

area landmark." 
Luke put the list down and looked up at the rest of the 

patrol. 
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"Some of that sounds... unlikely," his brother Ben 
commented. 

"Unlikely? How about impossible!" Swett followed up 
with. "Who does that jerk Justy think we are, anyway? No 
way we're doing this crap for him." 

The other former Garden Snakes (except for Becker, 
who as usual was in his own headphone induced world) 
nodded their agreement with this. Ben even joined along. 

"So how are we going to thwart Justy this time?" 
Shmuler asked. 

"I've got a great idea how to go about that," Swett 
said. "But it involves a rabid wombat, a rusty tricycle, 
thermion, and a pair of boxer shorts." 

"A rather specific and difficult to assemble list," Kenny 
commented. 

"Indeed," Swett replied. "Although I do have a good 
lead on where I can find most of that. Except," he added, 
"the boxer shorts." 

Wait, what? Luke thought to himself. He sighed. 

"Guys, is it really worth the effort?" he asked. 
The rest of the patrol turned to look at him. 
"What do you mean?" Swett replied. "Thwarting Justy 

is, like, what we do." 
Why was everybody so weird? "Yes, but what's the 

point in the end? You'll just piss him off, and he'll come up 
with some even more crazy scheme. If you're going to go 
through all of this effort anyway," he asked, and then he 
held up the paper with the list upon it, "why not channel 
the effort into just actually trying to find some of this stuff? 
Could be fun, who knows? And maybe, if he gets his way 
for once, Justy will let up and not be as much of a pain in 
the ass in the future." 

For a moment, the only reply Luke was met with was 
silent stares. Then finally, Swett shrugged. "Eh, why the 
hell not," he said. 

"You're the Patrol Leader," Ben then said, signalling 
his agreement. 

Soon everyone was nodding their consent. 
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"So," Luke said, looking down at the list once more, 
"how should we split this up?" 

Kenny raised his hand. 
"Yes, Kenny?" Luke asked. 
"Well, number three should be easy enough. I already 

have one written on my computer at home. I just have to 
print it out. And I think I can also handle number one, and 
on the way home from that number four should be no 
problem." 

"Right," Luke said. Taking out a pencil, he wrote a 
little "K" next to the items Kenny had mentioned. "I've got 
an idea about number ten," he said, writing an "L." 
"Anyone else?" 

"I'm number eight!" Shmuler shouted in a grating, high 
pitched squeal.  

"I can swing by the mall tomorrow and see about 
number five," Ben added. 

"Number five is alive!" Shmuler added in the same 
high pitched squeal. Luke actually flinched a bit. 

A "B" was written next to the fifth item. "Hey, Becker," 
Luke then said. 

There was no response. 
"HEY, BECKER," Luke then shouted. 
"WHAT?" 
"YOU LIKE MUSIC, RIGHT?" 
"WHAT?" 
"I SAID, 'YOU LIKE...'" 
"WHAT!?" 
Kenny reached over and pulled out the jack of 

Becker's headphones. "Hey," Becker said, his voice 
fraught with disappointment. "It was just getting to a good 
bit." 

"Becker, you like music, right?" 
Becker just gave Luke a look as if to say, "Duh." 
"Think you can handle number two on the list?" Luke 

asked him. 
"Sure," Becker replied. Then he asked, "What list?" 
Luke sighed yet again, and passed the list over to 

Becker.  
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"Oh, are we doing a scavenger hunt?" Becker asked. 
Luke face-palmed. Weirdo. 
"Sure, I can look for that," Becker finally said. He 

handed the list back, then plugged his headphones back in.  
Luke took back the list and wrote a "J" next to number 

2. "Okay," he then said, "that leaves numbers six, seven, 
and nine. Any ideas?" 

"Ah, what the hell," Swett said with some reluctance. 
"I guess I can try and find those ones." 

Luke looked down at the list, then back up to Swett. 
"These three? Seriously?" 

"Sure, why not? I've got some ideas," he cryptically 
replied. 

"Fine," Luke said, "whatever. Anyway, I might be able 
to use everybody's help with mine a bit. I'll do all the prep 
work, but having a group with me when I try to finish it 
could be helpful. So how about we meet somewhere on 
Sunday to go over how we're doing so far, and then you 
can come with me?" 

Everyone indicated agreement with this plan. "Where will 
we meet, though?" Swett asked. "Perfume's closed down." 

"How about the Burger King near downtown?" Luke 
suggested. It wasn't far from some of the places he 
wanted to try, anyways. 

Everyone agreed to that, and with that out of the way, 
they got on with their regular business of chatting and 
goofing off. 

 
 
Sunday arrived, and around lunchtime the members 

of the Fluke Patrol all gathered at the agreed upon 
location. After all ordering themselves some food, they sat 
at two adjoining tables and went over their results thus far. 

"I have all my items," Kenny informed Luke. 
"Really?" Luke was surprised. 
"It was rather simple, actually." 
"Fine. Who's next?" 
"Well, on Thursday, Becker and I went to the mall," 

Ben began. 
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*        *        * 
 
Thursday evening was not the most busy of times at 

the Holyoke Mall, so Ben and Becker had no trouble 
navigating the mall's walkways. Their first stop was the 
Electronics Boutique. The store was otherwise empty, so 
the woman behind the counter, who's nametag read, 
"Evadne," greeted them as they entered. 

"Hey, how's it going?" Ben replied, walking right up to 
the counter. I was wondering if you might have any used 
copies of ECWCWWF Extreme Thunderous Attitude II?" 

"Oh," Evadne replied, "that was a real popular game, 
so we never got a lot of trade-ins on that one. But hold on, 
let me check."  

She pulled out a large book from under the counter 
and flipped through it, consulting an inventory list 
contained within. "No, doesn't look like it. We do have a 
new copy, though." 

"Nope, must be used!" 
"It isn't that expensive used," Evadne assured him. 

"It's the 'Greatest Hits' release, so it'll only be about twenty 
bucks." 

"No, I just have to have it used," Ben insisted. "How 

about this. Can I buy it, trade it in, and then buy the used 
copy?" 

"I..." Evadne was somewhat dumbstruck by this 
question. "I suppose..." 

"Great! I'll buy that new copy!" 
"Ooooh-kay," Evadne said. She rang up the 

purchase. "That'll come to $20.99 with tax." 
Ben paid her. She put his purchase in the bag and 

handed it to him. He took it out of the bag, pulled off the 
shrink wrap, and slapped it down on the counter. "I'd like 
to trade this in, please!" 

"Um... well, that would trade in for five dollars in cash, 
or six dollars in store credit." 

"I'll take the store credit please," Ben said. He winked. 
"I do have another purchase in mind." 
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Evadne sighed, and processed his trade-in. She 
handed him a card with his store credit on it. She then 
looked down at the game still sitting on the counter. 
Normally, there was supposed to be a waiting period 
before traded in games could be sold, but she was pretty 
sure she could count on this one not being reported as 
stolen. "Shall I ring this back up for you?" she asked dryly. 

"Not yet," Ben said. 
Evadne felt her right eyelid twitch.  
"You need to wrap it back up and stick on the 'USED' 

price sticker." 
Of course I do, Evadne thought. Mind you, she was 

there by herself, and she knew full well she was not 
supposed to go into the back room and leave the sales 
floor unattended in such circumstances. But she was 
pretty sure that no one would report her to the manager, 
what with her being the manager and all. And, as 
annoying as they were being, she somehow got a 
trustworthy vibe from these kids. "Fine," she said. "Fine. 
Just don't go anywhere. And holler if anyone else comes 
into the store, would you?" 

Ten minutes later she emerged from the back room 
with an authentically packaged used copy of ECWCWWF 
Extreme Thunderous Attitude II. She rang it in, then 
processed Ben's store credit. "The remaining balance is 
$9.74," she informed him. 

"Thanks a bunch!" Ben said. "And can I have a 
receipt? I don't need a bag, though." He waved the bag 
he'd been give when he first purchased the game. "I have 
one here." 

Her eyelid twitched again as she handed over the 
game and the receipt. As the two boys left her store, she 
couldn't help but to mutter under her breath, "Man, I miss 
Jason. I liked it much better when I just had to listen to him 
bitch about bullshit like this, rather than having to deal with 
it myself." 

Ben and Becker, meanwhile headed on over to 
Record Town. It was a fairly new store in the Holyoke Mall, 
but the man behind the counter greeted Becker as if he 
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was an old friend. "Jonathan!" he said. "That new album of 
heavy metal remixes of ancient Austrian folk songs you 
ordered has come in." 

Becker had, startling Ben, removed his headphones 
of his own accord as they entered the store. So he had no 
problem hearing this and responding to it. "Oh thank you, 
Simon. I suppose I will pick that up while I am here. But I 
was actually looking for something else today." 

"Why certainly! What can I do for my favourite and 
most prolific of customers on this fine day?" 

"Willliam Shatner's The Transformed Man." 

"Ah, a most excellent choice for your auditory 
pleasure," Simon informed him. "How would you like that? 
It was re-released on CD just a few years ago, and I do 
have one copy in stock. Or, if you give me a few days, I 
can get a vintage vinyl copy for you if you want that extra 
special fidelity to capture the magnificent tones of Mr. 
Shatner's inflections." 

"Simon, my good man, if it was up to me I'd take the 
vinyl in a heartbeat. But I fear I am on a specific mission 
today, and am seeking it on 8-track." 

Simon gasped at this. "Oh. my most wonderful of 
patrons, it is with the deepest regret that I must inform you 
that The Transformed Man was never released in that 

format. It was never even released on cassette. You will 
only find it on vinyl or CD." 

 
  

"So, a failure then?" Luke asked Becker, who had 
also removed his headphones while explaining his tale of 
woe. 

"Yes," he said, "but not a complete one." Becker 
reached down to his backpack and pulled from it a large, 
flat object upon which Shatner's dramatically shadowed 
visage gazed slightly upwards. "I thought, if we got the 
vinyl, we could maybe at least get partial credit for the 
vintage format. I mean, we can't actually find something 
that doesn't exist, right?" 

"No, I don't suppose we can," Luke admitted. 
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"And then I have a sweet album to add to my 
collection afterwards." 

"Mr. Becker, might I borrow that?" Kenny asked. 
Becker was so happy. Kenny had never expressed 

interest in his music before! "Sure!" he said, handing it 
over. 

"I can copy it and transfer it to any format we may 
need," Kenny explained, "including 8-track." 

"Oh," Becker said, disappointed that he had 
apparently misconstrued Kenny's intentions. 

"Do not worry, Mr. Becker," Kenny assured him. "I will 
return the original to you unharmed." 

"I know, I know," Becker said, slipping his 
headphones back on. "I trust ya." 

Luke turned to Shmuler, who was busy pulling apart 
his Whopper and reassembling it inside out. "How about 
you?" Luke asked him. 

"No problem!" Shmuler assured him. "It'll be all set by 
Wednesday!" 

"Sure," Luke said, although he could not help feeling 
a distinct lack of confidence. He turned to Swett. Now this 
was the real worry. Like Kenny, Swett had assumed 
responsibility for three items on their list. And unlike 

Kenny, Luke didn't think Swett was quite as reliable. 
Dreading the answer, Luke asked, "And you?" 

Swett simply shrugged. "Nothing yet," he admitted. 
Of course not, Luke grumbled internally. 

"But I have some promising leads!" Swett assured 
him. 

"Yeah, okay," Luke replied. 
"So how about you then?" Swett asked, defensively. 

"Well, I don't have anything locked in yet," Luke 
admitted. 

"Aha!" Swett exclaimed. 
"But..." Luke interrupted, "I have spent some time 

since last Wednesday's meeting researching several 
possibilities, and if you all can come with me after lunch, 
we have appointments at the Armoury, some of the 
museums, and finally at the..." 
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*        *        * 
 
Wednesday evening had rolled around again, and 

Justy arrived at the Church in the Acres ready to celebrate 
his victory. First, of course, both troops had to present 
their results, but Justy was sure this was just a formality. 

He heard footsteps behind himself, and he spun to 
see who it was. It was that wretched girl. "Ah, Mira," he 
said in greeting, being sure to add extra relish to saying 
the diminutive form of her name. "Flying solo tonight?" 

As before, she ignored the deliberate slight where her 
name is concerned, which infuriated Justy. He did his best 
not to show this, however. 

"Sherry is escorting the judge one has selected," she 
instead explained. "One assumes your Proctor is doing the 
same?" 

"Indeed," Justy replied. They had each agreed to 
select someone who would act as an impartial judge of the 
results. In what others would see as a rare moment of 
competence, Justy had decided that the venerable Mr. 
Tanner would do nicely. And surprisingly (although not to 
Justy, because as far as he was concerned who would 
dare to say no to him?) the wizened old scout leader had 
accepted. 

"Where did you come from, anyway?" Justy suddenly 
thought to wonder, and so boldly asked. 

"What do you mean?" Vladimira asked. 
"Well, not that I follow the measly comings and goings 

of you Girl Scouts very closely, but I know you haven't 
been around that long,"  Justy replied 

"Ah. Indeed, one has not been here long," Vladimira 
answered. "One's family only came to this area recently. 
And, looking to begin to expand one's power base, one 
decided to grace this Girl Scout troop with the honor of 
being one's subjects. It was not even that difficult," she 
pondered. "There was already an existing structure in 
place with a vacancy at the top. Apparently, another girl 
used to have quite an operation going, but she seems to 
have moved away not long before one came along. A pity. 
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If she ever comes back, one shall have to offer her a place 
in one's government." 

"Yes, yes," Justy said, having lost interest in the 
answer even though he had posed the question. Then he 
noticed two people approaching. It was Proctor and 
Sherry.  

"Captain!" Proctor shouted, waving. "They're ready for 
us, sir!" 

  
 
Mr. Tanner and his co-judge, a similarly well-aged 

woman named Mrs. Libowitz, had gone through half of the 
contest thus far, judging the submissions of the Frog 
Patrol and the first half of the Girl Scout troop. They gave 
up to a total of ten points for each item, based on some 
mysterious criteria that seemed to be a combination of 
accuracy to the item they were supposed to find and 
creativity if finding it proved (as it frequently seemed) to be 
impossible. At the half-way point the scores were tied at 
64 points for each troop. 

"Okay," Mr Tanner said, "let's move onto the second 
half." He looked down at the list. "Item one: a photo of 
Julius Caesar drinking an Orange Julius." 

Kenny walked up to the judges, as did one of the girls 
from Troop 42. 

Mr. Tanner and Mrs. Libowitz examined their 
submissions and conferred with each other briefly. 

Mr. Tanner held up one photo. It was a random guy 
standing in a mall food court, a sheet draped over one 
shoulder and wrapped vaguely over his clothes, an 
Orange Julius in one hand, and a huge smile on his face. 

"Troop 42," Mrs. Libowitz announced, "7 points." 
Then Mr. Tanner held up the other photo. It showed a 

distinguished looking gentleman in a very authentic 
looking toga. He was standing outside, and behind him 
were similarly dressed individuals. Behind that was what 
looked like ancient Roman architecture, except that it did 
not look ancient and ruined, but new and pristine. The 
man in the foreground was holding an Orange Julius cup 
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in one hand, and with a confused look on his face he was 
sucking the thick orange liquid through a straw." 

"Troop 192," Mrs. Libowitz announced, "10 points." 
The other members of the Fluke Patrol all applauded 

Kenny. "Great job faking that photo, Kenny!" Luke praised 
him. 

"Yes," Kenny deadpanned. "Faked." 
"Next," Mrs. Libowitz called out, "an 8-track cassette 

of William Shatner's The Transformed Man." 

The Girl Scout who approached handed over a CD. 
"The person at the store said there never was a 
whatchamacallit version," she said timidly. 

Becker bounded forward. "Then explain this," he said, 

pulling a boxy cassette from his pocket. The cassette even 
had on it a professionally printed label with the same 
shadowed visage of William Shatner that had been on the 
vinyl album's cover. 

Mr. Tanner held it up and looked at it suspiciously. "Is 
this real?" he asked. 

Knowing Kenny, Becker felt confident when he held 
up his hand in the Scout Sign and said, "Scout's honor! 
Don't believe me?" he added. "You're more than welcome 
to whip out an 8-track player and give it a listen!" 

Again after some brief consultation, scores were 
announced. Troop 42 this time scored 9 points, and Troop 
192 took in another 10. 

"Next," Mr. Tanner said, "A... Um... An equation for a 
Grand Unified Theory?" 

A very young representative of the Girl Scouts went 
up to the judges. "I'm sorry," she said, huge eyes looking 
plaintively up to the judges, "we didn't understand what 
that was." 

Kenny, meanwhile, hefted up a large, impressively 
bound volume and, struggling slightly, managed to place it 
upon the counter. On the cover were the words, "A Grand 
Unified Theory for The Explanation of Absolutely 
Everything by K. Pendrell." 

The judges opened the thick tome and flipped through 
it. It all seemed like indecipherable gibberish to them, and 
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yet even after just their brief skimming of the work, they 
felt a strange sense of understanding. Understanding of 
what they didn't know. They just knew that they 
understood something, even if they didn't understand what 

it was they understood. It was, in the end, rather 
confusing, actually. 

"Troop 42, 2..." Mr. Tanner looked down briefly once 
more at the girl, and her hugely plaintive eyes. "Er... 7 
points." He cleared his throat. "Troop 192, 10 points." 

Next up was the can of Crystal Pepsi or New Coke. 
The girl from Troop 42 who came up was once again 
apologetic, and said that they couldn't find any. The best 
thing they had to present was a heavily beat up can of 
something that the judges struggled to read the label on. 

"Kiwi... something?" Mrs. Libowitz tried to make out. 
But whatever it was, it was clearly not any kind of Coke or 

Pepsi. 
Kenny, meanwhile, with some help from Becker and 

Swett, carried up to the judges not a can but a whole 
case... each! of both Crystal Pepsi and New Coke. Both 

cases looked brand new, as if they might have come off of 
a store's shelf just yesterday. And as soon as they were 
brought into the proximity of the judges, it was clear to 
them that the cases were ice cold. 

"I have a few more cases as well, if anyone is thirsty," 
Kenny said. "And some Slice and Surge, too." 

Mr. Tanner took one of the cans of Crystal Pepsi, 
cracked it open, and tentatively took a sniff. Fresh 
carbonation within tickled his nose as he did so. He took a 
sip, and was rewarded with a flavor he had not tasted in 
quite some time. 

"Troop 42, 5 points. Troop 192, 10." The Fluke's 
streak continued! 

When it came time for ECWCWWF Extreme 
Thunderous Attitude II, the Girl Scouts could only produce 
a brand new copy of the game. Of course, Ben had no 
problem producing a used copy. "And a receipt to prove 
it!" he proudly pointed out. 8 points for the Girl Scouts, and 
another 10 for the Boy Scouts. 
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"A jewelled Easter egg!" the judges requested. Luke 
got nervous, as Swett had never said what he managed to 
find. 

The girl scouts brought up a plastic Easter egg to 
which they had craftily glued on many little pieces of 
costume gems. It actually looked quite cute. 

Swett brought up a small bundle carefully wrapped in 
tissue paper. When the judges unwrapped it, they 
revealed what looked like a golden, jewel encrusted egg 
sitting in a little silver chariot being pulled by a small 
cherub figure. 

Swett left the egg on the table and turned back to his 
patrol and rejoined them, a huge, shit-eating grin on his 
face. 

"Where in the hell did you get that?" Luke asked him. 
"What in the hell is that?" 

"Luke, my man," Swett replied, "I'd love to tell ya', but 
then I'd have to kill ya." 

"Troop 42," the judges announced, "7 points. Troop 
192, 10 points." 

"Fine," Luke replied, satisfied with the scoring, "I won't 
ask." 

Next up was a real life Horton Hears a Who, so Swett 

was up again. 
The Girl Scouts brought up a little homemade statue 

of an elephant holding a puffy flower in his trunk. 
Swett, meanwhile, ushered up a middle aged man in 

a baseball cap with an image of a bass on it. 
"Who is this?" Mr. Tanner asked. 
"Hi!" the man said. He thrust a hand forward in 

greeting, but Mr. Tanner declined to accept it. "I'm Horton 
Zissou of Zissou's Bait Shop, serving all of the Pioneer 
Valley's bait and tackle needs!" 

"Here," Swett said, handing Zissou a pair of 
headphones attached to a Walkman he was holding. 
Zissou slipped the headphones on, and Swett hit play. 

A moment later, a look of recognition crossed Zissou's 
face. "Sweet, Quadrophenia! This one has a great sound, 
man!" 
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The judges squinted slightly at this. After a moments 
discussion with one another, they announced their 
decision. "Troop 42, 7 points. Troop 192, 6 points." 

It broke their streak of perfect 10s, but they were still 
well ahead of the Girl Scouts. Sweet beamed. 

Next up was a perpetual motion machine. A Girl 
Scout who looked very much worse for wear approached 
the judges. She was covered in fairly fresh scratches and 
adhesive bandages. "We attempted to construct a device," 
she exclaimed, "from a cat with a piece of buttered toast 
adhered to its back. The theory was that, if dropped from a 
sufficient height, it would levitate slightly above the ground 
and spin perpetually. The results were..." she frowned, 
"inconclusive." 

At this point Will Shmuler, who until now had been 
running non-stop in circles around the back half of Walker 
Hall, came bolting forward and, without stopping, tossed a 
cassette tape on the table. He then continued running in 
circles, now around the judges' table. 

Mr. Tanner popped the cassette into a combo 
TV/VCR that was on one side of their table and hit play. 
An image of Will Shmuler sitting on a stationary bicycle 
appeared on the screen. He was pedalling furiously. Mr. 
Tanner hit fast forward for a bit, and when he hit play not 
much had changed on the screen. A bit more fast 
forwarding, and still the same result. 

"Fast forward all you want," Shmuler said as he 
circled the judges, causing Mr. Tanner to start feeling a bit 
dizzy. "That's a T-240 recorded in EP mode, so it'll run you 
about twelve and a half hours! And you'll see it just keeps 
going and going!" 

"That's as may be," Mr. Tanner said, "but surely, if 
you're here, the bicycle is not still moving now, and thus 
not in perpetual motion." 

"No, never mind the bike!" Shmuler said with glee. 
"It's me! I'm the perpetual motion  machine!" 

Mr. Tanner sighed. "Troop 42, 9 points," he said. 
"Troop 192... 1 point." 
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One point. One. Shmuler stopped dead in his tracks, 
crest fallen. It was almost worse than if he's been awarded 
zero points. It was like the one point was there just to rub it 
in. Crestfallen, he slumped his head and dragged himself 
back to the rest of his patrol. 

They greeted him warmly upon his return, however. 
"You were robbed, man." "Great effort!" "Technically, the 
human body is an organic machine, and prior to death 

some part of it is always in motion, so technically your 
entry should have been valid." The words of his various 
patrol-mates warmed his heart. 

Next up was the cure for the common cold. The Girl 
Scout who brought up this item placed a can of Campbell's 
Condensed Chicken Noodle Soup upon the judges' table. 
Swett placed a photograph upon the table. 

"What is this?" Mrs. Libowitz asked, holding up the 
photo. 

"Well, given the nature of my entry, I didn't think you'd 
appreciate me bringing in the real thing, so I hoped a 
photo would suffice." 

"A bottle of cyanide?" Mrs. Libowitz then asked, her 
voice an incredulous tone. 

"Yes," Swett said proudly. "It's a preventative cure! 
Take it, and you're guaranteed never to get a cold again! 
Do not take if you plan to operate heavy machinery. 
Possible side effects may include dry mouth, male 
lactation, and a one hundred percent chance of death." 

Luke, from where he was standing, face palmed. 
Swett seemed to have that effect on him. 

Results were announced for the most recent round. 
"Troop 42, 9 points. Troop 192, 1 point." 

"What?" Swett was incredulous. "Chicken soup at 
best is a placebo to help you feel better while your body's 
natural defences do their thing. You can't deny that with 
my cure, you'd never have to worry about getting a cold 
again!" 

"Swett," Luke called out, "get back over here and be 
quiet!" 
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Kenny mentally tallied up the scores so far. "We're 
tied up," he said. "132 points for each troop." 

There was one final item to go. The judges called out 
for it. " Receipt for the purchase of a major Springfield 
area landmark." Well, Luke supposed as he walked up to 
the judges, I guess this will decide it. Here goes nothing! 

The Girl Scout who came up first presented the 
judges with a post card of the Springfield Armory, and 
stapled to it was a receipt for the purchase of the post 
card. The judges thanked her, and she stepped back. 

Luke stepped forward. "Well," he said, "we tried the 
Armory, too. But didn't have any luck there. Then some of 
the museums. Finally, we went to the Basketball Hall of 
Fame, and there we struck gold." And with this, Luke 
handed a small pile of papers to the judges. 

The top sheet was a receipt from the Basket Ball Hall 
of Fame for one dollar. Beneath that was a paper on Hall 
of Fame letterhead, stating an agreement to sell the 
entirety of the building and all of its contents to the Fluke 
Patrol of Boy Scout Troop 192 for the sum of one U.S. 
Dollar, provided that the Fluke Patrol agreed to sell back 
ownership after no more than ten minutes from the time of 
their purchase, for the same sum of money. And then 
beneath that was, indeed, a photocopy of a receipt made 
out from Luke on behalf of the Fluke Patrol, returning the 
Hall of Fame to its original owners. 

"Hmm..." Mr. Tanner commented. 
"Hmm..." Mrs. Libowitz added as she examined the 

paperwork. 
They quietly conversed for a moment, and then 

turned back to face the assembled. 
Luke was feeling pretty good about their final entry, 

but he still couldn't help but to also feel nervous. This was, 
after all, it! All or nothing, with the fate of Walker Hall 
hanging in the balance! 

"Troop 42," Mr. Tanner announced, "9 points." 
The girl scouts all cheered. 
"Troop 192..." Mr. Tanner paused for effect.  
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Kenny took the opportunity to test a theory, and 
dropped a pin. It was very quiet, but he did indeed hear 
the impact it made with the hall's hard, wooden floor. 

Mr. Tanner continued. "10 points." 
Troop192 burst into applause, and the members of 

the Fluke patrol all assembled into a group hug. All except 
Swett, who had pulled out a boom box and was blaring 
Queen's We Are the Champions. 

Justy smiled a particularly insidious smile and, 
followed by Proctor, walked over to where Vladimira and 
Sherry were standing near the judges' table. 

"Well, Mira," Justy said, "it looks like your troop is in 
my troop's meeting place. You... you're supposed to be in 

the basement, yes?" 
Sherry looked very much like she wished she had a 

sword at her hip, and Proctor was not unconvinced that if 
she had, Justy might just find himself in two pieces at the 
moment. 

Vladimira, on the other hand, looked the serene 
picture of grace. "One congratulates you on your victory," 
she said. "One concedes Walker Hall to you, and wishes 
you nothing but the best of fortunes while you remain 
between these walls. Enjoy your victory, Justy Yung," she 
said. Then she looked directly at Justy with her cold blue-
grey eyes. "For you never know what the future may hold. 

"Come, girls!" she called out. The members of Troop 
42 all fell in. Vladimira raised her hand to her mouth in a 
now familiar gesture and, giggling ever so slightly, she led 
her troop away and down the stairs. 

"Congratulations, Captain!" Proctor beamed. "You 
won!" 

"Yes," Justy said flatly. "I always win, lately." 
Then he walked over to the Flukes. Luke turned to 

face him. 
"Ah, peon #7," Justy said. He coughed. "Luke," he 

then added. 
"Justy," Luke said back. 
"You have... ah... you have pleased your master 

today." 
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"You're welcome," Luke replied drily. 
Justy either didn't seem to notice or to care about the 

tone. "Yes," he said. "Yes, I am!"  
And with that, he wandered off, filling Walker Hall with 

laughter. 
 
 
After the Girl Scout meeting had ended, Vladimira and 

Sherry had remained behind in their meeting room. 
"My Lady," Sherry was saying, dropping to one knee, 

"I am so very sorry we have failed you. I throw myself 
upon your mercy, and if you wish my life in penance, it is 
yours to take!" Her eyes were firmly upon the ground, her 
shame forbidding her from meeting Vladimira's gaze. 

"Do you take one for a fool?" Vladimira asked. 
Sherry gasped at the suggestion. "No, of course I 

don't!" 
"Then why do you think  one would be foolish enough 

to dispose of a subject as loyal and as capable as 
yourself?" 

Sherry then chanced to look up. Vladimira was 
looking down at her, her normally cold eyes full of warmth 
and acceptance. 

"My Lady!" Sherry exclaimed. 
"Please rise, Sherry," Vladimira then asked. "You 

would not want one to strain one's neck, having to look 
down to talk to you, would you?" 

Sherry rose as instructed. "No, of course not!" She 
then asked, "But... but what about Walker Hall? We failed 
you, and lost to that scum Justy." 

Vladimira giggled. "Walker Hall. A piffle. Yes, it would 
have been nice. But in the long run, it will be meaningless. 
It is not as if, once one's power is secured, one plans to 
rule out of a small church in Springfield." 

"No, of course not. But if I may ask, my Lady..." 
"Why go through with the charade of wanting it? Why 

hold the scavenger hunt?" 
Sherry nodded. 
"One had a vision, you see." 
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"A vision?" 
"Yes. The night before last week's meeting, in one's 

sleep one had a vision telling one that the Boy Scouts 
would bring one the final proof one needs that one's 
course is correct, and that one is destined to walk along 

the path one has long desired. And to discover this proof, 
one would need to set the Boy Scouts on a journey to find 
impossible objects." 

"Ah," Sherry said. "And you knew that cur Justy would 
not just play along if asked..." Sherry began. 

"Hence the subterfuge of a challenge to pique his 
interest," Vladimira said, completing the thought. 

"My Lady, you shine with brilliance!" 
"Yes, one knows," Vladimira replied without a trace of 

modesty. "Still, one thanks you for the complement. And 
please worry yourself no more about the apparent loss to 
that Justy Yung," she continued. "For it would have only 
been a loss if the game had been the one he thought it 
was, rather than the game one had actually orchestrated." 
Vladimira's lips curled up into a delighted smile. 

"So, the proof you sought," Sherry inquired eagerly, 
"you found it?" 

"Indeed," Vladimira said. "One does not know where 
or how one of those Boy Scouts acquired this, but one 
must admit that it was all one could do to contain one's 
surprise when this object was revealed to the judges." 

And Vladimira then reached into the voluminous folds 
of her skirt and extracted from them a small bundle 
wrapped in tissue paper. She unwrapped the bundle, 
revealing Matt Swett's Easter egg. 

"It is beautiful," Sherry breathed. 
"Indeed it is," Vladimira replied, almost breathlessly. 

"Do you know what this is?" 
Sherry shook her head. 
Vladimira had pulled on white cotton gloves, and now 

lifted the object with clear reverence. "Crafted by the 
legendary court jeweller Fabergé for Alexander III, and 
given by him to his wife on the 24th of April in 1888. The 
last known definite sighting of it was in 1922, five years 
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after it had been seized by that upstart revolution. It may 
have been in an auction in New York in 1934, but if the 
item being described was in fact this egg is not known with 
absolute certainty. Thus, the exact whereabouts of this 
egg have been unknown for over three quarters of a 
century, and it had been feared lost forever. But now... 
Now it has come home, to me." 

She carefully placed the egg down again, and then 
she gently tugged on the top half of the egg. It came away 
on a carefully hidden seam, revealing inside an angelic 
figure holding a small clock. 

Vladimira held out her hand towards Sherry. "Sherry, 
if you'd please, may one have the object one gave you to 
safeguard when one took you into service?" 

"Of... of course!" Sherry replied. As she'd been 
shaking in awe at what was transpiring before her, she 
took a moment to breathe and steadied her hands. Then 
she reached for the locket around her neck and opened it. 
She took out a small, artfully crafted little key that looked 
as if it were made of pure silver and gingerly placed it in 
the palm of Vladimira's outstretched hand. 

Vladimira took the key and inserted it into a tiny, 
almost hidden hole on the clock and carefully, slowly, she 
then turned it. That task completed, she handed the key 
back to Sherry, who secured it in her locket once more. 
Then Vladimira knelt down and carefully held her ear close 
to the exquisite timepiece. 

She heard a faint tick... tick.... tick... The mechanism 

was still working, as smoothly as if it had been constructed 
only yesterday. Master craftsmanship, indeed. 

"Yes, Sherry," Vladimira said, rising back to her feet 
and placing a hand warmly on her most loyal subject's 
shoulder. "This confirms what one has known to be the 
truth all along. Now one can continue on the path one has 
set oneself upon, free from any last lingering doubts. 

"And woe to anyone, especially that impudent Justy 

Yung, who would dare to stand in one's way!" 
 

*        *        * 
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Of course, Justy had no way of knowing any of this. 
As far as he still knew, he had won the evening. He should 
be happy! He should feel great! 

So why did this victory instead leave him feeling 
hollow? 

"Proctor?" Justy called out. 
Proctor turned away from his task of setting out 

Justy's clothing for the next day. "Yes, Captain?" 
"Why am I not happy?" Justy asked. "I am victorious, 

after all!" 
"I don't know, Captain," Proctor said. "Are you not 

what you've always wanted to be? Master of all you 
survey?" 

"And so I was yesterday." Justy sighed. "And so I 
shall be tomorrow..." 

A conversation Proctor had once had with Matthew 
Atanian came suddenly to his mind. Something Mr. 
Atanian had said. “Tell me, Proctor," Mr. Atanian had said, 
"What would Moriarty be without Holmes? What would 
Kahn be without Kirk? What would The Master be without 
The Doctor?  

 “To be truly great,” Mr. Atanian had gone on to 
explain, “one must have an adversary to struggle against. 
We are just doing our part to see to Justy’s greatness.” 

"Sir!" Proctor said. "The Garden Snakes!" 
"The what?" Justy replied. 
"The Garden Snakes!" 
Wheels turned in Justy's head. Great mechanical 

wheels driving a mental calculator that would invariably 
calculate that two plus two was orange. "Of course, the 
Garden Snakes," Justy  spat. "This was their plan, was it? 
Leave, lulling me into a false sense of complacency, so 
that they could try and crush me upon their return! Well, I'll 
show them! I will find them! And I will crush them, first!" 

Justy paused. 
"Damn it, but where are they?" he then asked. 
"Japan!" Proctor said, helpfully. 
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Justy's head ever so slowly turned until his gaze was 
fixed upon Proctor. "And how," he asked, "do you come by 
this information?" 

"Oh, well, sir, I've been keeping up a written 
correspondence with Ms. Kirstin," Proctor replied. He 
smiled. "She says she is my friend," he added. "Anyway, 
she and her sisters are in some sort of scholastic 
exchange program in Japan, and in her last letter she 
talked about her surprise in finding that Mike, Aaron, the 
Bills, and Mr. Atanian were all there, too!" 

"You knew this," Justy seethed, "and never mentioned 
it?" 

"Well, sir," Proctor said, "you never asked. So it didn't 
seem relevant." 

"Proctor!" Justy exclaimed, gripping his baton. 
"Ye... yes, sir?" 
Justy relaxed his grip. "Get your savings, Proctor," he 

then said. "We have some airplane tickets to buy in the 
morning." 
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Special Chapter 4: 
Anime Deathmatch Boy Scouts ½ IV: 

Killing Spree of the New Decade 
---------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Hello, everybody! Matt Atanian, here! 
Does Anime Deathmatch even need an introduction 

anymore? Probably not. But well... it is kind of the 
established method for the presentation of these stories 
on this website, and I am a sucker for consistency in such 
things.  

So, thirteen years have passed since the last Boy 
Scouts ½ Anime Deathmatch. When we last spoke, ADM 

had just gotten a new website, and exciting things were 
afoot! Surely, there must have been many exciting things 
that have happened since then, yes? 

Alas... no. The last match ever to appear on the 
official Anime Deathmatch website was the one that was 
just prior to the third Boy Scouts ½ match. The site went 

un-updated for about three or four years, and then in 2004 
Jason posted the following announcement to his website: 

 
ADM is dead. It is no more. It has ceased to be. It's 

expired and gone off to meet its maker. It's bereft of life. It 
rests in peace. It's kicked the bucket, shuffled off the 
mortal coil, and joined the choir invisible. In short, this is 
an EX-WEBSITE! 

I just figure that might answer some questions that 
have been going around. This website is no longer active. 
It stands now, mainly as a monument to something I did 
for awhile and no longer do. It was fun, but now I don't do 
it anymore. Thank you to the fans, old and new alike, 
who come and read these old stories and keep coming 
back to read them again. Thanks for signing the 
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guestbook and leaving comments (Yes, even the 
unwelcome ones.)  

ADM is dead. No one is coming to take it over (NO, 
don't ask if you can take it over. In fact, don't try to E-Mail 
me, because the E-Mail account for this page hasn't been 
active in some 3 years.) No one is going to update it. 
We've all moved on.  

In short, read these stories and enjoy them. Tell a 
friend if you like. Even leave a comment if you feel the 
need. But don't feel hurt if it goes unanswered. Guy, Toro, 
Vince, and all the regulars are looking down from FanFic 
heaven and smiling. 

However, if you are still jonesin' for one last ADM fix, 
There was one story that never made it to this website. It 
was the third ADM/Boy Scouts ½ Crossover fic. You might 
get a chuckle out of it. 

So, that's it for us. From all of the regulars, and from 
Jay (Creator) and Charl (Website Admin), we hope you all 
had a good time. And remember, I didn't invent Violent 
Fan-Fiction, but I tried my best to make it enjoyable. 
Take care and have a nice day.  

 
Sincerely, 
Jason Bertovich 
February 15th, 2004 
 
So... If Anime Deathmatch is dead, what are we doing 

here? 
Thirteen years had passed... For some time, it almost 

seemed as if Boy Scouts ½ might be dead, as well... even 
though I always tried to deny it, always said, "It'll come 
back one of these days!" 

And you know what? It did. A whole new website. 
Three new stories, plans afoot for many more. Boy 
Scouts ½ was back from the dead. 

I found myself looking at the Boy Scouts ½ in Japan 

index page. Five available stories, two announced... I 
felt slightly nostalgic for when the original Boy Scouts ½ 
index page looked that way... Back then, so much was still 
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in the future, and there was so much potential and 
progress. I was still active in Scouting then, with a more 
relevant pool of friends from whom I could expect help  
with the writing from. And that pool of friends would 
sometimes supply some unexpected extras... things 
outside of the plan for the series, but which I enjoyed and 
still needed to share with the world. 

Side stories! 
I couldn't help but wonder... Would Boy Scouts ½ in 

Japan ever have side stories? 
Of course, some of the original Boy Scouts ½ side 

stories were written by yours truly. Three of them in 
particular, one of which was the very first Boy Scouts ½ 

side story! 
The Boy Scouts ½ Anime Deathmatches! 

But... Anime Deathmatch was dead! And Jason had 
been clear, it was going to stay dead, and no one was 

to ask to continue it. 
That death was thirteen years ago, however. And the 

announcement that it was not going to be continued was 
nine years ago. That's a long time... Perhaps time enough 
to allow room for a little nostalgia? 

Boy Scouts ½ had almost seemed like it was dead 

once. It came back. 
Even if it was a one time thing, could Anime 

Deathmatch do the same...? 
 
 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
 
 
Toro Watanabe made his weekly drive past the 

non-descript empty lot that once played such a big part of 
his life. He didn’t know why he did this. It wasn’t even on 
his way home from work manning the security desk 
overnight at the Phipps Conservatory. Yet once a week, 
almost as if on autopilot, he found his car coming this way 
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and it inevitably slowed to  crawl as he made his pass by 
this lot… the lot that had once held a state of the art 
stadium full of big fights, big crowds… and for Toro, big 
dreams…* 

And then, one day… No, Toro couldn’t think on it. The 
memories were too painful, even after thirteen years. 

Thirteen years… He felt the years weighing heavily on 
him. His hair had grayed somewhat, and he had some 
wrinkles around his eyes… but it was more than that. He 
could feel the years in his soul. 

He sighed. His car accelerated, and he forced himself 
to take his gaze from the lot so that he could concentrate 
on the road. He really needed a pick me up. He wasn’t 
hungry, but he stopped anyway at an Eat’n Park, just to 
buy a cookie. He hoped that would put a smile on his face. 

It didn’t. 
If only the dream hadn’t ended. If only he hadn't... 
No, it was all the damn fault of that stupid fan fiction. 
Toro smiled ruefully. At least he had the satisfaction 

of knowing that stupid fan fic was long gone. After being 
sporadically updated for years, it finally seemed to have 
petered off. And then one day, maybe a bit over a 
year ago, he noticed that the website that hosted it had 
vanished! Ha, he knew if he made enough complaints to 
Tripod, maybe something would happen… He had 
thought it would raise his spirits. 

It had only left him feeling more hollow. 
Toto pulled his car into his driveway, got out of his 

car, and made his way into his darkened, empty house. It 
was really too big for one person, but even though staying 
there reminded him too much of Kimiko, he couldn’t bear 
to sell it. Living with her memory was less painful then the 
fear of forgetting her. He heard she’d remarried, he hoped 
she was happy. 

He walked through his house without need for light. 
His coat dropped to the floor with a thud as he made his 
way to the kitchen. He stumbled slightly on an empty 
cereal box on the floor… he’d forgotten that he missed the 
trash can earlier. He’d pick it up later. As for now, he was 
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thirsty from that cookie. At least, that was what he told 
himself as he opened the fridge – blinding 
himself momentarily with the bright light – and grabbed 
a beer. 

Man, he needed a shower. Later. He should try to get 
to sleep before the sun came up.  

He made his way now to his bedroom. There was a 
light emanating from within. Crap, had he left his laptop on 
again? Well, he supposed he could quickly check his e-
mail before bed. 

Spam… spam… spam… Just stupid things from 
anonymous senders saying, “Click here for some stupid 
thing you don’t need! If you’re lucky, I won’t be an 

annoying virus!” 
What was this one? The subject read, “Watanabe… 

It’s back.” Probably just more spam. Still, for some reason, 
he couldn’t help but click on it.  

There was one sentence within. It was a link. “You 
really don’t want to click me,” it said. 

Toro glanced at the sender. “…the Hell?” There was 
no sending address listed. 

He hovered his pointer over the link, and some alt text 
appeared. “http://bs1-2.weebly.com/” An ominous feeling 
overcame him as he clicked on the link. 

An all too familiar, and hated, memory from his past 
came swiftly into his present. 

It was back. 
All of it. All of it was here. Hell, even new stuff. Even 

new stuff by Jason! How could he, after he had forsaken 
them? 

How could it be back? 
How could it be back?! 

Toro tilted back his head and bellowed into the 
heavens, “Damn you, Boy Scouts ½!” 
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*Static................* 
 
*Resume Transmission!* 
 
Broadcasting around the globe, to several parallel 
dimensions, the leader in Anime-related Brutality 
Sports Entertainment... 
 

 

 

 
 
+Pyrotechnics explode and the camera pans across the 
stadium as thousands of fans jump to their feet. Cheers of, 
“We missed you!” and, “Long live ADM!” 
reverberated throughout the stadium. Cut to the 
announcers’ booth, where Guy and Toro were seated.+ 
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Guy: Hi there fight otaku! I’m Guy Makihashi! 
  
+Toro looked around, confused. He couldn’t be here… 
And Guy… he didn’t look a day older then that day thirteen 
years ago when… When… when what? Thirteen years? 
What was he talking about? He just saw Guy yesterday. 
Anyway, where was he? Ah, yes…+ 
  
Toro: And I’m Toro Watanabe, and welcome to another 
action packed episode of the overpowered, overblown, but 
never over hyped ANIME DEATHMATCH!!! 
  
Guy: That’s right, Toro! And are we in for something 
special tonight! Another Boy Scouts ½ event! 

  
Toro: Didn’t we…  
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+Toro scratched his head… Something seemed off, in the 
corner of his memory… He dismissed it.+ 
  
Toro: Didn’t we just do one of these? 
  
Guy: I know, it seems like just yesterday, doesn’t it? What 
can I say, the kids love it! And we’re in for a special match 
tonight! Anachronistic Action! It’s just a jump to the left, 
and a step to the right, as characters from Boy Scouts ½ 

go through a time warp to fight against characters who 
don’t exist yet in their timeframe! It’s 1998 vs. the mid 
2010’s tonight, right here, on Anime Deathmatch! 
  
Toro: We’ve got some exciting matches lined up for you 
tonight.  
   
Guy: First up, and I have a funny feeling I know how this 
one will go, is Derek Provost vs. Yuuki Rito! 
  
Toro: Then it is a battle of the brains… to the death! Kenny 
vs. Princess Bubblegum! 
  
Guy: Finally, the Jusenkyo Scouts return again (in some 
cases thanks once more to our patented Res-You-Reck® 
Technology) to face off against a very melancholy foe as we 
bring you a special Patrol vs. Brigade five on five match! 
  
Toro: But first, a quick word from our sponsor! 
 
 +Comercial Sign+ 
 

Transformers Toy Reviews written by 
Boy Scouts ½ Creator Matthew Atanian! 

 
(Part of a complete breakfast!) 

 
+Comercial Sign+ 
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Guy: We’re back, folks! We’re almost ready to get the first 
match underway! Before we do that, however, we’ve got 
some exclusive interviews with our combatants recorded 
earlier by our very own John “Fanboy” Hoelscher! 
  
+Cut to Backstage Footage. John Hoelscher, dressed as 
Madarame Harunobu, is sitting across from Yuuki Rito. 
Rito is naked.+ 
 
John: So, Rito, how do you feel about this match? 
 
Rito: How did I get here? I was looking for Lala, I tripped, 
and I grabbed… 
  
+Rito looks at his hand, and sees he is holding a bracelet-
like device.+ 
  
Rito: Pyon-Pyon Warp-Kun… 
  
+John hands Rito some boxing shorts, which he hastily 
pulls on.+ 
 
John: So, are you ready for this match to the death against 
Derek Provost, one of ADM’s most stubbornly persistent 
(although not perhaps most successful) competitors? 
  
Rito: Where am I? What is this… Hold on, did you say to 
the death!? 
  
+Now cut to John sitting with Derek Provost, his head 
looking surprisingly intact given the outcome of his last 
match.+ 
  
John: Okay, Derek. You have a long history with Anime 
Deathmatch. That’s probably why, even though you 
haven’t yet made any appearances in Boy Scouts ½ in 
Japan, you’re being allowed to compete this evening. In 
the very first BS½ ADM, you helped out as an announcer 
during the final match. 
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Derek: Ah, yes, I remember. That was fun. 
  
John: And then in the next two BS½ ADMs, you competed 

and failed to win either time. First, you actually conceded a 
match, with the Hentai Belt on the line, against Tenchi 
Masaki. 
  
Derek: *drooling* I would hardly call that match a loss from 
my perspective, John. 
  
John: That’s as may be, but as far as the official ADM 
statistics go, it certainly was. But after that, you had a 
head-splattering defeat when you fought against… 
  
Derek: *shuddering* Please, John, don’t name it… Even 
the name of that thing… I still have nightmares… 
  
John: Okay, okay… But… well… How do you account for 
your… well… still existing cranium? 
  
+Derek smiles, and holds up a tub of superglue. 
John facepalms.+ 
  
John: Okay, I give up. But that aside, what brings you 
back? With your record, do you honestly expect things will 
turn out different tonight? 
  
Derek: I have hopes, John. I have hopes. I asked them to 
set me up against someone who could lead me to the 
most luscious harem in modern day anime, and they 
promised me they would. So I’m really looking forward to 
this match! It is my number one goal to strike whoever my 
opponent is down, and take his harem for myself! 
  
+Derek begins drooling more, the drool pooling at his feet. 
A light cackling begins to pepper itself throughout his 
speech.+ 
  
Derek: Oh yes, I shall make them mine! Every last one of 
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them, with their silky smooth bodies! Mine to touch, to 
hold, to have my way with! Ha ha! I will touch them and 
kiss them and lick them and then I SHALL FU… 

  
+Derek’s last word was cut off… as is his head. It falls to 
the ground and lands with a sick thud in the puddle of 
drool he had made. John is startled, and finds his eyes 
following the blade still positioned at the stump of Derek’s 
neck… Following the blade as it extended behind Derek, 
and the texture of it seemed to change from that of metal 
to hair, the color change from silver to yellow… and all of 
this flowed back towards the head of a young looking 
woman standing at the far side of the locker room. She is 
a petite woman, almost childlike in appearance, with dark 
red eyes and long blond hair – the hair that had somehow 
morphed into the blade that had decapitated Derek. She is 
dressed in a somewhat gothic, all black dress. When she 
speaks, there was a cold venom to her voice.+ 
  
Mysterious Young Woman: I don’t like ecchi. 
  
+The screen suddenly cuts to static, and a moment later 
cuts back to the announcers’ booth. Guy and Toro both 
look startled for a moment, not having expected to be back 
on camera just yet, but compose themselves quickly.+ 
  
Toro: Well… looks like we might have to call the first 
match on account of a technicality. Sorry folks, but it is 
hard to have a match when one of the competitors dies 
before it even begins! 
 
+The crowd goes mad with boos and hisses.+ 
 
Guy: Calm down, calm down folks! We’re hopefully in for 
something exciting next! To combatants who will fight to 
the death, using the powers of their brains! Hey, Toro, do 
you know what time it is? 
  
Toro: It’s Annihilation Time! 
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Guy: That’s right, Toro! To avoid any further mishaps, we 
won’t be having any more interviews tonight… so instead, 
let us get straight onto the stats! 
  
Name: Kenneth E. “Kenny” Pendrell 
Bio: Young super genius of mysterious origin 
Interesting Fact: As a lark, he discovered one weekend 
how to definitively prove the non-existence of things. 
  
Name: Princess Bonnibel Bubblegum 
Bio: Ruler of the Candy Kingdom 
Interesting Fact: Yeah, her show’s not anime… But it’s 
popular, so shut up! 
  
+Vince McAffe’s voice comes over the PA system, filling 
the stadium.+ 
  
Vince: Ladies and gentlemen, children of all ages… THIS. 
IS. ANIMEEEEEEE DEATHMAAAATCH!!!!!!!!! 
  
+The crowd metaphorically explodes in delight.+ 
  
Vince: Now entering the ring, in the striped corner, 
originally from who knows where, currently residing in the 
strange land of Springfield, Massachusetts… 
Kenneth Pendrelllllllll!! 
 
 +Kenny’s small frame enters the ring, and he sheepishly 
waves to the audience.+ 
  
Vince: And, in the plaid corner, hailing from the 
post-apocalyptic Land of Ooo, ruler of the Candy 
Kingdom and ready to bring us a royal pain, 
Priiiiiiiincess Bubbleguuuuuuuuum!!!!!! 
  
+Bubblegum strolls gracefully into the ring and waves 
majestically to everyone. Mills Lane approaches the two in 
the center of the ring. Curiously, there are two lab tables in 
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the ring, one on either side, filled with various beakers and 
test tubes and other sciency things.+ 
  
Mills: All right, you two. This is a battle of science… to the 
death! We’re going to have a good, clean fight, here! Now 
here are the rules! You shake hands, the bell rings, and 
then you each have at most two minutes at your lab table. 
When at two minutes the bell rings again, your tables will 
explode, killing you instantly! So if you’re still at them, you 
lose! You can leave your table at any time before that, 
and you can use anything you can make at your table 
against your opponent. Okay? Now, let’s get it on! 
  
+The bell rings, and both Kenny and Bubblegum move to 
their tables.+ 
  
Toro: Both combatants are surveying their tables to see 
what materials they have available. 
  
Guy: And now they’re both hard at work assembling their 
projects! 
  
Bubblegum: This is it. That kid isn’t going to beat me! For 
science! 

  
Kenny: There isn’t much to work with here… That sulfuric 
acid is promising, but it wouldn’t be much of a project if I 
just attacked with one of the base ingredients… 
  
Bubblegum: Heeheeheee! A bit more kitten eye… 
  
Kenny: Eurika! Ordinary table salt, just what I needed! 
  
Bubblegum: Alright. Let me just add three more drops of 
explosive diarrhea... 
  
Kenny: Now to collect the gas in an aqueous solution… 
Have to be careful not to dilute things too much, I need 
this to be potent… 
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Guy: The clock is ticking… Both combatants are moving at 
an amazing speed. But they need to be away from their 
tables before two minutes are up, or it is instant death! 
Can they do it? 
  
Toro: We’ll find out soon… just ten seconds to go! 
  
Kenny and Bubblegum: Finished! 
  
+The bell rings again, just as both dive away from their 
tables which promptly explode behind them. Kenny is 
holding a beaker full of liquid. Bubblegum is holding a 
small bag of candies.+ 
  
Bubblegum: *speaking sweetly* Oh, Kenny… Want to try 
one of my special candies? 
  
Kenny: I suspect those would cause worse than a cavity. 
Do you really think me foolish enough to eat one willingly? 
  
Bubblegum: Tee hee… You’re right, that was silly! 
  
+Bubblegum pulls from behind her back a fierce looking 
gun of some sort, into which she pours her candy 
concoction. When she speaks again, her voice is 
somewhat harsher.+ 
  
Bubblegum: So I’ll just have to shoot them down your 
throat! Auf wiedersehen, Kenny! 
  
Toro: Bubblegum is now firing her gun madly, laughing 
gleefully as her candy bullets fly towards Kenny! As they 
hit the floor or the wall, the bullets burst into a mad, 
sizzling, green flame! You folks at home don’t know what 
you’re missing here, tonight! This is amazing! 
  
Guy: Kenny deftly dodges to the left, then the right, 
moving forward as he goes! 
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Toro: And Kenny makes his move! He splashes 
Bubblegum with whatever was in that beaker he was 
carrying! He’s gotten her good, it is all over her! 
Something is happening… 
  
Bubblegum: Ya butt! You’ve ruined my dress! 
 
+A clump of pink goo, rapidly dissolving, falls from 
Bubblegum’s head to land at her feet.+ 
  
Bubblegum: And… my hair? What the nuts? 
  
+One of her arms now drops off, also dissolving.+ 
 Bubblegum: *shreaking* What did you do? 
  
Kenny: Well, for a complex organic polymer such as 
yourself, there really was only one obvious solution. Some 
sort of solvent that would break you down. 
  
+Kenny holds up the now empty beaker. Bubblegum by 
this point has dissolved to half her size, with no sign of 
stopping.+ 
  
Kenny: Hydrochloric acid, as concentrated as I could 
make it, seems to have done the trick quite nicely. 
  
Bubblegum: *in a voice that is almost just a gurgling 
sound* This… is… dirt… balls… 
  
+Bubblegum finishes dissolving, leaving only a puddle of 
pinkish, steaming goo in the center of the ring.+ 
  
Voice: NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

  
Toro: What is this? Someone is flying into the ring! It looks 
like… A teenage girl? 
  
Guy: She's a bit monochromatic for my tastes, she could 
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do with a bit more color. I dig the bite mark on her neck, 
though. I always did like a girl with a bit of kink to her. 
  
Toro: Guy… Shut up. Just… Shut up. 
  
+The girl lands before the puddle and kneels. She tries to 
pick some up in her hands, but it just pours through her 
fingers. Residual acid in the puddle seems to smoke up 
a bit when she touches it, but otherwise does not 
affect her.+ 
  
Girl: Bonnibel?  
  
+She begins crying.+ 
  
Girl: You can’t be gone… I… I lo… 
  
+She looks up at Kenny. She is no longer crying. In fact, 
she looks rather frightening. Kenny, scared, takes a single 
step back.+ 
  
Girl: You. You did this. I’ll see that you pay. I’ll see that 
you suffer every hell that the Nightosphere has to offer… 

You will rue the day that you crossed me! 
 
+The girl turns into a giant, fierce monster who lunges 
after Kenny. He bolts out of the ring, and she gives 
chase.+ 
  
Toro: Well, not quite sure what just happened there, 
but even if he may not have much longer to live himself I 
am sure that Kenny is pleased to be declared the winner 
of this match! 
  
Guy: And also, thousands of shippers are pleased to know 
they were right! Even if they do have to find out 
posthumously. 
  
Toro: What are you talking about, Guy? 
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Guy: Nothing, nothing. But if you really want to know, 
that’s what Deviant Art is for. 
  
Toro: You know I wouldn’t be caught dead on that website. 
  
Guy: Your loss. Shall we move onto this evening’s 
final match? 
 
Names: Yadda, yadda… Boy Scouts… 
Bios: Yawn, they’ve been here before… 
Interesting Fact: Let’s get on with it, shall we? 
  
Names: Kyon, Itsuki, Mikuru, Nagato, and Haurhi 
Bios: An absolutely normal girl, who is not at all all 
powerful, and her perfectly normal friends 
Interesting Fact: Look, it is important Haruhi believe that 
bio, okay? So don’t you tell her different! 

  
Vince: Now entering the ring, in the infradead corner, 
Back again to face the pain once more… The 
Juuuusenkyoooooo Scouts!!!! 
  
+Matt, Aaron, Gelinas, Hughes, and Mike all cautiously 
enter the ring.+ 
  
Gelinas: Why are we back here again? 
  
Matt: *shudders* Shut up, Bill… I’m trying not to think 
about it… 
 
Aaron: This would probably be better if we’d come back 
after getting the training Líng Rén promised. 

  
Mike: Try not to worry about that. Let’s just get this 
finished, and get back to Japan. 
  
Hughes: At least I got a chance to show the world my new 
sense of style! 
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Vince: And in the ultraviolent corner, coming all the 
way from North High, the one… the only… SOS 
BRIGAAAAAAAADE!!   
   
+A confident Haruhi strides into the ring, followed by an 
impeccable Itsuki, a despondent Kyon, a passionless 
Nagato, and finally a nervously fidgeting Mikuru. Kyon 
was especially annoyed by the writing style of Anime 
Deathmatch, which made it practically impossible to 
confuse the reader on the matter of whether he was just 
narrating, or actually speaking.+ 
  
Haruhi: Don’t sweat the small details, okay? 
  
+They are all in their North High uniforms, except for 
Mikuru who is clad in a maid’s outfit.+ 
  
Mikuru: Um… what… what is this place? What are we 
doing here? 
  
Mills: All right, this is a five on five event! At the sound of 
the bell, you’re to pair off and fight! You can only help 
other members of your team once your own initial 
opponent is defeated. Let’s get it on! 
  
+Toro has a strange feeling of déjà vu. The bell rings.+ 
  
Guy: And the pairs are forming fairly quickly down there. 
Itsuki seems to have engaged Bill Gelinas in a discussion 
about the nature of reality. We’ll see how that turns out. 
  
Toro: Mike seems to be tussling with Nagato… Nagato is 
just standing there taking it! She’s not moving one bit, 
except for her mouth which is going a mile a minute! But 
whatever she is saying must be very quiet, as we can’t 
pick up any sound… Oh, and Mike is down! I’m not sure 
what happened, it almost looked like he dissolved into a 
stream of data! 
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Guy: Aaron and Kyon seem to be… shrugging at each 
other and walking away? They’re departing the ring! One 
fifth of each team has just forfeited? We’ll have to check 
the rules later to see what that means… Oh, and Gelinas’s 
head has just exploded! 
  
Toro: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
neon pink outfit seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
  
Guy: That had to hurt! She shot some sort of beam out of 
her eye, which sliced his right arm completely off! (And did 
major structural damage to the arena…) But I can’t believe 
this! He’s picked up his own limb and he is… 
  
Toro: My god, he’s beating her to death with it! 
 
Guy: That’s the kind of thing you only get on Anime 
Deathmatch, folks! 
  
Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
  
Toro: Now, if you remember the rules, Haruhi can’t move 
to help Mikuru until first defeating her own opponent… 
And thus far Matthew has been pretty good at 
dodging her. But here Haruhi goes, running straight at 
him! 
  
Guy: Amazing! She’s somehow launched herself in the air 
to take a flying leap at Matthew, and has kicked him in the 
head with both feet! The force of the impact has sent him 
flying into the air like a projectile… My god, he’s coming 
right at us! Run, Toro! 
  
+Toro freezes in panic as the unconscious, possibly dead 
mass that is Matthew Atanian thunders towards the 
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announcers’ booth… straight at him. Toro screams as the 
bell rings.+ 
 
Guy: And the pairs are forming fairly quickly down there. 
Itsuki seems to have engaged Bill Gelinas in a discussion 
about the nature of reality. We’ll see how that turns out. 
  
Toro: Mike seems to be struggling with Nagato… Nagato 
is just standing there taking it! She’s not moving one bit, 
except for her mouth which is going a mile a minute! But 
whatever she is saying must be very quiet, as we can’t 
pick up any sound… Oh, and Mike is down! I’m not sure 
what happened, it almost looked like he dissolved into a 
stream of data! 
  
Guy: Aaron and Kyon seem to be… shrugging at each 
other and walking away? They’re departing the ring! One 
fifth of each team has just forfeited? We’ll have to check 
with the rules later to see what that means… Oh, and 
Gelinas’s head has just exploded! 
  
Toro: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
neon green outfit seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
 
Guy: That had to hurt! She shot some sort of beam out of 
her eye, which sliced his right arm completely off! (And did 
major structural damage to the arena…) But I can’t believe 
this! He’s picked up his own limb and he is… 
  
Toro: My god, he’s beating her to death with it! 
  
Guy: That’s the kind of carnage you only get on Anime 
Deathmatch, folks! 
 
Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
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Toro: Guy… I can’t help but think… Has this all 
happened before? 
  
Guy: So you finally noticed it then, Toro? 
  
Toro: Noticed what? 
 
Guy: Keeping Boy Scouts ½ characters together with 

modern day properties for too long has created a time 
loop. It started at the beginning of this match, and now 
we’ve been going round and round, repeating the same 
five and a half minute interval… over and over… Each 
time it resets, leaving those within it unable to even 
remember the trap they are in. 
  
Toro: Why do you remember, Guy?  
  
Guy: Plot, Toro. Plot.  
  
Toro: How many times has this happened? Five? Ten? 
  
Guy: 47,814 times. 
  
+Toro balks at that number. 47,814? His brain has trouble 
comprehending it. Five and a half minutes… 47,814 
times… Six months!? He turns to Guy, seeking to confirm 
the number, but sees that Guy is occupied with running 
from the announcers’ booth. Toro turns back to the ring 
just in time to see the unconscious, possibly dead mass 
that is Matthew Atanian flying towards the announcers’ 
booth… straight at him. Toro screams as the bell rings.+ 
  
Guy: And the pairs are forming fairly quickly down there. 
Itsuki seems to have engaged Aaron Abdelmaseh in a 
discussion about the nature of reality. We’ll see how that 
turns out. 
  
Toro: Mike seems to be struggling with Nagato… Nagato 
is just standing there taking it! She’s not moving one bit, 
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except for her mouth which is going a mile a minute! But 
whatever she is saying must be very quiet, as we can’t 
pick up any sound… Oh, and Mike is down! I’m not sure 
what happened, it almost looked like he dissipated into a 
stream of data! 
  
Guy: Gelinas and Kyon seem to be… shrugging at each 
other and walking away? They’re departing the ring! One 
fifth of each team has just forfeited? We’ll have to check 
out the rules later to see what that means… Oh, and 
Aaron’s head has just exploded! 
  
Toro: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
neon vilot outfit seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
  
Guy: That had to hurt! She shot some sort of beam out of 
her eye, which sliced his right leg completely off! (And did 
major structural damage to the arena…) But I can’t believe 
this! He’s picked up his own limb, is hopping towards her, 
and now he is… 
  
Toro: My god, he’s beating her to death with it! 
 
Guy: That’s the kind of carnage you only get on Anime 
Deathmatch, folks! 
  
Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
  
Toro: Guy… I can’t help but think… Has this all 
happened before? 
 
Guy: So you finally noticed it then, Toro? 
  
Toro: Noticed what? 
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Guy: Keeping Boy Scouts ½ characters together with 

modern day properties for too long has created a time 
loop. It started at the beginning of this match, and 
now we’ve been going round and round, repeating the 
same five and a half minute interval… over and over… 
Each time it resets, leaving those within it unable to even 
remember the trap they are in. 
  
Toro: Why do you remember, Guy?  
  
Guy: Plot, Toro. Plot.  
  
Toro: How many times has this happened? Five? Ten? 
Guy: 95,627 times. 
  
+Toro balks at that number. 95,627? His brain has trouble 
comprehending it. Five and a half minutes… 95,627 
times… A year!? He turns to Guy, seeking to confirm the 
number, but sees that Guy is occupied with running from 
the announcers’ booth. Toro turns back to the ring just in 
time to see the unconscious, possibly dead mass that is 
Matthew Atanian flying towards the announcers’ booth… 
straight at him. Toro screams as the bell rings.+ 
  
Guy: And the pairs are starting to form fairly quickly down 
there. Itsuki seems to have engaged Bill Gelinas in a 
conversation about the nature of reality. We’ll see how that 
turns out. 
  
Toro: Mike seems to be struggling with Nagato… Nagato 
is just standing there taking it! She’s not moving one bit, 
except for her mouth which is going a mile a minute! But 
whatever she is saying must be very quiet, as we can’t 
pick up any sound… Oh, and Mike is down! I’m not sure 
what happened, but somehow the floor beneath Mike 
disappeared, and a bottomless pit has sucked him in! He’s 
as good as dead. 
  
Guy: Kyon and Aaron seem to be… shrugging at each 
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other and wandering away? They’re departing from the 
ring! One member of each team has just forfeited? We’ll 
have to check with the rules later to see what that 
means… Oh, and Gelinas’s head has just exploded! 
  
Toro: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
neon blue outfit seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
  
Guy: That had to hurt! She shot some sort of beam out of 
her eye, which sliced his left arm completely off! (And did 
some not insignificant structural damage to the arena…) 
But I can’t believe this! He’s picked up his severed limb 
and he is… 
  
Toro: My god, he’s beating her to death with it! 
  
Guy: That’s the kind of bloody display you only get on 
Anime Deathmatch, people! 
 
Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
 
Toro: Guy… I can’t help but think… Has this all 
happened before? 
  
Guy: So you finally noticed it then, Toro? 
  
Toro: Noticed what? 
 
Guy: Keeping the characters of Boy Scouts ½ together 

with modern day properties for too long has created a time 
loop. It started at the beginning of this match, and now 
we’ve been going round and round, repeating the same 
five and a half minute interval… over and over… Each 
time it resets, leaving those within it unable to even 
remember the trap they are in. 
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Toro: Why do you remember, Guy?  
  
Guy: Plot, Toro. Plot.  
  
Toro: How many times has this happened? Five? Ten? 
  
Guy: 239,067 times. 
  
+Toro balks at that number. 239,067? His brain has 
trouble comprehending it. Five and a half minutes… 
239,067 times… Two and a half years!? He turns to Guy, 
seeking to confirm the number, but sees that Guy is 
occupied with running from the announcers’ booth. Toro 
turns back to the ring just in time to see the unconscious, 
possibly dead mass that is Matthew Atanian flying towards 
the announcers’ booth… straight at him. Toro screams as 
the bell rings.+ 
  
Guy: And the pairs are forming fairly quickly down there. 
Itsuki seems to have squared off against Bill Gelinas in a 
discussion about the nature of reality. We’ll see how that 
pans out. 
 
Toro: Mike, meanwhile, is facing Nagato… And Nagato is 
just standing there taking it! She’s not moving one bit, 
except for her mouth which is going a million miles 
an hour! Whatever she is saying must be very soft, as we 
can’t pick up any sound… Oh, and Mike is down! I’m not 
sure what happened, it almost looked like he dissolved 
into a bunch of data! 
  
Guy: Aaron and Kyon seem to be… shrugging at each 
other and walking away? In a most apathetic display, 
they’re departing the ring! One fifth of each team has 
just forfeited? We’ll have to check with the rules later to 
see what that means… Oh, and Gelinas’s head has just 
went kersplewie! 
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Toro: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
neon green yellow seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
  
Guy: That had to hurt! She shot some sort of beam out of 
her eye, which sliced his right arm completely off! (And did 
major structural damage to the arena…) But I can’t believe 
this! He’s picked up his own limb and he is… 
  
Toro: My god, he’s clubbing her to death with it! 
  
Guy: You saw it right here on Anime Deathmatch, folks! 
The only place you can get that kind of carnage! 
  
Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
  
Toro: Guy… I can’t help but think… Has this all 
happened before? 
  
Guy: So you finally noticed it then, Toro? 
  
Toro: Noticed what? 
  
Guy: Keeping Boy Scouts ½ characters together with 

modern day properties for too long has created a time 
loop. It started at the beginning of this match, and 
now we’ve been going round and round, repeating the 
same five and a half minute interval… over and over… 
Each time it resets, leaving those within it unable to even 
remember the trap they are in. 
  
Toro: Why do you remember, Guy?  
  
Guy: Plot, Toro. Plot.  
  
Toro: How many times has this happened? Five? Ten? 
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Guy: 478,135 times. 
  
+Toro balks at that number. 478,135? His brain has 
trouble comprehending it. Five and a half minutes… 
478,135 times… Five years!? He turns to Guy, seeking to 
confirm the number, but sees that Guy is occupied with 
running from the announcers’ booth. Toro turns back to 
the ring just in time to see the unconscious, possibly 
dead mass that is Matthew Atanian flying towards the 
announcers’ booth… straight at him. Toro screams as the 
bell rings.+ 
  
Toro: And the pairs are forming fairly quickly down there. 
Itsuki seems to have begun a discourse with Bill Gelinas 
on the nature of reality. We’ll see how that turns out. 
  
Guy: Mike seems to be struggling with Nagato… Nagato is 
just standing there taking it! She’s not moving one inch, 
except for her mouth which is going a mile a minute! But 
whatever she is saying must be very quiet, as we can’t 
pick up any sound… Oh, and Mike is down! I’m not sure 
what happened, it almost looked like he dissolved into a 
stream of data! 
  
Toro: Aaron and Kyon seem to be… shrugging at each 
other and walking away? They’re leaving the ring! One 
fifth of each team has just forfeited? We’ll have to 
check the rules later to see what that means… Oh, and 
Gelinas’s head has just exploded! 
  
Guy: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
neon orange outfit seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
  
Toro: That had to hurt! She shot some sort of beam out 
from one of her eyes, which sliced his right arm completely 
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off! (And did major structural damage to the arena…) But I 
can’t believe this! He’s picked up his own limb and he is… 
My god, he’s beating her to death with it! 
  
Guy: That’s the kind of carnage you only get on Anime 
Deathmatch, folks! 
  
Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
  
Toro: Guy… I can’t help but think… Has this all 
happened before? 
 
Guy: So you finally noticed it then, Toro? 
  
Toro: Noticed what? 
  
Guy: Keeping Boy Scouts ½ characters together with 

modern day properties for too long has created a time 
loop. It started at the beginning of this match, and 
now we’ve been going round and round, repeating the 
same five and a half minute interval… over and over… 
Each time it resets, leaving those within it unable to even 
remember the trap they are in. 
  
Toro: Why do you remember, Guy?  
 
Guy: Plot, Toro. Plot.  
  
Toro: How many times has this happened? Five? Ten? 
  
Guy: 669,389 times. 
 
+Toro balks at that number. 669,389? His brain has 
trouble comprehending it. Five and a half minutes… 
669,389 times… Seven years!? He turns to Guy, seeking 
to confirm the number, but sees that Guy is occupied with 
running from the announcers’ booth. Toro turns back to 
the ring just in time to see the unconscious, possibly dead 
mass that is Matthew Atanian flying towards the 
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announcers’ booth… straight at him. Toro screams as the 
bell rings.+ 
  
Guy: And the opponents are pairing off fairly quickly down 
there. Itsuki seems to have engaged Gelinas in a debate 
about the nature of reality. It’ll be interesting to see how 
that resolves itself. 
  
Toro: Mike seems to be scuffling with Nagato… Nagato is 
just standing there taking it! She’s not moving at all, 
except… wait, no, her mouth which is going a mile 
a minute! But whatever she is saying must be very quiet, 
as we can’t pick up any sound… Oh, and something is 
happening… Mike is… dissolving? It almost looks like he 
is dissipating into a stream of data! I’m not sure what 
happened, but Mike is down! 
 
Guy: Kyon and Aaron seem to be… shrugging at each 
other and wandering out of the ring? One fifth of each 
team has just forfeited! I’m not sure what this means. 
I suppose later we’ll have to check with the rules. Oh, and 
Gelinas’s head has just detonated! 
  
Toro: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
leopard print outfit seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
  
Guy: That had to hurt! She shot some sort of beam out of 
her eye, which sliced his head completely off! (And did 
major structural damage to the arena…) But I can’t believe 
this! She’s now slipped in the blood and is in danger of 
falling on a large, sharp fragment of Gelinas’s skull that is 
imbedded in the ring in front of her! 
  
Toro: My god, she’ll impale herself on it! 
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Guy: That’s the kind of carnage you only get on Anime 
Deathmatch, folks! 
  
Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
  
Toro: Guy… I can’t help but think… Has this all 
happened before? 
  
Guy: So you finally noticed it then, Toro? 
  
Toro: Noticed what? 
  
Guy: Keeping Boy Scouts ½ characters together with 

modern day properties for too long has created a time 
loop. It started at the beginning of this match, and 
now we’ve been going round and round, repeating the 
same five and a half minute interval… over and over… 
Each time it resets, leaving those within it unable to even 
remember the trap they are in. 
  
Toro: Why do you remember, Guy?  
  
Guy: Plot, Toro. Plot.  
 
Toro: How many times has this happened? Five? Ten? 
  
Guy: 956,271 times. 
  
+Toro balks at that number. 956,271? His brain has 
trouble comprehending it. Five and a half minutes… 
956,271 times… Ten years!? He turns to Guy, seeking to 
confirm the number, but sees that Guy is occupied with 
running from the announcers’ booth. Toro turns back to 
the ring just in time to see the unconscious, possibly 
dead mass that is Matthew Atanian flying towards the 
announcers’ booth… straight at him. Toro screams as the 
bell rings.+ 
  
Guy: And the pairs are forming fairly quickly down there. 
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Itsuki seems to have engaged Aaron Abdelmaseh in a 
discussion about the futility of existence. We’ll see how 
that turns out. 
  
Toro: Mike looks to be skirmishing with Nagato… but she’s 
just standing there taking it! She’s not moving one bit, 
except for her mouth which is going at light speed! If she is 
saying anything, however, it must be very quietly as we 
can’t hear it from here… And Mike is down! I’m not sure 
what happened, it almost looked like he scattered into a 
stream of data! 
  
Guy: Bill Gelinas and Kyon seem to be… shrugging at 
each other and walking away? They’re leaving the ring! 
That means that one fifth of each team has just forfeited!  
  
Toro: What does that even mean?  
  
Guy: Who knows? We’ll have to check with the rules later 
to see … Oh, and Aaron’s head has just exploded! 
  
Toro: Hughes is facing off against Mikuru… His flashy, 
gold lamé outfit seems to be distracting her…  
  
Mikuru: Mi… Mi… Mikuru Beeeeeam! 
  
Hughes: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! 
  
Guy: That had to smart! She shot some kind of beam from 
her eye, which carved his left arm completely off! (And 
caused significant structural problems for the arena…) But 
I can’t believe this! He’s taken his severed limb and he 
is… 
  
Toro: My god, he’s clubbing her to death with it! 
  
Guy: That’s the kind of slaughter you only get on Anime 
Deathmatch, folks! 
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Haruhi: Mikuru-chan! 
  
Toro: Now, if you remember the rules, Haruhi can’t move 
to help Mikuru until first defeating her own opponent… 
And thus far Perfume has been pretty good at 
dodging her. But here Haruhi goes, running straight at her! 
  
Guy: Amazing! 
  
Toro: Guy… I can’t help but think… Has this all 
happened before? 
  
Guy: So you finally noticed it then, Toro? 
  
Toro: Noticed what? 
  
Guy: Keeping Boy Scouts ½ characters together with 

modern day properties for too long has created a time 
loop. It started at the beginning of this match, and 
now we’ve been going round and round, repeating the 
same five and a half minute interval… over and over… 
Each time it resets, leaving those within it unable to even 
remember the trap they are in. 
  
Toro: Why do you remember, Guy?  
  
Guy: Plot, Toro. Plot.  
  
Toro: How many times has this happened? Five? Ten? 
  
Guy: 1,243,152 times. 
  
+Toro balks at that number. 1,243,152? His brain has 
trouble comprehending it. Five and a half minutes… 
1,243,152 times… Thirteen years!? The déjà vu was 
almost overpowering, although he couldn’t help but feel 
something didn’t fit… Wait, Haruhi was fighting 
Perfume…?+ 
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Toro: Where’s Matthew? 
 
Matthew: Right behind you… 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Toro screamed as he woke up, still seated in his 

chair. He slammed shut the lid on his laptop, leaving the 
only light in the room being the dim sunlight fighting its 
way through his window shade. He picked up the beer can 
sitting on the table in front of him. There was still a tiny bit 
of weight to it, so he tossed back his head and emptied it 
down his throat. 

Ugh, it was warm. 
Oh god… It had been him, hadn’t it? Back then, it had 

been him… He had blamed that fan fic… He had blamed 
Guy, but it had always been him. He had been so upset 
with Guy that he had unintentionally torn everything down 
around himself, and taken everyone else down with him. 
All these years, he had just been in denial, foisting the 
blame on anyone but himself. And what had it cost him? 
His dignity. His career. His best friend. Kumiko. 

He wandered to the kitchen on a quest for a fresh 
beer. There were only a few left in the fridge, he noted as 
he cracked one open. He’d have swing by the store later. 
He might be getting something a bit stronger then beer. 

A bell rang. He was startled, and dropped his beer. 
“Shit.” He picked up the can, drank what was left in it, and 
grabbed a towel to swab up the mess. 

The doorbell rang again. “All right, all right!” he said, 
his voice raspy with fatigue. “I’m coming. Keep your 
panties on.” 

He made his way to the door and opened it. “Well, I’ll 
be damned,” he smirked. “Never thought I’d see your face, 
again.” He started to close the door. 

The person on the other side blocked the door with 
his foot. “Not so fast, Toro.” 

Toro stepped back and slumped down. The door, no 
longer restrained, swung open.  



 

   374 

Guy Makihashi stood there, dressed in a smart suit. 
He looked older then he did thirteen years ago, but 
otherwise seemed slim and in shape. “You’re looking 
good,” Toro told him. 

“And you…” Guy paused, as if unsure what to say for 
a moment. “Well, you look like shit.” 

Toro laughed. “I do, don’t I?” He looked at Guy. “What 
are you doing here, Guy? It’s been thirteen years, for 
Christ’s sake.” 

“Well, I got the strangest damn e-mail last night,” Guy 
explained. “Said you needed help. And it had no sender.” 

Toro blinked. “What makes you think,” he said with 
slow deliberation, “that I want your help?” 

“I’m sure you don’t,” Guy said. “But damn it, Toro, you 
were once my friend… And even if you don’t want it, you 
might need it.” 

“Go to hell, Guy,” Toro said. 
Guy threw up his hands. “Okay, okay.” He turned and 

started to walk away. “Can’t say I didn’t try.” 
Toro watched him for a moment. “Guy… wait.” 
Guy stopped. 
“How could I ever expect you to forgive me?” 

Toro asked. 
Guy turned. “You’re right, Toro. Absolutely right. I 

can’t forgive you. Not until after you forgive yourself.” 
Guy looked to Toro. Toro couldn’t meet Guy’s gaze, 

but he nodded ever so slightly. Guy stepped forward and 
took Toro into an embrace. After a moment, he felt Toro’s 
arms rise up and return the gesture, weakly at first but 
gradually gaining strength. 

“Come on,” Guy said to Toro. “I’ll treat you to a 
coffee.” 

 
 
Later that morning, Toro returned home. He and Guy 

ended up getting a table at a nearby Eat'n Park where 
they had chatted for while over coffee and caught up. It 
was amazing how much things had changed for them in 
the last thirteen years, but how little had changed when it 
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came to the pair of friends. For Toro, talking with Guy was 
like slipping on a well worn and comfortable sweater.  

Guy had returned Toro home and dropped him off in 
front of his house. They each agreed to not allow so much 
time to elapse between visits and heartily shook hands. 
Before entering his home, Toro took a look back to his 
friend, Guy. Guy smiled and then returned to his car.  

Toro walked in and looked around his house. For 
some reason, it didn't feel as empty as it did earlier. It 
needed some tidying, for sure, but something felt different. 
Toro felt a smile creeping on his face again. An impulse 
came to him.  

Upstairs, he opened a long untouched closet door. 
Toro turned on the small light inside the closet. A moment 
later, a shaft of light tinged with dust particles came to life. 
Toro looked inside and grinned. Sitting there, untouched 
for many years, was his other faithful companion. Toro 
took hold of the wooden mallet's handle and pulled it from 
the closet. Feeling the heft in his hands, and remembering 
the pain it used to dish out to his broadcast partner, he 
smiled warmly.  

"Heh. Guy no baka," Toro whispered to himself.  
"Excuse me?" A voice asked from behind.  
Toro, startled, dropped the mallet and whipped his 

body around to face where the voice had come from. 
Standing in his upstairs hall stood a young man, maybe in 
his early twenties, with a mop of reddish brown hair. He 
wore blue jeans and tennis shoes, but also a dress shirt 
and a dark blue Calvin and Hobbes themed tie. In his left 
hand he held a battered single subject notebook.  

"Who are you? What are you doing here? Nice tie," 
Toro asked and then commented.  

The young man took these questions and comments 
in. He appeared unsure of what to say, but decided to 
hazard a reply anyway. "Thanks. I think..." he started, then 
looked at the notebook in his hand, "I think you're 
supposed to help me." 

Toro blinked a few times. He took this statement in 
and then weighed it in his mind. He reached into his 
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pocket and pulled out his cell phone with his right 
hand. He then grabbed the handle of mallet with his left 
and hefted it up to rest on his shoulder. "Mind if I make a 
call?" 
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Of Possible Alternatives 
 

 
 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
Several miles under the surface of the Earth lay a 

very large room. The room was so big you couldn't even 
call it a room. It was immense, gigantic, and cavernous. 
The far wall was indistinct, the ceiling faded away in a 
cloudy haze. Machines and instruments crowded every 
open space atop shiny aluminum counters and cabinets 
filled with scientific journals and essays of all sorts. There 
were scores of bookshelves, hundreds of test tubes and 
thousands of multicolored beakers and flasks. Giant 
pipettes stood next to voltronic pacificators and double 
glass refibulators and dozens of other devices that would 
tongue-tie Dr. Seuss, himself.  

Sitting, cross-legged upon a plush cushion concealed 
inside a giant egg-like chair, underneath a gigantic poster 
roughly the size of Lambeau Field depicting the real 

periodic table of elements (the one that contained all 135 
elements, not just the ones the scientific community 
insisted actually existed), sat Kenneth “Kenny” Pendrell. 
The chair sat in front of a large computer terminal that only 
looked small when in direct relation to the aforementioned 
poster, but was still large enough to perturb most 
rational minds. This cavernous chamber of gigantic 
science was Kenny’s pride and joy, his Laboratory.  

Kenny stared at the monitor whilst furiously typing on 
the wireless keyboard he had nestled on his lap, pausing 
for brief moments to jab the air with his skinny digits, only 
to see the air at his fingertip light up as if a holographic 
button was pushed, which of course it had. At his feet, sat 
a vintage 1950’s stainless steel two slice toaster. Attached 
to the toaster were two glowing, translucent tube-like 
cables that ran the length of the lab all the way to his most 
notorious invention, his transdimensional teleportation 
device, a.k.a. ‘The Stargate’.  
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Kenny continued to type and smiled as he jabbed the 
enter key on the keyboard. A moment later, a plastic 
rectangle emerged from the toaster with a satisfying 
ding. Kenny pulled it from the slot and examined it. It was 
splashed with bright graphics and vibrant words. He 
cracked it open like a book and inside a concave slot sat a 
shiny silverish disc that looked for all intents and purpose 
like a Compact Disc. Kenny smiled, and nodded to himself 
with satisfaction. Another success. 

His concentration was broken the second he heard 
the ear-drum shattering crescendo of a metal grinder 
attacking the entire orchestral pit of the London 
Philharmonic. That noise could only signal one thing. It 
was 3:57 PM on Friday and his lab assistant, cohort, and 
friend Jon Becker had made his melodic arrival.  

“Hey, Kenny!” Becker shouted over the loud din inside 
around his head.  

Kenny sighed, reached into his pocket, pulled out a 
small remote control the size and thickness of a credit 
card, and then pointed it to the ceiling as he pressed a 
button, thus activating the Lab’s magnetic field 
dampeners. A moment later there was absolute silence as 
his CD player went dead. 

Becker looked down and jammed the front panel of 
his Discman and frowned. He then looked at Kenny, saw 
the remote, and frowned further. “Aw man, c’mon. I still 
had three minutes until I was on the clock.”  

By ‘on the clock’, Becker was referring to an 
agreement that he and Kenny had come to in order to 
preserve some sense of balance between 
their personalities and avoid conflicts from coming to 
blows… again. From 4:00 PM to 5:30 PM on 
weeknights, Becker was to aid Kenny in his serious 
scientific pursuits, in return the rest of the time Becker 
would have access to the lab to pursue more light-
hearted experiments. Becker agreed to these conditions 
and while he was ‘on the clock’ as he liked to call it, he 
was actually pretty well-behaved and dedicated to 
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following Kenny’s directions, so it seemed like the 
arrangement was working out fairly well.  

Kenny looked him with an arched eyebrow. “You 
know the rules. The music stays up in the house while you 
are down in the lab.” It was the rule, and while Kenny had 
loosened up considerably since Becker came into, or 
rather (depending on how you view temporal causality 
paradoxes) reentered, his life, Becker’s habit of listening to 
music at volumes that were not only dangerous to his 
health but at volumes that were dangerous to the hearing 
of everyone around him, Kenny had to put his foot down in 
order to keep both his hearing and sanity intact and thus 
had modified the EMP dampener as a way of teaching 
Becker a lesson about following this rule.  

Becker sighed. “Okay, yeah, I know.” He then tossed 
his disabled Discman on the nearby workbench and 
slipped on his personalized lab coat, with the letters ‘J’ 
and ‘B’ in black script monogrammed on the 
breast pocket. It was also decorated with some rock band 
themed pins and buttons. He didn’t bother to button it up 
and he stuck his hands in the pockets of the blue jeans he 
was wearing. “So, what’s on tap today? Strange new 
worlds and civilizations or notes and beakers?” 

Becker then spied the plastic rectangle in Kenny’s 
hand and his eyes brightened like a boy on Christmas who 
just got the Red Rider lever-action BB Gun. “No way! You 
got one of those new DVD players?! Dude, I’ve been dying 
to check one of those out. That had to cost you a fortune.” 

Kenny arched his eyebrows in confusion looking at 
the Holographic Memory Disc in his hand. New? DVD? Oh 
yeah, that’s right. That patent I sold the TWG three years 
back is just now gaining momentum in the commercial 
marketplace. Those things have only been used for 
movies here about, um, eighteen months now and most 
likely won’t see total market penetration for at least two to 
three more years. “Actually, this is today’s experiment, Mr. 

Becker,” Kenny explained. 
“Seriously? Cool, man,” Becker replied whilst 

reaching into the mini-fridge the pair had kept under the 
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workbench to keep certain specimens cold as well as a 
supply of carbonated beverages. Becker pulled out a 
chilled can of Dr. Pepper and cracked it open with 
a crackling hiss. After taking a short pull from the can, he 
looked back to Kenny who was standing next to him and 
asked, “So, what’s the deal?”  

“Now, I assume you have read the full experiment log 
in regards to the ‘Stargate’, yes?” Kenny asked. 

Becker nodded an affirmative. “I watched the security 
footage and read the full report. From what I gathered it 
was an exciting, if dangerous, adventure. I know it almost 
cost you and several of the guys from the Troop their lives 
at the hands of Cadium II radiation,” Becker 
answered smartly. 

“Quite,” Kenny agreed, “so what I have done is I have 
worked out a way to potentially scout out these alternate 
dimensions while minimizing the risk to ourselves.” 

“That kinda sounds like Columbus trying to discover 
America whilst sitting on his couch in Spain,” Becker said 
while scratching his head. 

Kenny paused for a moment, tempted to correct 
everything wrong Becker just said, but decided to ignore it 
instead and move forward. “I tend to think of it more as if 
Captian Kirk has sent a small away team before 
allowing multiple officers to put themselves at risk on a 
new planet.”  

“Nerd,” Becker joked.  
Kenny smiled at the complement. 
Becker laughed loudly and slapped Kenny on the 

shoulder. “Okay, I see where you’re coming from. But how 
do we scout a new dimension without putting someone at 
risk? If we follow your analogy, then even if we don’t go 
ourselves, and we send someone else to scout it 
out, we're still putting the away team at risk. I personally 
don’t want Tasha Yar’s death at the hands of the tar 
monster on my conscience,” Becker postulated. 

“True, but I’ve invented a way to avoid putting anyone 
at risk and still allow us to see these new dimensions and 
weigh the risks of visiting them from the comfort of the 
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lab,” Kenny said holding up the plastic DVD case, he 
then handed the case to Becker. 

Becker looked it over with a dubious expression and 
noticed that he and Kenny’s faces were emblazoned on 
the front, looking quite determined. Slashed above them in 
dramatic movie font were the words ‘Kenny’s 
Laboratory.’ Becker flipped the case over and after 

scanning it he began to recite the blurb on the back, 
“'Kenneth ‘Kenny’ Pendrell and his stalwart lab assistant 
do battle against an evil genius with the fate of the world 
resting on their shoulders. Can they possibly succeed with 
evil hordes of orcs and sinister cyborgs overrunning our 
planet?'” Becker then arched an eyebrow, “I don’t 
remember any of this.”  

“That’s because we didn’t do it. It’s about a parallel 
version of us that exist on another plane of existence in 
the multiverse. What we have here is a window in that 
universe that we can study and, if we so choose, can later 
visit,” Kenny explained. 

“Doesn’t sound like too great of a universe to me 
considering the back of the package shows you with an 
arrow sticking through your chest,” Becker commented.  

“Well, not every universe is going to be all smiles and 
giggles, Mr. Becker. While this may show us some very 
unpleasant places, at least we are not putting ourselves at 
risk to see them,” Kenny replied. 

“Hey, I’m all for playing it safe. How does it work?”  
Kenny motioned for Becker to follow him to the chair 

he was sitting on prior to Becker’s arrival. Becker looked 
down at the vintage toaster and the wireless keyboard that 
Kenny had set on top of it. Becker then leaned in for close 
inspection, blissfully unaware that the Dr. Pepper can was 
still dangerously full, a fact that was made painfully 
obvious as brown carbonated liquid gushed out of the little 
opening onto the keyboard and toaster. 

“Oh… DRAT!” Kenny shouted.  
“Augh!” Becker shouted out and he quickly righted the 

can, but it was too late as the damage was 
done. The keyboard and toaster both began to spark 



 

   382 

violently, which in turned caused Becker to flinch away, in 
the process managed to tangled his feet in the 
cables connecting the toaster to the Stargate.  

“Mr. Becker, Watch out!” Kenny shouted.  
Becker flailed, hopelessly trying to maintain his 

balance, waving his arms in a frantic panicked manner, 
which was causing the motion sensitive holographic 
controls in the vicinity of the chair to flash and activate, 
giving Becker the appearance that he was doing the 
world’s worst dance in a tiny self-contained discotheque. 
This continued for a few more horrible seconds before 
Becker grabbed the only thing he could to regain his 
stability, which happened to be Kenny, and since 
Kenny was not prepared to be grabbed, both he and 
Becker collapsed to the floor in a soda covered heap. 

The sparks from the toaster subsided and for a few 
moments, the lab was quiet again. Kenny pushed his glasses 
up the bridge of his nose and eyed his invention cautiously. 

“Um… oops?” Becker weakly apologized. A moment 
later the toaster began to shake violently. Kenny 
yanked Becker down to the floor and covered their heads 
with his arms. A moment later there was a “Ding!” sound 
and then erupting from the toaster, like plastic machine 
gun bullets, came several hundred hard plastic cases like 
the one Becker had been holding a few moments 
earlier. They hung in the air momentarily as they reached 
their apex before obeying gravity’s whims and started 
descending back to lab floor, raining down on Kenny and 
Becker like giant, hard plastic snowflakes.  

The toaster sputtered a moment and then ceased 
movement. A tiny wisp of grey smoke wafted from the 
slots. As the last DVD cases fell upon them, the lab was 
once again silent. Kenny cautiously lifted his head, a 
few DVD cases sliding off his crown, and lifted his arm off 
of Becker’s head. “Are you Okay, Mr. Becker?” 

Becker lifted his head and looked around. “Yeah,” He 
replied and then looked at the mess around them and 
sighed. “Ah, man. I’m really sorry, Kenny. It was an 
accident, I swear.” 
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Kenny shook his head knowingly, “I know, Mr. 
Becker. Apology accepted.” Kenny then looked around 
some more and shrugged his shoulders, “Guess today’s 
lab time will be dedicated to cleaning up this pile.” 

“I’ll get the broom,” Becker said with a sigh. 
 
 
About an hour later, Becker had finished stacking the 

last of the DVD cases into a large square stack, and had 
managed to wipe up the spilled soda. There had to be at 
least three or four hundred plastic cases. He then looked 
to Kenny, who was busy with a screw driver poking 
and prodding the toaster. 

“Hey, Kenny? What do you want me to do with these 
DVD’s?” 

Kenny looked up and looked to be thinking about the 
question with serious aplomb. First he was thinking of 
correcting him and telling that they were actually HMD’s, 
but decided against it. He then considered the 
actual question. “Well, the whole point of this experiment 
was to look into parallel worlds in order to determine 
the risks of future visits, so I suppose there’s really only 
one thing we can do, isn’t there?” 

“You mean, we’re gonna watch them? Like a giant 
parallel universe movie marathon?” 

“Indeed. For science, of course,” Kenny confirmed 
with a smile. 

Becker jammed his finger into the air and shouted 
triumphantly, “To the Entertainma-drome!” 

Kenny smiled at Becker’s enthusiasm and reattached 
the loose metal panel back onto the toaster, dusted his 
hands off, and stood up from off the floor. “While don’t you 
grab a quick shower to clean off the soda, then change 
into your spare clothes, and I’ll meet you there?” 

“Oh, okay. Sure. What will do be doing?” Becker asked. 
Kenny smiled and laughed, “Making popcorn, duh.”  
 

*        *        * 
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Fifteen minutes later, Becker emerged into the 
‘Entertainma-drome’, a large movie theatre-like chamber 
Kenny had built for the purposes of R & R. Sitting below 
the large fifty-foot wide screen were several recliners, 
each with built-in cup-holders and a personal storage unit 
underneath containing snacks and beverages. Sitting in 
one, with a rather unhealthy-sized bowl of yellow popcorn, 
was Kenny.  

Becker, wearing a pair of track pants and a 
sweatshirt, dried his hair with a towel he had brought with 
him from the chemical burn showers and proceeded to 
flop onto a chair, flipping it into the reclining position 
with gusto. Kenny passed over the popcorn bowl and 
reached over the side of his seat. “There are obviously 
more discs than what we could possibly watch in one 
setting, so I grabbed a handful of what seemed to be the 
more interesting selections.” 

“Cool,” Becker stated in between mouthfuls of buttery 
popcorn, “So what’s the first feature?”  

Kenny picked the top disc off the smaller, but still way 
too large, stack and looked it over. “This one is called The 
Scout,” he then flipped it over and continued, “Matt 
Atanian wakes to find himself prisoner at a strange 
campground, dubbed ‘The Reservation.’ Held against his 
will and finding escape impossible, will the newly dubbed 
‘192’ be able to solve the mystery of why he is there?” 

“Neat. Apparently a universe where Matt is pretty 
important, eh?” 

“Indeed,” Kenny agreed. 
“Well, it’s show time.” Kenny then opened the case, 

pulled the disc from the case and inserted the disc into a 
slot built into control console built into the arm of his seat. 
The lights then dimmed and the screen came to life… 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Matt Atanian found himself pedaling his bike, 

determinedly, dutifully, even angrily toward the Church in 
the Acres. His face, a tight expression of resolution and 
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defiance. He slowed down and parked the bike next to the 
meeting hall and walked inside. 

Walking down the hallway inside the meeting hall, he 
came to the doors to the room at the end of the hall and 
without pausing he swung the double doors open 
dramatically. Inside the room, Mr. John Hawley sat at the 
small oak desk and looked up from his Scouting 
paperwork, and regarded Matt. Matt walked straight up to 
the desk and reached into his black trench coat and pulled 
out a plain white envelope, he tossed in on the desk. 

Hawley regarded the envelope with an arched 
eyebrow. Matt paced back and forth and angrily told Mr. 
Hawley that he was done with this outfit and he would no 
longer be part of their organization. He then slammed his 
fist on the desk to emphasize that point before turning 
around and walking out. 

Matt smiled to himself. He felt good. It was the right 
thing to do. The others would understand, no doubt, and it 
wasn’t as if he wouldn’t still be friends with them. He 
pedaled home, a tremendous weight lifted off his 
shoulders. 

Returning home, Matt prepared to pack up his Scout 
uniform and other items, but as walking through the 
kitchen, he spied a tall glass of brown nirvana. There, 
sitting on the counter all alone, was a tall glass of Iced 
Tea. Condensation glistened as ice cubes settled with a 
slight jiggle. Matt paused and regarded this development. 
He looked around the kitchen to see if anyone would 
suddenly claim this wonderful beverage and after waiting 
fifteen seconds, he picked up the glass and took a long 
satisfying sip. He ‘ahhhhh’ to himself and set the glass 
down, the ice cubes rattling as they resettled. 

Matt smiled broadly and turned back to his task. As 
we walked up the steps to his room, he suddenly felt as if 
his legs were made of rubber snakes. He looked up the 
stairway and blinked as the stairs started to spin and 
elongate. He steadied himself on the wall and started 
stumbling back down, dragging himself toward the front 
door in an attempt to get some fresh air. As he passed by 
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the kitchen, he suddenly noticed the empty glass and 
grimacing, he then fell down, blacking out a moment 
later… 

 
 
Matt was unsure how much time had passed, but it 

appeared to be still be daytime, but whether it was still the 
same day could not be determined. He quickly realized 
that he was lying on his back and the ceiling he was 
looking at was not his own. He quickly sat up and realized 
that he was inside a midsized cabin and he, himself was 
laying on a small cot. He took stock of his situation. 

He was still wearing his uniform, he quickly looked 
under the cot and found his black trench coat and black 
fedora neatly folded and stacked there. He got up and put 
them on. He found a door and he opened it. 

Outside the cabin was woods. Birds chirped lightly 
and in the distance he could make out a large lake. Where 
the devil was he? 

As to answer his question, a large din of marching 
music blared out from some unseen PA system. A 
moment later a matronly woman’s voice echoes across 
the woods. “Good morning, campers! It’s another beautiful 
day on the Reservation. There are no major 
announcements this morning. Today, chocolate ice cream 
bars are available at the trading post at the cost of two 
credits each or two bars for three credits. Be seeing you!” 

Matt looked around and felt very out of place here. A 
moment later, he heard a tinny-sounding beep from 
behind. He turned around and saw a Chinese girl in Girl 
Scout uniform honking the horn of a black and white 
striped golf cart. “Nihao. Number Two wishes to see you.” 

“Who is number two?” Matt asked, perplexed. 
“Number Two wishes to see you,” she repeated and 

patted the seat next to her. 
Matt sighed and realized that if he wanted answers, 

he would have to play along. He sat down next to the girl 
and the cart sped away. As they drove, Matt made mental 
notes of the terrain, noting other cabins, the lake, what 



 

   387 

appeared to be a waterfront, and most importantly, the 
small bubble-domed helicopter parked on a small helipad. 

A moment later, the cart stopped and Matt found 
himself parked in front of some sort of administration 
building. He looked at the structure and then back to his 
driver. 

“Number Two wishes to see you,” she said again and 
nodded toward the building. Matt nodded and stepped out 
of the vehicle. “Be seeing you!” She chimed and sped 
away. 

Matt walked up the small stoop into the building, 
opened the door and went inside. Walking down a long 
hallway, he came to another door that proceeded to open 
for him. He looked inside and saw a sunken room with a 
narrow ramp leading down toward the center. In the 
middle of the room was desk and rising the floor was a 
large concave chair, in which sat a long haired man with a 
greasy looking beard. 

“Greetings, One Ninety-Two,” The man said cheerily. 
Matt found himself walking down the ramp with 

purpose, “Where am I?” 
The man regarded this and gestured his hand, “On 

the Reservation.” 
“What do you want?” Matt demanded. 
“Information,” The man answered. 
Matt arched an eyebrow. “What information?”  
“Why did you leave the Pioneer Valley Council?” 
Matt changed his expression from anger to a more 

neutral one. “Whose side are you on?”  
The man grinned and responded, “That would be 

telling. We want information.”  

Matt returned the smile. “You won’t get it,” he said 
confidently.  

“By hook or by crook we will,” The man verbally 
parried.  

Matt placed his palms on the desk and regarded his 
adversary. “Who are you?” 

The man nonchalantly waved his open palm. “I am 
Number Two.”  
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“Who is Number One?” Matt queried.  
The man looked coldly at Matt. “You are Number One 

Ninety-Two.”  
Matt screwed up his face and straightened his 

posture. “I am not a number and I will not make any deals 
with you. I've resigned. I will not be pushed, filed, 
stamped, indexed, briefed, debriefed, or numbered! My life 
is my own!” Matt then turned around and prepared to 
march out. 

“Be seeing you,” Number Two shouted after him. 
Matt exited the building and not knowing what else to 

do, he started to walk around. He found himself 
wandering, taking mental notes the whole time. He 
eventually came to what appeared to be a dining hall. 
Sitting outside were several picnic tables, milling about 
where several men, women, boys, and girls of various 
ages all wearing various scouting uniforms, some really 
not matching the age of the wearer.  

Matt suddenly recognized something familiar and 
quickly made his way toward it. Sitting at a table by 
himself, staring longingly at a full chessboard was Mr. Bill 
Pruyne. There was a vacant look in his eyes as he 
regarded the ivory and onyx pieces.  

“Mr. Pruyne!” Matt said excitedly. 
Pruyne didn’t look up. He continued to stare at the 

chessboard. “A game of chess, friend?” He asked 
absently. 

Matt felt his stomach turn slightly. “I don’t play,” he 
said cautiously. 

“You should learn. We're all pawns, friend.” He said 
slowly, never looking away. 

Matt found himself backing up slowly, suddenly 
finding himself much more nervous about this place. He 
quickly decided to make his way back to the cabin he 
awoke in hopes of finding some clue about what 
happened to him. 

Walking into the cabin, Matt was greeted about 
another man, a couple years his junior, wearing a Scout 
uniform, and sitting on another cot. He looked to Matt and 
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smiled. “Ah, you must be my new cabin mate I was told 
about. The mysterious One Ninety-Two makes his grand 
entrance. 

“Who are you?” Matt asked suspiciously. 
The man pointed to the patches on his left shoulder. 

“They refer to me as Six Eighty-Three.” 
“Who are ‘They’,” Matt queried.  
“The Counselors, of course. Don’t worry, you’ll be 

brought up to speed soon enough,” The man said with a 
smile and the stood up from the cot and walked toward the 
door. He passed Matt and then nodded for him to follow 
which Matt, shrugging his shoulder, then did.  

The pair walked down a beaten path. Matt adjusted 
his hat and looked to his companion. “Who are you, 
really?”  

The man shrugged, “I’m not really that sure anymore. 
I’ve been here for so long.” 

“But why are you here?” Matt asked. 
“The same reason you are, One Ninety-Two. You 

know something and you being free is a liability to them,” 
Six Eighty-Three answered. 

“What is it that you know?” Matt probed. 
“I left when I was fourteen. It appears that I learned 

too much about Dutch oven cookery that I became a 
threat to their dining hall monopoly.” 

“Really?” Matt asked, incredulous. 
“Maybe,” Six Eighty-Three said with a shrug. The pair 

had made their way to the waterfront area and the stood at 
the edge of the short pier leading into the murky water. Six 
Eighty-Three sighed and looked about him, “Quite a 
beautiful place, really, isn't it? Almost like a world on its 
own.”  

Matt regarded the scenery. “I shall miss it when I'm 
gone.” 

The man smirked and as if repeating something he 
himself was once told, said to Matt, “Oh, it will grow on 
you.” 

Matt shook his head sadly. “Be seeing you,” he said 
to the man and started walking away. 
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Walking back the path he came, he looked around 
him to see if he was out of site of the mysterious man. 
There appeared to be no one about. He quickly broke 
away from the path and started making his way toward the 
lake’s edge. Matt hunched down on his legs and started 
making the slow march around the lake in hopes of finding 
escape. 

From under the surface of the lake, something 
bubbled. Matt was oblivious to this though, as a large 
white translucent orb floated to the lake’s surface and 
quickly zeroed in on Matt. 

Matt felt a sudden presence looming over him. 
Turning around, he saw the white bubble bouncing toward 
him. Unsure what to do, he stood up and bolted away. He 
pumped his legs in hope of escaping whatever the thing 
that was chasing him down was. Suddenly his footing 
gave away as the marshy soil near the lake swallowed his 
foot. 

Before he knew it, he was being pushed down on by 
the white thing, it stretched over his face like an evil 
balloon and as he struggled to get free and get air, the 
world suddenly went black… 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
The lights came back up and Kenny ejected the disc 

and returned it to its case. “Interesting,” he mused.  
“A little heavy-handed and confusing if you ask me,” 

Becker countered. “Though, I’m glad that there aren’t 
actually any evil conspiracies involving our Troop. That 
would be weird.” 

Kenny smirked a little at this musing and quickly hid it. 
He then reached for the next case. On it was a picture of 
Nicole Porter dressed in a black and yellow racing suit. 
She brandished a long katana. The text on the front read, 
In the Year 1998, Nicole Porter will… and then underneath 

in large slashed letters, Kill Bill Hughes. Kenny flipped 
the case and read the description out loud to Becker. “He 
played her for a fool, now she’ll pay him back and she 
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won’t be satisfied until him and all his cohorts have tasted 
her blade.”  

Becker blinked. “Hot damn, now that sounds like a 
universe. I gotta see this,” he said enthusiastically. 

Kenny regarded it and popped the disc out, “I just 
hope it’s not too graphic in the violence department. I 
would like to be able to look Nicole in the eye next time I 
see her.” He then inserted the disc and the lights dimmed 
again. 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Nicole panted heavily. The crimson splatters on her 

face smeared slightly as she wiped her brow. She moved 
her sword into a defensive position and looked about her. 

Laying about her in a mass of agony and pain were 
what was left of Troop 88’s Crazy Squirrel Patrol, Mike 
Quadrozzi’s personal army. Most were still and laying in 
pools of blood and gore, though a few were still moving 
slightly, groaning and clutching at stumps where limbs 
once were. 

Nicole looked at them and sneered. He lowered her 
sword with a flourish, flicking blood onto the nearby wall. 
“Those of you lucky enough to still have your lives, take 
them with you! But leave the limbs you have lost. They 
belong to me now. I’ve got some buyers at tissue banks 
who will pay a premium on them.” 

The wounded scouts who could still make their 
escape frantically did, some helping others limp away, 
while some leaving their fellow men to fend for 
themselves, passing by a poor lad as he dragged himself 
to the door, both legs reduced to stumps below the knee. 

Nicole then pointed her sword to one boy who was 
slowly trying to slink his way toward the door. “EXCEPT 
you, Swett. You stay where you are.” 

Matt Swett, still clutching his severed arm, froze in his 
tracks. He looked back to the stairwell that Nicole was 
standing atop and nervously gulped. Nicole walked down 
the steps toward him, sizing him up. “I am gonna ask you 
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questions. And every time you don't give me answers, I'm 
gonna cut something else off. Oh, and I promise you, they 
will be things you will miss and they will be things that will 
make me very wealthy.” 

Suddenly, there was a clapping from the top of the 
stairs. Nicole looked over her shoulder to see Mike 
Quadrozzi giving her a slow, rather sarcastic, golf clap. He 
stopped clapping and pulled out a katana of his own. 

“Silly Quarter-Japanese girl likes to play with Samurai 
swords,” Mike said with a sneer, “You should’ve just let it 
go, Nicky. You had to go and make it personal. Look, none 
of us agreed with what Bill did, but I think you took this a 
touch too far.” 

Nicole matched his sneer. “No one plays me for a 
fool.”  

Mike eased off his fierce expression. “You have every 
right to want to get even with Bill...”  

“Even? No. To get even? Even Steven? I would have 
to kill you, find every member of your new troop, kill them, 
then find every last Garden Snake and end their lives, all 
while Mr. Hughes watches, and then I finally will end his 
miserable life at the edge of this blade. That would be 
even, Quadrozzi. That'd be about square,” Nicole mused. 

Mike sighed. There was no use trying to continue 
diplomacy. He raised his sword and watched as Nicole 
matched his stance. “You might not be able to fight like a 
samurai, but you can at least die like a samurai.”  

Before Mike knew it, Nicole was behind him. It was as 
if she had possessed supernatural god-like speed. He 
looked over his shoulder and watched as Nicole sheathed 
her sword with a satisfying snap. Mike suddenly felt a cool 
breeze waft over his head. He looked down and saw his 
beloved red hat lying on the floor, with the top of his skull 
still nestled inside. “That was a Hattori Hanzo blade…” 
Mike whispered as he fell to his knees and collapsed. 

 
 
Several days later, Matt Swett sat in a darkened 

room, an I.V. stand pumping painkillers into his enflamed 
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stump. He looked at the company he had with him and 
winced again at the painful memories of the night the man 
had come to see him about. 

Bill Hughes looked to the wounded Matt Sweet and 
asked him, “If you had to guess why she left you alive, 
what would be your guess?” 

Swett shed a single tear and looked to Hughes, 
“Guessing wouldn’t be necessary,’ he stated with a 
quavering voice, “She informed me.” He paused and 
sniffled, trying to maintain composure, “She said I could 
keep my wicked life for two reasons…”  

Matt flashed back to that night, staring down Nicole’s 
sword, frantically praying for some divine savior. She 
loomed over him like a demon and smiled. “As I said 
before, I've allowed you to keep your wicked life for two 
reasons. And the second reason is so you can tell him in 
person everything that happened here tonight. I want him 
to witness the extent of my mercy by witnessing your 
deformed body. I want you to tell him all the information 
you just told me. I want him to know what I know. I want 
him to know I want him to know. And I want them all to 
know they'll all soon be as dead as Quadrozzi.” 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Becker sat there with a slack jawed expression, 

utterly stunned at what he just witnessed. “Holy mother of 
God!” 

“Is it over yet?” Kenny asked, eyes squeezed tightly 
closed. 

“Let’s do ourselves a favor and never, EVER visit that 
universe. While we’re at it, let’s also never piss off our 
version of Nicole either,” Becker stammered. “I mean even 
half a planet away, I’m still not sure we’d be safe.” 

Kenny clapped his hands twice. A moment later a 
service droid floated in. Kenny ejected the disc and 
handed it to the droid. “Please dispose of this immediately, 
use the volcanic vents on level ZZ.” He then turned to 
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Becker and weakly smiled, “ How about something a little 
less horrifying?” 

Becker nodded furiously and reached into the stack 
and randomly grabbed a case. He handed the disc to 
Kenny and then looked at the case. “This one looks kinda 
boring. It just says, Encyclopedia Galactia.” He then 
flipped it over and smiled, “Hey, this one is about us too!” 
He then worked up his best movie-guy voice, “When Jon 
Becker learns his friend Kenny’s fantastic secret, it’s only 
the beginning of an amazing adventure that takes him all 
across the galaxy and beyond.” He then crooked his head 
with a perplexed expression. “A secret more amazing than 
a giant underground laboratory?” 

Kenny shrugged his shoulders. “Guess we’ll just have 
to watch it and see…” 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Far out in the backwaters of space, in the 

unfashionable end of the western spiral arm of the galaxy, 
sits a small, unregarded yellow sun. Orbiting this sun at a 
distance of roughly ninety-eight million miles stood an 
insignificant little blue-green planet whose ape-like 
descendants are so amazingly primitive that they still 
regard RPG’s with FMVs on a system with a 128-bit 
processor to be “Pretty flippin’ sweet.” 

Hovering over this planet currently, at a distance of 
four miles above the surface, is a fleet of ships. A mass of 
ugly monstrosities that hung in the air the exact same way 
that bricks don’t. In about twenty-seven minutes they will 
annihilate all life on this planet… 

Save for one individual. He will enter our story in 
about thirty-five seconds when he awakens to find his 
home is about to be bulldozed to make way for a new 
bypass… 

 
 
Becker awoke to the sound of his alarm and as is his 

routine quickly replaced the disc that he had gone to sleep 
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too with a fresh one. He smiled at the rumbling sound that 
came to life, so life-like in fact, that it caused the ground 
under him to rumble. He brushed his teeth to the rumbling, 
wondering if the bass solo intro was ever going to end. He 
picked up the player to check the track number and time 
when he noticed that the player was dead. The batteries 
had gone the previous night.  

Still, the rumbling sound and vibrations remained. 
Curious, he looked out the window of his home and was 
startled to witness a large bulldozer bearing down on his 
front door.  

He quickly grabbed a bathrobe and proceeded to rush 
outside. He would never reach there, as he stumbled 
down the stairs, he suddenly found the world wisping way 
around him, quickly coming back into focus in Kenny’s 
laboratory. Damn, he thought, Kenny must’ve teleported 
me because I was late for our breakfast meeting. 

Kenny sat at a small table, a lavish spread of food in 
front of him. He was pouring several cups of black coffee. 
Becker rushed toward his friend. 

“Kenny, you need to send me back. They’re going to 
destroy my home!” 

Kenny jerked back in surprise, “You know?!” Then he 
looked back to the large monitor behind him, currently 
showing a bulldozer smashing the front wall of Becker’s 
home. He then looked back to Becker, “OOOHHHH! You 
meant the bulldozers. Sorry about that, can’t really be 
helped.”  

Becker gasped as his house was reduced to rubble. 
He stumbled past Kenny and looked up at the monitor in 
horror. Kenny casually buttered a slice of toast, then 
checked his watch. He then called over to Becker, 
“Breakfast? Fresh off the griddle.” 

Becker looked at his friend in a zombie-like daze and 
slumped himself into seat opposite of Kenny. Sitting in 
front of him was a plate and three cups of coffee. “It’s 
gone. It’s all gone. What do I do?”  

Kenny sipped his coffee and mused this question, “Well, 
first you have some breakfast and three cups of coffee.” 
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Becker sipped his coffee as he listened and did a 
small spit-take at hearing the answer, “Three?! For 
breakfast?” 

Kenny bit into his toast and then picked up a piece of 
crisp bacon, snapped it in two and bit into it. “Time is an 
illusion, Breakfast triply so. Drink up, you still have two and 
a half cups to go.”  

Becker finished his first cup and picked up the 
second, “Why three cups?”  

“Brain stimulant, you’re gonna need it,” Kenny 
answered.  

Becker moaned and rubbed his hair with his hands. 
“Did I do something wrong today or was the world always 
this insane and I’ve been too wrapped up in my 
headphones to notice?”  

Kenny finished off his bacon and softened his 
expression, “Sorry, I’ll try to explain. How long have we 
known each other?” 

Becker thought about it. “Ten months, maybe eleven. 
Most of it made more sense than today, though that’s not 
saying much.” 

“Okay, what if I told you that I wasn’t from Springfield 
after all, but rather was from the a planet on the outskirts 
of the Horsehead Nebula?”  

Becker looked around at the giant laboratory and then 
back to his small friend, “For the first time, everything 
about you makes perfect sense. What’s this all about.” 

Kenny buttered another piece of toast and started to 
explain as he munched, once again checking his watch, 
“My name is K’in’th P’ndrallllllllllllllll,” he said emphasizing 
the ‘al’ sound with a light gurgle, “I am, or rather more 
probably was, the head of the History Department at the 
University of Maximegalon. I also happen to work for the 
Encyclopedia Galactica, which is the single most complete 
repository of knowledge in the entire universe. 

“You’re actually standing inside my ship, which came 
to your planet under rather complicated unfortunate 
circumstances.” 

“Unfortunate circumstances?” Becker asked. 
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“Well, I originally came back in time to some sixty-five 
million years ago to study the pre-history of your planet 
when due to a terrible piloting error, my ship crashed into 
your planet with such force that the ship ended up being 
embedded into the molten mantle of your planet. I think it 
might have also caused some sort of mass extinction, for 
which I’m terribly sorry. 

“So, I was now trapped here. There was little hope of 
another intelligent species coming within communications 
range of my ship, and obviously there was no one here to 
help, I decided to go into hypersleep and left instructions 
with the computer to be awakened when some sort of 
species had evolved enough to provide possible help,” 
Kenny finished explaining and then took in a forkful of 
pancake, syrup dripping slightly down his chin. 

Becker took this all in and looked Kenny up and 
down. “You’re an alien?” 

“Yes, Mr. Becker.”  
“You look human,” Becker pointed out.  
“Ah, yes, that. Well, this technically isn’t my real body. 

My species are beings of pure energy. When I awoke, I 
was to possess the cloned body of a Cambridge Science 
professor. Unfortunately, again, due to a slight clerical 
error, I ended up possessing the cloned body of his 14 
year old nephew,” Kenny said with a slightly embarrassed 
tone.  

“Well, I guess all that makes some sense. One last 
question. Why did you teleport me here to tell me all this?” 
Becker asked. 

“Well, you’ve been a really good friend, and I’ve 
grown a soft spot for the human species, so I thought the 
least I could do was rescue at least one member from the 
Earth.” 

Becker nodded in understanding and then stopped, 
“And what happened to the Earth?”  

“Oh, it’s been disintegrated,” he said, looking at his 
watch. “About four minutes ago. Vogons came and blew 
the poor thing up. Bureaucratic bastards. I found news of 
the arrival this morning in my Sub-Etha news dispatch.” 
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“It’s… Gone,” Becker quietly said.  

“Yes, boiled away in space,” Kenny confirmed.  
“Look, I’m a bit upset about that,” Becker moaned 

lightly.  
“Well, yes,” Kenny stammered,” I can understand that. 

“But there is some good news.”  
“Good news?” Becker quietly queried.  
“Yes. The blast finally freed my ship. I was able to go 

to hyperspace the second before the demolition beams 
would have vaporized us alongside the planet.” 

Becker slumped further down into his chair, lightly 
tossing the piece of the toast he was eating back onto his 
plate. “So, what do I do?” 

Kenny smiled and bit into another piece of bacon, 
“Why come with me and enjoy yourself, of course. There’s 
a whole universe out there to explore. The 103426828 
Edition won’t write itself, you know.” 

 Becker weighed this for a moment. A whole new 
universe. Millions of new worlds. Millions of new species. 
Millions of new ways to help him go deaf. He sipped his 
fourth cup of coffee. “Think they’ll want a music 
correspondent?” 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
The lights came up and Kenny noticed that Becker 

was giving him a very scrutinizing stare. Kenny shifted 
momentarily and decided to take the proactive approach. 
“I swear to you Mr. Becker, what we just saw is as far 
removed from the truth of our universe, that it’s almost 
laughable.”  

“Laughable… right.” Becker deadpanned, looking 
around the room and then back to Kenny. 
“Riiiiiiiiiiggghhhhhtttt.”  

Kenny squirmed a little more. “I’m not an alien.” He 
held up his hand, with three fingers raised forming the 
Scout Sign. “Scout's honor, it’s the truth!” 

“Sure. If you say so. Just seems a little too logical in 
explaining everything, that’s all. But if you insist it’s 
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nowhere near the truth, then I believe you,” Becker said, 
completely unconvincingly.  

Kenny fumed a little. Damned parallel universe over 
simplifying things. He wasn’t an alien. Of course, the 
actual truth was much more fantastic, but that wasn’t the 
important thing right now. He then grabbed another case 
and threw it at Becker who was still grinning like he knew 
everything.  

Becker caught it and looked it over and scratched his 
head, “Wow, this one looks, um, interesting. Quack 
Experimental Fan-Fic Proctor Saga. I swear, I think Will 
Shumler must’ve wrote this because absolutely nothing 
written here on the back makes any sense. Are we sure 
we want to watch this?” He asked and then flung the disc 
back to Kenny. 

Kenny inserted the disc. Let’s give it a few minutes. 
For Science.” 

“For science, hooray,” Becker chimed 
unenthusiastically as the lights darkened once more. 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Deep in the underground bunker buried underneath 

the Church in the Acres, Hecubus Proctor stood at rapt 
attention, arm extended in a outreached salute, waiting for 
his beloved commander, indeed his personal god, to issue 
forth his next proclamation.  

“HAAAAAAAAAAAAAIL LORD JUSTY!” He squealed, 
rapturously. 

Justy Yung, a.k.a. Il Yung, resplendent in a luxurious 
cape and armored shoulder pads that Proctor himself 
forged for him. He looked down to his sole follower and 
adjusted his glasses. “This World!” he began, pausing for 
effect, “Is corrupt! It is our duty to bring it under my divine 
guiding and nurturing hand and so…” 

“WHOOO HOO! Il Yung is the Man!” Proctor shouted 
excitedly. 

Justy narrowed his eyes at being interrupted. “Quite. 
As I was saying, however, this world needs our guidance 



 

   400 

and control, but seeing as controlling the entire world is a 
very large and daunting goal, I’ve decided to start smaller 
with just this single city of Springfield, and in order to not 
wear ourselves out and to gives us plenty of room for 
potential setbacks, we shall begin by conquering this 
single Boy Scout Troop. I think that’s a reasonable goal, 
don’t you?”  

Proctor’s eyes watered in delight at hearing 
this. He shouted for all his worth, “Wa hoo! That’s a 
brilliant plan. It’s so great that only the great Lord Justy 
could come up with it and I, his lowly servant, will do 
whatever in my power to make it so. Through burning 
fires! Through raging floods! If you order me to strip 
down, I’ll rip my own skin off. If you order me to throw 
up, I’ll throw up my organs!” He then turned to the 
exasperated Justy and flung himself, arms outstretched, 
“Haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaiiillllll Looooooorrrrrddd Just…..”  

Proctor never finished the sentence as Justy had 
clubbed him bluntly on the head with his trusty baton, 
forcing Proctor’s soul to abandon his now deceased body.  

 
 
Elsewhere, a man in a black trench coat and fedora 

waited anxiously in a dark alleyway, trying to remain 
hidden from the two men searching for him. 

“Did you find him, yet?” the first man shouted. 
“No. Where’d the hell he go, dammit?!” the second 

barked back.  
The man in the black fedora crept to the edge of the 

alley and mused to himself, “What is this? Why is it that a 
single scene takes over two years to finish?”  

“There he is!” the first man shouted, catching a 
glimpse of the man in the black fedora, “The Fedora and 
Trench Coat guy!” 

The man in the black fedora bolted, the other two then 
gave chase. “Come back here, you bastard!” The second 
man demanded.  

The man in the fedora tore down the street, his 
pursuers coming closer. In a fit of desperation, he 



 

   401 

screamed, “I’m Sorry, Saraaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa-
ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
“You know, I’m not too sure if this isn’t what actually 

happens with Justy and Proctor when the rest of us aren’t 
around. And what was the deal with Matt there? These 
things are getting more and more confusing.” Becker said 
as the lights came back up. 

“Well, since this is a parallel universe, we should 

probably assume that Justy’s operations are a touch more 
mundane,” Kenny posited. He then quickly added, “But I 
wouldn’t bet money on it.”  

“You know, not to point out the obvious or anything, 
but have you noticed that all these universes seem to 
revolve around either us or at least people within our 
social circle?” Becker mused aloud. 

“Well, the scouting program creates these glimpses 
based on criteria entered from the mainframe. So, if I want 
to see a specific timeline scenario based on potential 
decision probabilities, I simply enter that data. For 
example, I could, theoretically, enter criteria that ask to 
display a universe when you never found your way into the 
lab,” Kenny explained. 

“Probably be a lot quieter around here, I suppose.”  
“Quite,” Kenny agreed. “However, in this case I 

believe that when you got tangled up in the holographic 
control display, you most likely gave the mainframe a 
specific set of data to postulate and then it located these 
parallel universes. My best guess is that one of the criteria 
happened to be my journals, so the computer is 
specifically looking for people whom are mentioned within 
those journals along with Plaank knows whatever other 
criteria was entered,” Kenny then hypothesized.  

“Ah,” Becker said with a knowing nod, not really 
understanding anything at all. “Magic, got ya.” 

Kenny rolled his eyes and sighed. He then grabbed 
the next disc off the stack and looked it over. “Ahem, 
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Perspectives from the Training Ground of Curse 
Springs.” Kenny then recognized Nicole again as well as 
her, he supposed, ex-boyfriend considering how she 
referred to him the last time he saw her, were on the cover 
as well as two other people whom he wasn’t familiar with 
but could’ve sworn he saw at the Christmas party the 
previous holiday season. 

“What’s it about?” Becker asked cracking open a 
fresh can of Dr. Pepper.  

Kenny, lost in concentration trying to place the other 
two, quickly snapped himself alert and quickly flipped the 
case over and read on, “Two Mall employees and their 
significant others win a trip of a lifetime to China, but they 
may soon learn that the price of the free trip was too high 
as they bring back an unwanted souvenir – an ancient 
curse! Contains three episodes: 4. Tales of a Pittsburgh 
Penguin; 5. Monkey Business; 6. Trouble Times Three.”  

“Episodes?” Becker snickered.  
“I think I might need to modify the program to not be 

so colorful with the scouting reports,” Kenny mumbled to 
himself, pulling out his pocket notepad and scrawling 
jotting it down.  

“I like it. No offense, but sometimes your reports can 
be a little, um, dry. Besides, imagine the side-business 
of direct-to-video movies we could run with this thing,” 
Becker laughed.  

Kenny eyed his partner with an annoyed glare and 
slipped the disc into the console. 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Jason Bertovich waddled furiously, squawking angrily 

at his girlfriend Nicole Porter. She loomed over him, now a 
good two and a half feet taller than him, holding a plastic 
red bucket. The last drops of icy water dripped onto his 
beak. He furiously shook himself and squawked again at 
Nicole who held an expression which was a mix of anger 
of amusement. She then dropped the bucket on his squat 
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head and walked out of the room, slamming the door as 
she left. 

Jason stood there for a moment, a sight to be seen 
for sure. A three foot tall emperor penguin, tangled up in 
his, ironically enough, damp Pittsburgh Penguins jersey, 
his pants and shoes laying about his feet, and a red 
plastic bucket laying over his head, stopped by his 
protruding beak. He sighed a squawking penguin sigh and 
wondered how it ever came to this. 

He could understand why she was angry, but this was 
completely unfair. It’s not as if he personally pushed her in 
or anything. It also didn’t give her the right to just 
transform him out of frustration because she was mad. He 
shook the bucket off his head and sadly waddled to the 
dressing mirror in her room. He looked at the animal 
staring back and him and thought back to the first time he 
saw that reflection.  

 
 
It had been two weeks now since that free “Trip of a 

Lifetime.” It had turned out to be the trip from Hell as far as 
He, Nicole, his good friend and fellow Mall drudgery slave 
John Hoelscher and his girlfriend Lina Wells 
were concerned.  

Jason was considering suing the soda company and 
their stupid contest in question for helping facilitate their 
conditions, but he quickly realized that if what happened to 
them became public knowledge, their lives were pretty 
much effectively over as they become the prey of 
scientists, the media, and anyone else wishing to exploit 
their unique dilemma.  

The prize was supposed to be great. A three week 
long, all expenses paid trip to Asia for him and three 
guests. A chance to visit Japan with Nicole. A chance to 
check out the Buddhist temples of Thailand. And who 
could forget the grand finale, a week-long tour of China! It 
sounded great, and for the most part, the trip was 
great. They really saw some great stuff and took some 
amazing photos. Jason would smile now if his beak 



 

   404 

would allow it as he looked at the framed picture of him 
and Nicole on the Ginza that sat on her vanity.  

But then came day four of the China trek and that’s 
when it all fell apart. The four had been enjoying a hike 
through the Chinese wilderness. Their guide, a thickly 
accented, slightly heavy built Chinese man in a Mao suit 
and hat, was taking them to many majestic spots that few 
foreigners ever get the chance to see.  

On that day they were hiking through the area of 
Mt. Quanjing, a mountain in the Qinghai Province's 
Bayankala Range. 

Around noon, the group reached a strange area filled 
with countless springs. Each spring had at least one 
bamboo pole emerging vertically from it, and in the case of 
some of the larger springs, two or three poles. The 
mountain filled horizon added to the mysterious field 
of springs' majestic beauty. 

The guide came to a stop and faced the group. "Here, 
sirs and misses, is legendary 'Training Ground of 
Accursed Springs,' Jusenkyo. This place very 
dangerous. Almost nobody use now. Is more than one 
hundred spring here, and every one have own tragic 
legend!" 

Jason removed his backpack. "We'll break here for 
lunch." He then sat his pack down and started pulling out 
some of their food supplies. 

“Sir, is very dangerous here. I would not recommend 
stopping here. Bad things seem to always happen to those 
who stop, especially a lot more than usual recently,” the 
guide nervously said. 

Nicole looked to Jason, as did John and Lina. Jason 
shrugged his shoulders and started putting the food 
back. “You’re the guide. Where would you recommend we 
stop?”  

The guide seemed relieved and smiled 
broadly. “Home is not far from here. You meet my 
daughter, sirs and misses, we enjoy authentic Chinese 
lunch, yes?”  
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“Sounds good to me, how ‘bout you guys?” Jason 
asked the others. Nicole nodded with a smile. John and 
Lina concurred and they prepared to continue on. 

Jason was preparing to sling his pack back onto his 
shoulders when he paused for a moment. He perked 
his ears, sure that he heard… something.  

“Sir?” The guide asked worriedly, anxious to leave 
this place.  

“Jay?” Nicole asked seeing her boyfriend’s look of 
concentration.  

“Hey guys, do you hear that?” Jason asked.  
The others perked their ears and realized there was 

something out there. Something was coming. A loud 

something with a louder something giving chase. 
“What the devil is that?” Jason asked, walking toward 

the edge of the training ground toward the forest’s 
edge. Suddenly, he was barreled over by a rather irate, 
screaming, and most importantly, naked woman. She 
tore through their group, scampering as fast as she could 
using all four of her limbs.  

Jason stumbled backward, knocked off balance by 
the combination of the blow and the weight of his pack still 
in his left hand. A moment later, gravity won and into the 
nearby spring he went with a resounding splash.  

“Sir!” The guide shouted.  
“Jay!” Nicole shouting, rushing toward the spring 

Jason fell into with the John and Lina following behind. A 
moment all three of them where barreled into themselves 
by three large burly men. One was carrying a net, another 
carried a sack, and the third carrying a wooden bucket and 
ladle. “Hurry! The monkey is getting away!” The first 

shouted in angry Chinese, completely ignoring the people 
whom he and his companions had just knocked into the 
shallow pools of water.  

A moment later the men were gone and the 
commotion they caused had died down, leaving only a 
very weary guide. He looked up to the heavens and 
exclaimed “Ai Yai! Not again…”  
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Another moment later, the pool Jason had fell into 
stirred as a black and white emperor penguins burst out 
like an aquatic bullet and slid to the surrounding ground, 
squawking and gasping for air. It flopped on its back and 
continued to gasp. 

From the spring Nicole had fallen into, a small brown 
monkey screeched as it swam to the surface. The 
monkey flopped onto the shore and after a moment, 
stumbled back to the water’s surface. Upon looking at 
its reflection, it screeched again, this time in abject horror. 

The penguin sat up at hearing the noise and looked 
around to see what was causing such a racket. He 
waddled over to the pool where the monkey was and 
looked down to his own reflection. A second later 
the monkey’s screeched were accompanied by confused 
and horrified squawking.  

From the pool Lina went into out came a small, black 
snake which slithered to the edge of the spring and 
seemed very unsure what to do next.  

Finally from the final pool emerged John. And 
John. And John a third time. “Guys?” John said in triple 
stereo. He quickly turned and faced himself and all three 
were met with the same slackjawed expression of 
disbelief.  

“Oh sirs and misses, you have fallen into cursed 
springs. Very tragic for you. Always happens it seems,” 
the guide said with weary sadness.  

“What’s going on?” John said in triplicate again, 
quickly followed by, “Stop that! No you stop it! No, You!” 
Each angrily pointing at each other. Finally, two of the 
Johns pointed to the third and signaled that they were 
shutting their mouths. 

The guide walked over to the group of three animals 
and looked at each of them. “You sir, fall in ‘Spring of 
Drowned Penguin.’ Very tragic story of penguin that fall in 
and drown six hundred year ago.” He then looked to the 
silent and shaking monkey, “and Miss, you fall into ‘Spring 
of Drowned Monkey,’ also tragic story with monkey who 
drown there one thousand five hundred year ago.” He then 
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rolled his gaze to the coiled snake, which was eying him 
very angrily, “and you Miss, you fall into ‘Spring of 
Drowned Snake,’ kind of tragic story about snake that 
drown eight hundred year ago.”  

“Wait, why is the snake only kinda tragic?” John 
asked.  

“I scared of snakes,” the guide said with an 
embarrassed smile. “And you sirs, you fall into ‘Spring of 
Drowned Triplets,’ most tragic story of three identical 
brothers who fall into spring after fight and drown over 
seven hundred and fifty years ago.”  

“What happened to us?” John asked, looking back to 
his two doppelgangers. 

“I explain. Cursed Springs. Tragic Curses. You cursed 
now. Very Tragic,” the guide haltingly explained. He then 
began walking, “Come with me Sirs and Misses, we will go 
to home and I will explain further. Three sirs, will you help 
your friends?” He asked the Johns. 

“What about our gear?” John asked.  
“No safe to fetch now. We will fetch later when we 

have tools to do so safely. Quick, I must to get you hot 
water,” The guide explained, walking away briskly. The 
three Johns each shrugged and picked up an animal / 
friend and followed the guide to his home. 

It was there the guide explained the full details of the 
curse. He also provided them with the hot water, which 
reverted Jason, Nicole, and Lina back to their very scared, 
very confused, and very angry human forms. The moment 
he poured the hot water on John, the other two vanished 
in a puff of what could only be described as ‘unsmoke.’  

John looked at his own hands with utter amazement.  
“Are you okay?” Lina asked worriedly.  
“It’s amazing. I have the memories of both of 

them. I remember the conversation I had with the guide, 
but I also have a memory of me watching myself having a 
conversation with the guide as well as the same memories 
but from a different angle. This is way out weird, guys.”  
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“Oh my god, my boyfriend is a Penguin!” Nicole said 
with a sob and then added much more hysterically, “OH 
MY GOD, I TURN INTO A MONKEY!”  

Jason comforted her, patting her head as she cried in 
his shoulder. “Hey, hey, hey. It could be worse.” 

“WORSE?!? How could this possibly get WORSE?!?” 
Nicole shouted.  

 
 
That seemed to be the question du jour that stuck 

with them now that they were back in the U.S. It just 
seemed that no matter what could possibly go wrong and 
get them wet, it was going to happen. Jason was 
beginning to feel like a water magnet.  

The bedroom door opened and Jason thought it was 
Nicole, but was surprised to see it was actually her twin 
sister, Kirstin. Kirstin had a bundle of clothes under her 
arms and a small, embarrassed looking monkey clinging 
to neck.  

“Ah, I thought you would be here,” Kirstin said with a 
warm smile. She then set Nicole down on the bed 
and looked to Jason. “Here, let me help you out.” She then 
helped pull the wet jersey off of Jason’s penguin 
body. She then gathered the rest of his clothes. “I’ll throw 
these in the dryer for you,” She said as she walked out 
the room.  

Jason looked to the rather timid-looking Nicole and 
felt at a loss for words, not that words would do him any 
good since they would only end up a series of 
unintelligible squawks. 

There was a shrill whistle in the air and a few 
moments later, Kirstin reentered carrying some soft green 
towns and a kettle from which a wisp of white steam 
emanated from the spout. Kirstin set down the kettle and 
wrapped the monkey in the first towel, looking to Jason 
she explained, “Nicole came into the kitchen as I was 
mopping the floor, she tripped on the bucket and ended 
up getting soaked by it.” 
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Jason nodded his penguin head in understanding. 
Kirstin then walked up to him and wrapped the second 
green towel around his slippery black and white tuxedo. 
She then picked up the kettle and slowly poured the 
steaming water over his head.  

As Jason readjusted his towel around his waist, 
Kirstin walked over to the monkey that was her sister and 
poured the water on her, restoring her back to her human 
self.  

Nicole grabbed the third towel that Kirstin had brought 
with her and proceeded to sheepishly dry her hair. “God, 
this is so embarrassing.”  

Kirstin smiled at her sister. “It could be worse, Nicole.”  
Nicole narrowed her eyes and resisted the urge to 

scream, “Everyone keeps saying that! I turn into a monkey. 
There is no ‘WORSE!’” 

Kirstin kept her warm, comforting smile. She rested 
her hand on her sister’s shoulder. “You could turn into a 
monkey that doesn’t have good friends, a loving family, 
and a guy that seems determined to stick by her even 
though she just turned him into a penguin because she 
was in a bad mood,” Kirstin said, looking then to Jason, 
“Right?”  

“Damn right!” Jason concurred enthusiastically.  
“One day, we’ll find a cure for this curse, so for now 

let’s make the best of this, okay?” Kirstin said warmly. 
Nicole puffed out her cheeks in a pout. Looking at 

Jason, drying his own hair and then back to her twin sister. 
“Okay, sis,” Nicole said quietly. The two then hugged. 
“But if we don’t, you’re going to China and taking a dip too 
so we still match.”  

Kirstin giggled and soon both sisters were laughing. 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
“Wow, that Kirstin sure is unflappable, ain’t she?” 

Becker said with admiration.  
“Yeah…” Kenny said, lost in thought, watching 

Kirstin’s larger than life visage on the giant screen. 
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Becker looked over to his friend and couldn’t help but 
grin at the young man lost in reverie. Becker might have 
been oblivious to the outside world due to his headphones 
ninety-nine percent of the time, but that one percent he 
wasn’t submerged in aural bliss, he had found himself to be 
quite perceptive. He also was perceptive enough to know 
not to bring attention to it and save his friend some obvious 
embarrassment of admitting he was pining for a taken 
women, even if she herself couldn’t admit she was taken. 

"Anyway," Becker then said, "Wouldn't it be weird if 
curses like that existed in real life?" 

That seemed to break Kenny from his reverie. "Hm? 
Oh, yes. Yes it would," he said, almost too quickly. "Good 
things such things couldn't happen here. Grab another 
one, would you?" 

Becker snatched another case and opened it and 
tossed the disc to Kenny who was ejecting the prior disc, 
though not before letting the final glimpse into the world 
linger just a few moments longer. 

“So what do we have next?” Kenny asked, preparing 
to dim the room again. 

Becker looked it over. “Not sure. The box just shows a 
what looks to be a antique wardrobe flying in space. The 
title says Professor What.” 

“Professor what?” Kenny asked.  

“Yeah, exactly,” Becker confirmed. He then flipped it 
over and scanned it over before reading, “The Professor 
and his companion are back for another series of 
adventures through time in space, but as always danger 
and lots of running await them.” 

Kenny arched an curious eyebrow and then hit the 
button, worried about what his machine hath wrought… 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
The sound of what could be described as an old car 

engine slowly trying to turn over rang out in the Western 
Massachusetts air as a brightly painted green antique 
wardrobe slowly faded in and out of existence before 
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coming to rest right on the lawn of a building that was 
called The Church in the Acres. 

A moment later, the twin doors swung over and what 
appeared to be a fourteen year-old boy with a quaff of 
excitable hair, thick glasses, a blue 60’s mod-style 
pinstripe suit with complimentary red bowtie and matching 
red Converse trainers stepped down with a grandiose 
leap. A second moment later, another boy of similar age, 
though of less unusual dress, poked his head out 
scanning the area before stepping out and down as well. 

The pair took a moment to stretch and mill about 
before the more flamboyant of the pair took out a small 
keychain and pointed it the wardrobe. The doors slammed 
shut and there was the distinctive ‘chirp chirp’ sound of 
a car alarm being activated. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Massachusetts of the late 
1990’s. I always love coming back here,” The boy in the 
suit stated to himself. 

The second boy, a lad by the name of Jon Becker, 
adjusted the headphones sitting around the back of his 
neck and shifted the knapsack he had been carrying over 
one shoulder. “What are we doing back here, 
Professor? Are you taking me back home?” 

The Professor turned to his companion with a 
surprised look, “What? No, of course not. This is just a 
routine fuel stop.” 

“Fuel stop?” Becker asked. 
“Ah yes, Weeeell, you see this location in this point in 

history is actually home to a transdimensional rift in time 
and space, a wibbily-wobbly tear of spacey-wacey leaking 
timey-whimey stuff. So, it’s an ideal spot to let the TASICS 
sit for about a day or so and recharge the ‘battery’ as it 
were.” The Professor then burbled his lips for a moment 
while balancing on his heels and then turned back to 
Becker, “Oh that’s right, this is your home or 
abouts, right? Right! Fantastic! Molto Bene! You can show 
me ‘round. Didn’t have a lot of time to sightsee last time I 
was here, you know. Mutant wombat-spiders and all.” 
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“Um,” Becker started still never quite sure how to deal 
with The Professor’s excitableness, especially since his 
recent change. “Right. Yeah, the sights.” 

“Fantastic,” the Professor said with a broad toothy 
grin. “Allons-y!” 

The Professor then grabbed Becker by both 
shoulders and starting steering him in a random direction 
until Becker started asserting his own will and led rather 
being steered. The pair walked the streets for a 
few minutes, and it struck them that something seemed… 
off. 

“’Ang on a sec.,” the Professor said, flaring his nostrils 
slightly, “I’ve heard of sleepy little towns, but this place is 
in a coma.” 

“Well, I wouldn’t call Springfield a little town,” Becker 
commented in a tone that indicated he felt slightly insulted. 

“Sorry, I tend to think on the galactic scale,” the 
Professor commented aloud. “In any case, I do believed I 
misdiagnosed. Not coma. Dead.” 

Becker looked around and realized that The Professor 
was right. The streets were completely quiet and still. Not 
a person out and about. Not a car in the streets. Not even 
a bird chirping. This was beginning to creep him 
out. “What is going on here? Where is everyone?”  

“Indeed. Good question. Exciting one, too, don’t you 
think,” The Professor said with his cheeky grin and plowed 
ahead, leaving Becker there with a stunned look before he 
bolted to catch up.  

A few minutes later, they came to the local 
library. They walked to the front door, only to find it 
locked. The Professor reached into his interior jacket 
pocket and pulled out the small keychain that was his 
Infrared Spanner and after pointing it at the door, the 
audible click of the tumblers releasing and unlocking was 
heard. “Open Poppyseed!” the Professor said, delighted. 

Becker rolled his eyes, “That’s sesame, Professor.”  
“No thanks. They get stuck in my new teeth,” the 

Professor said as he stepped inside. Becker hesitated 
a moment before following. 
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*        *        * 
 
The library was dark and still. It looked as if it had 

been abandoned, though not too long ago. There were 
papers and books scattered about. The computers were 
all off, but there didn’t appear to be any major accumulation 
of dust or large cobwebs that seem to indicated long 
periods of inactivity. Becker pulled out a small flashlight 
from his back, learning long ago to be prepared when 
it came to traveling with the Professor. 

The Professor whistled shrilly and idly picked up a 
book and started flipping through it. He then coughed 
loudly and then paused awkwardly, eying the 
darkness, before looking back to Becker. “No librarian, it 
would seem.” 

“So it would seem,” Becker agreed. 
“Interesting. Weeeeeeeell, I say interesting, but it’s 

really actually very dull. Weeeeeeeeell, dull for interesting 
reasons. Weeeeeeell, interesting reasons because they’re 
unknown reasons,” the Professor mused to himself and 
then walked over the turned off computer. He pulled out 
his Infrared Spanner again and a second later the 
computer glowed alive, rapidly displaying data faster than 
Becker could read. 

Becker looked over the Professor’s shoulder. The 
Professor adjusted his glasses and ‘hmmmed’ to himself, 
absently. “Did you find out anything?” Becker asked. 

“No. Interesting,” the Professor answered. 
“Why is that interesting?” 
“Something most definitely happened here and 

happened here very recently, but there’s no info to be 
found here. There’s an information blackout in place here 
and that is very interesting because whatever did happen 

here, someone doesn’t want it getting out and, most likely, 
causing some sort of panic,” the Professor explained back 
over his shoulder before standing up. 

“This is going to end up with us doing a lot of running, 
isn’t it?” Becker asked with an exasperated sigh. 
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The Professor grinned again, “Yeah. Fantastic!” The 
Professor then quickly marched his toward the entrance of 
the library. Becker quickly followed. 

As the pair excited, they were greeted by a pair of 
military jeeps screeching to a stop at the library’s front 
steps. The Professor slipped his hands into his pocket and 
started rocking back and forth on his feet. As several men 
leapt from the jeep and aimed automatic rifles at them, 
Becker instinctively threw his hands in the air. 

“Hands up!” a voice barked, and a second later there 
was the audible sound of rifles being prepared to fire at a 
moment’s notice. 

The Professor ignored this order and looked over the 
men in the jeep, scanning from right to left until he smiled. 
“Brigadier Sir Matthew Atanian-Hayes. Oh, how the time 
flies.” 

Becker kept his arms up and slowly looked to The 
Professor who was still smiling. A few quiet moments 
passed before a man in a black trench coat and black 
fedora covering a khaki colored military uniform stood up 
and silently eyed the Professor.  

“Professor? Is that you?” the man asked.  
“Sir?” one of his men, still aiming his rifle at the pair 

queried.  
“Ah, that does explain so much,” the Professor said 

happily. “Media blackout would require some diligent 
work. That just screams of Sp.I.T.”  

“Sp.I.T.?” Becker asked, confused and still nervously 
eyeing the guns pointed at them.  

“Special Intelligence Taskforce. They are…” The 
Professor then looked to the man in the coat and 
fedora. “Really, Brigadier, is all this necessary? The guns 
and all?”  

The Brigadier then shook his head clear of the 
stunned moment he was appearing to have and gestured 
his hand. A moment later, the four men aiming rifles 
clicked back on the safeties and took their aim away from 
the Professor and Becker. “I must say, it’s been a long 
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time. The change never gets easy to get used to,” the 
Brigadier said with slight amusement.  

“You know him, Professor?” Becker asked.  
“The Brigadier? Oh, for quite a while. Know Sp.I.T. 

quite well, too. Considering I helped set up most of 
the science protocols they use. Weeeeeeeeeell, I had 
some help, but you know, it’s fun to toot your own horn 
from time to time.” 

“I see you’re quite chatty now, Professor,” the 
Brigadier said with a laugh. “I assume you’re an 
odd numbered one. The odd numbered ones were always 
chatty.” 

“That’s not very nice, Brigadier. Until you get to live a 
few centuries, you don’t get to use the phrase ‘always’ to 
describe other’s behavior,” the Professor said with an 
aghast tone. 

“You are chatty, though,” Becker confirmed. 
The Professor gave Becker a steely glare and then 

looked back to the Brigadier who was grinning smugly. 
“Eleventh,” The Professor admitted and then added, “But 
it’s still rude to say ‘always.’” The Professor then walked 
down the steps and shook the hand of the Brigadier who 
returned the hand shake warmly. 

“We should go back to the temporary Sp.I.T. HQ. It’s 
not safe to be out in the open like this for too long,” 
the Brigadier said, sliding over and offering a cramped 
seat to the other two. 

The four men who had previously been covering them 
with their rifles took positions in the back of the two jeeps 
and after the Professor accepted the Brigadier’s offer, they 
were motoring down the road. 

“Are you really the legendary Professor?” asked the 
driver, a young man by the name of Bill Gelinas. 

“Oh I don’t know about legendary, but if you 
are asking if I am the Professor referred to in the Sp.I.T. 
databases, then yes,” the Professor confirmed. 

“But that’s an incredible coincidence that you would 
show up just as…” the young man started.  



 

   416 

“Lt. Gelinas, please kindly shut up,” the Brigadier 
sternly ordered.  

Becker eyed the Professor and then the Brigadier as 
they drove rapidly down the quiet streets. “What exactly 
happened here? Where is everyone?” 

“All will be explained back at the HQ,” the Brigadier 
stated and soon enough they had pulled into a gated 
area. The Brigadier was leading the pair down the 
concrete corridors of what appeared to be a underground 
bunker. As their steps clicked and clacked on the 
pavement, Becker counted the doors they passed. At door 
number forty-seven, the Brigadier opened the steel door 
and inside there were several people working on large, 
impressive-looking consoles, hurriedly moving about. As 
soon as the Brigadier entered, all eyes focused on him. 

Another young man who was wearing a lab coat with 
a ID badge that read, ‘Hughes, W,’ quickly grabbed the 
Professor’s hands and shook them furious. “This is quite 
an honor, Professor. I knew as soon as we detected that 
reversal of the neutron flow’s polarity in the Tachyon field 
that it had to be you!”  

“I assume that you are the current Science 
consultant?” the Professor said returning the enthusiastic 
shaking. 

“Professor, please meet Dr. William Hughes, Sp.I.T.’s 
top expert on extraterrestrial phenomenon and threats,” 
the Brigadier stated. 

“That’s gotta be hell on your business cards, eh?” the 
Professor remarked. 

“What is going on?” Becker once again asked, fearing 
that the whole reason they were here was being lost in the 
hustle and bustle of meeting and greeting. 

The Professor coughed lightly and straighten himself 
up. “Ah yes, my companion here does have a 
point. Something very much is up and seeing as Sp.I.T. is 
involved, I would guess it is not good.” 

The Brigadier too straightened himself up and looked 
to Hughes, who quickly lost the jovial expression. The 
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Brigadier then spoke grimly, “It’s the Justleks. They’re 
back.” 

At hearing this, Becker saw a dark cloud of anger and 
rage expressed in eyes the usually lighthearted 
Professor. He also notice the clenched fists that were 
lightly shaking. 

“That’s impossible. There are no more Justleks. The 
Time War saw to that,” the Professor muttered, trying to 
keep his tone even, but definitely betraying the anger in 
his voice. 

Hughes looked to the Brigadier, who nodded in a 
consenting fashion, and then gestured toward the nearby 
screen in front of them. A moment later, a visual of 
pepperpot shaped mechanical object appeared. It 
appeared to be hovering over the local park, in it’s single 
protruding arm, it gripped a baton. A moment later 
it proclaimed in a grating, metallic voice, “You will give us 
what we want. You will OBEY. OBEY! 
OBEEEEEEYYYY!” Another moment later this was 
followed by a excruciating bout of maniacal laughter. 

“Professor, what is that thing?” Becker asked. 
“A monster that is made up of only two things,” the 

Professor answered. 
“What is that?”  
“Ego and Hate,” the Professor replied and then looked 

to the lab coated Hughes. “How long has that thing been 
here?” 

“Forty-eight hours. We’ve been able to keep it under 
wraps after evacuating the area, but that will probably not 
hold up too much longer. It hasn’t deviated from the 
Springfield metro area, so we assume it was searching 
this area for something specific.” 

The Professor’s eyes widened in horror. “The rift!” 
“The fuel stop thingie?” Becker asked. 
“It can be used as a source of power, but at its heart 

it’s still a rift in space-time. A being with knowledge can 
use it for very horrible things. And if that monster is looking 
for it, it can only have horrible things in mind for it,” the 
Professor explained.  
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“Can we stop it?” the Brigadier asked.  
“You? No. All you would be doing is sending in 

corpses,” the Professor stated, rubbing his chin studying 
the visual.  

“Can you stop it?” the Brigadier then asked. 
“Probably not, but that doesn’t mean I’m not gonna 

try. I need to get back to the TASICS, pronto!” The 
Professor said, turning to march out.  

“TASICS?” Hughes queried to Becker as he turned to 
follow. 

“Our Magic Green Wardrobe. It stands for Technology 
And Science In Compressed Space,” Becker answered 
and then left. 

He caught up to the Professor who was marching 
alongside the Brigadier. “Professor, what are we going to 
do?”  

“You’re going to stay here, that’s what you’re going to 
do. Me, I’m probably going to die in a very irritating 
fashion,” the Professor mused, which met with a grim look 
from the Brigadier.  

“Oh, hell NO,” Becker shouted, which cause all three 
to pause. “You’re not gonna go running off, saving the 
day, and then going on your merry way. I heard how you 
operate from Ms. Kirstin and that’s not gonna cut it. We’re 
a team.”  

The mention of the name Kirstin, caused the 
Professor to wince slightly, but quickly his stoic resolve 
returned. “You die, you end. You don’t get second or third 
or fourth chances,” the Professor said looking at his 
stalwart friend, “and if I let you die, I don’t get second or 
third or fourth chances. I’m sorry.” The Professor then 
nodded and Becker was quickly restrained by a soldier 
who had quietly walked up behind them. 

Becker could only watch as the Professor and 
the Brigadier then walked away. Becker fumed for a 
moment and then decided to call out, “You bolt before I 
catch up and you’re so off my Christmas card list!”  
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“Don’t keep me waiting too long, then,” the Professor 
shouted without looking back. A moment later, and he and 
the Brigadier were gone.  

 
 
The Professor and the Brigadier drover back to the 

Church in the Acres in silence. “Like old times, eh?” 
the Brigadier finally commented.  

“Yeah. Always waiting to fight some monster who got 
s serious stick up their bum,” the Professor replied and the 
shot the Brigadier a toothy grin. “Fantastic, isn’t it?”  

The Brigadier smiled and nodded. A few moments 
later the jeep slowed down and pulled into the Church 
in the Acres lot. Sitting on the lawn was the Green 
Wardrobe. However, it was now obscured by a menacing 
black SUV parked in front of it.  

Standing near the SUV were four people wearing very 
stylish outfits usually in some variation of Black, Grey, and 
Charcoal. The shorter of the two women held her gun out 
to show she was armed.  

“What’s all this, then?” the Brigadier demanded.  
“Nicole Porter, Mallwood Institute,” the woman 

identified herself. “The Professor, I presume?”  
“Have we met?” the Professor asked.  
“No, but we’re quite well versed on you. It’s quite a 

surprise, you know, it’s not every day you get to meet the 
only alien specifically named in our one hundred and 
twenty year old charter,” Nicole Porter said with a 
bemused grin.  

The Brigadier shot The Professor a questioning look. 
The Professor glanced back and whispered quietly, 
“Queen Victoria. She was not amused.” 

“This matter is under the jurisdiction of Sp.I.T.,” the 
Brigadier stated authoritatively.  

Nicole shook her head. “This matter involves a hostile 
alien threat. This matter involves the being known as the 
Professor. Those criteria dictate that this is a Mallwood 
matter.” 
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A moment later, a panel of the sidewalk pavement 
opened up and a man in a WWII era US Army Air Corp 
officer’s long coat, a blue oxford shirt with suspenders, 
and a perfectly capped smile emerged from the hole, “You 
also happened to have parked right on top of us, so that 
also kinda puts it in our jurisdiction.” The man then 
looked at the Professor and smiled knowingly, “You left 
me pretty hastily back then, Professor. Like the new 
look, though. The bowtie is very cheeky.” 

The Professor played with his red bowtie for a 
moment and said indignantly, “Bowties are cool.”  

Captain Jay grinned in boyish delight at this 
exchange. “Almost couldn’t recognize you. The green box 
was a dead giveaway, though.” The man then walked up 
and hugged the Professor before turning his attention to 
the Brigadier extending his hand. “Captain Jay Bertovich, 
head of Mallwood Three. Who might you be, Brigadier?” 

“Don’t start,” the Professor deadpanned. 
Captain Jay looked to the Professor with a hurt 

expression and quickly returned to his cool demeanor, 
“Buzzkill. I was only saying hello. This is my team: my 
second in command, Nicole Porter, My chief technician, 
Lina Wells, and of course our chief medical officer, Dr. 
John Hoelscher.”  

A moment later, the fourth person standing next to the 
SUV, a young man in a stylish suit, brought Capt. Jay a 
cup of steaming coffee sitting on a silver tray. He then 
smiled sheepishly. 

“Oh, and Hecubus Proctor. He’s sort of our Boy 
Friday here,” Captain Jay said coyly, eying the slightly 
embarrassed Proctor. 

“What’s all this Mallwood jurisdiction business then?” 
the Professor asked.  

“Well, it’s kinda what we do here. We fight aliens. And 
shag. Well, we mostly shag, but we do fight aliens. Ok, we 
once fought an alien, so we can now claim to do more 

than just shag,” Captain Jay said, flashing his trademark 
smile. Nicole to smacked her forehead in frustration, while 
John, Proctor, and Lina looked at each other guiltily.  
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The Brigadier bristled at this man’s demeanor and 
was proceeding to tell him where to jam his jurisdiction 
when the air was filled with the most horrible, ear splitting 
cackling. Every looked up and saw it, the Justlek hovering 
above them, looking down at them.  

“You will surrender the Rift to The Justleks. We are 
superior! You will Obey us. OBEY! OBEY! 
OBEEEEEYYYYYYYY!!!” 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
“Okay, spill it,” Becker demanded, again eyeing 

Kenny with suspicion. 
“Spill what, exactly, Mr. Becker?” Kenny answered. 
“ONE universe in which your alternate is a time 

traveling alien, okay, sure. Bizarre coincidence, right?” 
“Exactly,” Kenny confirmed, defensively. 
“But… TWO universes in which your alternate is a 

time traveling alien, I do believe we have what you once 
told me is called ‘a pattern,’” Becker concluded accusingly. 

“No, we don’t have a pattern. We have a coincidence. 
We have only viewed two of what is an infinite number of 
possible realities. More so, any number subtracted 
from infinity is still infinity, so therefore there are an infinite 

number of universes in which I am a time traveling 
alien. There are also, for example, an infinite number 
universes in which I am an ape, or a protozoa, or a 
brunette girl named Julie Heinekins. For that matter, there 
are also infinite universes in which your transdimensional 
doppelganger is also those very same things.” Kenny 
then crossed his arms and eyed Becker with the same 
suspicious glare Becker had been giving him. 

Becker shifted uneasily in his seat and then quickly 
grabbed a DVD case and threw it playfully at Kenny. “Just 
put in the next disc, Professor.” 

“Fantastic,” Kenny said, mocking his previous 
counterpart’s mix of Scottish and Northern. He 
popped open the disc and after sliding it into the slot, 
looked over the case. It read Matt Atanian Vs. The 
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World. He flipped it over to read further – Boy Scout, 
Video Gamer, and Otaku Matt Atanian has met the girl of 
his dreams… and her baggage that is trying to kill him, 
which comes in the form of Seven EVIL Ex-boyfriends. 

The lights dimmed… 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
Matt Atanian found himself kissing the girl of his 

dreams, Ms. Sarah Porter. As their lips gently mushed 
against each other, Matt could only reflect upon the sheer 
hell of all he had to endure to finally win her heart. Finally, 
after years if trials, tribulations, lies, and curses, Matt and 
Sarah had finally come together. It was like he just won 
the free game of pinball. The lights were flashing and the 
bells were dinging inside his excited mind. 

Matt found himself intoxicated by the soft lips of 
Sarah, and while he was looking forward to the potential 
future, he was hoping that this moment would never, ever 
end. 

Which is why he was quite surprised when he felt a 
fist connect with his jaw and that he had now found 
himself flying rapidly away from Sarah, lips still puckered, 
in a rapid motion. He was further surprised to find himself 
flying through at least three walls and a four door sedan, 
finally coming to a stop half embedded in the side of a 
now damaged dumpster. 

“Ouch,” was all Matt could dumbly say. 
“Matt!” Came Sarah’s cry as she ran through the 

holes he created. She came up to him and he staggered 
to his feet. 

“If I fronk my wombat, would you monkey the 
dishwasher, Samsonite?” Matt mumbled, still trying to 
clear his head of the blow induced fog he was in. 

From inside the building, Matt and Sarah heard the 
slow deliberate crunching footsteps coming toward 
them. A moment later, a crew-cutted behemoth of a man 
emerged, wearing a high school letterman’s jacket with the 
number ‘95’ emblazoned on the chest. He cracked his 
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knuckles and then his neck and grinned. “Mr. Atanian, at 
last we meet.”  

Sarah could only groan and palmed her face in abject 
embarrassment. “Oh god…” 

Matt eyed the man and felt it very important to make 
sense of this situation. “I’m sorry, but you are…?” 

“I am the seventh and most recent addition to the 
most exclusive of organizations, The League of Sarah’s 
Evil Ex-Boyfriends, Rodney Kuntz. You will never again 
touch those lips as I will make short work of you,” Rodney 
said and he reeled back his clenched fist to punch Matt 
again. 

“Wait, wait, wait!” Matt said confused. “Are we fighting 
over Sarah?” 

Rodney paused and cocked his head like a confused 
dog. “Didn’t you get my E-mail?” 

Matt thought back to this morning as he checked his 
inbox. He did remember seeing a mail titled ‘Soon you will 
be defeated…’ but since he didn’t recognize the return 
email address, he assumed it was spam and deleted it. 
“Um… I skimmed it.” 

Hughes happened to be randomly walking by, and 
had taken a position leaning casually against a wall. Upon 
hearing what Matt had said, he responded by tutting and 
shook his head. 

Meanwhile, Matt found himself subject to another 
assault by Rodney, and thus flying backward again, soon 
to be embedded even deeper into dumpster he had been 
previously knocked into. A moment later, Sarah was 
lightly slapping him on the face. 

“Hi!” Matt said, punch drunk.  
“Yeah, you might want to think about standing up 

soon. He’s walking over here to finish you off,” Sarah said 
matter-of-factly. 

“Can you just fill me in on a few details, first?” Matt 
asked, rapidly becoming more aware of his surroundings.  

“Such as?” Sarah prodded. 
“Um…. Everything.”  
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Sarah sighed. “If we’re going to date, you may have to 

defeat my seven evil ex-boyfriends…” 
“I have to fight seven guys?” Matt asked stupefied at 

the prospect of taking on any more men like the one 
currently punching him through walls. 

“You have to defeat them, yes,” Sarah confirmed. 
Matt absorbed this for a moment and then smiled 

weirdly. “So, that means we’re dating now?”  
Sarah grinned sheepishly and pulled him up to his 

feet. “Go get’em, Tiger.”  
Matt dusted himself off and adjusted his 

trenchcoat. He stopped for a moment to pick up his 
trademark fedora, which had flown off after the second 
punch, and calmly placed it upon his head. He then looked 
to Rodney who was standing there grinning stupidly and 
flexing his arms through his jacket. 

Matt looked him over and realized that this man had 
just punched him through a wall three times over and 
almost through a steel dumpster twice. This was not a 
winning situation. He decided to forgo the honorable duel 
mentality and decided if this douche was going to 
suckerpunch him, he’d return the favor. 

Matt grabbed a nearby brick that had been knocked 
free of the wall he exited through. He whirled around and 
whipped it as hard as he could toward Rodney’s head, in 
hopes of scoring a direct hit so he could grab Sarah and 
get away long enough to get something to help him fight 
Rodney better, like say, the National Guard.  

Matt was horrified to watch as Rodney literally 
punched the brick out of midair, reducing it to sparkling 
dust. He was further stunned to watch as when the brick 
shattered, a comical looking cartoon mushroom flew out of 
the brick’s remains and straight into Rodney’s mouth.  

A moment later, Rodney grew easily by a foot and his 
arms had doubled in size, shredding his jacket in the 
process. He then laughed evilly and cracked his knuckles 
again. He then grabbed a nearby trashcan and crushed it 
flat with his meaty palms.  
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“Matt!” Sarah shouted and proceeded to throw a large 
cardboard box at Matt. Matt instinctively punched it 
away. The second his fist connected with the cardboard, 
the box changed colors and an aluminum can popped out 
as if it had been loaded into the box on a large novelty 
spring. The can landed into Matt’s open palm. Matt studied 
it for a moment and saw that it was a can of legendary 
Kiwi-Mocha Fruit Juice. 

“Stun him, Matt!” Sarah shouted.  
Matt chucked the can at Rodney like a Nolan Ryan 

fastball, connecting beautifully with Rodney’s sloped 
Neanderthal-like forehead. Digitized stars swirled around 
Rodney’s melon and he began to flash and pulse with a 
bright red glow. 

Sarah ran up to Matt and without saying a word, 
jumped up onto his shoulders and then using him as a 
perch, she leaped off of him, delivering an arching heel 
kick to her ex-boyfriend. Rodney began to pulse and 
flash faster. 

Matt then ran up to the dazed man and did what his 
instincts told him to do: he head butted Rodney as hard as 
he humanly could. 

COMBO FINISHER – HEAD OVER HEELS IN LOVE 
ATTACK!!! An ethereal voice cried out from the heavens 
and Rodney disintegrated into a digitized dust, leaving 
some scant pocket change behind. 

Matt scooped it up and counted it. “Forty-two cents 
and three Canadian pennies. Aw, man, that's not even 
enough for the bus!” he whined. 

“He always was a cheap bastard,” Sarah said. 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
Becker sighed, “Oh, if only life were like that.” 
“Incorporating the laws of videogame physics into a 

physical universe would most likely lead to some 
unpleasant side effects,” Kenny commented. 

“Gimme a fr’instance,” Becker demanded. 
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“Well, say someone picks the wrong plant at a farm. 
One night you’re enjoying a nice salad, and the next 
moment, FWOOSH! Your tossing around fireballs and now 
you’ve caught the cat on fire,” Kenny answered. 

“I don’t have a cat. And I don’t eat salad,” Becker 
countered. 

“Okay, suddenly you get crushed by giant barrel 
throwing monkey,” Kenny deadpanned.  

“Yeah, that would kinda suck,” Becker agreed. Becker 
then picked up three or four of the DVD cases off the floor 
and glancing through them. He sighed again.  

“What’s the matter, Mr. Becker?” Kenny asked. 
“Well, I’m just noticing a pattern…” 
“Please, not the time traveling alien observation 

again, Mr. Becker,” Kenny groaningly interrupted. 
“No, not that,” Becker replied. “It’s just…. Well, it 

seems that all these alternates seem to focus on specific 
people as most central beings in their existence. I mean, 
how many times have we seen Matt as the center the 
universe? Or you for that matter? Even Nicole and that 
Jason guy she was dating get some spotlight. Meanwhile 
guys like Me and the Bills and Mike and Swett are always 
sidekicks and supporting characters. I mean, what about a 
universe where I’M the most important being in 

existence? Is that too much to ask?” 
Kenny absorbed this and then reached over the stack 

and started flipping through the cases. After a few 
moments, he smiled and tossed one to Becker. “Will this 
do?” 

Becker grabbed the case and gave a skeptical look. 
He then looked at the case and grinned broadly. The 
cover read in bold rock star font BECKER’S MUSIC 
SHOP. Becker flipped in over and read the description, 
delighting in his wish. “'When a long lost relative sheds 
the mortal coil, she leaves her record and instrument shop 
to her only living relative, Jon Becker. Can he possibly run 
a business all by himself, whilst fending off the 
underhanded business practices of the rival music shop 
across the street? With his good buddy, the brainy Kenny 
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in tow, it’ll be an ear splitting time for everyone!' Now 

that’s what I’m talking about!” 
Kenny inserted the disc and wondered what kind of 

sidekick he would make… 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
The bell jingled a little as the front door to Becker’s 

record and music shop, LOUD THINGS INC., opened. 

Becker looked up from the shop’s front counter and from 
the stack of CD’s he was pricing to see who it was. 

Bill Hughes, Aaron Abdelmaseh, Mike Quadrozzi, and 
Billy Gelinas walked in and gave a wave to their friend 
Becker. Becker nodded and returned the greeting. Loud 
thrash swing metal jazz music blared over the store’s 
speakers. 

“HEY GUYS!” Becker shouted above the din. 
“Hey Becker, how’s business?” Mike asked. 
“Not bad, Great Aunt Eunice had things pretty well in 

control before she passed on, so it was just a matter of not 
messing up too much,” Becker replied. 

“Man, I still can’t believe someone left you an entire 
music shop. Not only that, but the entire building, as well,” 
Gelinas mused aloud. 

“Shut up, Bill,” Mike chided.  
“But come on, think about it. He’s a minor. Things like 

this usually fall into a trust or something. They wouldn’t 
just hand it over to a 16 year old. I mean what about his 
parents?” Gelinas continued. 

“Shut up, Bill,” Aaron added, slightly louder. 
“And what about the taxes on the building? Or the fact 

that he is working here? I’m pretty sure most labor laws 
frown on this sort of thing. Hell, Becker hasn’t even been 
in school since he took this over. Why is no one 
questioning this?” Bell demanded. 

“SHUT UP, BILL!” everyone else shouted. 
Bill threw up his hands in surrender and walked away 

toward the racks of CD’s for sale, shaking his head and 
mumbling to himself. 
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“How are you dealing with the competition?” Aaron 
asked, flipping his thumb point toward the large front 
window to the building across the street. There was large 
plate glass window that read Snarfinkle Sound Systems 
and Music Emporium. In the window were various 
speakers, some instruments, and a few posters of 
upcoming CD’s. 

Becker gave a dismissive wave. “Meh. That guys 
seems obsessed with me and Kenny for some 
reason. Hell, he’s even hired Justy part time to try and 
sabotage us,” Becker said with a laugh. 

Mike winced. “Has that hurt business?” 
“It’s hurt someone’s business, but not mine. My sales 

here have gone up twenty percent since Justy started 
working over there. As I said, the owner there is nuts,” 
Becker chuckled. 

Hughes reached into his flannel jacket and pulled out 
a folded piece of paper. “That explains this flyer Justy was 
handing out today.” Hughes then handed the flyer to 
Becker who looked it over and tried to suppress the urge 
to cackle. 

“'3S & ME has the biggest selection and the best 
prices. How good are our prices? We’ll beat anyone’s 
prices, guaranteed. If you see a CD at LOUD THINGS 
INC., for cheaper, we’ll beat their price by 50% BUY 
FROM SNARFINKLE! LORD YUNG DEMANDS IT!'” 
Becker the guffawed loudly. “Oh my god, he’s flipped. He 
put Justy in charge of the advertising. At the rate they’re 
going, they’ll be boarding up the doors by the end of 
the week.” 

The others shared a laugh and after a few moments, 
returned to a idle chatter. Gelinas returned with a couple 
discs and laid them on the counter. “Hey, where’s Kenny?” 

Becker picked up the CD’s and began ringing them 
up. “Kenny? Oh, he’s up in the ‘lair,’” Becker answered, 
referring to the loft apartment above the shop that Kenny 
had converted into a workshop for instrument repair and 
occasional experimentation. Becker then walked over to 
the back corner of the shop where a fireman’s pole 
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was prominently standing, extending through a large hole 
in the ceiling to the floor above. Becker looked up and 
called out, “Hey Kenny, you up there?” 

From the hole, Kenny’s head popped down and he 
scanned the room. He gave an upside down wave to 
the other four scouts and then looked down to Becker, 
“What did you need, Mr. Becker?” 

“Nothing much, the guys just wanted to know what 
you were up to. You comin’ down?” Becker asked. 

“In a few minutes, I was just putting the last touches 
on that custom job that’s getting picked up today,” Kenny 
answered and then his head retreated back into the hole. 

Becker shrugged his shoulders and walked back to 
the counter. He then snapped his fingered and looked to 
Mike. “That reminds me, your order came in 
yesterday. Did you want to pick it up today?” 

Mike nodded and reached for his wallet, as Becker 
searched under the counter for Mike’s order. The 
bell above the door jingled again as a man with a scruffy 
beard and a slightly wrinkled suit walked in. The tie was 
hung loosely around his neck and he gave a short wave to 
Becker. 

Becker returned the wave. “Hey Jay! What up?” 
Jason Bertovich, scratched his chin and then leaned 

up to the counter, “Hey, Headphones. Where’s Dr. 
Kennystein?” 

“Kenny’s up in the lair,” Becker answered again. 
“Cool. He said my bass would be ready today and I 

can’t wait to see what he did,” Jay said. 
“Oh, you’re the custom job he was finishing up? Does 

that mean that Zombie Hockey League has another show 
soon?” Becker asked. 

“Well, it was originally a repair job, but you know 
Kenny. He asked if he could tinker and I just can’t say no 
when it comes to modifications,” Jason answered. “and 
yeah, ZHL is gonna be playing the Rising Sun next 
weekend. Angela pulled some strings with Mr. Segawa if 
we agreed to sing at least two songs in Japanese.” 
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“Shouldn’t be a problem with Nicole,” Hughes 
commented. 

“You need me to put up flyers again?” Becker asked, 
thumbing back to the printed flyer showing Jason playing 
bass, Nicole on a keyboard, his friend John Hoelscher on 
Drums, and John’s girlfriend Lina on electric guitar. Under 
the picture, it said "ZOMBIE HOCKEY LEAGUE – ONE 
NIGHT ONLY @ RUSSELL INN.” 

“Yeah, that’d be awesome, man. As soon and me 
and Nicole get some printed up, I’ll give you a stack,” Jay 
said with a gracious nod. 

Becker then reached for the intercom next to the 
register and pushed the call button, “Hey Kenny, Jay is 
here. He said you were doing a repair job on his guitar.” 

“Perfect timing. I was just packing it up in the case. I’ll 
be right down, Mr. Becker,” Kenny’s voice answered back. 
A moment later, Kenny slid down the fireman’s pole, a 
hard shell guitar case strapped to his back. Kenny 
disengaged the pole, pushed his glasses up the bridge of 
his nose, and walked over everyone waiting at 
the counter. 

Mike finished paying for his CD’s and as Becker was 
handing him his change, Kenny laid the case on the 
counter and smiled happily. “I must say, Mr. Bertovich, this 
is some of my best work. You will be quite pleased.” 

Jay smiled happily and flipped the locking snaps open 
and opened the top of the case. Staring back at him was 
his beloved ’62 Fender Jazz Bass, custom all black finish 
with matching headstock, ebony fingerboard and custom 
extra slim neck. Jason picked it up and lovingly looked at 
it. “So, what was wrong with the bridge pick-up? Did you 
figure out what that buzzing was?” 

Kenny nodded. “You had a grounding issue so 
electrical interference was causing the buzzing. You also 
had a loose wire that was causing the pickup to go dead, 
so I completely resoldered all the electronics. I did install a 
new set of Duncan pickups so you should get a nice 
punchy sound or mellow tone depending on what you 
configure your amps to,” Kenny explained. 
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“What’s the deal with the slap switch?” Jason asked, 
pointing to the silverish toggle discretely sitting next to the 
tone knob. 

“Ah, yes. That was my surprise. I added some active 
electronics that will be activated when you toggle the 
F.O.G. switch,” Kenny answered, grinning devilishly. 

“F.O.G.?” Becker asked, curious. 
“You didn’t… Cause If you did, then you really are the 

man,” Jason asked excitedly. 
“I did, and I am the man,” Kenny confirmed. 
“What does this switch do?” Becker asked again. 
Kenny pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. 

“Well, Mr. Bertovich and I were talking about improving the 
output of the amp set-up and we came to discussing what 
the perfect sound level would be and…” 

“I said the only level that would do would be one that 
puts the FEAR OF GOD into anything that hears it,” Jason 
finished, positively beaming. “I have got to test it out.” 

Becker upon hearing this description, nodded 
furiously. “He’s got to test this out. NOW.”  

“Well, it would be pretty dangerous to do it here, but I 
supposed if we could hook up a few amps up on the roof, 
and if you all wore ear plugs...” Kenny mused, scratching 
down some notes the small notebook he pulled out of lab 
coat pocket. 

“Roof? Amps? Oh, now I have to call the band,” 
Jason happily proposed. “Headphones, can I use your 
phone?” 

Becker nodded and Jason began making calls to 
Nicole and the others, telling them to load up the van. 
They just got an impromptu gig. Becker eyed the store 
across the street and smiled evilly. Top this 
advertising, Snarfinkle. Becker thought. 

 
 
Nicole finished hooking up her Korg keyboard to the 

soundboard that Kenny was manning, John adjusted 
the cymbals on his kit. Lina tuned the low E string on her 
’82 Les Paul, plucking and adjusting the tuning peg, till she 
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was happy with the note. Jason was helping Becker set up 
some mic stands for him and Nicole. The cold wind blew 
through his hair as he looked over to Nicole, wearing a 
dark brown faux fur coat. His tie whipped slightly in the 
wind as he finished adjusting the microphone to his height. 

Becker, Mike, the Bills, and Aaron sat on the roof, 
near the ledge, looking briefly down from the second story. 
Kenny put on his headset and after fiddling with the 
soundboard, he gave Jay the thumbs up. The scouts all 
put in ear plugs, save Becker who planned to enjoy the 
FEAR OF GOD sound untainted. 

Jason huddled the band together and they conversed 
about what they should play. After a brief discussion, 
it was decided that this being a rooftop concert, there was 
only one choice. They would follow in the footsteps 
of arguably the greatest band to ever come out of 
Liverpool, England. A band that set the standard for music 
so high it could only be imitated afterward, never again to 
be as innovative and fresh as it had been when 
they played it. He could only hope that Dirk, Stig, Nasty, 
and Barry would approve of (or at least not sue them 
for) their humble efforts to dare copy the living legends 
that would live on long after other living legends have died, 
The Rutles. 

“One… Two… Three… Four!” John counted off and 
Jason began the galloping bassline. 

 
Working up a fever in a one-horse town 

Was a Jockey by the name of Joe 
He didn't have a lot of you might call luck 

 But he had a lot of get up and go 
 

Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
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Tall in the saddle in a one-horse town 
Joey knew someday he'd hit the road 

He traded with a dealer for a pick-up truck 
And went looking for a medium load 

 
Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
 

 Get up and go… Get up and go back home 
Everybody’s waitin’ for ya 

  
Cruising down the highway doing sixty-five 

In the middle of the double white line 
His foot down on the gas and his head in the clouds 

He didn't see the one-way sign 
 

Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
  

Get up and go… Get up and go back home 
We’re all waitin’ for ya 

  
Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
Get up and go 
Get up and go 

Get up and go back home 
 

Get up and go 
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Get up and go 
Get up and go back home 

 
Jason looked down over the ledge to see the small 

crowd gathering at the front of the shop. He smiled to 
Nicole and then addressed the crowd, “I’d like to thank you 
on behalf of the group and I hope we passed the audition.” 

From below he could hear Matt Swett’s sarcastic 
voice cutting through the crowd noise, “JUMP!!” 

Becker pulled out a pair of small binoculars and 
looked down at the scene. He saw Snarfinkle staring at 
disbelief at the shattered windows of his shop and the 
crowd of people waiting to be let into Becker’s 
shop. Becker saw Snarfinkle look straight at him, up on 
the roof, and shake his fist in futile anger. 

Becker smiled in satisfaction. Then he felt the cuffs 
slap on his wrist as him and everyone else were now 
being led away by state troopers for disturbing the peace. 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
“So what did you think, Mr. Becker?” Kenny asked as 

the lights came back up. There was no reply other than 
the sound of light snoring. Kenny looked over and saw his 
friend reclined in his seat and sleeping.  

Kenny smiled. It’s just as well, as even if he was the 
center of that last universe, Becker would’ve 
probably objected to the fact that the last half of the 
scouting report focused on Nicole and Mr. Bertovich’s 
band. 

Kenny checked his watch and realized it was very 
late. Becker was usually staying over on weekends these 
days so they could both take advantage of the extra lab 
time. He had programmed the computer with an 
interactive recording to answer the phone if Mr. 
Becker’s parents had called asking his whereabouts, they 
would be informed that it was okay for him to stay the 
night. 
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Kenny stifled a yawn. He was tempted to shut down 
and turn in for the night himself, but there was one disc 
that had caught his attention when he was choosing some 
to bring down and now was as good a time as any to 
watch it. He reached into the stack and picked up the disc 
in question, on its cover were several young women who 
looked hauntingly familiar. Etched across in a thin blocky 
print was the title: Girl Scouts ½. 

Kenny decided to forgo the blurb on the back, 
because he had a pretty good idea what was different 
about this reality. He inserted the disc and he took a sip 
from the juice pouch he had retrieved from the storage 
cooler under his seat. 

Opening Pandora’s Box always made his thirsty. 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
Matty Atanian wheeled her bike into the Church in the 

Acres’ parking lot. Clad in her red wool jacket that covered 
up her khaki vest and the dark blue shirt that lay 
underneath that. She smoothed out her khaki shorts, 
choosing to wear the shorts versus the skirt since she 
chosen to ride her bike in. 

She passed by her mother’s van. Her mother had left 
before Matty due to another meeting to follow after the 
Troop 192’s business. She watched as several of the local 
girls, clad in combinations of green, blue, white, and khaki 
and to some extent the brown that made up of the 
uniforms of the much younger girls’ Brownie uniforms. 

Matty also couldn’t help but noticed the khaki, red, 
and olive green that made up the Boy Scout uniforms that 
had started to populate the Church in the Acres now that 
Boy Scout Troop 42 had begun meeting there. Matty 
sighed. Boy Scouts meant that He was there as well. 

Matty really hating that feeling she was getting in her 
stomach every the thought of Sam Porter. She felt 
so stupid, like she was twelve all over again and mooning 
over some boy pop star that she would never 
attain. Of course, Sam was not helping not her feel stupid 
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the way he treated her each time she tried to approach 
him.  

Her younger brother, Kurt Porter had tried to assuage 
her feelings somewhat by explaining that he wasn’t really 
a giant chauvinist douchebag, but he had just gone 
through a rather nasty breakup with his ex-girlfriend, 
Rhoda, and he wasn’t particularly in the favorable mindset 
when it came to those who bore the double x 
chromosome. 

Matty had appreciated the boy’s kind nature and could 
see why Sharon and him were so smitten with each other, 
though they wouldn’t dare admit it anyone else. Kurt was 
certainly a different type of boy than her twin brother Nick 
Porter. Nick wasn’t exactly a bad kid, he just seemed really, 
really blunt which was a stark contrast to Kurt’s inherent 
politeness. He too was also attached to a significant other, 
though unlike Kurt, he wasn’t interested in any of the girls 
in her troop, but rather had joked that had hooked up with a 
“sugar mama,” which was referring to his twenty year old 
girlfriend, a college student who worked at the local mall by 
the name of Jayne Courtemache. 

Also not making things very easy for Matty was the 
bizarre curse that had become part of life after an 
unfortunate incident during a trip to the rural backcountry of 
China. Now when she was exposed to cold water, she and 
several girls from her troop changed their physical forms, 
hers being that of a red-haired male version of herself. 

This curse was especially troublesome for her as now 
she seemed to be a magnet for cold water and it always 
seemed to strike her at inopportune times. It also meant 
that her clothes suddenly didn’t fit very well, her male form 
being slightly more muscular and taller. It also meant that 
very often her male form looked very, very silly. Matty had 
begun to make it a habit to were gender-neutral clothing 
as often as possible, though that still meant that things like 
bras and panties were a problem, even if they weren’t 
visible under the clothing, panties were not meant to 
contain certain anatomy comfortably. There were times 
that she wished she had been born a boy. Even if she had 
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been cursed to turn into a girl, at least her male 
counterpart would be able to pull of the boy’s clothes as a 
girl, the lucky bastard. 

Some nights, like tonight however, that couldn’t be 
avoided and now Matty found herself praying that she 
would remain as Matty the whole evening and that Sam 
wouldn’t end up seeing his “buddy” ‘Matt Hayes’ in a Girl 
Scout uniform. 

She sighed again and walked inside. As she entered 
the meeting hall, she was approached by her friends in the 
troop, a small group of girls who either shared her cursed 
condition, knew of her curse, or were just in general, 
not catty to the point of being intolerable. 

The first to greet her were her the girls that had made 
the trip to China with her all those months back, all who 
were Seniors in the troop. There was Sharon Abdelmaseh, 
who was cursed to become a duck and was currently 
denying that she and Kurt Porter were an exclusive 
couple. Next were the pair known as The Jills, Jill Hughes 
and Jill Gelinas who would transform into a cat and dog 
respectively, but despite that, they got along just fine. 
Finally, there was Michelle ‘Micki’ Quadrozzi, who was 
cursed to become a small, bushy-tailed squirrel. 

Next were the Juniors that made up their patrol, clad 
in their green skirts and sashes, and while they were 
younger, they were no less valued members of their 
patrol. There was the slightly sarcastic Matilda "Matty" 
Swett, which earned Matty’s approval by the fact that she 
too bore the unusual moniker, even if in this case it was 
only a nickname. Then there was the very timid bookish 
looking girl with the plain blond pigtail whose young 
appearance betrayed the pure genius dwelling behind 
those thick glasses. She was named Kendra Pendrell and 
she was currently conversing with her friend Joan Becker, 
whom was alternating between nodding and 
shouting “WHAT?!” over her headphones. 

Matty checked her watch and saw that she had a few 
minutes until the meeting began proper, so she took a 
seat with her friends to catch up with them. 
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“So, ladies, what’s the good word?” Matty asked 
jovially, trying to hide how uncomfortable these meetings 
now made her. 

“More trouble,” Sharon mumbled. 
“What’s going on?” Matty asked, now concerned. 
Micki answered. “Justine, what else?” 
Matty groaned. Justine Yung was a girl from another 

patrol who managed to get elected to as her patrol’s Patrol 
Leader as was now sitting on The Court of Honor 
alongside Micki and one other girl. Justine and her 
Assistant Patrol Leader, a devoted lackey named Hecuba 
Proctor, had taken to treating the position and the Court as 
her personal playthings, much to the delight of no one. 

“I still can’t believe anyone in her patrol voted for her,” 
Jill Gelinas mused, “I mean, if you looked up Catty, 
Vindictive, and Shrew in the dictionary, her picture would 
be in all three places.” 

“Jill, please. Let’s not get personal, ‘kay?” Matty 
asked. Matty knew that Justine was getting out of hand, 
but she believed the girls should be self-sufficient in 
handling these matters and didn’t want to step in, at least 
not yet. 

“Well, in any case, we can take care of ourselves,” Jill 
Hughes started, “but at the rate Justine is going, the girls 
in the other patrols are going to revolt and if Justine thinks 
of herself as queen, they may give her a lesson on Marie 
Antoinette that will be most realistic.” 

“Point taken,” Matty sighed. “If it goes on much 
longer, I will talk to the other adult leaders and we’ll have a 
discussion with her, okay?” 

The others nodded in agreement. 
“In non Justine news, I wanted to ask you, Sharon, if 

you got my notes last night?” Matty asked, looking in 
Sharon’s direction. 

Sharon nodded. “Yeah, I’ll have the next chapter 
revised and back to you by the end of the week. 

“Excellent,” Matty hissed like the evil Billionaire of The 
Simpsons fame Ms. Montana Burns, rifling her fingers to 
match the impression. Sharon had agreed to revise and 
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rewrite the next chapter in Matty’s fan-fiction series, 
Sailor Matty and the Sailor Seniors, a rather gratuitous self 
insertion fan-fic she had come up with, in which a 
fictionalized version of herself was the long lost princess of 
the Moon Kingdom and the other girls in Troop 192 were 
reincarnated warriors who fought alongside her in the 
battle to preserve love and justice. 

“You really dig that Shojo stuff, don’t you, Matty?” 
Hughes ribbed. 

“I like other stuff, too,” Matty said defensively and then 
got up as she saw that the meeting was about to begin in 
earnest. She decided she wanted nothing more right now 
than a nice cup of hot tea. 

Matty sat in the kitchen alone, a rather nice change 
since usually several the adult leaders would sit here and 
gossip while drinking coffee, neither of which interested 
Matty. Matty removed the whistling kettle and poured the 
hot water into a polystyrene cup and then began to 
methodically dip a teabag.  

She heard a noise and turned to face the doorway. 
She nearly jumped when she saw a young Asian boy in a 
Boy Scout Uniform standing there, staring at her.  

“Smeg, don’t do that!” Matty said. “You nearly gave 
me a heart attack.” 

The boy continued to stare and Matty shifted 
uncomfortably, “Um, is there something you need?” 

“I have come for you.” He began walking towards her. 
“Oh, yes? What can I do for you?” He was getting 

quite close to her. Too close for comfort. “Um…?” Matty 
then said. 

He reached for her face and brought it to his own, and 
placed his lips upon hers. 

Oh, dear, this is not at all good, Matty thought. 

“AAAACCKKKKKK!!!” was what she actually said. Or tried 
to say, at least. His lips were still over hers and somehow 
the way he held her chin prevented her backing away. 

Matty didn’t appreciate this boy’s intentions 
whatsoever and if this boy was going to intrude upon her 
person, there was only one thing to do. She proceeded to 
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splash the hot tea over her unwanted paramour’s head 
in hopes of getting him to release her lips. This surprised 
the boy and, much to Matty’s relief, he quickly jerked away 
in surprise. 

Matt looked at the boy, and was even more surprised 
than she was when the other had kissed her, for the boy 
was no longer a boy. 

He was a girl. 
“Puh… Puh… Puh…” Matty spat out. Finally, she 

managed to form the word she had been having the 
trouble with. “Puh… Perfume? Wha… what are you duh… 
doing here?!” 

The young woman smiled evilly. “Finally I catch you, 
Matty. I give you the Kiss of Death, and now I kill you.” 

“Eerp,” Matty said. 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
“Whoa…” was all Matt Atanian could muster from his 

position behind Kenny. 
Kenny jerked his head back in shock and saw that 

Matt had been standing behind him, staring at the 
screen. Becker still snored lightly in his chair. “Mr. Atanian, 
what are you doing here?” Kenny whispered. 

“Oh, sorry for the surprise. I was just paying a quick 
late night visit to retrieve something from home and after I 
came through the black hole conduit, I saw the 
flickering lights through the door and figured you must still 
be up,” Matt explained in a hushed manner. 

“How are things in Japan, Mr. Atanian?” Kenny 
asked, since he had not visited himself for the last few 
weeks, though occasionally Matt or the others would stop 
by and pay a visit thanks to the portable black hole conduit 
he had developed after studying "mallet-space," and 
through which he had installed a passage which 
connected his lab to their new home at Maison Ikkoku. 

“Things are okay. The guys are in school right now 
and class was canceled at the school I'm teaching at, so 
since I wasn’t doing much else I figured I'd take care of an 
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errand while everyone in the States was asleep. Let me 
tell you, those guys were not happy to find out that 
Japanese schools ran six days a week. How are things 
here?” Matt asked. 

Kenny shrugged, “They are satisfactory. The troop 
certainly is not as much fun now that you guys are over 
there, but the Garden Snakes are a resilient bunch. You 
and the others made sure of that.” 

Matt smiled warmly and mock punched Kenny in the 
shoulder. “Good to hear. What about Justy?” 

Kenny rolled his eyes. “Justy is still Justy and Proctor 
is still Proctor, though if the upcoming elections change 
things, it can only be for the better.” 

“Well, let us know if there’s anything we can do to 
help. Just say the word and we’ll be through the mallet-
space black hole like a hammer aimed at a pervert,” Matt 
said. “Now,” Matt started gesturing his head toward the 
large screen, “What’s all this then?” 

Kenny proceeded to explain how he was now able to 
view pieces of the happenings in parallel universes as a 
way to scout potential destinations for the Stargate. 

“So, that was my evil female twin from a parallel 
universe, eh?” Matt said with a knowing nod. 

“She’s not evil, Mr. Atanian, just parallel,” Kenny 
corrected. 

“Oh, she most certainly is evil. Tea bags? Who makes 
hot tea with bags? That’s a dead giveaway, ain’t it? 
Anyone knows the only real way to go is loose leaf,” Matt 
snorted and then grinned. 

Kenny couldn’t help but grin himself. “Well, if it helps 
you sleep at night, you will always be the definitive version 

of you.”  
“So… um… this machine you made, it can locate any 

parallel universe, right?”  
“If we input in the proper parameters it should be able 

to find something resembling what you are looking for,” 
Kenny answered. 

Matt fidgeted for a moment. “I know it’s really late, but 
do you think you can locate a specific universe for me?” 
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Kenny sat up. Becker continued to snore lightly. 
“Sure, I repaired the machine after Mr. Becker’s incident 
earlier this evening. We can input new data now, but let’s 
go to the lab so we don’t disturb Mr. Becker.” 

Matt nodded and the pair quietly left the darkened 
theatre. Becker continued to sleep, mumbling in his sleep, 
“Damn Bertovich, it’s my universe…” 

 
 
Back in the lab, Kenny sat at the terminal as Matt 

stood behind his seat, looking up at the giant monitor in 
childish delight. Kenny typed the last bits of data in and 
stabbed his finger to touch a holographic button. “That’s 
the last of the data that needed input. It should be ready in 
about thirty seconds. I must admit, it’s an intriguing idea 
you have, though, one could say a touch…” 

“Egotistical?” Matt said, trying to help finish Kenny’s 
thought. 

“Self indulgent, maybe,” Kenny corrected. 
Matt shrugged, “How many fan-fic writers ever get this 

opportunity?” 
“Indeed,” Kenny said with a nod.  
There was a slight ding and the toaster ejected a DVD 

case. Matt retrieved it and if his smile were any wider, his 
cheeks would have ripped themselves right off his face. 

Matt looked at it, touching it as if it might heal lepers 
and restore sight to the blind. Matt didn’t need to read the 
back. He knew what it would tell him. After all, he’d spent 
the last several months writing it. Matt again read the 
cover to convince himself it was real, it read 
Neon Genesis Boy Scouts. 

Kenny coughed and held his hand out expectantly. 
Matt understood and pulled the disc out of the packaging, 
giving it to Kenny so they could watch what, until now, he 
had only seen in his mind… 

 
—————————————————————————— 
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Branch Commander Matt Atanian sat in his office and 
rubbed his temples. His office was located some fourteen 
stories under what was appeared to outsiders as the 
Church in the Acres, but was in actuality the covert 
entranceway into NERV-01, NERV’s Eastern United 
States branch. 

He had just gotten off the vid with his counterpart at 
NERV-02 in Nevada and was currently giving birth to a 
migraine with another ulcer soon to follow. He ripped open 
a packet of Alka Seltzer tablets and unceremoniously 
dropped them into the glass of iced tea he had sitting on 
his desk.  

His counterpart had been quite self-amused that they 
had managed to complete Evangelion Unit-04’s 
construction ahead of schedule and since Evangelion 
Unit-03 was still not ready, they had gotten the approval 
from Supreme Commander Ikari to be the first to install 
and test the S2 engine in two week’s time. 

Matt could care less about being first to anything and 
he would much rather his branch’s Unit-03 be done right. 
But unfortunately, in these trying times, speed did count 
for something and that meant he was going to hear 
an earful from all his superiors, up to and including 
Commander Ikari. That meant he was going to have to 
issue more orders that he didn’t like which in turn were 
going make a lot of people very cross with him. 

Then there was the matter of the field report he just 
received from Special Inspector Bertovich about potential 
pilot candidates and after he saw the names on the list, he 



 

   444 

knew Field Commander Porter was going to want 
both sets of their testicles on a platter. 

Matt chugged down his fizzing concoction and 
groaned. How the hell did he get roped into helping saving 
mankind? Worst yet, how the hell did he get roped into 
helping save mankind and not even let himself get any 
credit for it?  

That was the real thing that rubbed Matt wrong. All 
the cloak and dagger secrecy stuff. He couldn’t help but 
think it was wrong to use kids as the pilots for those giant 
mechanized monstrosities and Tokyo-3 wasn’t exactly 
forthcoming with all the answers. He trusted Ikari about as 
far as he could comfortably spit out a rat. 

As far as the rest of the world knew, there was no 
NERV-01 lying beneath Springfield, Massachusetts. There 
was no giant black robot being built to save mankind from 
an event called Third Impact beneath their feet. Matt was 
just a regular Assistant Scoutmaster and the kids he 
oversaw were just normal scouts. 

Which of course was all a total fabrication. That was 
just a convenient cover to get NERV access to potential 
pilot candidates and if the time came one of those kids 
was going to have to fight to save all of mankind, but hey, 
no pressure. 

Matt did his job, however, and he did it well. He might 
one day have to send a kid to his possible death, but 
damn it, he was going to damn well make sure they were 
as best prepared and as best protected as possible before 
that happened.  

There was a beep and he looked up to his door. The 
red light above his door was glowing and that meant 
someone was at his door. There was another beep.  

“Come,” Matt stated. 
The door slid open and his Field Commander, Sarah 

Porter, walked in with a purposeful stride in her step. Matt 
tensed up a moment. He was dreading their next 
encounter because of what he was going to have to tell 
her. While it was understood that he held rank over her, 
that didn’t mean she couldn’t disagree with him -- which 



 

   445 

she did, often and at tones and volumes best described 
as unfriendly and at worst described as militantly 
belligerent. 

She gave a half-hearted salute, which he returned 
equally half-heartedly, and then she placed both of her 
palms on his desk and looked straight at him. “What’s this 
about increasing shifts from twelve hours to 
fourteen? Christ, Matt, we’ve got people working around 
the clock to the point of collapse as it is and now you want 
to work them harder. What in God’s green Earth 
possessed you to issue that order?!” 

Matt calmly absorbed Sarah’s anger and eyed his 
empty glass, wishing he had more tea and more Alka 
Seltzer. He then calmly steeped his fingers to his chin and 
looked her in the eye. “I didn’t have much of a choice. 
Commander Ikari wants Unit-03 and he wanted it 
yesterday. Unit-04 is completed which is further pushing 
the demand from NERV for us to produce something 
physical to show our superiors and seeing as we don’t 
exactly hire people by placing want ads. I'll pull some extra 
staff from the dummy office at MIT, but we can't get too 
much extra staff from there if we'll maintain the façade of 
NERV-01's office being there, and it will be a few days 
before any help can arrive. So, if we're going to meet 
Ikari's expectations, it'll mean longer shifts for everyone, 
and that includes senior staff like you and I.” 

Sarah snorted, her nostrils flaring angrily. “Tokyo-3 
can kiss my ass. Why doesn’t our government stand up to 
that Napoleon wannaba, Ikari?” 

“Please, you know as well as I do that if Ikari says 
‘jump’, our government asks ‘how high?’” Matt said in a 
bemused tone. 

“Well, it still stinks, Matt. Our people can’t keep this up 
at the pace were running now, not if it’s going be done 
right. Those kids deserve better,” Sarah said, crossing her 
arms. 

“Geez, don’t you think I know that, Sarah? The last 
thing I want is to send one of our kids into combat with one 
of those alien monstrosities and have them die because 
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we had to cut corners. I’ll burn this whole place to 
the ground before I do that. But you know as well as I do 
that if we don’t produce the results they want, we can 
be replaced by people who will and you and I both know 
that those people might not be as considerate to the 
welfare of those kids as us,” Matt said in an 
angry, defensive tone. 

Sarah softened a little bit and looked at the tired and 
weary face of Matt. She quickly turned away, not wanting 
to appear soft at the moment. “How the hell did NERV-02 
get done so fast?” 

 “I don’t want to think about it,” Matt said 
wearily. “Hawley is not above cutting corners if it gets the 
attention and praise sent his way.” 

“God, I pity those poor kids over there,” Sarah said 
sadly.  

“You might want to save that pity for our kids,” Matt 
responded seriously. 

“What do you mean?”  
Matt leaned back in his chair and looked Sarah in her 

eyes, dead serious. “I mean, its another reason why I 
ordered the increased shifts. If Unit-04 is ready, that 
means they’re going to need a pilot. If ours meets their 
needs and there’s nothing tying them here, then they’re 
going to get shipped off and who knows what kind of 
danger they’ll be in thanks to Hawley’s need for speed.”  

“They just can’t raid us like that!” Sarah gasped.  
“They can if we can’t show that they’re needed here 

and the only thing that can keep them here is there being 
a completed Evangelion Unit needing a pilot or pilots. So, 
yes, it is incredibly unfair to ask our people to work even 
harder when they’ve toiled above and beyond, but when it 
comes to those kids, I’m more than willing to be unfair,” 
Matt replied with grim determination.  

Sarah stiffened her posture and smartly saluted 
Matt. “Unit-03 with be completed by the end of the week 
and there will be no cutting of corners. If it’s not ready and 
safe for those kids by then, you’ll have my resignation on 
your desk on Monday.”  
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Sarah turned to march out, but not before Matt called 
out to her, “Wait please, Sarah! There is some other matters 
I need to discuss with you while you are here.” 

Sarah paused and turned back to him, “Matt?”  
Matt motioned to the chair in front of his desk, 

“Please, take a seat.” Matt then clasped his hands 
together and placed them under his nose. “I need to know 
how the candidates are doing. Who stands out?” 

 Sarah sat there for a silent moment, collecting her 
thoughts. “Well we can outright eliminate some of the boys 
as potential pilots. Their sync ratios are too low that it 
would risk inability to activate at best and potential 
psychosis at worst.” 

“Can you give me a list of names?” 
“I can provide you the complete list when I return to 

my office but off the top of my head, we can eliminate Mr. 
Swett, Mr. Becker, Mr. Proctor, Mr. Shmuler, Mr. Gamble, 
and Mr. Yung,” Sarah answered.  

“Well, there was no way I was going to give Justy the 
keys even if he was qualified. He’d probably side with the 
enemy,” Matt mused. “So, what of the others?” 

“Well, of the potential candidates, I would rank Mr. 
Abdelmaseh, Mr. Quadrozzi, and Mr. Hughes as solid ‘B’ 
rank. They wouldn’t be my first choice, but with time, they 
could be adequate pilots. Mr. Gelinas is a surprising ‘A’ 
ranking. He seems to be extremely perceptive which might 
explain his high sync ratio. The best candidate, however, 
is Mr. Pendrell.” 

“Kenny? Really?” Matt interrupted with a surprised 
look. 

“Yes. His sync ratio is only matched by those of the 
Second Child and the Third Child. I would classify him as 
an ‘S’ rank and if we had to launch combat operations 
today, I would be confident in trusting our lives to him,” 
Sarah reported. 

“That’s pretty high praise,” Matt commented. 
“He’s a special boy. He’s very quiet, and a little 

introverted, but I think he is the Fourth Child,” Sarah said 
with a nod.  
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“Okay. I’ll take those recommendations under 
consideration. Never the less, I would appreciate that this 
information doesn’t come to NERV’s attention until after 
Unit-03 is completed. Not that I doubt your word that you’ll 
complete the project on time, but I would much rather not 
give Hawley anything he would think of stealing,” 
Matt stated calmly. 

“And if Hawley or Commander Ikari directly asks me 
for my reports or my data?” Sarah asked, concerned. 

“Why, didn’t you know that the MAGI-04 is undergoing 
systems upgrades? I would say it will be at least a week 
before they are completed, especially with all the 
resources being diverted toward the completion of Unit-
03,” Matt said with a coy smile. 

“Understood, sir,” Sarah replied with the knowing nod. 
Matt’s smile then faded and he regained his grim look. 

“One last piece of business. I just received a report from 
Special Inspector Bertovich. He has located two new pilot 
candidates and he’ll be bringing them here this 
afternoon. They will be placed under your direct 
supervision immediately.” 

“New Candidates? Who are they?” Sarah asked. 
Matt closed his eyes and sighed. He then handed 

over a piece of paper to Sarah and when she grasped it, 
he refused to release it. He looked into Sarah’s eyes and 
said, “I swear, I had nothing to do with this.” 

Sarah arched a confused eyebrow and took the paper 
and began to read it, “Let’s see… Girls… twins, aged 16… 
Located at Canadian Private Academy…” She frowned 
more and more as she read this and soon the frown 
turned into a full blown scowl, “Originally from Western 
Massachusetts… names… THAT SUNAVABITCH!!!! I 
WILL FRICKIN’ KILL THAT BASTARD!!” Sarah screamed 
as she leapt from her seat and promptly marched out of 
Matt’s office, angrily kicking the door as she left. 

Matt slumped back in his seat. That went as well as 
he has had expected. Hell hath no fury like a woman 
scorned and Jason was about to experience Hell’s fury 
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first hand. He stood up from his chair and decided that he 
wanted some fresh air. 

After a rapid ascent up the elevator, Matt found 
himself exiting the Church in the Acres. He listened and 
heard the birds chirping. The leaves on the trees were a 
verdant green and the smell of fresh mowed grass filled 
his nostrils. Another October afternoon. Matt really missed 
having different seasons, but considering how bad the rest 
of the world got it, perpetual summer seemed like a trite 
thing to complain about. 

He had to think back to that horrible day when the 
Second Impact occurred, some fifteen years ago. He was 
still a child then and the memories of the pure chaos that 
erupted afterward was not something he liked to think 
about often. The United States was changed in so many 
ways. Most of the coastal cities were wiped out by the 
rising ocean levels. New York City, Boston, 
Baltimore, were all under water. Half of Philadelphia was 
rendered unlivable by the rising river banks. New Orleans, 
Houston, and Los Angeles were now memories and 
seventy-five percent of Florida is no more. The 
northern United States and Canada were now part of the 
new grain belt, the year long growing season helping what 
was left of the Western Hemisphere stave off famine. 

There had been a movement to rename Worchester 
or Springfield to Boston-2, but neither city was keen on the 
idea and it was quickly shelved. It seemed that people 
were having a difficult time adjusting to so many major 
cities no longer existing. He heard from Jay that they had 
attempted to rename Pittsburgh to New Philadelphia and 
the city threatened to secede and become its own state if 
they tried. Matt guessed that Tokyo-2 was the exception 
rather than the rule. 

Matt adjusted his black hat and trench coat, tugging 
his collar slightly at the heat. He checked his watch and as 
expected, Jason Bertovich pulled up to the Church parking 
lot in a blue van. As he exited, he then slid the side door 
open and out walked the expected arrivals, the twin 
girls, and more importantly, Sarah’s younger sisters, 
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Kirstin and Nicole Porter. Kirstin graciously accepted her 
duffle bag from Jason and proceeded to walk toward the 
church. Nicole slung her bag over her shoulder and then 
walked alongside Jason, arm wrapped around Jason’s 
arm. He gave a wave to Matt.  

“Commander Atanian, so pleasant to see you this fine 
Fall day,” Jason said with a smile, scratching his light 
stubble. 

“Special Inspector Bertovich,” Matt greeted with a 
stone-faced look. “A fair warning, Field Commander Porter 
is extremely displeased by this development, and I can't 
say I'm very excited about it either.” 

“Oh? Dear me. If only I answered to her,” Jason said 
with an annoyed tone. 

“Don’t worry about my sister, Jay. Me and Kirstin will 
talk to her,” Nicole said.  

“Nicole, why don’t you join your sister. I’ll be down 
briefly, but first I need to discuss some private matters with 
the Commander,” Jason said to Nicole. Nicole gave him 
an unsure look, but ungrasped his arm and went into the 
church. 

Matt looked to Jason and studied him for a 
moment. The calm demeanor he had with Nicole in tow 
seemed to dissipate and he now looked at Matt with a 
serious look. Matt broke the silence, “Jay, what the bloody 
hell were you thinking? Sarah is going to kill you, you 
know that, don’t you. There’s one thing she holds most 
sacred to her and you do this? For God sakes, man, she 
sent them to Canada to get them away from this life and 
you thought it was a great idea to bring them back.” 

Jason looked to Matt and placed his hand on Matt’s 
shoulder, “Believe me, the last person I want to make an 
enemy is Sarah Porter. She scares me more than any 
Angel could. I did what I had to do. But know this, I don’t 
answer to Sarah and I don’t have to explain my actions to 
her.” 

Matt was taken aback by this tone. “You’ve never one 
to play the rank and file game before. Why now?” 
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“Matt, I’ve always taken yours and Sarah’s authority 
and what you do for those kids into consideration when 
performing my duties. I really don’t need you questioning 
my choices now,” Jason said weary of the conversation.  

“Well, you might not answer to Sarah officially, but 
believe me, she’s going to make you answer to her and if I 
were you, I’d have my reasons well prepared to be spelled 
out because if it comes down to you or my Field 
Commander, I’m not going to stand in her way,” Matt 
cautioned. 

“Well, as long as we all know which side our bread is 
buttered,” Jason said with a dismissive shrug. “We better 
head in for the debriefing and official transfer of Nicole and 
Kirstin to NERV-01’s official care.” 

Matt nodded and led Jason to the service elevator. He 
swiped his key card and they rapidly descended down to 
the bowels of the Earth. Matt led Jason to the small 
briefing room, where Kirstin and Nicole both were 
seating. Nicole sipped her glass of water. A uniformed 
security officer saluted Matt before Matt dismissed him 
to his other duties. 

There was an awkward silence in the room as they all 
waited for the final participant to join them. They didn’t 
have to wait long and the door slid open and Sarah 
walked in. She scanned the room, and upon seeing Jason, 
her eyes narrowed into a murderous glare. 

“Sister, it’s so good to see you!” Kirstin chimed. 
“Hi, sis,” Nicole added. 
“Commander Porter, such a pleasure to see yo…” 

Jason began to say before Sarah proceeded to punch him 
directly in the jaw causing Jason to drop like a wounded 
duck. 

Matt knew it was coming but still winced in 
sympathetic pain. Nicole and Kirstin each leapt from their 
seats. Nicole went down to tend to Jason who was 
gingerly rubbing his jaw. Kirstin interjected herself 
between Sarah and the prone Jason. 

“Jesus, Sis! What the hell?!” Nicole shouted. 
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“You bastard! You have exactly ten seconds to get 
out of the room before they have to cart you out!” Sarah 
shouted over the shoulder of Kirstin who was trying to 
keep her sister back with limited success. 

“Sister, please calm down!” Kirstin pleaded. 
Jason stepped up off the floor and rubbed his jaw 

some more, “I take it that you are not happy with my 
candidate selections?” 

Sarah’s scowl grew much darker and Matt was 
beginning to worry that if he didn’t intervene, Sarah might 
actually follow through and murder Jason. Jason looked to 
Matt with an expectant glare. 

“Commander Porter, please sit down! Sarah!! STOP 
NOW!” Matt barked, which caught everyone in the room 
by surprise. Sarah looked over to the stern look Matt was 
giving and angrily took a seat next to Kirstin who was 
sitting next to Nicole who had taken a seat next to Jason. 

Matt sat back down. “Now, if we can have some 
order, we will now debrief Special Inspector Bertovich and 
the potential Pilot Candidates. Mr. Bertovich, do you have 
your reports on Miss Porter and Miss Porter?” 

Jason reached into the satchel he had sitting on the 
table and pulled out two manila folders and tossed one to 
each Sarah and Matt. “Didn’t need to actually write one of 
my own. My counterpart at NERV-02 did all the work for 
me.” 

Matt and Sarah each arched an eyebrow and opened 
the folders. After a few moments of silent reading, their 
eyes widened. 

“Despite efforts by Field Commander Porter to 
exclude them from the Pilot Candidate program, both girls 
are prime candidates for the program and, in fact, may 
offer potentially extraordinary data on whether multiple 
pilots of similar sync ratios could increase Evangelion Unit 
function…” Matt read quietly aloud. 

“It is the recommendation of this agent that both 
sisters be immediate transferred to NERV-02 and be 
placed as priority pilot candidates…” Sarah read and then 
looked to Jason, “What is this?” 
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“That is the report that would’ve been filed if I hadn’t 
stolen it from my counterpart and then sabotaged his 
backups. I was, therefore, able to get my recommendations 
for these two lovely ladies to be taken into the custody 
of NERV-01 out to Tokyo-3 before my counterpart could 
prepare and send a new version of this report that you are 
now holding,” Jason said with smug smile, wincing a 
moment and then rubbing his jaw again. 

“What is going on, here?” Sarah asked in confused 
tone. 

Jason got up from his seat and walked to stand 
between Kirstin and Nicole and he then placed one hand 
on Kirstin’s left and Nicole’s right shoulders. “Sarah, I 
know how important these two are to you. You think I 
would put them in danger without some reason behind 
it? Frankly, the fact you thought that sending them to 
Canada would keep them out of NERV’s grasp was 
shockingly naïve.” 

Sarah frowned angrily, “How dare you…” 
“No, sister, you need to listen to him,” Kirstin said 

firmly, much to Sarah’s surprise. 
“Thank you, Kirstin,” Jason said a smile and then 

continued, “Sarah, as much as I appreciate you wanting to 
keep them safe and away from this life, you failed to 
realize that the best way to do that was to keep them close 
to you. When they are here you could manipulate the 
information about them to make them seem like less 
viable candidates and if push came to shove, if another 
branch tried to have them transferred, you could’ve had 
them both quarantined. In Canada, they were sitting ducks 
and Hawley knew that they were out there and was 
looking for an excuse to bring them to Nevada,” Jason 
explained. 

Sarah slumped, feeling deflated. Kirstin touched her 
sister’s hand and smiled. Sarah smiled back weakly. 
“Really, sister, we do appreciate all you did for us, but 
we’re really happy to just be back here. Back home with 
you,” Kirstin said warmly. 
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Jason looked to Sarah and then to Matt, “Now, what’s 
done is done. We can’t rewrite the past so we just have to 
move on. It’s too late to manipulate data and make them 
no longer seem like viable candidates. In order to get them 
back home and not sent to Area 51, sorry NERV-02, I had 
to make them seem like a vital necessity to our operations, 
so they’re going to have to enter the pilot candidate 
program and they’re going to have to be placed the 
accelerated track, meaning immediate participation in 
the testing and simulations. At least the good news is now 
that they’re here, we can work to keep them here.” 

“You would really do that?” Sarah asked 
quietly, completely defused now from her earlier rage. 

“You have my word,” Jason said with seriousness. 
“What’s going on, Jay? What exactly are you playing 

at?” Matt asked. 
“Sorry, trade secrets. All I can tell you is that I had 

some very interesting conversations with my counterpart 
from Tokyo-3 and from what he’s told me, I think it’s best if 
we play things as close to the vest as possible when it 
comes to NERV Command and NERV-02. Commander 
Ikari is not being up front with anyone and if we’re not 
careful, we’re all gonna pay for it,” Jason explained. A 
quiet stillness then fell over the room. 

“How close to the vest are we talking about, here?” 
Matt asked. 

“In a perfect world, complete information 
blackout. That’s not gonna happen, but any opportunity we 
get to delay or misdirect information, you should take 
it. Discreetly, of course,” Jason answered. 

“You’re talking about outright insubordination, even 
possible treason,” Sarah stated. She then looked to her 
two sisters and looked back and smiled, “Count me in.” 

“I concur,” Matt said from the head of the table. “For 
now, what was said here does not leave this room, no one 
else is know of what was discussed here.” Matt then 
looked to Kirstin and Nicole, “Girls, that means the 
other pilot candidates.” 

Kirstin and Nicole each nodded in agreement. 
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Matt then looked to Sarah, “Maintain the current 
schedule and conduct pilot tests as planned. Inform Drs. 
Wells and Hoelscher of our new pilots and please bring your 
sisters up to speed on the protocols. I would like them to be 
ready for tomorrow evening’s scheduled simulation.” 

Sarah nodded and she and her sisters stood up and 
filed out of the room. Sarah looked to Jason and quickly 
looked away. Nicole looked back and smiled at him, and 
then all three departed. 

Matt continued to sit and he looked across the briefing 
room table at Jason who had returned to his seat. Jason 
reached into his satchel and pulled out a small square 
device. He set it on the table and pressed the red button 
on the top panel. A moment later there was a green light 
and Jason gave a thumbs up gesture to Matt. 

“Okay, we can talk now,” Jason informed him. 
“I thought you didn’t need to explain yourself to 

Sarah,” Matt said with a smug smile. 
Jason rubbed his jaw again. “Change of heart. I 

wanted to live long enough to have this conversation with 
you,” Jason replied with a sheepish grin. “Damn, she does 
pack a punch, though.” 

Matt returned the grin for a moment and then his face 
grew stony. “This is incredibly risky, you know. As far as 
SEELE is concerned, we’re plotting a mutiny. They can 
come down on us and shut us down, ship those kids off 
and have us executed,” Matt said worriedly, gripping his 
ulcer ridden stomach. 

“We’re playing our part. Kaji has helped us out 
tremendously so far and we need to play our role if he’s to 
succeed. If we play our role, those kids will be much better 
off. It might not be good for you and me, but if that’s the 
price we got to pay to protect them, then I’m all in,” 
Jay said, rubbing his tired face. 

“What about Sarah? She’s on record as being a 
willing participant,” Matt asked concerned.  

“She’s part of the contingency plan. She and he 
sisters will be safe. I wasn’t lying when I gave my word 
to her,” Jason answered.  
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“Okay. Understood,” Matt said, relieved. “So, what’s 
next?” 

“I’ve already talked to Dr. Hoelscher and Dr. Wells 
and informed them of the twin’s arrival. They 
seemed excited at the prospect of testing my NERV-02 
counterpart’s suggestions on multiple pilot sync ratio 
testing. There was some early data on that idea during the 
Gaghiel attack on the UN carrier, but the pilots’ individual 
personalities seemed incompatible. 

“In about one week, Unit-03 should be 
completed. That is really inconsequential, but we need to 
maintain appearances to both Ikari and SEELE. NERV-02 
has already set everything into motion when they 
completed Unit-04, so everything is now on a two week 
countdown.” 

“What will their next move be?” Matt asked.  
“Before our German friends from NERV-03 deliver the 

S2 engine to be installed, Hawley is going to try and 
strong arm us. He’s gonna try and force us to openly 
rebel, knowing that SEELE will lay down the hammer if we 
try to resist. As I said before, no matter how well Nicole 
and Kirstin do on their sync ratio tests and combat drills, 
they will not leave this place,” Jason told Matt.  

Matt closed his eyes and sighed, “That means we’re 
going to have to sacrifice Kenny to them.” Matt then 
looked at Jason with a steely gaze, “I am extremely 
uncomfortable with that idea, Jay.”  

“I won’t lie and say this plan is without risks. There are 
risks, but I want you to know that as just I promised Sarah, 
I promise you this; when the time comes, your boy will 
come home, safe and sound,” Jason said with 
calm resolve.  

“I’m going to damn well hold you to that promise, Jay,” 
Matt said grimly.  

“I expect as much. Just keep this in mind. No matter 
what happens and how things may seem, my commitment 
to those kids is absolute. Before this is all said and done, 
we’re all going to do things we may not think 
we’re capable of, but if we don’t lose sight of what’s 
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important, we’ll come through.” Jason then poured himself 
a glass of water from the pitcher on the table. After taking 
a prolonged drink from his glass, he sat the almost empty 
glass down on the table and looked to his friend. “What 
else is on your mind?”  

“This Kaji guy, can we trust him? What’s his stake in 
all this. I still don’t see how this benefits him,” Matt said 
worriedly.  

“He’s playing a much bigger game and we just 
happen to be pieces he’s moving to advance his own 
goals. That much I know, but I’m willing to be used if our 
goals are accomplished in the process. It’s a deal with the 
devil, but a deal worth making,” Jason answered. 

“And all it will costs us is our souls,” Matt 
responded glumly. 

“Matt, my friend, our souls are long gone. Our 
generation lost their souls when we let NERV come into 
existence. Let’s not make the next generation sell theirs,” 
Jason countered.  

Matt nodded sadly, stood up, and stretched his back. 
He then looked to Jason who was packing up his satchel 
but who had yet deactivated his dampening field. “So, will 
we be seeing you at tomorrow’s tests and simulation?” 

Jason tilted his head side to side. “Maybe. I will be on 
errands tomorrow, but if I take care of everything, I may 
drop in. If anything, I bet Nicole looks awesome in a 
plugsuit.” 

Matt gave Jay a crooked eye. “Dirty old man.” 
“Sorry, but I decided to go for the newer model Porter 

since the older model is already claimed,” Jason said with 
a smirk and then deactivated the device. He looked back 
to Matt, “Be seeing you, Commander Atanian.” Jason then 
left the briefing room. 

“Be seeing you, Special Inspector,” Matt replied and 
then after a brief pause, likewise, left the room. 

 
 
The next evening found Matt and Sarah addressing 

the group of Scouts that Sarah had qualified as being the 
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candidates with the most potential. Sitting in the front row 
of the two rows of hard plastic seats were Kenny Pendrell, 
who was wearing a Black plugsuit with blue highlights, 
Nicole Porter, who was wearing a light pink plugsuit with 
green highlights and thus resembling her middle name of 
Sakura, next to her was Kirstin Porter, who was wearing 
a light yellow plugsuit with white highlights, and finally Bill 
Gelinas, who was wearing a khaki plugsuit with olive and 
red details. 

Sitting in the second row were the three Scouts whom 
Sarah had assigned as ‘B’ rank. Mike Quadrozzi, Aaron 
Abdelmaseh, and Billy Hughes. They were each wearing 
their Scout uniforms. Standing in from of them, currently in 
front of a large green chalkboard that had been rolled in 
was Matt and Sarah. Standing off to the side were the two 
resident scientists in the employ of NERV-01, Computer 
Expert Dr. John Hoelscher and Engineer Dr. Lina Wells. A 
bouncy Asian women wearing a white lab coat and a 
stethoscope walked in and joined them.  

Matt nodded to Sarah and she began pacing back 
and forth, finally speaking, “Okay, ladies and gentleman, 
tonight is the big night. We will be running our first full 
blown combat simulation. The four of you will be entering 
into the plug simulators which are exact replicas of what 
will be Evangelion Unit-03’s entry plug. 

“In this simulation you will be representing three 
Evangelion Units. Kenny, you will be representing 
Evangelion Unit-01. Nicole and Kirstin, you will be testing 
the prototype mutli-pilot plug controlling a unit representing 
Evangelion Unit-02. Bill, you will be representing 
Evangelion Unit-00.  

“I will be issuing orders from the control room, Drs. 
Hoelscher and Wells will be monitoring the systems, 
Commander Atanian will be also monitoring activities, and 
finally, Dr. Lin will be monitoring your physical well being. 

“This simulation will be against the Third Angel, 
Sachiel. This is a representation based on the field data 
collected during the real Unit-01’s battle with this enemy in 
Tokyo-3. Please be aware, even though this is a 



 

   459 

simulation, this will be extremely intense. First off, this 
enemy is programmed to be hyperadaptable and 
unpredictable. Even though it is based off a defeated 
angel, do not make the mistake of thinking it is only limited 
to the abilities it displayed. The MAGI-04 will using data 
from all Angel encounters so far and simulating new attack 
abilities and strategies. In essence folks, treat it as if it’s 
a brand new enemy and approach it with caution. 

“Secondly, this simulation will involve full-on sync ratio 
testing. That means your brains will think it is real combat 
and your bodies will respond thusly. While we will be 
monitoring you throughout the test, there are still risks 
involved and you can be hurt if you do not treat this 
exercise with the utmost seriousness. Are there any 
questions or concerns you four would like to voice now?” 

The four nervously looked amongst themselves. 
Nicole and Kirstin seemed really unsure and nervous, but 
shook their heads no. Sarah, frowned a little, but nodded 
her head and then continued, “Okay, then. Kenny, as you 
are the most experienced and senior pilot candidate, you 
will be taking point in this exercise. If, for some reason, 
communications from me and Commander Atanian should 
be cut off or lost, you will act as emergency field 
leader. Nicole and Kirstin, you will be following Kenny’s 
lead and providing back-up and support maneuvers. Bill, 
you will be providing long-range support. You will also be 
guarding the entrance to what is representing Tokyo-
3. Should Kenny and my sisters fail to defeat the enemy, 
you will be the final line of defense to protect the city.” 

“Geez, no pressure,” Bill said wryly.  
Sarah gave him a stern look, “This is no joking matter, 

Mr. Gelinas. You were chosen because you are one of the 
top four candidates. If you are unsure that you can fulfill 
your duties, we want to know now. Because if you aren’t 
sure, you are wasting everyone’s time.” 

Bill stiffened and shook his head negative. Sarah then 
returned her attention to all seven of them. He took a 
breath and finished her speech, “Aaron, Mike, and Billy, 
you will be joining us in the control room to monitor the 
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simulation. Please study everything that occurs and be 
prepared to be debriefed on what happened. You will 
be participating in tomorrow’s simulation, so you need to 
pay particular attention because tomorrow you will be 
facing the same risks as your fellow pilot candidates do 
tonight. That is all.” 

Sarah then stepped back. Matt took a step forward 
and looked at all seven pilot candidates. He studied their 
faces for a moment and then began to speak, “Guys, I 
want you know that I think this is incredibly unfair. This is 
not right that the adults of this world are thrusting this 
tremendous responsibility on kids like you. I can 
understand if you’re worried, or nervous, or even 
scared. I’m just as scared for you.  

“I know I’m supposed to make a sort of rah-rah, win-
one-for-the-Gipper, pep-talk type speech so you’re all 
ready to throw yourselves on live grenades for NERV’s 
benefit. I suck at those, sorry. I wish I could give you the 
confidence to not feel scared and not feel pressured to do 
this job. I can’t because that’s a lie. You have every right 
to feel that way and you have every right to be angry at us 
for putting you in this position. 

“I can only say three things right now that are honest 
and true: I am sorry; May God keep you safe; and thank 
you from the bottom of my heart.” Matt then closed his 
eyes and turned away to face the chalkboard. A moment 
passed and there was the noise of chairs scraping the 
floor as the kids got up to follow the Doctors and Sarah to 
their posts. 

Matt sighed lightly and after he was sure they all left, 
he slowly rubbed his eyes and the bridge of his nose with 
his right hand. He turned around and gasped in surprise to 
see Kenny still standing there. Matt looked down to the 
boy and boy stared back at him, his piercing eyes boring 
holes into Matt’s psyche. Matt was unsure what to say.  

The boy spoke, “Commander Atanian…” 
“Yes, Kenny?” Matt answered, trying to keep his voice 

in check. 
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“We won’t let you down. I know you and Commander 
Porter do so much for us and I wanted to let you know that 
we will do our best to protect everyone. Thank you, 
Commander Atanian.” Kenny then smartly saluted the 
surprised Matt and quickly walked away to join the others.  

Matt took a seat on one of the empty chairs. He found 
himself snickering lightly. This boy, this mere child of 
fourteen, was telling him to not worry because the children 
would protect him from harm and he sincerely meant it. 
For the first time since he was seven, Matt found himself 
openly weeping.  

 
 
Kenny caught up with his fellow pilot candidates and 

walked alongside them, as they entered the large 
hangar. To the far right of him he could make out the 
menacing silhouette of the gargantuan humanoid-like Unit-
03. Kenny felt as if it was looking down on them, waiting to 
unleash judgment. 

Doctors Hoelscher and Wells showed the sisters and 
the scouts the three mock entry-plugs. They looked like 
long tubes and they were connected to several thick 
cables and wires leading to MAGI-04 as well as the control 
room. The doctors opened the first one and invited them to 
look inside. It looked like space age cockpit with a reclined 
seat, two handle-like objects at the end of the armrests, 
and a small control panel coming up between where the 
pilot’s legs would be. 

Bill Gelinas entered the tube and took his seat. The 
doctors then closed the door and sealed the locking 
mechanism. They then walked to the next tube and 
opened it. It was like the first except there were two 
seating units that were arranged back to back so when 
two pilots were sitting and leaning back, the tops of their 
heads would most likely touch. This was obvious the entry 
plug for the twins. Nicole and Kirstin each took a breath 
and then stepped inside. The doctors then sealed the 
locking mechanism and motioned Kenny to follow them to 
the last tube.  
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Kenny did not hesitate once the entrance hatch was 
opened. He stepped inside and took his seat. He closed 
his eyes as the hatch closed and when he opened them 
he found himself in the dark. He heard the loud clanks and 
clicks of the locking mechanism activating. He felt very 
alone in this dark claustrophobic tube. 

He was anticipating the chamber’s flooding. He had 
gotten somewhat used to it, but he still found it very 
unnerving when the process began. The blood-like smell 
really bothered him and there was still the instinct to hold 
your breath until there was no longer any choice but to 
breath in the yellow oxygenated liquid. 

As the liquid rose to his chest, he wondered how the 
twins were dealing with this right now. From what he 
learned, they only did their first sync test this morning, so 
that meant this was only their second exposure to being 
submerged in the LCL. He smiled a little to himself when 
he thought of the girl named Kirstin. She had smiled so 
kindly to him when they were introduced this 
morning. Then again, she smiled to everyone as they were 
introduced to her. She just seemed very kind natured. 

A few moments later, he was submerged and he 
gasped in a lungful of the viscous stuff. He mentally 
calmed himself and reminded himself he was not 
drowning. The interior of the tube illuminated and within 
moments there was a color shift. Soon he could see the 
blue sky and buildings of what was supposed to be Tokyo-
3. 

He turned his head to his left he could see the giant 
red and orange Unit-02 and to his right and slightly behind 
him at the edge of his peripheral vision he was able to 
glance Unit-00. 

Several ‘windows’ opened up in the ‘air’ around him. 
The one right in front of him was Matt and Sarah. At his 
lower right were the two technical doctors, Hoelscher and 
Wells, and to his lower left was the smiling Dr. Lin. Finally 
directly to his left and right were his teammates. At his left 
was a split screen containing Kirstin and Nicole and at 
his right was Bill’s nervous face. Kenny was really hoping 
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everyone wouldn’t start talking at once because he wasn’t 
sure if his neck could take it. 

Sarah spoke, “Systems check everyone. Are you 
receiving me?” 

“Yes, Commander Porter,” Kenny answered. 
“We’re here, sister,” Kirstin replied. 
“Live and uncensored,” Bill said with a grin. Sarah’s 

image rolled her eyes and Matt grinned a little.  
“Dr. Wells and I will be monitoring your sync ratios 

during this test as well as the technical systems. If there 
are any problems, we will inform you of them. If there are 
major problems, we may shut your link down and remove 
you from the simulation. So if any of you suddenly see an 
Evangelion Unit vanish, please disregard and continue 
the simulation,” Dr. Hoelscher explained.  

“And I will be monitoring your general health and well 
being. Basically, the same as my colleagues, except I’m 
more focused on the flesh and not the circuitry. If anything 
goes wrong or goes too far, I am authorized to cut off your 
sync connection and shut down your entry plug. Any 
questions, kids?” Dr. Lin asked. 

“Um… where’s the bathroom on this thing?” Bill asked. 
“Just like astronauts, baby. Though you might want to 

hold it in if you don’t want to breath it,” Dr. Lin said with a 
chuckle. 

“Terrific…” Nicole muttered. 
Sarah coughed loudly and all eyes refocused on her. 

“The simulation will begin in sixty seconds on my 
mark. Please make your requests for armaments.” 

Kenny thought for a moment and decided since 
he was taking point, he would be more focused on close 
combat. “Please equip me with the Magoroku Exterminate 
Sword.” A moment later, a long, sleek purple and black 
space-age katana appears in his Eva’s hand. 

“Progressive knife for the left hand and Desert Eagle 
Mark XIX for the right hand,” Nicole requested and Kenny 
saw the large handgun and red handled utility knife 
appear. 
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“Sniper Rifle,” Bill stated. A large sniper rifle modeled 
on the Accuracy International Arctic Warfare Magnum with 
a stabilizing bipod halfway down the barrel. Unit-00 
sighted the weapon and then proceeded to climb on top of 
the building that marked the entrance to Tokyo-03. The 
Eva then splayed its body on top of the roof and Kenny 
could see the long barrel of the rifle peeking over the 
edge. 

“Remember everyone, if your umbilicals are 
disconnected or damaged you will only have five minutes 
of power before your system shuts down. If that happens, 
we will direct you to the nearest power umbilical. Good 
luck everyone,” Matt stated. 

“Okay, everyone. MARK!” Sarah barked and suddenly 
all the screens featuring adults winked shut. Kenny looked 
to his right and left and looked to Bill and the 
sisters. “Good luck,” Kenny said calmly. 

“You too,” Kirstin replied.  
“I got you guys covered, so go show it how awesome 

Troop 192 is,” Bill added.  
Kenny mentally counted down from Sarah’s mark. 

Never before have sixty seconds felt like an 
eternity. He could see the tension on everyone’s faces and 
he hoped it wasn’t obvious on his.  

In the control room, Matt and Sarah intently hovered 
over the digitized representation of the battle to come. 
Above them, a large screen was also showing the scene 
and the non-participating pilots were watching just as 
intently. Still Matt and Sarah refused to look up from their 
tinier, shared screen.  

“Heart rates, Blood pressure, and adrenalin levels all 
rising. No serious problems detected,” Dr. Lin announced.  

“Sync Ratios are all at established baselines. 
Systems all nominal,” Dr. Wells added.  

Kenny clenched his control handle tightly. It was 
coming. He could feel it.  

“Kenny! To your right!” Nicole shouted.  
Kenny only had a brief moment to react and he sent 

Unit-01 leaping backward as beam of crimson energy shot 
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at him. Nicole and Kirstin also leapt away and skidded to a 
stop. 

Nicole grunted as the Eva landed. Kirstin, who was 
facing away from the front observed Nicole’s view through 
a floating window. She gasped lightly as she looked at the 
albino masked monster.  

“Bill, drive it back!” Sarah ordered.  
Bill fired a shot and the large cannon-like round 

stopped in mid-air, mere feet from the Angel’s 
mask. Ripples of energy floated around the bullet and 
finally it dropped to the pavement like a stone, shattering 
the pavement as it hit.  

“It’s an A.T. Field!” Kenny shouted.  
“Shit!” Bill groaned.  
The Third Angel, Sachiel looked toward Bill’s direction 

and raised its gangly arm. A red glow emerged from the 
Angel’s palm. 

“He’s a sitting duck up there!” Matt shouted.  
Nicole narrowed her eyes and got into a three point 

stance, from which Unit-02 shot out like a Olympic sprinter 
toward Sachiel. The twins tackled the beast just as the 
energy lance was released, causing it to fire harmlessly 
into the air.  

“The twins have put up their own A.T. Field! 
Incredible!” Dr. Wells exclaimed. 

“Bill, you’re a sitting target up there. Get out of there!” 
Sarah ordered.  

“Don’t have to tell me twice!” Bill shouted, at which 
point Unit-00 rolled back and leapt down from its perch 
atop the building. He quickly ducked behind a nearby 
building to take a breather away from being fired on.  

“Nicole, Kirstin! Evade!” Kenny barked as he came 
down from his aerial leap, the Magorox pointed down in 
a double-handed stabbing motion. 

Unit-02 tucked and rolled away as Kenny came 
down. His sword stopped in midair as it struck the A.T. 
Field. Sachiel stood up from it’s prone position and dug it’s 
spindly claw into Unit-01’s chest plate. Kenny gasped as 
he could feel his own chest throb in pain and suddenly his 
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world was spinning out control as he was hurled to the 
side like a rag doll, crashing into a nearby building.  

“Kenny!” Kirstin screamed.  
“Focus!” Nicole shouted back. “It’s coming in for 

another go at us!”  
Sachiel lumbered toward the sisters who had taken a 

defensive position. As it swiped and clawed at them, Unit-
02 danced and evaded like a martial artist. But not only did 
they just dodge, they were able to get off glancing slashes 
with the progressive knife and near misses from their 
monstrous handgun.  

“This is incredible!” Wells shouted out to Sarah and 
Matt. “The twins, their sync ratio is through the roof. It’s 
even higher than the Second Child’s best score right 
now!”  

“That’s crazy! This is only their second sync test and 
only their first time piloting together like this,” Sarah said 
doubtfully. 

“Just look at the readings! It’s almost as if both sisters 
are acting as one mind. A right brain; left brain function 
played by each girl. Kirstin is creating opportunities for 
counter attacks with her artful dodges and Nicole is 
analyzing every pass for openings to attack. This is 
breathtaking!” Wells groaned in ecstasy.  

“How are my sisters doing, Doctor?” Sarah shouted 
over to Dr. Lin.  

“All readings still within acceptable parameters, 
Commander,” Lin answered back, eyes glued to her 
screens. 

Unit-02 continued its dance with Sachiel, dodging 
energy lance blasts whilst trying to maneuver in for an 
attack on its core only to be rebuffed by an equally 
capable opponent. 

“Sister, we need to move away from here! I can’t keep 
this up much longer!” Kirstin shouted over shoulder to 
Nicole. 

“Just one more go, I nicked him last time. I know I can 
score a hit this time!” Nicole shouted back.  
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“Nicole, this is a not a game!” Sarah’s face shouted 
from an out of the way view screen. 

Before Nicole could argue the point, she felt the 
clenched grip of powerful hands around her throat, much 
as Kirstin did. Sachiel had proved the superior dancer and 
was now holding Unit-02 off its feet by the throat. 

“We can’t move!” Kirstin shouted. 
“Bill, for the love of God, help us!” Nicole gasped, the 

grip on her own throat tightening.  
Unit-00 emerged from behind a building and began 

firing rounds at Sachiel in order to get him to release his 
prey and back away. The Angel did no such thing. The 
rounds continued to stop in midair, unable to penetrate the 
A.T. Field. The beast released one hand from Unit-02’s 
neck, and was still able to hold the mech aloft by its neck 
with only one hand. It pointed its palm in Bill’s direction 
and began firing energy lances, causing Unit-00 to duck 
back behind the buildings for protection. 

As it did this, the strange black eye holes in its bird-
like mask never looked away from Unit-02’s. It just stared 
at them and held them there, studying them. 

“What’s it going to do?” Nicole asked. 
“I don’t know. It’s not attacking but we can’t get away 

either,” Kirstin replied. 
“Well, we’ll see about that! If it’s going leave our arms 

free, then he we’ll just have to make him let us go…” 
Nicole started. Before she could finish the sentence, two 
brilliant beams of white light shot forth from Sachiel’s eye 
sockets, boring directly into the face of Unit-02. 

“What on Earth is it doing?!” Sarah shouted in a 
panic. “This is nothing like the field reports!” 

“It’s part of the program. The MAGI-04 is 
hyperadapting and has created a new attack,” Dr. 
Hoelscher answered back. 

“Well, what kind of attack is it?!” Matt and Sarah both 
screamed at the computer expert. 

“I don’t know yet! We have to wait to see what the 
impact of what it’s doing is!” Dr. Hoelscher shouted back. 
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Sarah bit her thumbnail and in the process cracked it 
painfully. Sarah didn’t react to the small drip of blood 
emanating from her mangled thumbnail. Matt could only 
stare dumbly at the screen and worry. 

 
 
Nicole found herself floating in a sea of white. She 

opened her eyes and realized that she was naked. She 
quickly attempted to cover herself, though that might have 
been a futile effort. She looked to her left and saw he twin 
floating by her, eyes half open in a daze and, like 
her, naked. 

“Where are we?” Nicole asked aloud. 
“Mmmm?” Kirstin mumbled, shaking her head lightly 

trying to fight off sleep. 
In the distance she could see three shadows. Shadows 

that were moving rapidly toward her, or was she floating 
toward them. She felt so disoriented. Wasn’t she fighting a 
giant monster just now? It was all fading away into the 
haze of blurred memory. Still the shadows loomed closer. 

Nicole struggled to fight off these feelings of 
confusion. She knew that something was very wrong and 
if she didn’t keep thinking calmly and rationally, she and 
Kirstin would be in very big trouble. 

“Always the calm, cool, and collected one, eh, Little 
Cherry Blossom?” a voice called out. Nicole went very still 
and her blood ran cold. She knew that voice, that 
matronly, soothing voice. 

“Obachan?” Kirstin mumbled dreamily. She opened 
her eyes and looked to the shadows and smiled 
warmly. Nicole could see them now and she too found 
herself losing the battle to stay calm. Coming toward her 
was her now deceased and beloved grandmother. The 
elderly Japanese woman, wearing a white burial kimono, 
her grey hair pulled back in a neat bun-knot, that warm 
face, creased with so many wrinkles from age and a life 
well lived. 

Following her were two more figures. They were so 
foreign and yet so painfully familiar. Nicole’s memories of 
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them were so blurred, but she knew their faces so well 
from all the pictures Obachan had shown them. The 
woman’s auburn hair, exactly the same shade as hers and 
Kirstin’s The man, his piercing eyes, she saw everyday in 
the mirror nestled inside her own reflection. This was 
impossible, but she couldn’t argue against it. 

“Mama? Papa?” Nicole said in a choked voice. The 
woman and man smiled and the held their arms open to 
which Nicole and Kirstin floated to embrace their long lost 
parents. 

Nicole felt the warm enveloping embrace of her 
father’s strong arms. She could only wish this moment 
would never end. Her grandmother floated between the 
reunited family and lovingly whispered into the girls’ ears, 
“You were always such disappointments."  

Nicole and Kirstin gasped in horror at hearing these 
words from their beloved grandmother, spoken without a 
hint of malice or anger. Nicole looked to her father who 
smiled gently and spoke, “That’s why we died. It was to 
get away from you.” 

“What?!” Nicole gasped, choking back tears of anger 
and confusion. 

Their mother looked to Kirstin, giving the same kind-
natured smile that Kirstin had perfected, and said, “and 
your sister hates you too. That’s why she brought you here 
to die. Now she won’t be burdened by you.” 

“No… Mother… No,” Kirstin wept. The sisters then 
could feel their mother and father’s hands plunge into their 
soft flesh, their fingers burrowing their way into their 
torsos. 

 
 
Kenny shook his head clear of the landing he just took 

through two buildings. He gingerly forced the Evangelion 
to stand up again and he took stock of his position. A 
moment later his ears were filled with the twins’ stereo 
screams of absolute terror and horror beyond imagination. 

Back in the control room, red light flashed everywhere 
and klaxons blared out warnings of problems. 
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“Oh my god! The girls’ brainwaves are fluctuating like 
mad! Heart rates are through the roof! Blood pressure 
dropping! Adrenaline is being produced at a level I’ve 
never seen before!” Dr. Lin shouted, panicked. 

“Sync rates are completely scrambled! It’s as if their 
psyche itself is being attacked!” Dr. Wells added. 

“Nicole! Kirstin!” Sarah screamed at the monitor. 
“SHUT DOWN THE SIMULTATION! NOW!!!” Matt 

barked. 
“I’ve already tried! It’s not responding! The system 

is refusing the manual emergency shutdown!” Dr. Lin 
screamed. 

“SHUT IT DOWN, DAMMIT !” Matt screamed at Dr. 
Hoelscher. 

“We can’t! The whole system is locked out! The 
MAGI-04 is running rogue!” Dr. Hoelscher shouted back, 
futilely tapping keys on the console. 

“Oh my God…. Bill! Kenny! HELP THEM!!!” Sarah 
screamed hysterically. 

“They can’t hear you! Communications to the 
simulation are locked out! They’re flying blind in there!” Dr. 
Wells shouted through clenched teeth. 

“We got to get them out of there! Those kids are going 
to get killed by a damn simulation!” Matt angrily shouted. 

Sarah ran out of the control room and toward the 
hangar bay. Matt and the Doctors gave pursuit. As she 
entered the hangar, running in a half-trot, half dash, she 
looked around in an uncertain panic until she spotted what 
she wanted. Mounted on the wall under the steel and 
glass cabinet containing the industrial fire extinguisher, 
was a large fire ax. Sarah wrenched it from the wall and 
marched toward the entry plug simulators. 

“Oh my god! STOP HER!” Dr. Lin and Dr. Hoelscher 
shouted at the same time. 

Matt instinctively dashed toward her and tackled 
Sarah as he moved toward to start chopping the cables 
that connected the entry plugs to the MAGI-04. Let go of 
me, damn it!!!” Sarah screamed as she fought to get out 
from under Matt’s weight and grip. 
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“Commander, you can’t stop the simulation that 
way! Suddenly pulling the plug will kill them all!” Dr. Lin 
shouted at Sarah hoping volume would prevail if rationality 
wouldn’t. 

Dr. Lin spoke further, while Sarah continued to 
struggle, “Their minds are in a very deep state right now. 
They need to be pulled out slowly like a diving bell, let 
their bodies get used to the pressure again. Even 
an emergency shutdown still works on the same principle, 
but with an increased risks of possible mental trauma, like 
a case of the bends but on the psyche. 

“Outright shutting it down by cutting the power would 
be like teleporting someone from the bottom of the ocean 
onto the top of Mt. Everest. Their heart would explode 
and their brain would collapse. They would be dead in a 
matter of seconds!” 

Sarah stopped struggling and tears flowed down her 
face, “Well what can we do? We can’t do nothing!” 

“The only way the simulation can end now is if all the 
pilots are defeated or if the Angel is destroyed,” Dr. 
Hoelscher stated. 

“So, our only hope is if the other two defeat that 
monster before my sisters die?!” Sarah asked while 
weeping. 

The three doctors looked to each other and then 
nodded. “Yes,” Dr. Wells confirmed. Sarah felt the 
energy leave her body and she lay limp on the ground no 
longer struggling, her eyes beginning to become 
unfocused, staring off to the distance at the angry 
god staring down at them, Evangelion Unit-03. 

Matt shook Sarah from her dazed state and then 
slapped her harshly. “No, you’re not going to give up on 
those four, damn it! You said you were confident in Kenny! 
You said he was special! You said you trusted him with 
our lives! Well, lives are in his hands now and you’re going 
to sit in that control room with me and pray that he 
succeeds and you’re NOT going to give up on him or Bill 

or YOUR SISTERS!” 
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Sarah blinked a couple times and reached for her 
stinging cheek, fresh tears streaming from her eyes. She 
blinked and nodded blankly and watched as Matt walked 
back toward the control room, a grim look of determination 
on his face. 

 
 
In the simulation, Kenny grabbed his ears upon 

hearing the unearthly scream. He felt the whole world 
shake under his feet. “Commander Atanian! Commander 
Porter! What’s going on?” There was no response. “Can 
anyone hear me?” Kenny shouted again. 

“I can!” Gelinas answered back, “but I think I’m the 
only one. I’m getting no answer from the control room. I 
think we’re on our own here. Is this part of the simulation?” 

“No. I think something is very wrong here, Mr. 
Gelinas! The twins are very much in trouble and they 
should’ve been pulled out by now. I think we’re on our 
own,” Kenny postulated. 

“Fan-fucking-tastic!” Bill groaned. “I joined the Scouts 
to go camping and now I’m going to be killed by an 
imaginary monster.“ 

“Mr. Gelinas! Please be quiet! We are not going to 
die. We are going to defeat the Angel, end the simulation, 
and get Miss Kirstin and Miss Nicole help, understood?” 
Kenny barked back with authority. 

“Who died and left you in charge?” Bill grumbled to 
himself. 

“Commander Porter left me in charge, and I plan to 
prove that faith in me was well founded,” Kenny stated 
confidently and then gripped his controls tightly, “Let’s see 
what we’re up against.” 

Kenny willed Unit-01 back to the battlefront, darting 
between buildings, finally seeing Unit-00, still ducking 
behind building reloading his gargantuan rifle. Kenny 
motioned for Bill to stay hidden and he then darted back to 
where he last saw Nicole and Kirstin. 

Standing in front of Sachiel was Unit-02, now 
hunched down like a primitive humanoid, eyes glowing a 
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haunting dark yellow. Kenny had only a moment to take 
this in as Unit-02 raised its handgun at Kenny and 
proceeded to fire multiple shots. Kenny leapt back and to 
the side and quickly darted back behind a building. 

“What the hell!? Why are they attacking you? We’re 
on their side!” Bill shouted, having observed what had 
happened. 

“Their Evangelion unit is under the control of the 
Angel. That scream was probably them going under his 
control. They can’t control it anymore,” Kenny reasoned. 

“Oh that’s just great. This just went from three-on-one 
to two-on-two? Even when it was three-on-one, the odds 
weren’t that great. What do we do?” Bill asked, gritting his 
teeth. 

“We need to incapacitate Unit-02 and defeat the 
Angel,” Kenny answered. 

“Yeah, and how do we do it?! We can’t even get a hit 
on the beak masked thing and we can’t just attack the 
other one because we might hurt Nicole and Kirstin. So, if 
you have any brilliant ideas, I’d love to hear them,” Bill 
said with angry sarcasm. 

Kenny closed his eyes and let scenarios rapidly play 
out in his mind and then he grinned a creepy confident 
grin that seemed to say, ‘Why yes, I am a genius, 
thank you.’ “Okay, here’s the plan. I’m going to cut Unit-

02’s umbilical. You’re going to lead it away from me and 
the Angel. You will need to keep it occupied for five 
minutes at which point, the Evangelion will shut down and 
Nicole and Kirstin should be released from the simulation 
or at least no longer active participants.” 

“So basically I have to let that thing try to kill me for 
five minutes without fighting back and hope the battery 
runs out before I bite the big one?” Bill asked with a groan. 

“Yes,” Kenny answered. 
“And I take it that you’re going to fight that thing while 

I do that?” Bill queried, mentally preparing for his task. 
“That is correct, Mr. Gelinas,” Kenny confirmed. 
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“And how exactly do you plan to fight something you 
haven’t been able to land a hit on so far, if you don’t mind 
me asking,” Bill asked, checking his rifle again. 

“I’ll think of that when I get to that part,” Kenny replied 
and then bolted back into the fray. 

“Terr-fuckin-riffic,” Bill sighed and then followed suit. 
Kenny charged toward Sachiel and his puppet, Unit-

02. “I’ll get back to you,” Kenny shouted to Sachiel as Unit-
01 spun like a running back dodging a tackle from a 
linebacker and acrobatically leapt over Unit-02’s slash 
from its Prog Knife. Seeing his target he chopped down on 
Unit-02’s umbilical line, his Magorox cleaving it in two 
pieces. He then evaded the follow up attack from Unit-02 
as it spun around to stab at him again. 

Kenny straightened himself and deftly backed away 
from Unit-02’s erratic berserker attacks, mentally counting 
down the seconds until it would stop. Bill charged in and 
side tackled Unit-02. 

“Hey Red, come and get me!” Bill shouted and then 
Unit-00 gave Unit-02 a single digit salute, much to everyone 
who was observing’s surprise. Unit-02 changed its focus 
and leapt toward Bill like a feral animal. “Don’t just stand 
there, Braniac! I got this. Go get the final boss!” Bill shouted 
to Kenny as he leapt away from another attack. 

Unit-01’s hand tightened its grip on the sword. Kenny 
then shifted his focus on Sachiel who was preparing to 
take another shot at Bill as he was occupied with Unit-
02. “Oh no you don’t! I’m your opponent now!” Kenny 
grumbled angrily and Kenny felt something well up into 
him like a geyser of energy. 

 
 
In the control room, Sarah clasped her hands to her 

chest as she watched her sisters mindlessly attack Bill’s 
Unit-00. Matt focused on Kenny’s battle with the Angel and 
silently cheered him on, hoping the positive energy would 
be felt by Kenny and lead him to victory. 
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“Kenny’s Sync Ratio us climbing exponentially. This is 
incredible! It’s like he is pulling it from some sort of hidden 
reserve,” Dr. Wells commented. 

“A.T. Field detected!” Dr. Hoelscher added. 
“The Angel’s?” Matt asked. 
“No… It’s Kenny’s! He’s producing his own A.T. Field! 

My god, this boy is amazing!” Dr. Wells answered, eyes 
darting back and forth over the data emerging from 
the battle occurring in front of them. 

 
 
Bill rumbled in his seat as Unit-00 galloped away from 

his pursuer. “Oh sure, keep it occupied for five minutes, 
nooooooooooooo problem. Yeah, my ass no problem,” Bill 
grumbled under his breath. He was gonna make all three 
of them treat him to pizza if he lived through this. 

Suddenly his sprint came to a lurching halt as he 
jerked backwards. He glanced behind himself, saw what 
had happened, and he groaned. Unit-02 was now gripping 
his umbilical line and was about to jerk him back to its 
waiting arms and waiting knife. 

“Hey, you want it? You can have it!” Bill shouted and 
pushed the release button. The plug of the umbilical 
popped off Unit-00’s lower spine like a lizard shedding its 
tail. Unit-02 flew backward in a comical pratfall as it 
attempted to pull it in as he released all tension. 

Bill steadied himself and prepared for his next move. 
He eyed the frantic red clock counting down the five 
minutes he had before he became helpless. Suddenly, he 
realized that Unit-02 was not attempting to get up 
and continue the fight. Five minutes had elapsed. Bill 
sighed a breath of relief and smiled, “Yo, Kenny! Big red is 
down and out for the count.” 

Kenny’s face appeared to his right, sweating 
profusely, “That’s great news, Mr. Gelinas, because I’m in 
very desperate need of your assistance and I think time is 
very much of the essence.” 

“I’m on it!” Bill shouted and charged back to where he 
saw the two mammoth figures embraced in a struggle. He 
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then realized that Kenny was behind Sachiel and had 
placed it in a full-nelson style hold. 

 
 
Dr. Wells and Dr. Hoelscher looked to each other, 

smiled and looked back to the very tense Matt and Sarah. 
“Commanders, he’s managed to break down the Angel’s 
A.T. Field using his own! The Angel is vulnerable!” 

Matt and Sarah looked at each other and then to the 
screen, eyes finally betraying that all hope was not lost. 

 
 
Bill stood there, unsure what to do. Kenny’s face 

appeared again and gave a strained smiled, “You need to 
take out the core, Mr. Gelinas. The red thing under its 
ribcage. One well-placed shot from that cannon you’re 
carrying should do it.” 

Bill raised the rifle to a ready position and then 
stopped, “Kenny, are you sure this is going to work?” 

“I’ve neutralized its shield, but I can’t hold it much 
longer, so you need to shoot. NOW!” Kenny said, sweat 
now glistening off his brow. 

“But if I shoot it like this, you’re get hit by the round 
too,” Bill said, eyeing both through the rifle’s scope. 

“DO IT! WE NEED TO END THE SIMULATION NOW! 
I’LL BE FINE, DAMMIT! FIRE! FIRE! FIRE!!!” Kenny 
screamed frantically, feeling his strength leaving his body, 
knowing if he lost this battle of will, the Angel would 
reestablish it’s A.T. Field and that would be the end. 

A moment later, Kenny heard the loud cannon-like 
blast, followed by a searing hot pain in his stomach. He 
released his grip on the Angel and felt no more struggle 
from the monster. 

 
 
On the large screen in the control room, they all 

watched as Bill’s round split the Angel Sachiel’s core 
neatly in two and then it fell limply to the ground, to fight 
no more. Unit-01 stumbled backward as it released 
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Sachiel from his hold. A moment later the screen went 
black and the words ‘SIMULATION COMPLETE' appeared 
in bold digital text. 

Aaron, Mike, and Hughes cheered loudly at their 
friends’ victory. Sarah and Matt wasted no time, as soon 
as the words appeared, they charged from the room to 
return to the hangar. Dr. Lin gave chase, calling in for 
additional medical personnel to meet them in the Hangar 
and to expect up to four casualties on her personal hand 
comm-unit. 

Dr. Wells and Dr. Hoelscher leaned back from their 
seats, looked to each other and then breathed a relieved 
sigh. 

Matt and Sarah ran to the entry-plug simulators. Matt 
grabbed a nearby worker and yelled for him to get anyone 
he could to help him get the kids out of those things. Matt 
gave first attention to Nicole and Kirtin’s tube. He grabbed 
the locking mechanism and wrenched it open as quick as 
he could turn the metal handle. As the hatch opened, 
yellow LCL flooded over him, pouring over him and Sarah, 
who didn’t give it a second thought as they could now see 
the slumped forms of Nicole and Kirstin laying in the 
reclining positions of the cockpit seats. Matt gingerly 
picked up Kirstin first and gently handed her to the waiting 
Sarah. Sarah slumped down the side of the tube and 
cradled her sister in her arms, quietly weeping tears of 
fear, anger, sadness, and relief. 

Kirstin’s eyes were open but not focused on anything, 
a garish grin crept on her lips. Matt reached Nicole and as 
he lifted her from her seat, she thanked him by vomiting all 
over his drenched clothes. He brought her out to Sarah 
and laid the girl down by her sister. Sarah wrapped her 
arm around Nicole’s shoulders and head and held both 
them to her chest, trying to not lose her mind to the 
emotions that were running over her, tears flowing 
freely. Nicole could only groan listlessly. Kirstin, still 
staring out into nothing, cracked a creepy giggle. 

Matt dashed to Kenny’s tube and allowed himself to 
be drenched again as more LCL washed over him, 
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washing away Nicole’s lunch, but filling his nostrils with 
that horrible blood smell. As the liquid eased, he saw 
Kenny sitting in his seat, hand clenched over his stomach, 
red blood spreading over the torso of his plugsuit. He 
looked up to Matt and smiled. Matt couldn’t help but return 
the smile. Kenny then gave him a thumbs up gesture and 
proceeded to pass out, head slumping listlessly to the left. 

“MEDICS!!!” Matt shouted. Two men quickly wheeled 
a gurney to the entrance of the entry plug and quickly 
loaded him onto it, checking his pulse, breathing, and 
other priorities as they did. They nodded to each and 
quickly wheeled him away. 

Matt looked back to Sarah and the twins, watching 
with a burning feeling in his ulcer-ridden gut as Dr. Lin 
checked on the still catatonic Kirstin. He then heard a light 
rapping from behind him coming from the inside of the 
third tube. 

“Can I come out now?” Bill asked meekly. 
Matt called over two of the workers who proceeded to 

open the locking mechanism. As the LCL gushed out, he 
weakly stepped out. He took two steps and much like 
Nicole, vomited up the LCL that was inside his lungs. He 
coughed a few times and then looked to Matt, “Are the 
others okay?” 

Matt shook his head in an unsure manner, “We don’t 
know yet. Are you okay?” 

Bill shrugged weakly, “I don’t know yet, either.” 
Matt patted him on the head. A moment passed and 

Matt then embraced the boy in a hug filled with genuine 
relief. “I’m so sorry. So very, very sorry.” 

“It’s okay, Matt. I’m okay,” Bill said, lightly pushing 
Matt away, trying to exert some sort of cool aura. The boy 
who didn’t need hugs. Not when everyone else nearly 
died. No hugs for him. Hugs for them. They earned the 
hugs. All he did was not die. 

Matt looked down at Bill and nodded in 
understanding. He wiped a tear away from his eye and 
laughed a little, “That was a hell of a shot, kid.” 
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“And they said all that time at the arcade was a 
waste,” Bill replied and then turned to join his friends who 
had come down to the hangar to greet him. 

Matt stood there and tried to sort all the emotions that 
were running through him at this moment. Despair at what 
might happen to Kenny and the twins. Relief at the fact 
that Bill appeared to be safe. Amazement at what those 
kids had accomplished despite impossible odds. A new 
emotion bubbled to the surface, it had been kept in check 
until now but with nothing else to do, it erupted like a 
geyser. 

This was no random accident. This was a deliberate 
attack on NERV-01 and more infuriating, an attack on 
those kids. He was going to find out who was responsible 
and he was going to make them pay, and as he clenched 
his fists in rage, he was determined that if any of his kids 
were permanently hurt, he would make them pay with their 
lives. 

 
 
A day passed and the second round of simulations 

had obviously been cancelled by Matt’s own 
orders. He found himself walking down the hall in the 
medical wing of NERV-01. He paused and saw the closed 
door to the room that now housed Nicole and Kirstin. He 
knew Sarah was still inside, she hadn’t left their sides 
since they were brought there yesterday. He could only 
see in his mind’s eye, Sarah sitting alone in a chair holding 
one of each sister’s hands, praying that the insane God 
that did this to them would please end this cruel joke. 

He had talked to Dr. Lin before deciding to take his 
walk. She could only give a disheartening prognosis at 
best. Nicole had managed to respond to some verbal 
cues, but could barely maintain consciousness long 
enough to do anything other than throw fits of convulsed 
retching while clutching her stomach in agony. 

Kirstin’s prognosis was much less hopeful. She was 
still catatonic, eyes unblinking, an unsettling grin etched 
on her lips. She was now laying there, being fed 
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intravenously, and every few hours she would giggle 
wickedly or shout something nonsensical in Japanese. 
Between the both of them, Sarah was brought to tears on 
an almost hourly basis. 

Matt struggled with himself, wanting to march in there 
and pull Sarah away, if nothing else to save her from 
going mad with grief, but how could he? How could he 
take her away from the thing she loved most dear on this 
Earth? How could he face her when he himself had put 
those girls in that danger? He punched the wall angrily 
and kept walking, wincing at hearing a fresh bout of 
Sarah’s sobbing. 

He then came to Kenny’s room. They had managed to 
stabilize him, and in fact, he had regained consciousness 
that morning, but he was far from out of the woods. As far 
as his mind knew, he had been shot viciously in the 
stomach by a high-power assault rifle and thus his body 
was reacting to that injury as if it had happened. Matt 
creaked the door open slowly and glanced inside. He saw 
Kenny laying there, sleeping now, tubes running in and out 
of him. A small vase of flowers sat on the small table near 
the bed. Matt wondered who had left them. The boy had 
no family that Matt knew of. He lived in NERV-01’s 
barracks. 

Matt, closed the door again, not wanting to face the 
thought that Kenny might leap up and scream “Failure! 
You killed us! MURDERER!" and then die just to make 
sure Matt knew how much he was to blame. 

He hadn’t gone to see Bill yet. By all medical reports, 
Bill had survived the incident relatively unharmed, but Dr. 
Lin kept him there overnight to monitor him. Matt thought 
he should see him. The other boys had visited him in the 
morning and the look of worry on their faces when he 
spoke to them earlier that day to alert them to 
the cancellation of further simulations spoke volumes. Bill 
might have been okay physically, but something was not 
right inside the boy. 

Matt came to Bill’s room and rapped on the 
door lightly. There was no answer. Matt rapped again and 
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still no response. Matt eased the door open slowly and 
peeked inside. The room was empty. The bed was still 
unmade and a half-finished tray of food lay on the bedside 
table. Matt opened the door fully and walked inside, 
looking around worriedly. 

It was then that he spotted the note laying on the 
pillow, a half-folded sheet of yellow tablet paper. Matt 
grabbed it and saw his name scrawled on the fold. He 
opened it and began to read. 

  
 Dear Matt, 

Sarah was right. I’m wasting everyone’s time here 
and I shouldn’t stay. I wasn’t able to stop that thing from 
hurting Nicole and Kirstin and I almost killed Kenny. I can’t 
do this any longer. Please don’t look for me and please tell 
everyone that I’m very, very sorry. 

  
Bill 

 

Matt gripped the note tightly and swore under his 
breath. A moment later his personal comm beeped. He 
angrily pulled it from his coat and flipped it open, “What?!” 

Dr. Hoelscher’s voice came back through the 
speaker, “Commander, we need you come down the 
control room. We have very important news to show you.” 

“I’ve got a situation here, it’ll have to wait!” Matt 
answered back angrily. 

“No, it can’t wait! We may have found out 
who sabotaged the MAGI-04 and you need to see this, 
immediately!” Hoelscher informed him. 

Matt’s eyes narrowed and he clenched his teeth in 
fury, “I’ll be there in two minutes,” He growled. He quickly 
stuffed the note and comm. into his coat and sprinted 
down the hall toward his goal. 

Matt walked into the control room and saw Drs. Wells 
and Hoelscher sitting the consoles. They turned in his 
direction and then looked at each other with grim 
looks. Matt, fists still clenched and his eyes still twisted 
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into a grotesque mask of anger looked at them. “I want 
answers and I want them now.” 

The pair looked to each other again and 
frowned. Holescher stood up and motioned Matt to come 
to the console. “Someone yesterday broke into the MAGI-
04 storage facility and manually reprogrammed the 
computer. They basically inputted the data on the mental 
attack that it used against the Porter sisters, 
and specifically geared it to be most effective against their 
personal psyches by using data from their personal 
psychological profiles.” 

Matt growled, “So far, you are only telling me things 
that are further enraging me. You are NOT giving me any 
actual answers to my questions. Who DID this!?” 

Hoelscher took a cautious step backward and looked 
back to Dr. Wells. She then spoke up, “The perpetrator 
was able to hack into the security system and he blacked 
out the cameras for the time ranging from five minutes 
prior to the simulation to about the time the simulation 
ended. Most of that security data was deleted and thought 
lost.” 

“So do we have a suspect or not?” Matt asked slowly, 
trying to contain his frustration. 

“We were able to recover some of the deleted data. 
We are still working to recover all of it, but we have 
something that at least gives us a suspect,” Dr. Hoelscher 
said nervously. 

“Why do you sound so uncertain? I want to see for 
myself,” Matt demanded. 

Dr. Hoelscher nodded and then moved his hand to 
the console. He paused and looked back to Matt, “What 
we have is some footage of someone leaving the MAGI-04 

storage facility. So all we know is that he was there during 
that time period. What we don’t know is if he was the only 
one. We don’t have the footage of him or possible others 
entering the facility.” 

“Show me,” Matt said authoritatively. 
Hoelscher touched a panel and the digital security 

footage ran. It was of a large metal door clearly marked as 
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MAGI-04. There was a digital card reader and multiple 
scanners set up at the entrance to ensure only authorized 
personnel could enter. A few seconds passed, then the 
door opened slightly and a man emerged from storage 
facility. He appeared to have something under his arm, but 
what it was unclear. He briefly looked to his left and right 
and then quickly walked away heading left of the 
camera’s field of view. 

“Rewind, zoom, and enhance” Matt ordered. The 
image backtracked about 10 seconds to the point where 
the figure was most visible. The image then zoomed by 
a factor of ten and the digitized pixelization smoothed itself 
out. Matt’s stomach lurched angrily as the acid ate away 
more of his lining. 

On the screen, as clear as day, was Special Inspector 
Bertovich. Matt looked to Hoelscher and Wells, “Where is 
he?” 

Hoeslcher looked to Wells nervously and then back to 
Matt, “Commander, I would like to remind you that right 
now all we have is that he was there, we have no proof 
that he was involved in what happened to the kids. We are 
still trying to recover all the data. Right now, we need to 
focus on detaining him and questioning him, we can’t just 
make assumptions…” 

“Where is he?” Matt asked again, harshly stressing 

the word ‘is’ while clenching and unclenching his fists. “I 
want to know where he is, right now, and I want him to be 
there when I go there. So, once again, I ask, where is he?” 

Dr. Wells tapped her fingers on the console. “Initiating 
facial recognition scan and searching the security system. 
If he’s anywhere within a mile of the compound, we’ll find 
him.” 

The monitors flashed images at a sickening speed. 
Matt continued to clench and unclench his fists. A few 
minutes passed and then the screen froze. Matt stopped 
moving and a chill ran up his spine. On the large monitor 
for all three to see was the Church in the Acres parking lot. 
Standing next to a blue van was Jason Bertovich, and he 
was talking to someone. Matt looked at who it was and 
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realized that it was Bill Gelinas. Bill had a duffle bag 
draped over his shoulder and after a moment of 
conversation, got into the van and Jay proceeded to get in 
the driver’s side. 

“STOP HIM! DON’T LET HIM LEAVE!” Matt shouted 
to the two technical experts. 

A moment later the van drove away, taking both Bill 
and Jay away, and Matt futilely slammed his fist down on 
the console he was standing next too. Tears of frustration 
running down his hot cheeks. 

Jay had tricked them all. He had managed to so 
thoroughly sabotage NERV-01 that it would be impossible 
to recover at this point. The work on Unit-03 would 
certainly not be complete in time, not with Sarah in the 
state she was in. Bill was being whisked away to Nevada 
by the agent that Hawley sent. SEELE most definitely 
knew that they were planning to at the least defy orders if 
not an outright insurrection against Tokyo-3 and Ikari, so 
most likely him and Sarah would be removed from duty, or 
more likely, quietly executed for treason. 

But the worst thing of all, that traitorous scum had 
hurt his kids and that was so mind-blowingly aggravating 
that Matt felt like he could start throwing chairs around the 
control room in a fit of insane rage. He wanted to grab 
Bertovich by the neck and snap it like a chicken’s. He 
wanted to rip out the man’s still beating heart and show it 
to him as he had to look at the faces of the all the people 
whom he had harmed by that villainous act. 

But he couldn’t do any of those things. It was too late. 
Jay had escaped and by the time he could mount a 
capture force, he would be within NERV-02’s custody. Matt 
was left impotent to stop him and all he could do was live 
with knowing that he had brought this evil into his 
house. He had trusted that man and now everyone was 
paying for that sin. It was his fault. 

Matt unclenched his fists and walked away in a 
defeated, weary slump, leaving the two worried doctors to 
only look at each other, unsure what else they could 
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do. They returned to their work and hoped that they could 
at least find more answers. 

Dr. Hoelscher looked to Dr. Wells. She looked up to 
him from her seat and he pulled her head to his chest and 
hugged her tightly. She stood up and kissed him 
gently. They both sighed sadly and returned to their seats 
and their consoles. 

A few hours had passed and Dr. Hoeslcher pushed 
his seat away from the console and rubbed his weary eyes 
with his palms. “If Special Inspector Bertovich did do this, 
he’s one hell of a programmer to both hack our security 
systems and the MAGI-04.” 

“What track is your train of thought arriving on?” Dr. 
Wells asked. 

“Okay, it’s possible that he acted alone and managed 
to do all of this himself at the behest of our enemies, 
whomever they may be. But here’s the thing that’s 
bothering me, Lina, Bertovich’s a bright guy and a hell of 
an agent, but if he had the technical and computer know-
how to do all that, there’s no way in hell NERV would use 
him as an espionage agent. He’d be in Tokyo-3 right now 
working on the Eva’s.”  

“Okay, but what if he had remote help? Couldn’t he 
get in and set up a remote link and just sit back as the 
computer guy did all the work?” Dr. Wells asked. 

“I thought of that, but it doesn’t fit with what damage 
was done. The reprogramming that was done on the 
MAGI-04 was pretty damned sophisticated, it was 
something that couldn’t be done via remote because the 
connection would simply be too slow and the systems 
defenses would stop it cold. This had to be done from 
inside the MAGI-04’s core and done quickly on the fly 
in order to get it to do what they wanted to do. So, that 
leaves the question, if there’s doubt that Bertovich could 
do all this himself, that means he needed someone else 
there to assist him,” Dr. Hoeslcher mused. He then looked 
to Dr. Well’s computer and then to her face, “Any luck on 
retrieving the lost security data?” 
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Dr. Wells shrugged her shoulders. “It’s slow going, I’m 
moving backward recovering bit by bit. I’ve managed to 
get about three more minutes of footage, but honestly 
there’s nothing new to be seen. Just the damn door and 
then Bertovich walks out and that’s it.” 

Dr. Hoelscher pulled out the pen that rested in his lab 
coat pocket and thoughtfully chewed on the end of it. “Can 
you replay everything we recovered so far?” 

“Okay,” Dr. Wells answered and tapped her fingers 
along the console. The security image appeared on the 
large screen and for three minutes there was a image of a 
door and then Jay Bertovich walks out and exits stage left. 

Dr. Hoelscher tapped the pen against his cheek and 
then chewed it a bit more. “When you played that, 
were you also playing the sound?” 

“No, actually,” Dr. Wells answered, a little surprised 
by the question. 

John’s eyes brightened a bit. “Can you replay it all 
again and this time include the sound recordings?” 

“Yes, sure,” Dr. Wells said and she gracefully danced 
her fingers along the console again. The video 
scrap replayed again, this time with John straining his ears 
to see if there was something they had missed. For a brief 
moment, his head jerked in surprise and then went still 
again. 

“Lina, can you please replay it one more time,” Dr. 
Hoelscher asked. The video replayed a third time and this 
time he nodded to himself in satisfaction. “Please replay 
the first thirty second and listen with me.” 

The video played again and Dr. Wells strained her 
ears as well and then she noticed it. He looked to Dr. 
Hoelscher with a surprised look. He nodded. “So you hear 
it too? The two quiet pops followed by the muffled tap?” 

Dr. Wells nodded affirmative, “What was that?” 
“Can we clean it up and amplify the sound? The metal 

security door and the 24 inch thick bunker that houses 
the MAGI-04 probably makes any loud noise sound 
muffled and quiet,” Dr. Hoelscher proposed. 
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Dr. Wells nodded and he frantically tapped the 
console controls. She then looked to Dr Hoeslcher 
and nodded again, “This is the maximum amplification we 
can do and I was able to filter almost ninety percent of the 
background noise, so this is about as good as it’s gonna 
get.” 

“Ok, let’s hear it,” Dr. Hoelscher requested. The 
recording played a fifth time and when the audio came to 
life, there was a sudden shared look of expected shock 
between them. 

“That sounds like…” Dr. Wells began. 
“I know. Gunshots. Two gunshots and then something 

hitting the ground. That’s exactly what it sounds like,” Dr. 
Hoelscher confirmed. 

“But, how? What? That would mean…” Dr. Wells 
stammered quietly. 

“It means that what we know so far is that two shots 
were fired, something hits the floor and a few minutes later 
Bertovich walks away. Something more happened there 
and I think it definitely involved someone else,” Dr. 
Hoelscher mused aloud. 

“But if Bertovich shot someone, why didn’t we see a 
body lying there in the storage facility when we inspected 
it to check on damage to the MAGI-04 after the simulation 
went wrong?” Dr. Wells asked. 

“We didn’t know we were supposed to be looking for 
one. That whole room is just a cramped collection of 
narrow aisles and row after row of computer terminals. If 
he wanted to hide a body in there, he very could have 
done it and done it in the three or so minutes between the 
shots being fired and his leaving,” Dr. Hoelscher 
answered. “That sounds like something Bertovich as an 
espionage agent could have done and it’s much more 
believable than him being able to reprogram all those 
systems by himself.” 

“But that still doesn’t answer the biggest question of 
why he shot someone, especially if he was working to 
sabotage the MAGI-04,” Dr. Wells pondered aloud. 
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“No, but I bet if we find that body and find out who he 
or she was, we’re going to at least get much closer to the 
truth than we are now. I’m going to go down there now 
with a security team and get to the bottom of this. Lina, I 
need you to keep recovering that security footage. I think if 
we both find what were looking for, we’ll get all the 
answers we need,” Dr. Hoeslcher proposed. 

“Agreed,” Dr. Wells stated and then kissed Dr. 
Hoelscher on the cheek. He smiled at her and then left the 
room in hopes of unraveling this mystery. 

 
 
Matt sat in his office and stared mournfully at the now 

empty bottle sitting on his desk. He picked it up and tipped 
it toward his glass and few drops of brown liquid 
dripped out. Matt frowned again and set the bottle back 
down. He picked up the glass and stared at the brown 
liquid, less than maybe half a swallows worth, and poured 
it down is gullet. It burned, but only slightly, his throat now 
numb to the effects of his self-medication. 

The red light above his door flashed again and Matt 
continued to ignore it. It had been doing that on and off for 
the last two or three hours. He had posted a message on 
the door making it quite clear that he was not in, so it was 
getting to be slightly annoying that whomever was rap, 
rap, rapping at his chamber door was still trying to get him 
to answer it. Maybe the sign that read ‘Gone Drinkin’ 
hanging on his door was not doing its job. 

He had also turned off his personal comm. He had left 
a voice message stating that anyone wishing to speak to 
him, they could kindly find someone else who gave a 
damn, because he, quite frankly, didn’t. He had left that 
message shortly after he had received a communiqué 
from Tokyo-3 that it was decided to move up the timetable 
on the S2 Engine test at NERV-02, which was now slated 
for tomorrow. NERV-Germany was delivering the 
S2 Engine as he was reading it and with the impending 
arrival of their new pilot, they would be ready for the test. 
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He was calculating the risks of stepping out of his 
office to procure more ‘medication’ versus being spotted 
by someone who actually expected him to do something 
leader-like. The more he began to sober up and remember 
why he was self-medicating, the more the risks seemed 
very worth it. 

 
 
Outside Matt’s Office, Dr. Hoelscher pushed 

the button again and contemplated enacting a security 
override to open Commander Atanian’s door. He knew he 
was there and considering all that had happened in the 
last few hours, he had a good idea what he was doing in 
there. After he had gotten back to the control room, eager 
to tell Lina what he and the security had discovered, she 
had informed him of Tokyo-3’s announcement of the S2 
test to take place within the next twenty-four hours. That 
hadn’t come as a surprise, after what he had discovered, 
but he really needed to see Commander Atanian to share 
his opinions on the matter. 

John paced a few moments and then walked away. 
He rationalized that even if he did force an audience with 
the Commander, he would not likely be in much of a state 
to listen to what he had to say. Dr. Hoelscher decided to 
come back in the morning. He decided to refocus his 
efforts on helping Lina with the data recovery, which if he 
was guessing correctly, would help prove his theory true. 

 
 
It was about noon the next day when Dr. Hoelscher 

finally got his audience with the red-eyed Commander. He 
and Dr. Wells sat in the twin chairs facing Matt’s 
desk. Matt regarded them with the same interest that a 
lizard regards the rest of the world. He quickly began 
to sober up as he listened to his two technicians tell him 
what they had learned. 

“I’m sorry, can you repeat that?” Matt asked, 
swallowing two aspirin and chasing them with a chilled 
glass of iced tea. 
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Dr. Hoelscher nodded and spoke again, “When I took 
the security team down to the MAGI-04 storage facility, we 
found two bodies hidden in a floor panel near a terminal 
junction. Both had been shot once, through the head, and 
placed there.” 

“Okay, so that’s great. We can add murder to 
everything else Bertovich did. It’s not like he was going 
to win the Nobel Peace Prize this year anyway,” Matt said 
gruffly. 

“Well, yes, Bertovich most likely killed these two men, 
but there might possibly be just cause behind it,” Dr. 
Hoelscher responded. 

“Oh? I’d love to hear the just cause for hurting our 
kids. Because from where I’m sitting, that’s what he did, 
and I frankly don’t care if the men he killed were Stalin and 
Hitler, because I want still want his head for that!” Matt 
growled. 

Dr. Wells looked to Dr. Hoelscher and then spoke, 
“We don’t think Special Inspector Bertovich was 
responsible for the attack on the simulation.” 

“Oh? And I’m assuming you have some sort of proof 
of his innocence?” Matt said dismissively. 

Dr. Hoelscher tossed two open manila folders on the 
desk, each contained a picture paper clipped to some 
documentation. “Here’s the lowdown on our two bodies. 
Len Nakrifs, chief computer programmer and technician 
for NERV-02, and Special Inspector Richard Palmer, 
Bertovich’s counterpart at NERV-02. Between the pair, 
they have all the skills necessary to break into the MAGI-
04 storage facility, black out the security systems, 
reprogram the MAGI-04, and input the psyche attack 
program.” 

Matt looked over the folders and weighed this 
information, “Maybe Bertovich was working with these two 
and then he betrayed them. Seems to me that escaping 
would be a lot easier if it’s only one person versus three.” 

Dr. Hoelscher took that in and tilted his head from left 
to right before speaking, “Well, I can’t discount it, but it 
doesn’t seem to make sense. I mean, if Bertovich was 
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working for NERV-02, why send Palmer too? It’s 
redundant and very damaging if all three were caught.” 

“Well, I don’t think Bertovich had any intentions of 
getting caught,” Matt added. 

“There’s also the matter of the lost security footage,” 
Dr. Wells said, handing her tablet PC with the lost footage 
cued up for viewing over to Matt. 

Matt took the PC and he watched Palmer and Nakrifs 
apparently fiddling with the security locks, opening the 
door and entering the storage facility. After about 
five minutes, Jason comes to the door, inspects the 
security locks, then opens the door. There is another 
couple minutes of footage of the door then Matt heard the 
cleaned up audio of two gunshots followed by a light 
crash. Finally, after three more minutes, Jason exits and 
walks off. Matt handed the PC back to Dr. Wells and 
steeped his fingers to his chin. “Maybe, he let them into 
the facility and then after they did their task he killed them 
to clean up after himself.” 

“Commander, I think you’re letting your emotions 
hamper your common sense,” Dr. Hoelscher opined. “If 
that was the case, there would be no need for Palmer to 
be there. Bertovich would’ve just let in Dr. Nakrifs, so he 
could’ve done his reprogramming. If Bertovich was aiding 
them, why would he have them waste valuable time 
having to override the storage facility locks and the 
security system. He would’ve done that himself.” 

Matt frowned slightly and then spoke, “I’m sorry, as 
much as I respect your skills and expertise, I think you’re 
trying too diligently to prove your friend’s innocence. The 
simple fact is that no matter what happened down there 
between NERV-02’s operatives and Mr. Bertovich, the fact 
remains that after it was over, Mr. Bertovich fled 
the facility, he took Bill Gelinas with him, and he 
presumably just delivered a very shaken young man into 
the clutches of some people who are about to put him right 
back in the cockpit of something that could very well 
permanently hurt him. If you can explain why he did that 
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and how it was supposed to help us, I would welcome it. 
Can you?” 

Drs. Hoelscher and Wells shifted uncomfortably in 
their seats. Both looked to each other and then back to the 
waiting Matt. The red light above the door flashed. A 
moment later, the door opened before Matt gave 
permission, which surprised all three. 

Standing in the doorway was a lanky Japanese man 
wearing a wrinkled shirt with a loosened tie, his long hair 
tied in a ponytail and random sprigs of stubble littering his 
chin. The man smiled and gave a small wave, “I think I 
might be able to answer that question.” 

Matt stood up from his seat and looked to the man 
with angered surprise. “And who the hell might you be? I 
ask this, despite seeing that you can apparently hear our 
conversations and break into my office at will, 
and therefore I’m assuming I’m not going to like the 
answer.” 

The man continued to smile and gave a half-hearted 
little bow, “My apologies. My name is Special Inspector 
Ryoji Kaji. I believe you are familiar with me through our 
mutual acquaintance.” 

Matt’s eyes narrowed into a stone cold glare. Dr. 
Hoeslcher nervously shifted again in his seat, afraid that 
he may become collateral damage by being in between 
Matt and the mysterious Kaji. 

Kaji held his hands out in front of him as if trying to 
defuse the situation. “I’m sure I’m not a popular guy with 
you right now, possibly even less so than Jay, but I’m 
hoping you’ll hold back any violent tendencies until I have 
a chance to answer some of the questions I’m sure you 
have.” 

Matt continued to glare, there was an audible cracking 
of knuckles as Matt’s hands slowly balled themselves into 
fists. Dr. Wells prepared to duck if Matt decided to fling 
himself over the desk and at Kaji like some sort of 
feral jungle cat. 

What followed next was possibly the least expected 
thing that any of them thought they would hear. A 
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distinctive slurping sound, that of a someone sucking on a 
straw inserted in a fast food cup, trying to milk the few last 
precious drops of liquid refreshment. The person making 
that sound entered the room and that person was Bill 
Gelinas. 

Bill was wearing a Souvenir T-shirt from Las Vegas, 
the iconic sign splashed across his chest. He had his 
duffle bag slung over his shoulder and he played a little 
with the straw and the cup in hopes of tapping a new 
reserve of beverage. 

Matt looked positively stupefied. Suddenly he was no 
longer sure what he was to do next. Drs. Hoeslcher 
and Wells looked equally confused, though somewhat 
relieved by this development. 

“Wha..? Who…? How…? WHY?!?” Matt managed to 
blurt out in quick succession. 

Kaji looked to Bill, who had finally given up on his 
drink and had tossed the cup into the small trashcan 
sitting near the door, and nudged him slightly. Bill looked 
back to Kaji and then turned to Matt, “Sorry, about bailing 
earlier. I kinda… um… I needed to get away.” 

“Are you okay? Has he hurt you in any way?” Matt 
asked slowly, trying to gauge the situation better. 

Bill arched his eyebrows in surprise. “Hurt 
me? Kaji? Nah, he’s cool. He treated me to burgers at 
Mandalay Bay before he got me back here.” 

Matt sagged slightly, feeling very confused. “What 
happened with you and Special Inspector Bertovich?” 

“Oh, Jay? No, he didn’t do anything to me. He saw 
me leaving and we ended up having a talk. He listened to 
what happened in the simulation and when I said I was 
quitting, he asked me if that was what I really wanted.” 

“Did you?” Matt asked. 
Bill weighed this question for a moment, “I wasn’t sure 

at the time. I felt really confused about a lot of things and I 
told him that. He offered to take me away to clear my 
head, said that when he got all muddled in the head, he 
liked to take his mind off the hook for a day or so. He 
ended up chartering a private jet and we flew to Vegas.” 
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“He took a 16 year old kid to Vegas?” Dr. Wells asked 
incredulously. 

“He’s not a saint,” Kaji said with a chuckle. 
“Bill, what happened out there? Did he take you 

anyplace, well, anyplace like here?” Matt asked. 
“No. We watched some football down at Caesar’s 

Palace sports book and then he showed me the Luxor. 
Oh, and then we had steaks at the Bellagio the size of 
your head. He got me a suite at The Mirage and that’s 
about it,” Bill answered, pausing between destinations 
named to sort his thoughts. 

“That’s it? Nothing weird of unusual?” Matt 
interrogated softly. 

Bill weighed this question more thoughtfully. “Well, 
after he checked me in, he asked me for a set of my 
clothes and then told me, ‘Bill, I’m going to go out for 
awhile. My card will cover any room service and movies so 
knock yourself out. Tomorrow morning a guy named Kaji 
is gonna pick you up and bring you home.’ He then gave 
me a code word and said that if anyone came to the door 
and didn’t give the code word to call hotel security. That’s 
the last I saw of him.” 

“Code word?” 
“Melon,” Kaji supplied with a grin. 
Matt turned back to Bill. “He took some of your 

clothes?” he asked, suspicious. 
“Yeah, my Scout Uniform. Kinda weird, but seriously, 

for helping me get away for a night I would’ve given him 
my whole duffle bag,” Bill said. He then shifted a little with 
nervous energy, “Um, how’re Kenny and the girls? I kinda 
want to see them.” 

Matt was taken aback a little by the sudden shift in 
conversation. He was so focused on being furious over 
what happened to his kids that he hadn’t given their actual 
conditions much thought. “Um…” 

“Kenny is doing much better from yesterday. He’s 
might be awake now, if you want to see him,” Dr. Wells 
interjected. 

“What about Nicole and Kirstin?” Bill asked. 
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Dr. Wells’ face grew a little sad, but behind the 
sadness was a glimmer of hope. “They’ll need a lot of 
special attention for awhile, but we’re going to work very 
hard to help them and Sarah. Bill, you didn’t do anything 
wrong and you shouldn’t blame yourself. By acting as you 
did, you made it possible for us to get to them and we’re 
all very thankful for what you did.” 

In spite the assurance, Bill sagged his shoulders 
slightly, but he nodded in understanding. “I think… I think I 
would like to see Kenny, at least.” 

Dr. Wells nodded and smiled warmly, “I’ll alert Dr. Lin 
that we’ll be paying a visit down to the medical wing.” She 
walked over to Bill and led him out of Matt’s office, leaving 
Dr. Hoeslcher, Matt, and Kaji. Matt turned to Kaji, who in 
return smiled again. “What exactly is going on here?” Matt 
asked. 

Kaji slipped his hands into his pockets. “I’m a little 
pressed for time and I’m not exactly at liberty to divulge 
everything, but here’s what I can tell you. Whether you 

choose to believe me or not is up to you, but please note 
that your boy is back safe and sound, so I’m hoping you’ll 
at least entertain what I’m saying.” 

Matt nodded slowly and retook his seat. Kaji kept his 
hands in his pockets and leaned slightly against the far 
wall. He looked to Dr. Hoeslcher and then appeared to be 
weighing something in his mind. After a couple moments 
of silence, he spoke, “Things got really fucked up, 
Commander. Trust me, there’s no one more sorry that 
your kids got caught in the crossfire than me. Hawley 
jumped the gun big time, and by the time I could alert Jay 
to it, the attack was already launched. When Jay informed 
me that he wasn’t able to stop the attack before dealing 
with Hawley’s agents, I advised him of the course he took. 

“Jay contacted Hawley and offered to bring him the 
best remaining pilot candidate. In exchange, Hawley 
would cease any further covert attacks on NERV-01. Jay 
then brought Bill to Vegas to give the appearance of 
bringing Bill to NERV-02. I rendezvoused with Bill at Jay’s 
drop off point from which point I lost contact with Jay.” 



 

   496 

“But, why? Why would Hawley sabotage us like that?” 
Matt asked. 

“He wanted your kids, or at least as many as he could 
get. If he sabotaged your operations, he could demand 
their transfer and knowing that you would not turn them 
over, he was counting on having NERV use military force 
to storm in and take them, at any cost. Jay discovered this 

and acted to try and avoid further harm,” Kaji answered. 
“Sounds plausible. It fits with what we could gather 

from the security footage,” Dr. Hoelscher chimed in. Matt 
shifted his eyes to the engineer and gave a slightly 
annoyed look. 

“Okay, so if what you’re saying is all true, where is he 
now?” Matt asked Kaji. 

Kaji shrugged. “I lost contact with him after he last 
contacted me with the rendezvous time and drop off 
point. I can only assume he is somehow interacting with 
NERV-02, but how exactly, I’m not sure. Right now, he’s 
acting of his own accord,” Kaji answered. A moment later, 
his pocket rang loudly and he pulled a small cell phone 
from his pocket. He opened it and gave no greeting. He 
listened for a few moments and suddenly his face went 
ashen. He continued to listen and looked to Matt, “My 
god.” 

“What? What’s wrong?!” Matt queried worriedly. 
“Hawley went through with the S2 test even without 

his pilot of choice,” Kaji answered, still listening to his 
phone. 

“And…?” Dr. Hoelscher asked. 
“It’s gone,” Kaji replied. 
“What’s gone?” Matt asked confused. 
Kaji snapped the phone shut and looked Matt dead in 

the eyes with a serious expression, "NERV-02. It's 
completely gone. Everything within a 89 KM radius of the 
facility has vanished from the face of the Earth.” 

“Dear God…” Dr. Hoelscher gasped. 
Matt was about to express his disbelief when alarms 

began sounding. He picked up the phone on his desk that 
was a direct connection to the main control room. “Status 
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update? How big a radius? Okay, turn off the damn alarm, 
but maintain alert status. Inform me when any more news 
is available.” He hung up the phone and looked back to 
Kaji. 

“As impossible as I wish your report could have been, 
Mr. Kaji,” Matt said with little emotion, “it seems we have 
confirmation through more official channels.” He then 
reached into his desk for a remote control and pointed at 
the large monitor on the wall Kaji was leaning on. After 
fiddling with a few buttons, the screen came to life with 
feed from the main control room's monitors... and all any 
attempts to bring up video feed from the Nevada branch 
resulted in was static. Status readouts along the bottom of 
the screen transcribed attempts to communicate with 
anyone at NERV-02, and all such attempts went 
unanswered. Matt then brought up a wide angle satellite 
view next, which showed most of the Western United 
States, and the middle of Nevada featured a large blight: 
rapidly dissipating concentric rings of red smoke, and in 
the center a brightly glowing radiation that was beginning 
to dim. It was hard to comprehend the scale of it, but Matt 
knew intellectually that once the area was clear, the 
resulting crater would be easily visible from orbit. Matt 
dropped the remote on the desk and slumped back in his 
chair. 

“My god, all those personnel, those pilot candidates, 
hell, the nearby cities full of civilians!” Hoelscher 
exclaimed, unable to comprehend the devastation he was 
seeing. “Sweet God in Heaven, what happened?” 

“We don’t know. Everything is extremely confused 
now,” Kaji answered. “Commander, I wish I could stay 
and answer questions all day, but I believe the timetable 
has been moved forward exponentially. Delivering Bill was 
not the only reason I came here personally. There are 
items Jay left for me in care of the facility and I need to 
locate them immediately if I’m going to be able to fulfill my 
deal with him.” 

“Wait, what things? What deal?” Matt asked, 
confused. 



 

   498 

“Jason’s aid in my goals was dependent on one thing 
and one thing only. He would only help me if I guaranteed 
the safety of the Pilot Candidates and as many NERV-01 
personnel as possible. That is now in serious jeopardy if 
we do not locate the items he was to leave here in care of 
this facility. He said that he left them in care of a young 
man, I believe named Kenny,” Kaji answered, tension 
creeping in on his previously cool demeanor. 

Matt looked at Kaji’s serious expression. He picked up 
the red phone on his desk again, and this time pressed 
the hot key for Dr. Wells. A moment later, Dr. Wells’ voice 
came back over the tiny speaker, “Commander? Are the 
reports true?” 

“I'm afraid I don't have time for that right now, Doctor. 
Are you and Bill with Kenny now?” Matt asked. 

“We had just walked into his room when the alert 
sounded,” Dr. Wells answered. 

Matt could hear conversation going on behind her. 
“Is Kenny awake?” Matt asked. 
“Yes. He and Bill are talking. Commander, what is 

going on?” Dr. Wells asked, almost pleadingly. 
Matt wished he could take the time to reassure her, 

but even if he had the time he wasn't entirely sure at 
present that reassurances would be anything but lies. 
“Can you please put Kenny on the comm? I need to talk to 
him,” Matt responded, still eying Kaji, unsure if he was 
doing the right thing at the moment. 

“Commander, is it really necessity? I think we should 
leave the boys be for the moment…” Dr. Wells asked 
worriedly. 

“I need to insist, I’m afraid. I think Kenny might have 
information that is of vital importance to everyone and time 
is apparently of the essence. Please put him on,” Matt 
said, keeping his tone even and cool. 

There was silence for a moment and then Matt heard 
some quiet rustling as the phone was handed about. 
A moment later, the tired and quiet voice of Kenny came 
over the speaker, “Is it true what they say is happening, 
Commander Atanian?” 
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Matt winced at hearing his formal title. He really 
preferred the kids all call him Matt, but he decided to forgo 
correcting the boy, not that it would do much good anyway 
since Kenny almost refused to use anything but polite, 
formal speech unless the situation was dire. He also felt a 
pang of guilt over brushing off Kenny's concern for the 
moment, but time was of the essence. “Kenny, I was 
informed that Mr. Bertovich, the Special Inspector, had left 
something in your care. I’m sorry, but it is very important 
that we locate it immediately. Can you tell me what he left 
with you and where it is?” 

There was an awkward pause. Matt tapped the phone 
a few times to make sure line had not gone dead. 
“Kenny?” 

“Commander, I’m sorry, but I never spoke to Special 
Inspector Bertovich. We only ever met in passing and I 
really have no idea what this item that was supposedly left 
with me could be,” Kenny answered.  

Kenny's genuinely confused tone gave Matt the 
impression that he was very much telling the truth. He 
eyed Kaji again who arched a confused eyebrow in 
response. 

“You’re positive that no one left anything with you for 
safekeeping? It might not have been Mr. Bertovich 
personally, but maybe someone else,” Matt asked. 

“I’m sorry, Commander, but no one has asked me to 
do that. I really wish I could help, but I really have no 
idea,” Kenny answered, his tone conveying how badly he 
wished he could be helping. 

Matt’s shoulders sagged more as he closed his eyes 
and sighed quietly. “Okay, Kenny, Thank you for your 
help. Please get some rest,” Matt said gently. 

“Okay, Commander,” Kenny replied. 
Matt sighed. Kenny had nothing, and Matt did not 

know what to do next. He frowned as he began to hang up 
the phone. But before Matt could place the phone down, 
Kenny’s voice came through the ear piece again. Matt 
could faintly hear it over the distance between the phone 
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and his ear. “Oh, and Comman… Matthew… Thank you 
very much for the flowers.” 

Matt's hand halted, the phone mere centimeters from 
being placed back on its receiver. Slowly, almost as if 
hypnotized, he brought the phone back to his ear. 
“What flowers, Kenny?” 

“The flowers you left for me. The nurse said they were 
left there yesterday. The card said that you sent them,” 
Kenny answered, again his tone was very confused. 

“Kenny, are the flowers still there?” Matt queried. 
“Yes,” Kenny answered slowly. 
“Kenny, will you please read me the card. I know it 

sounds odd, but I think it might be important,” Matt asked, 
trying not to sound urgent or rushed. 

There was another pause as Kenny placed the comm 
down on his end and he pulled the card from the little 
envelope attached to the small vase. A moment later, he 
came back on and said, “The card reads, ‘Kenny, I’m very 
sorry for this. Thank you. Matt,’ Oh, and...” 

“What, Kenny?” Matt prompted. 
“I don't know why I didn't notice this before, perhaps I 

was still groggy when I first looked at the card? But under 
your name is a series of numbers and letters.” 

“Can you please read them to me, Kenny?” Matt 
asked. 

“It reads, ‘LTSLV4L713’. That’s all,” Kenny answered. 
“LTSLV4L713,” Matt repeated as he scrawled it 

across his desk blotter calendar. “Thank you, 
Kenny. That’s exactly what we needed to know. You did 
great, Kenny. When you recover, I’m going to take you all 
out for the best meal in town.” Matt then hung the phone 
up and looked at the letters and numbers he just 
scrawled down. 

“What is that?” Kaji asked, looking down at the 
same scrawl. 

“It was a message to me from Jay. He left it in care of 
Kenny, just like he said he did. This is where your items 
are,” Matt answered. 
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Dr. Hoelscher looked down at the scrawl and looked 
back to Matt. Both nodded in understanding and spoke at 
the same time, “Long Term Storage, Level 4, Locker 713.” 

Matt stood up from his seat and led the others from 
his office. Matt led, with Kaji and Dr. Hoelscher behind him 
walking abreast of each other. A short while later, they 
were in the Long Term Storage facility, a place where 
supplies and personal items were stored in case of a 
prolonged emergency lockdown. 

Matt followed the signs above the aisles and 
eventually brought them to the row of storage lockers, 
each two foot by two foot stacked four high. Matt walked 
down the row checking the numbers until he came to 
locker 713. There was a key card lock in place so that only 
the person who owned the locker or security personnel 
could open it. Matt swiped his card and used 
his authorization override code. There was an audible click 
as the lock tumblers opened. A moment later, the locker’s 
door popped open slightly. 

Matt swung the door open wider and looked 
inside. Even for a small space, it looked sparse. Inside 
there was what appeared to be a small laptop computer 
with some cables still attached and a large box with a lid, 
like those used to store files. Matt pulled out the computer 
and the cables dangled haphazardly from it. Matt took a 
closer look and realized that there was a small splattering 
of red on the metal casing. He handed the computer to Dr. 
Hoelscher and then reached for the box. 

Matt set the document box down on the floor and 
knelt down next to it. All three peered down as he lifted the 
lid. Inside were little blue books, hundreds of them, neatly 
bundled together in stacks, held with rubber bands. There 
also appeared to be two or three mini-discs, no larger than 
the size of an Eisenhower silver dollar. Kaji picked up one 
of the discs and pulled out a small device from 
his pocket. He inserted the disc into the device and stared 
at it. 

Matt unbundled one of the rubber banded bunches 
and examined one of the little blue booklets. It was 
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a passport. He recognized the face in the picture as one of 
the medical personnel, a nurse by the name of Angela 
Manors, but the passport in his hand said her name was 
Anako Manners. It was a forgery, but a very convincing 
forgery. 

Under the bundles of passports, there were additional 
bundles of forged documents – birth certificates, drivers’ 
licenses, even credit cards. Matt rifled through them and 
then looked up at Kaji who was grinning broadly. “What is 
on the disc, Kaji?” 

“Jay’s contingency plan. Basically he managed to 
secure new identities for pretty much every person in the 
facility. New identities as well as instructions on how to get 
to a secured location he had set up in case of the worst 
case scenario.” Kaji then pushed a button on the 
device and place it back into his pocket. He reach into his 
other pocket and pulled out his phone. He pushed a button 
and held the phone to his ear. After a moment, he spoke, 
“Kaji. Delta, Omega, Alpha, Epsilon, Omega, Omega, Six, 
Eight, Three,” He then paused for a moment and 
listened. He frowned and then continued, “Evac Level 
Three. NERV-01. Data to Follow. Priority Code 
Red. Authorization Kaji Beta Sigma Alpha One Nine Two.” 

Kaji then snapped his phone shut and looked to 
Matt. “Commander, I need a word with you, in private.” 

Matt turned to Dr. Hoeslcher, “John, would you please 
give us a moment?” 

John shrugged, “Sure, I’m going to take this computer 
to the lab and analyze its contents. I suspect this belonged 
to our departed friends Nakrif and Palmer.” John then 
walked away, leaving Matt and Kaji alone standing over 
a box of illicit documents. 

“So, what’s going to happen? What do we do next?” 
Kaji frowned and then spoke, “Commander, In a little 

under three hours time, NERV and SEELE are going to 
launch a operation in which every person in this facility will 
be killed and their presence here erased. EVA Unit-03 will 
be seized and transported to Japan. The official story that 
will be disseminated through the rank and file will be that 
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your government, after seeing what happened to NERV-
02, will demand that EVA Unit-03 be removed from their 
sovereign borders and transferred to Tokyo-3 immediately 
in order to prevent further incidents.” 

“I see,” Matt said calmly. “Of course, if Tokyo-3 wants 
Unit-03, they can have it. Frankly, we’re glad to wash out 
hands of it. There’s no need for them to seize it by deadly 
force.” 

“Unfortunately, the last thing NERV and SEELE wants 
is witnesses. It’s simply easier and more efficient to wipe 
out the entire facility and issue an official lie than try and 
negotiate the silence of every person here,” Kaji 
explained. 

Matt frowned, “I guessed it was something like 
that. Jay said we sold our collective souls when we 
allowed NERV and SEELE to come into existence. He 
was a prophet, that one.” 

“So, in exactly, one hour, my people are going to 
evacuate the facility and, using the data Jay left us along 
with the documents here, we’re going to help hide as 
many people as we can from those bastards. Their lives 
as they knew them will be effectively over, but at least 
they won't be dead. That’s the best I can promise you,” 
Kaji said, a serious look of determination on his face. 

Matt nodded and studied Kaji for a moment. He 
frowned and then spoke, “There’s more, isn’t there?” 

“We can’t evacuate everyone, at least not without 
running the risk of getting caught by NERV’s and SEELE’s 
forces. There needs to be at least a token resistance cell 
left behind to buy the evacuees some additional time. It’s 
pretty much a suicide mission because the other side will 
not be taking prisoners,” Kaji explained. 

Matt listened. When Kaji finished, Matt closed his 
eyes and took a deep breath through his nostrils. “I 
understand. I will procure that resistance and I will stay 
behind to buy you the time your people need to get those 
kids out of here.” Matt then placed his slightly 
trembling hand on Kaji’s shoulder. “Please make sure that 
every Pilot Candidate and all female personnel make it out 
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of here safely. I recommend placing Drs. Lin and Wells 
and Field Commander Porter in charge of this operation 
once they’re set up in their new location.” 

“Women and Children first, eh? A bit old fashioned, 
isn't it?” 

“And they say chivalry is dead," Matt replied with a 
grin that utterly failed to hide that he was resigning himself 
to his fate. 

“A man after my own heart,” Kaji retorted with an 
equally grim smile. 

“I’m going to ask for volunteers to help buy you time, 
but I’m not going to force anyone to stay. If any of my 
people, men or women want to leave this place, you get 
them to safety, you hear me?” Matt stated seriously. 

Kaji nodded and bent down to pick up the document 
box. He then walked away with it, briefly looking back to 
Matt, “Be seeing you, Commander.” 

Matt watched as Kaji turned a corner and 
disappeared. “Doubtful,” he whispered to himself. He 
then looked up to the ceiling above and imagined he could 
see the blue sky of Massachusetts, “I don’t know if you 
hear us at all or if you’ve entirely washed your hands of 
the human race, but if you can indulge me in one tiny 
miracle, please keep Sarah and those kids safe. I’d like to 
go to Hell knowing that I at least did one thing right.” 

A moment passed and he too walked away from the 
lockers in hopes of finding those few men willing to throw 
away their lives in a hopeless cause. 

 
 
Two hours later, Matt found himself sitting alone in his 

office. He reflected on how he had sat here just a scant 
few days ago having a heated conversation with 
Sarah. How he longed to be back there, facing her angry 
combative glare. 

He didn’t see her as she was evacuated. He didn’t 
know what to say. He could only hide in his office and 
watch her through the security cameras. He watched as 
she and Dr. Lin followed behind the gurneys that 
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transported her sisters to wherever they were going to. He 
could only pray that one day those girls would be okay and 
that Sarah would find happiness of her own. He knew that 
she and the two doctors were the right ones to keep his 
people and most importantly his kids safe. 

He knew it was going to be hard going at first, 
especially for Sarah considering everything else that she 
would be dealing with, but he also knew that they would 
adjust. He also knew that one day NERV and SEELE 
would be unnecessary and maybe on that day the world 
would regain some semblance of sanity. 

Still his thoughts lingered on Sarah. She was a fine 
co-commander and she did truly care for the kids as much 
as he did, which is why he admired her so much, despite 
her lack of enthusiasm with working with him. He 
wondered that if in another time and place if they might 
have eventually found something between them. He then 
snickered and shook his head sadly at that silly thought. 

He decided to stop focusing on the recent past and 
instead focus on the upcoming future. In less than 
an hour, he and fifteen volunteers would have to try and 
hold off a highly trained force of US Black Ops soldiers 
backed by SEELE and NERV. Sixteen men in all, 
technicians and security personnel mostly, most of them 
with no real combat experience. 

Their numbers were originally seventeen. Dr. 
Hoelscher had volunteered to stay behind with Matt, even 
going as far as kissing Dr. Wells one last time, confirming 
what Matt always suspected -- that they were an item and 
probably had been for some time. In the end, as Dr. 
Hoelscher gave the analyzed laptop to Kaji, Matt 
requested that Kaji take Dr. Hoelscher onto his 
team. Considering all he knew about what NERV-02 had 
done to sabotage NERV-01, he knew that his skills would 
be better served helping Kaji undermine NERV 
and SEELE rather than staying here to be target practice 
for some soldier. Dr. Hoeslcher protested, and Matt was 
touched by the man's show of loyalty, but in the end that 
loyalty demanded he follow Matt's order to leave. He 
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reluctantly left with Kaji, knowing that it was the last time 
they would ever grace each other’s presence. 

Matt turned on the large monitor on the wall and 
watched as his volunteers prepared for the incoming 
intrusion. He watched with interest as a young member of 
the security team named of Dan Wellington appeared to 
be jury-rigging several propane tanks into… 
something. Considering the number of times he had been 
put on report for fire related incidents, Matt was glad he 
was on their side. 

He flipped through more channels and observed his 
men. Men like Derek Provost, lovingly nicknamed ‘The 
Leprechaun,’ a slightly oversexed technician who was 
currently spending his last moments loading clips into 
rifles whilst ogling Miss November in the magazine he 
carried in his other hand. Men like Mark Albert who was 
quietly manning the front entrance and who would give the 
first signal when the attack began. Each of them were men 
of honor and courage and he was grateful for their 
service... but also he was loathing himself for putting them 
in a situation that everyone knew was unsurvivable. He 
turned off the monitor and got up to join them. 

As he walked to his door, he paused. He strained his 
ears and listened as he was sure he had heard 
something. He turned his head to the ceiling and realized 
that he could hear movement up there. He 
nervously reached into his coat and pulled out a service 
revolver, wondering if SEELE was opting for a sneak 
attack as opposed to a full on assault. 

The metal vent from his ceiling clanged loudly and fell 
to the floor with crash of metal. Matt pointed the revolver 
to the hole where the vent had been. A hand holding a 
white handkerchief emerged, waving fervently. Matt 
lowered the revolver and called out, “Who are you? Friend 
or foe?” 

A moment later Jay Bertovich dropped down into the 
room and held both hands up to show he was not holding 
a weapon. “Depends, did Kaji come through, and are you 
planning on using that on me?” 
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Matt looked at Jay and studied him. His clothes were 
dirty and rumpled and there appeared to be a dried 
bloodstain on his lower left torso. His breathing was 
slightly labored and he appeared to be in 
discomfort. Despite that, he still wore that same smug 
smirk that had been his calling card for all the time they 
had knew each other. “You’re lucky you didn’t show up 
three hours ago, otherwise I would’ve shot you in the 
spine and then let Sarah take her time finishing you off.” 

“Ouch,” He said, smirking, “I take it that Kaji came 
through then?" 

“They’re all gone to wherever your secret hidey hole 
is. It’s just you, me, and about fifteen men,” Matt 
answered. 

“Thank god,” Jay said with a look of genuine relief. 
“Don’t be too thankful, you arrived just in time to get 

killed by our government in an attempt to cover up 
whatever thing that SEELE and NERV felt needed 
covering up,” Matt deadpanned. 

“Yeah, I’m always the victim of bad timing. Well, 
except when it came to NERV-02. Guess this is Karma 
balancing itself,” Jay mused, sitting himself down on a 
chair facing Matt’s desk. 

Matt retook his seat. “I'll admit, when we heard about 
what happened in Nevada, I was worried you'd been 
killed. What happened at NERV-02, Jay? It was wiped off 
the face of the Earth. Was that you?” 

Jay shook his head, “You got me. I had managed to 
get out and was commandeering a helicopter 
when something just sucked NERV-02 into the sand. I 
assume something went wrong with the S2 Engine test, 
but who the hell knows. Maybe SEELE and NERV double-
crossed them just like us. I just don’t know.” 

“So what were you doing at NERV-02? It wasn’t 
delivering Bill, so what were you doing there, if you don’t 
mind divulging,” Matt asked, He reached into the mini 
fridge under his desk and pulled out a chilled pitcher of 
iced tea and two chilled glasses. He filled both of 
them and offered one to Jason. 
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Jay graciously accepted it and took a short sip. He 
licked his lips and smiled, “That’s pretty good.” 

“Thanks. Sorry I can't offer you something more 
potent for your final drink.” 

“It's fine,” Jason assured him. He smirked. “As much 
as it might be nice to be otherwise, probably better to stay 
clear headed for what is coming.” He took another sip and 
set the glass down. “Anyway, I had unfinished 
business there and I took care of it. Me and Mr. Hawley 
had some things to iron out.” 

“I assume you took care of it the same way you took 
care of Nakrif and Palmer?” Matt asked unemotionally. 

“They hurt Nicole and her sister. I settled the 
balance,” Jay said, eyes sparking briefly with anger. He 
then took another sip and winced slightly. “I almost missed 
this little party you’re throwing here. They nearly punched 
my ticket then and there.” Jay then lifted his shirt slightly 
and showed the large gauze pad that was hastily taped to 
his lower left torso. There was a dark red stain soaking 
through and he weakly smiled as he lowered his shirt. 

“Can I ask a weird question?” Matt asked. 
“Sure, I’ll try and give a weird answer,” Jay responded. 
“Why did you take Bill’s Scout uniform?” Matt queried, 

still not sure if he really wanted to hear the answer. 
“Just my own twisted sense of humor. They were 

expecting me to show up with a Scout, so I did. Well, 
kinda,” Jay said with a sheepish smile. 

“Kinda?” 
“Well, I showed up with a blow-up doll dressed in Bill’s 

Uniform. Vegas is a great town, let me tell you. You can 
get anything at three in the morning. Hawley was 
mighty pissed about that,” Jay laughed and then winced 
again. He coughed harshly, covering his mouth with his 
fist. He pulled his hand away and stared mournfully at the 
splattering of blood he had spit on his fist. 

“You didn't have to come back, you know,” Matt 
said. “Could have found a nice, quiet spot to ride this out, 
gotten yourself some medical attention.” 
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Jason coughed again, and looked at his glass. “I'm 
starting to wish you did have something a bit stronger to 
offer,” he said. “Oh well, can't be helped.” He looked up at 
Matt for a moment, but then looked down before he could 
bring himself to answer Matt's implied question. “I owed 
you an explanation,” he quietly said. He sipped the 
remaining contents of his glass, and slowly put it down. 
Matt couldn't see that the rim of the glass was stained red. 

“Jason, my friend,” Matt said, “we’re about 
thirty minutes out from the invasion. I should probably join 
the others, and I would consider it an honor to have you at 
my side.” Matt then finished the last of his own iced tea in 
two steady gulps. 

Jay coughed once more, this time not bothering to 
cover his mouth. Blood trickled down the corner of his 
mouth. He grimaced and then smiled weakly. “Yeah, about 
that. Looks like I’m going on ahead to scout out Hell. Tell 
you what, I’ll tell them all that you’re coming. That’ll give 
them something to really be worried about.” Jay then 
closed his eyes. 

Matt frowned. Just a few hours ago he had wanted to 
personally kill this man and now he was playing witness to 
his last moments, and silently grieving it. Jay opened his 
eyes again and reached into his pocket. He pulled out a 
small device, similar to the one Kaji had carried. Jay 
pressed a few buttons and then looked to Matt and 
smirked, “Leave ‘em on a song…” 

Jay closed his eyes, let the breath leave his body, and 
few moments later, the tiny speaker on the device came to 
life with the mellow sound of Frank Sinatra crooning his 
rendition of Fly Me to the Moon. Matt couldn’t help but 

grin. He went to the coat rack in the corner of his office 
and put on his black trench coat and placed his wide 
brimmed black fedora on his head. 

Matt took one final look at his office, with Frank 
continuing to fill the air with his smooth voice. His eyes fell 
upon Jason. “See you soon,” he said. He shut off the lights 
and closed the door behind him. 
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—————————————————————————— 
 
“So, what did you think, Mr. Atanian?” Kenny asked 

as the screen went dark and the disc ended. 
Matt stood there, still staring at the blank screen. He 

placed his hand to his chin and gave the question some 
thought. After a moment, he spoke, “The ending was 
confusing and utterly depressing. So, it definitely was 
an Evangelion-type universe, but…”  

Matt paused and struggled to continued. Kenny 
looked up from his seat, “But what, Mr. Atanian?” 

“It just… it just didn’t play out like it would have if I had 
wrote it. I mean, why didn’t it play out like my fan-fic? I 
thought that was the criteria we entered into your 
computer,” Matt asked. 

“Well, the universe is a large and complicated place, 
and then there’s that whole business of free will and what 
not. No doubt, a Evangelion universe that’s exactly as you 
wrote surely exists somewhere out there in the multi-
dimensional fabric of space and time, but it could take my 
computer years or even decades to find it and create that 
snapshot. For the purpose of this experience, the 
computer is trying to find some commonalities to the 
criteria entered, if not an exact match. We can try again, if 
you like,” Kenny explained and then offered. 

Matt shook his head, “Nah, it’s okay. I at least got a 
chance to see something amazing and that’s enough for 
now. If anything it’s definitely given me some ideas on 
future chapters and if nothing else, I can avoid the 
crushing the reader under a wave of angst.” Matt then 
checked his watch and blinked. “Holy cow, I gotta get 
going, if I’m going to sneak in and get what I came for 
before my folks wake up. I should also get back to 
Japan soon, otherwise she’ll think I stood her up,” Matt 
said as he turned away to leave. 

“Mr. Atanian…?” Kenny asked, confused. 
“Long story. Long, long, LONG story. I’ll explain next 

time you come through to Japan. Promise,” Matt said over 
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his shoulder and then was gone, leaving Kenny alone 
again. 

Kenny checked his watch, blinked his eyes wearily, 
and then stifled a yawn. He should probably awaken Mr. 
Becker, if only to get him to a proper bed. Kenny sat up 
and walked to the door that led to the stairwell that led to 
the Entertainma-drome. As he opened the door, he called 
out, “Computer, light.” 

A moment later, the lab went dark, save for the tiny 
shaft of light emitted from the open doorway. Another 
moment later, it was gone. 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Kenneth Pendrell studied the black screen and 

rubbed his chin. He arched fingers together and 
leaned back in his seat, putting his hands to his mouth. He 
then looked over his shoulder and studied the white plastic 
figure that stood at attention behind him. 

“Alpha-Seven,” Kenny stated. 
“Yes, Kenneth?” the white figure asked, its voice a 

mix of English butler and digital synthesizer. 
“Can you give me your impressions of what we just 

watched?” Kenneth asked the android. 
“It appears that we have just witnessed another 

universe in which your dimensional duplicate has invented 
a device of a similar nature to your own trans-
dimensional viewerscope. Judging by the contents of your 
counterpart’s version of the laboratory, he would appear to 
be of similar intellect,” The android answered. The android 
then paused and his eyes blinked mechanically. 
“As for apparent differences, the most easily discernible 
would be that your counterpart has opted for a human 
assistant as opposed to the android workers you employ.” 

“Yes, it would appear that he also allows others 
besides his assistant to access the lab and appears to 
have an almost casual rapport with those individuals. 
What do you make of it, Alpha-Seven?” Kenneth 
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asked, still sitting back with his fingers stepped to his 
mouth. 

“It does not seem like an efficient way to run 
operations. Your methodology along with the multiple 
android workforce observing and maintaining experiments 
when you are not able has maximized the output of 
what your laboratory can produce. From a purely scientific 
standpoint, the universe in which we dwell would appear 
to be superior,” the android designated as Alpha-Seven 
responded. 

“Indeed,” Kenneth said slowly. No, it does not appear 
to be very efficient.” He then paused and tapped his 
fingers to his chin. He then slightly turned his head toward 
the android’s direction. “That’ll be all, Alpha-Seven.” 

The android nodded congenially. “Very good, sir. 
Thank you, sir.” The android then stepped away to leave 
Kenneth with his thoughts. 

Kenneth continued to sit there. His thoughts dwelled 
on his counterpart. All he could see in his mind was 
that other version of himself, and despite all the 
inefficiency and potential setbacks his human lab assistant 
had caused, he couldn’t help but focus on the quiet 
smile that his counterpart always seemed to have. He was 
a man who was content and at peace with his universe. 
This gave Kenneth pause for thought: Could he say the 
same thing of himself? 

Finally, he stirred in his seat. He then spoke, 
“Computer, please do a background data check on 
the following individuals: Matthew Atanian and Jonathon 
Becker. Also, please do a background data check on Boy 
Scout Troop 192 and the Pioneer Valley Council.” 

“Processing,” the ethereal voice of the computer 
called out above him. 

Kenny then smiled a little and wondered if he too 
would one day wear the same smile that his duplicate 
did. He was eager to find out. It was possibly the boldest 
experiment he would ever run. 

The Human Experience. 
Kenneth wondered if he was up to the challenge. 
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—————————————————————————— 
 

 
Becker was lightly snoring away in one of the sleep 

experiment chambers while Kenny sat at a desk in a 
nearby section of the laboratory, quietly scribbling some 
notes in regards to this past evening’s viewing. 
Interesting… Most interesting… There were definitely 
some things he would need to examine more closely, plus 
there were many more HMDs that had still needed 
viewing. 

The HMDs. Kenny really should file the discs away. 
He made his way back down to the Entertainma-drome, 
and entered the plush and comfortable complex. There, on 
an end table next to one of the luxury recliners, were piled 
a large number of HMD cases, identical in appearance 
to standard DVD cases except that the plastic used was a 
silvery color, almost chrome in appearance. 

Kenny gathered up as many of the cases as he could 
carry, walked them over to an empty shelving unit, and 
started placing them alphabetically onto the shelves. The 
Adventures of Aaron Munchausen, Bill Hur, A Clockwork 
Kiwi-Mocha, Dominion Mall Police, Johnnie Darko, 
Kimagure Kenny Road. He was putting Neon Genesis Boy 
Scouts away when he noticed something odd on the 

back... “Bonus features: alternate Japanese language 
audio track, storyboards, alternate endings.” 

“Alternate endings?” Kenny wondered aloud. This 
piqued his curiosity. 
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He finished filing away the last few HMDs from his 
first load, then picked up Neon Genesis Boy Scouts. He 
was about to turn around when he was startled by a voice. 

“Kenny? Are you still here?” he faintly heard. It was 
Matthew Atanian. 

Kenny left the Entertainma-drome and found Matt 
wondering around the darkened lab. “Mr. Atanian? I 
thought you’d left.” 

“I had, but there was something I’d forgotten I wanted 
to ask you,” he said. 

“I thought you were in a hurry?” Kenny reminded Matt. 
“Eh, well,” Matt pondered. “I decided it was nothing 

that couldn’t wait a few more minutes. Matt noticed the 
case in Kenny’s hand. “Still watching those?” 

“Well, I was just filing them away, when I noticed 
something interesting.” He handed the case to Matt, back 
side up. 

“Bonus features?” Matt said incredulously. 
Kenny nodded. “Care to join me?” 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 

Alternate Ending #1 

 
Jason coughed again, and looked at his glass. “I'm 

starting to wish you did have something a bit stronger to 
offer,” he said. “Oh well, can't be helped.” He looked up 
at Matt for a moment, but then looked down before he 
could bring himself to answer Matt's implied question. “I 
owed you an explanation,” he quietly said. He sipped the 
remaining contents of his glass, and slowly put it down. 
Matt couldn't see that the rim of the glass was stained red. 

“Jason, my friend,” Matt said, “we’re about thirty 
minutes out from the invasion. I should probably join the 
others, and I would consider it an honor to have you at my 
side.” Matt then finished the last of his own iced tea in two 
steady gulps. 

Jay coughed once more, this time not bothering to 
cover his mouth. Blood trickled down the corner of his 
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mouth. He grimaced and then smiled weakly. “Yeah, about 
that. Looks like I’m going on ahead to scout out Hell. Tell 
you what, I’ll tell them all that you’re coming. That’ll give 
them something to really be worried about.” Jay then 
closed his eyes. 

Matt frowned. Just a few hours ago he had wanted to 
personally kill this man and now he was playing witness to 
his last moments, and silently grieving it. Jay opened his 
eyes again and reached into his pocket. He pulled out a 
small device, similar to the one Kaji had carried. Jay 
pressed a few buttons and then looked to Matt and 
smirked, “Leave ‘em on a song…” 

Jay closed his eyes, let the breath leave his body, and 
few moments later, the tiny speaker on the device came to 
life with the eclectic synthesizers that marked the opening 
of Prince’s seminal classic 1999. 

Matt could only gasp in horror at hearing this. “Oh 
shi…” was all he managed to utter before he disintegrated 
into a mass of orangish primordial goo. 

And thus began the Third Impact. 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
Matt scratched his head. "I don't get it," he said. 
"Well," Kenny pondered, equally confused. "I suppose 

there's a reason this ending wasn't used. Shall we check 
out the next one?" 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
Alternate Ending #2 

 
 Jason coughed again, and looked at his glass. “I'm 

starting to wish you did have something a bit stronger to 
offer,” he said. “Oh well, can't be helped.” He looked up 
at Matt for a moment, but then looked down before he 
could bring himself to answer Matt's implied question. “I 
owed you an explanation,” he quietly said. He sipped the 
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remaining contents of his glass, and slowly put it down. 
Matt couldn't see that the rim of the glass was stained red. 

“Jason, my friend,” Matt said, “we’re about thirty 
minutes out from the invasion. I should probably join the 
others, and I would consider it an honor to have you at my 
side.” Matt then finished the last of his own iced tea in two 
steady gulps. 

Jay coughed once more, this time not bothering to 
cover his mouth. Blood trickled down the corner of his 
mouth. He grimaced and then smiled weakly. “Yeah, about 
that. Looks like I’m going on ahead to scout out Hell. Tell 
you what, I’ll tell them all that you’re coming. That’ll give 
them something to really be worried about.” Jay then 
closed his eyes. 

Matt frowned. Just a few hours ago he had wanted to 
personally kill this man and now he was playing witness to 
his last moments, and silently grieving it. Jay opened his 
eyes again and reached into his pocket. He pulled out a 
small device, similar to the one Kaji had carried. Jay 
pressed a few buttons and then looked to Matt and 
smirked, “Leave ‘em on a song…” 

Jay closed his eyes, let the breath leave his body, and 
few moments later, the tiny speaker on the device came to 
life. 

 
Never gonna give you up, 
Never gonna let you down. 

Never gonna run around and desert you. 
  

Never gonna make you cry, 
Never gonna say goodbye. 

 Never gonna tell a lie and hurt you. 

 
Matt grimaced at the musical stylings of Rick 

Astley. He then pulled out his service revolver and shot 
Bertovich three times in the chest and head to ensure that 
he was in fact deceased. He then fired another round into 
the device to silence it. 



 

   517 

Matt then grabbed his black fedora from the hat rack 
and looked back at Jay’s corpse with disgust. “See you in 
hell, Betrovich.” 

 
—————————————————————————— 

 
"...the Hell?" Matt asked. 
"Curiouser and curiouser," Kenny mused. He selected 

the final alternate ending with the remote. 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 
Alternate ending #3 
 
Jason coughed again, and looked at his glass. “I'm 

starting to wish you did have something a bit stronger to 

offer,” he said. “Oh well, can't be helped.” He looked up 
at Matt for a moment, but then looked down before he 
could bring himself to answer Matt's implied question. “I 
owed you an explanation,” he quietly said. He sipped the 
remaining contents of his glass, and slowly put it down. 
Matt couldn't see that the rim of the glass was stained red. 

“Jason, my friend,” Matt said, “we’re about thirty 
minutes out from the invasion. I should probably join the 
others, and I would consider it an honor to have you at my 
side.” Matt then finished the last of his own iced tea in two 
steady gulps. 

Jay coughed once more, this time not bothering to 
cover his mouth. Blood trickled down the corner of his 
mouth. He grimaced and then smiled weakly. “Yeah, about 
that. Looks like I’m going on ahead to scout out Hell. Tell 
you what, I’ll tell them all that you’re coming. That’ll give 
them something to really be worried about.” Jay then 
closed his eyes. 

Matt frowned. Just a few hours ago he had wanted to 
personally kill this man and now he was playing witness to 
his last moments, and silently grieving it. Jay opened his 
eyes again and reached into his pocket. He pulled out a 
small device, similar to the one Kaji had carried. Jay 
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pressed a few buttons and then looked to Matt and 
smirked, “Leave ‘em on a song…” 

A few moments later the music began to play. A gentle 
guitar came to life across the facility’s PA system. Jay looked 
to Matt, smiled, and begin to sing, his voice accompanying 
the music playing to everyone left in NERV-01… 

 
Some things in life are bad 

They can really make you mad 
Other things just make you swear and curse. 

When you're chewing on life's gristle 
Don't grumble, give a whistle 

And this'll help things turn out for the best... 

 
And...always look on the bright side of life... 

Always look on the light side of life... 

 
If life seems jolly rotten 

There's something you've forgotten 
And that's to laugh and smile and dance and sing. 

When you're feeling in the dumps 
Don't be silly chumps 

Just purse your lips and whistle - that's the thing. 

 
Matt found himself joining along, elsewhere other men 

listening found themselves tapping their toes to this jaunty 
tune…  

 
And...always look on the bright side of life...  

Always look on the light side of life... 
 

For life is quite absurd 
And death's the final word 

You must always face the curtain with a bow. 
Forget about your sin - give the audience a grin 

Enjoy it - it's your last chance anyhow. 
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Soon every man left found themselves joining in. 
Throwing all their nervous energy into one final outburst at 
the joy of life, no matter how little time still remained…  

 
So always look on the bright side of death 
 Just before you draw your terminal breath 

 
 Life's a piece of shit 
When you look at it 

Life's a laugh and death's a joke, it's true. 
You'll see it's all a show 

Keep 'em laughing as you go 
Just remember that the last laugh is on you. 

 
And always look on the bright side of life... 

Always look on the right side of life... 
(Come on guys, cheer up!) 

Always look on the bright side of life... 
Always look on the bright side of life... 

(Worse things happen at sea, you know.) 
Always look on the bright side of life... 
(I mean - what have you got to lose?) 

(You know, you come from nothing - you're going back to nothing.) 
(What have you lost? Nothing!) 

Always look on the right side of life... 
 

(Nothing will come from nothing, you know what they say?) 
Always look on the bright side of life... 

(Cheer up you old bugger, c'mon give us a grin!) 
(There you are, see, it's the end of the film.) 

(Incidentally, this record is available in the foyer.) 
Always look on the bright side of life... 

(Some of us have to got live as well, you know.) 
 

—————————————————————————— 
 

Kenny punched a button on the console and the 
screen went black. “No, no, sorry, these alternate 
endings are getting much too silly.” 
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Matt shrugged and then casually broke the fourth 
wall. “And now for something completely different.” 

That said, Matt made his leave once more and again 
departed for Japan. Kenny placed Neon Genesis Boy 
Scouts back on the shelf, then grabbed another handful of 

HMDs to file away. While he supposed someday he would 
have to explore the discs to their fullest, for now he made 
it a point to not look at the backs of any of the cases. 
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To Conquer the World I: 
 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
In the general area of the Horace A. Moses Scout 

Reservation, a.k.a ‘Camp Moses’, in Massachusetts, lies a 
patch of remarkably thick forest, thicker than most other 
forest in the area. The kind of forest unwary hikers step 
into without realizing and soon become utterly lost. The 
kind of forest you’d want to unwind a good piece of twine 
behind you, or have a pocket full of white pebbles to make 
a trail from, just to be on the safe side. Checking 
the position of the sun or stars is impossible due to the 
constant gloom from the thick tree cover. Compasses 
brought into this area spin lazily. Cell phones immediately 
lose reception, which is not saying much. It is 1998 after 
all. (GPS service and satellite imaging aren’t worth 
mentioning, since neither are available to the general 
public yet, but for the record neither of them would have 
been much help.) 

In the very center of this abnormal patch of trees and 
foliage, within hiking distance of the campground, a small 
cabin hides in the gloom.  

On first glance, most people would not even notice 
the cabin. If they happened to on a second or third glance, 
they would feel a cold shiver run down their spine and feel 
the urge to quickly tiptoe past. It wasn’t that the cabin was 
ugly, or that it crouched behind the trees like some 
vengeful beast that had only just succeeded in taking a cat 
nap, or that it looked as though it had grown in place like 
some huge organic toadstool. No, not at all. 

People imagine some pretty crazy things. 
Particularly when they are out in the woods. 
The cabin’s interior was far cozier with a few modern 

amenities. In one corner, a little kitchenette had been built 
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with just a bit of countertop, a sink area, a refrigerator, an 
inset wall oven, microwave, cabinets for dishware and dry 
goods, a toaster, and a breakfast island. The color 
scheme was pale woods and pastels, as if someone had 
made an effort to brighten up the place. Over the sink, 
pink and white-striped half-curtains blocked the sun’s rays 
through a small window. Not that the curtains 
were actually necessary. The thick woods outside the 
cabin made the interior rather gloomy, but the curtains 
were for effect, so they stayed up. Besides, 
they prevented bears, cougars, and local wildlife from 
peeking on the inhabitants. 

In any case, on top of the countertop, a squirrel sat 
next to a large bowl of mixed nuts. It held a walnut 
between its front paws (the squirrel, not the bowl) and 
looked like any ordinary North American Grey squirrel, 
except for the tiny maroon waistcoat it wore. The tiny vest 
had large pockets, into which had been stuffed an old 
pocket watch, complete with chain, which gave the squirrel 
a weird Lewis Carroll effect although the squirrel did not 
appear to be in any sort of hurry. From the pile of empty 
shells scattered around the squirrel, it had been there for a 
long time. 

The squirrel was listening carefully to a phone 
conversation being conducted by a woman currently 
leaning against the sink. The woman wore a Green Bay 
Packers sweater and had tied up her blond hair in a 
pony tail. According to human standards, she was rather 
scrawny and not particularly remarkable, not worth a 
second look, which made her perfect for the plan. 

She was talking to the local mechanic, something that 
had become a once a week occurrence. Which reminded 
her just why she lived in a cabin off in the woods away 
from other people. 

“…so the generator’s really toast this time. To get it 
running for you, I’d have to re-bore the shafts, replace all 
the cables, and do a full system upgrade,” the voice on the 
phone laughed in a resigned way. “Rebuilding it would 
cost more than a new one.” 
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“I need that generator,” Martha said. 

“Yeah,” the guy sighed. “You and everyone 
else stock-piling for Y2K. I can order you another, but it 
won’t be cheap.” 

“Of course,” Martha sighed. “No, this time 
get something that runs, Siegfried. Maybe something army 
surplus from 1960. None of that modern junk.” 

“I’ll see what I can find. You realize you might have to 
settle for something post-1990?” 

“Nothing with a computer chip, please,” 
Martha replied. “I’ll run squirrel-power first.” 

“Very funny,” Siegfried retorted. “You know, 
you wouldn’t have this problem if you’d let me do regular 
preventative maintenance after it’s installed.” 

“We’ve talked about this. Not going to happen.” 
“You can’t possibly have anything that secret in your 

basement,” he snorted. 
“All my basement contains is one concrete pad to bolt 

down a generator,” Martha assured him. “And perhaps a 
hydroponics center, a bio-diesel production set up, a 
machine shop, and possibly even an experimental aircraft, 
among other things.” 

“Yeah, right. All that in your basement. I’ll call when I 
find something,” Siegfried laughed and hung up. 

Martha sighed as she replaced the phone on its hook 
and stared around the cabin with a look of irritation. “Why 
does he bother to ask questions if he’s not going to 
believe the answers?” 

A squeak queried from the direction of the cabin’s 
kitchenette counter where the squirrel stared at her with a 
questioning expression. 

“Hi Lester,” Martha adjusted her glasses and leaned 
against the sink counter opposite. “That was Siegfried.” 

Lester rolled his eyes, opening the walnut in his paws, 
and began munching. 

That was the only sound for several minutes. 
At last, Martha shook her head, “Why isn’t 

this working?” 
Lester continued munching. 
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“I mean,” Martha said, “We have the cabin in 
the woods, we have plenty of willing helpers world wide, 
we have an excellent spy network, we have a mission, 

but every single plan fails.” 
Lester chattered a statement. 
Martha removed her glasses and rubbed the bridge of 

her nose with a sigh of frustration, “We’ve discussed this. 
It’s too difficult to steal the world’s supply of nuts and hold 
it hostage. Nuts grow on trees!” 

Lester chattered again. 
Martha shook her head, “We are not trying to pass 

you guys off as dog toys just to sneak into peoples’ homes 
and adjust their televisions. Remember what happened to 
Lewis?” 

Lester nodded vigorously and shuddered. Lewis had 
never believed anything could hurt him. Martha had made 
certain that Lewis had had a nice funeral. 

Martha took a deep breath, “And while the 
circus sideshow idea was unique, I don’t want to risk you 
guys getting kidnapped again because someone thinks 
fifty-six squirrels performing Swan Lake should be aired on 
national television. Conquering the world through 
theater…. I don’t know what we were thinking. And you 

know what happened when we tried to do it 
through cooking.” 

Lester winced. The cookbook had been popular 
in Alabama and Louisiana, but not for the reasons 
intended and sales had dropped off once customers had 
found out the recipes had been written by squirrels, 

instead of for them. 
“The back-up generator is barely powerful enough to 

keep the signal disruption field running. We’ll be exposed 
if that goes down, too.” 

Lester nodded. No main generator also meant no way 
to power the machining tools to create the parts for their 
scaled-down stealth jet. That was going to create a hitch in 
the grand scheme. 

“Every single plan has failed,” Martha waved her arms 
for emphasis, “And not one of them has even been a 
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dramatic failure, or even an epic failure. Just a poof! and 
gone. Even…” 

A squeak from the doorway that led into the rest of 
the cabin interrupted Martha’s tirade. 

Another squirrel sat in the open doorway, wearing a 
little accountant’s visor. He held an itty-bitty sheet of 
paper. 

“Francis! You’re done with the monthly budget report,” 
Martha greeted. “How’d we do?” 

Francis held out the paper on tiptoe. 
Martha reached down and took the postage-stamp-

sized sheet from him, pulling a magnifying glass from the 
silverware drawer, then carefully scanned its length. 

Lester glanced at Francis, who shook his head. 
When Martha finally set the paper on the counter for 

Lester to read, she looked even more morose. 
“Even if we had a plan,” she said, “We don’t have the 

funds to pursue one. We can’t even afford the 
new generator.” 

Lester studied the sheet of paper carefully, curling his 
fluffy tail around his feet. Even in summer, the cabin could 
be drafty. They needed that generator. 

He chattered to Francis. Humans made such a 
big deal about money, which Lester didn’t see the point of, 
but Martha was their leader and she thought it was 
important, so there must be some way to get it. 

Francis nodded and scampered out to tell the 
spy network to be on the lookout for ways to make money. 

Lester hunkered down next to the bowl of nuts and 
thought about the problem. Martha considerately pulled a 
pad of paper and a pencil stub from a drawer so he could 
take notes as he brainstormed. 

Francis returned every now and again with stacks of 
new suggestion slips from their global network. Lester 
read each carefully, working through the piles, as Martha 
puttered about the tidy kitchenette making an almond 
soufflé and grilled vegetables for dinner, occasionally 
adding to the notes on the pad. 
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Lester preferred French fries, but he understood they 
took far more power to cook than a mere soufflé. He 
ignored the hamster wheel and battery set-up they’d 
rigged just to power the oven and water heater while the 
main generator was down for repairs. Martha had not 
been kidding about using squirrel-power. Lester did agree 
that the wheel was a good way to build endurance, but 
spinning a wheel while going nowhere quickly grew boring. 
Bob was currently taking a spin. Good ol’ reliable Bob, 
who said he never got bored because he ran to the beat of 
the music in his head. Lester had never heard the music, 
but Bob was the one who had dreamt The Prophesy, 

which had led them to the cabin, to Martha, to the Human-
who-became-a-Squirrel, and set them on the road toward 
their ultimate destiny. 

A destiny that was never going to happen unless they 
found a way to make a little petty cash to purchase a 
generator... 

Lester hunkered down over the pad. They needed to 
find an idea that would be sustainable, something within 
their current means, something they could grow if they 
achieved success. He ruled out legal gambling (and 
illegal) and fixed lottery tickets. He rejected one 
suggestion to kidnap a super villain and hold him for 
ransom. The squirrels would not resort to violence, again, 
unless forced. This would be a peaceful take over, a 
subtle take over. 

They would make the world come to them. 
 
 
The sun was just beginning to filter through the early 

morning ground fog between the trees, when Francis laid 
down his pen and handed a slip of paper to Lester. 

Lester read it over, then read it again carefully. He 
looked up at Francis and arched an eyebrow. 

It’s simple! Francis explained. With a little modification 
to headquarters, we could accomplish it without a 
large expenditure. The start up costs will be easily made 
up, plus, we’ll be making money! 



 

   527 

Lester eyed Francis. Francis understood human 
money and numbers better than most squirrels, which was 
why Martha had appointed him as the network’s 
accountant. 

Lester straightened his vest and ran a claw through 
his tail fur to calm himself. Alright, they would give this 
a try. 

Just then, the kitchen door opened and Martha 
wandered in, wrapping a long knit sweater over her blouse 
and slacks. Lester nodded appreciably. Martha always 
had good sense when it came to showing up for meetings. 
Her fuzzy bunny slippers made scuffling noises as she 
headed for the coffee pot, eyes half open. 

Martha always made one cup of coffee, first thing in 
the morning, but drank tea the rest of the day. Lester had 
no idea why she bothered. He’d snuck a taste once and 
the coffee was so thick and bitter he’d felt like gagging up 
until mid afternoon. No, he did not understand why Martha 
bothered with coffee. 

Yet, he waited patiently. Humans listened better when 
fully awake. 

Martha rattled through the mug shelf, picked one that 
read ‘Go Nuts!’, and poured for herself from the carafe. 

Then paused. 
“Did you guys drink all the hazelnut creamer cups 

again?” 
While Martha preferred to make everything herself, 

she did occasionally purchase a few items from a grocery 
store in a nearby town. 

Lester glanced at Francis. They may have sipped a 
couple single-serving cups during the wee hours. 

“Ah well, black today then,” Martha stared at her mug 
for a long moment, then took a gulp and instantly 
scrunched her face. 

“I’m awake now,” she gasped. 
Lester decided this was his moment. He raised 

himself up on his hind legs, tail all bushy to make himself 
look bigger and give credence to this new idea, and 
chattered out the whole thing. 
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Martha’s eyes widened slowly as he 
continued. Finally, she glanced at Francis, then back to 
Lester. 

“You think we should renovate the cabin and open a 
Bed and Breakfast?” 

Lester and Francis nodded. 
“You really think this will work?” 
Francis snapped his claws (a real trick 

without opposable thumbs) and in rushed a troop of 
squirrels with a roll of blueprints. They hauled the massive 
roll onto the breakfast island and jumped out of the way as 
it flipped open. 

Francis jumped over on top and began pointing out 
various features of the cabin in the plan. New walls in the 
sections of the guestrooms would create areas for ensuite 
bathrooms, which the works department could plumb. New 
bedroom sets, guest soaps, fluffy towels, a specialty 
breakfast menu, almond scented air fresheners and a 
good cleaning would work wonders. They wouldn’t even 
have to touch the basement, communications center, or 
the laboratory! 

Lester swallowed. He’d forgotten about the laboratory. 
Yes, it was best not to touch that place in his opinion. 

Martha still looked skeptical. 
Francis pulled out a stack of paper that proved to be 

pro forma balance sheets and income statements showing 
the potential viability of such a plan. 

“Alright!” Martha held up her hands to ward off further 
onslaughts of information, “But we’re not calling it ‘The Nut 

House’!” 
 
 
It was amazing, really, what several thousand 

squirrels could do when set to work. They descended 
upon the cabin and in two days had clawed, gnawed, 
pegged, nailed, fastened, and converted two 
bedrooms, added two small bathrooms, installed an 
enclosed patio onto the kitchen to serve as a breakfast 
room, and a deck. They lived in trees and, naturally, 
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their woodworking skills were excellent. In Lester’s 
opinion, at least. 

The decorators had chosen to redecorate the rooms 
in shades of rich browns and wood paneling, with wicker 
furniture, which gave them a cozy, nest-like appeal. A 
couch and wardrobe went into one room, while the other 
gained a full-wall cabinet with shelves and doors where 
guest’s personal articles could be stored. 

Both rooms had excellent views of the woods 
that surrounded the cabin, though not as good as the view 
from the cabin loft where Lester and a few of the other 
squirrels had built comfy nests of their own. 

While the construction was going on, Stewart, one of 
the tech-squirrels in the communications department (he 
preferred to wear a bright green and yellow Hawaiian 
shirt), was building what he called a ‘website’. Lester had 
tried to get him to explain what that was, but the only thing 
that came clear was that it actually had nothing to do with 
spiders. The ‘website’ would be connected to a new 
human invention called ‘the internet’. Stewart explained 
that they would need it if they wanted anyone to actually 
find them. 

While the idea of complete strangers finding their 
secret headquarters bothered Lester deeply, he realized 
that for the plan to succeed, they needed to contact 
potential customers in some way. Yes, they did see the 
occasional hiker from nearby Camp Moses, but if they 
wanted paying customers they needed this ‘net’ thing. 

Thus, Martha’s cabin became Filbert Guest 
House, with en-suite rooms, on-site parking, reasonable 
rates, non-smoking only, hikers welcome, and absolutely 
no dogs. 

The website’s up and running and I’ve linked it to a 
reputable Bed and Breakfast directory, Stewart informed 
them, as Martha finished tacking up the ‘welcome’ sign 
over the front door. All we have to do now is wait. 

 
 
They waited. 
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*         *        * 
 
And waited. 
 
 
“Another plan that hasn’t worked,” Martha sighed one 

evening a few weeks later as she, Lester, Francis, 
Stewart, and the thirty-nine other squirrels who actually 
lived in the attic huddled in the living room enjoying a fresh 
batch of peanut butter cookies. Despite the fact it was 
Summer, the night had become chill and damp in the thick 
forest. Martha had lit a fire in the huge built-in fireplace 
and they all sat in a half circle for the warmth. 

Give it time, Francis stated, sipping from the teacup 
clutched between his paws. 

Lester put down his own cup and nodded. It’s only 
been two weeks. He was about to say something else, 

when Hugh, who had drawn the short straw and been 
working the spy network, hopped in and shouted, 
Intruders! Two humans have breached the outer 
perimeter! 

Idiots, Lester chattered. Out in the woods on a night 
light this. 

“They’re probably lost,” Martha said, setting her 
teacup aside. “We should go see if they need help.” 

 
 
A fine mist had come up, making it difficult to see from 

Lester’s perch on Martha’s shoulder and making his fur 
wet. 

The two lost hikers were obviously scared and kept 
looking around them, trying to peer through the thick mist. 

“Good evening,” Martha called out. 
The female hiker shrieked and grabbed the man with 

her. The guy didn’t seem to know whether to protect his 
girlfriend, or run for the hills. 

“Pardon me,” Martha said. “It’s cold tonight and late. 
Would you like to come in and stay the night at my Bed 
and Breakfast before finding your way back in the 
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morning? I have warm beds, inexpensive! And breakfast is 
included.” 

The two stared at her as if they couldn’t make up their 
minds. 

“We don’t have luggage. Won’t that be a problem? I 
heard people are supposed to have luggage,” the guy 
finally asked, looking as if he actually hoped it would be a 
problem. 

“Not a problem,” Martha encouraged. “Look, why don't 
you come in and take a look before you make a decision?” 

Neither of the two seemed particularly thrilled by this 
suggestion, but they nodded slowly and followed Martha 
back through the mist. 

Lester could hear the two murmuring to each other. 
“I don’t remember seeing an Inn here earlier today,” 

the girl whispered. 
“It is late and we should find somewhere safe to 

spend the night,” the guy whispered back. “There could be 
wolves out here.” 

“Or werewolves,” the girl nodded. 
Lester rolled his eyes. 
Inside, the two guests did seem to relax a bit at the 

sight of the fire in the living room and the bathrooms. For 
some reason neither of them seemed to like the décor in 
the rooms themselves. Stupid humans, Lester thought. 

Lester didn’t like the looks of the two guests, who 
immediately closed themselves in their rooms and began 
running water. He told the other squirrels to stay out of 
sight. 

Eventually the guests quieted down and the lights 
went off in their rooms. Martha banked the fire and she 
and the squirrels headed off to their own beds or nests. 

In the middle of the night, Lester woke and decided 
he needed to check on the guests and the rest of the 
cabin, just to make sure things were alright. He normally 
did this anyway, but tonight the need was extra urgent, 
as he felt uncomfortable with two strangers under their 
roof. With the main generator down, the emergency 
security doors wouldn’t operate. The only thing that kept 
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the Cabin safe, and the lab protected, was a few dead 
bolts. 

He scrambled out of his nest and hopped across the 
attic floor over to the access hole Martha had conveniently 
installed for them, then scurried down the stairs to the 
main floor. Everything was quiet. 

He checked the fire place, all good there. He checked 
the kitchen and enclosed patio. All was quiet. He crept 
over to the guest rooms and listened at each door. 
Nothing. Okay, he felt better now. He scampered back up 
the steps, through the hole, and was halfway across the 
attic when a shriek rang out from the first floor. 

He doubled back and rushed down the stairway 
to see the two guests run out of their rooms, fully dressed, 
and out the front door, screaming something about 
‘ghosts’ and ‘haunted’. 

Martha had come out of her bedroom, having 
taken the time to wrap a warm robe over her pajamas, just 
in time to see them disappear into the mist beyond the 
open front door. 

“Here’d I’d planned a nice big breakfast,” Martha shut 
the front door, then sighed. “They didn’t even pay.” 

In that case, at least we didn’t lose breakfast on them, 

Lester pointed out. 
“We still have to clean everything again,” Martha 

explained. 
Lester shook his head, but began making up 

a cleaning schedule on his way back to bed. Humans had 
a fixation for hygiene that was completely beyond 
comprehension. 

 
 
A week later, another couple approached the cabin, 

gasping, giggling, and making odd squeaking sounds. 
Martha took them in as well and gave them rooms. Both of 
these guests not only managed to stay the night, but even 
showed up for breakfast (cereals, yogurt, banana 
walnut pancakes, coffee, juice, combination choice of 
eggs, bacon, sausage, or fishcakes) still giggling like little 
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kids and glancing around the breakfast room as if 
watching for something. 

They were still acting weird when they paid Martha 
and signed the guest book before they left. 

Lester understood when he read what they’d written: 
Heard the Ghosts in the night! This place really is haunted. 
Best of luck! It was followed by two illegible signatures. 

Well, if a couple idiot humans wanted to believe the 
sounds of squirrels in the attic were ghosts, that was fine 
with Lester, as long as they paid. 

Word of the ‘haunted inn’ spread through the area 
and found its way onto the internet. Hikers began to show 
up regularly, asking if this was the haunted guest house. 

Lester decided that if haunting was what the humans 
wanted, the squirrels could certainly oblige. They ran 
across floors, climbed up the walls, slipped into the rooms 
after the guests were asleep and moved keys and 
personal items just enough that someone could see things 
had been moved, rattled spoons, flapped shutters, blew 
whistles and uttered the unique choking screams that 
squirrels do when dying. 

Breakfasts became very interesting as the 
guests talked about the sounds they’d heard in the dark 
the night before; whether rattles were from chains or 
scales, screams were creaking floorboards or murdered 
victims, and which wall the knocking noises had come 
from. The night Stewart and Hugh had hammered a saw 
blade a couple times, directly under the guestrooms, had 
resulted in a spirited discussion of spacecraft and local 
alien sightings the next morning. 

The rest of summer proved busier than any 
of Francis’ most hopeful financial forecasts. They were 
making money and had to request customers make prior 
reservations. Business was good. 

A new main generator was purchased, which 
added its own touch to the cabin’s otherworldly qualities: a 
subliminal, ethereal hum, more vibration than actual 
sound, as it droned away on its pad in the basement. The 
guests were thrilled. 
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*        *        * 
 
One evening, Lester was in the kitchen tallying up a 

list of supplies they’d need to order for the next few weeks 
as Martha helped the younger squirrels with their reading 
lessons, when Francis hopped up on the breakfast island 
and began chattering rapidly. He’d been checking 
their profits and market demand. They were doing well. 
Quite well. So well, in fact, they could go international. 

He’d done some research and found a couple fixer-uppers 
they could buy. 

“Where are they?” Martha wanted to know, 
putting aside the text book. 

Francis pulled out a couple of printed pictures. 
One was of a half-demolished castle on a moor. That 

one is in Scotland, Francis explained. There are lots of 
haunted castles there. The only difficulty is that castles 
are rather expensive right now. We’d have to rent-to-own 
to start with. 

And the other? Lester asked. 
Francis held the picture back for a moment. This one 

would be a lot cheaper. The locals are a bit superstitious 
and stay away from the place. 

The second picture was of a Japanese inn, 
one overgrown and somewhat fallen to ruin. 

Francis grinned, What do you think? 
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To Conquer the World II: 

 

 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 
October 1998 aged and the woods around the 

Cabin shifted through leaves of green, to gold, to orange 
and deeper red. The squirrels’ coats thickened, 
prophesying a cold future. Martha supplied 
suitable adjustments to their nutritional intake. Birdseed 
mix and shelled peanuts, left out on a couple stumps, 
owned favored-treat status, but the rare bag of ranch corn 
nuts often disappeared faster than Martha could walk back 
to the cabin. Stewart, the squirrels’ computer-trained 
expert, loved wasabi peas. Martha often wondered about 
him. 

Tonight, Martha glared at the computer screen before 
her. The PC stared back without blinking. 

She really should have built the monitor housing out 
of alder instead of oak. Alder was a soft wood and didn’t 
have the spine to look intimidating. Oak, on the other 
hand, was a thing of boardrooms and fancy hotels. It was 
a wood that took itself too seriously and put on airs. 

She shook her head in frustration and took a deep 
breath. What a time to get writer’s block, particularly since 
this was the first moment of free time she’d had in months. 
Ever since the Bed and Breakfast had opened, Martha, 
Lester, and the other squirrels had been running their 
paws to blisters. 

Yes, granted, the guests brought in much-
needed funds. They’d paid for the new generator, a new 
machine lathe, and replaced the sewer drain field with 
something that could better handle the new usage from 
the guests. (That had been a night Martha would rather 
not think about.) However, keeping guests required time 
for laundry, meal planning, shopping for ingredients, 
preparation, cooking, clean-up, taking down the beds, 
replacing the sheets, cleaning the en-suite facilities, 
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finding an endless supply of guest towels (She’d had to 
quit hand-making those, the things kept 
disappearing!), running background checks on reservation 
requesters, checking reservations to make sure they didn’t 
double-book, billing, and constant maintenance of 
the cabin’s security system. 

She had assigned Francis, their accountant, to see if 
they could afford a washer/drier. She hated to bring 
another piece of automated machinery into the cabin, but 
not having to hand wash sheets and towels every day 
would save a great deal of time. Time they could use for 
The Plan. 

Even Lester was so busy he’d assigned the ‘haunting’ 
skits to one of the other squirrels to give himself the time 
to work out logistics for the current part of The Plan. 

That decision had actually worked rather well. 
A recent set of guests from Connecticut had asked if 

dinner was an option for an extra price. Francis had 
thought it could be a worthwhile venture, so Martha had 
agreed to allow it. 

The cabin had no dining room. However, the library, 
with the furniture pulled back and a small table and chairs 
for four, set with linens and silver by candlelight, created 
the perfect setting for an intimate three-course dinner. The 
candles had flickered, gone out, and relit themselves 
mysteriously over and over during the meal to create 
cover for ‘ghostly’ waiters to swoop away plates, refill 
cups, and serve desserts. Light music, the tape player 
volume set low, had masked the soft patter of paws 
and claws on the floor. The guests had been enthralled. 

The act had required a fair bit of timing 
and choreography. Chekov and the other fifty-five 
‘acrobatic specialists’ had loved the chance to perform 
rolls and flying leaps while flipping and juggling 
serving dishes and full pitchers in the dark. Squirrels had 
better night vision than humans, but it had still been a risk. 

They hadn’t had another dinner request since, but 
Martha had heard that Chekov was designing 
choreography for a few more dinners in his spare time. 
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He’d even asked her if next time he could pick 
the background music. Chekov had enjoyed performing 
‘Swan Lake’ those few times before the performance team 
had been kidnapped and Martha had put the kibosh on 
live performances. 

Martha nodded to herself. It was nice that her 
squirrels managed to find time for their hobbies. If only she 
could do the same. 

She glared again at the computer screen, but still no 
ideas came. Martha and Stewart had carefully adjusted 
the reservation website so there would be no guests to 
worry about tonight. The next stage in The Plan was ready 
to start in about an hour, so she actually had a little time 
for writing. No worries, no obligations. Everything was 
perfect, except for her writer’s block. 

She growled in frustration. Her novel was 
going nowhere. 

Ah well, maybe she could use the moment to 
check that Neon Genesis Boy Scouts website she’d found 

a month ago and see if the author had posted a new 
story… 

No. If typing was out of the question tonight, there 
were other things that needed doing. Lester’s maroon 
waistcoat was growing shabby and starting to fray at the 
edges. That was not a good look for an American Grey 
squirrel leading a contingent of the Squirrel Revolution. 

Martha shut down the computer, pulled out 
her sewing basket, and began to pick through the 
remnants. 

A scrap of sable satin brought to mind a 
mental picture of Lester in a frock coat, white gloves, and 
little top hat. Martha smiled. He’d be so cute. However, the 
outfit wouldn’t be practical. 

She set aside the satin for another time and 
dug deeper. A piece of dark brown velvet caught her 
attention. The color would look striking against Lester’s 
fur. She nodded and began pinning a vest pattern to the 
cloth. 

A knock at the cabin’s front door interrupted her work. 



 

   538 

Who in the world could that be? she wondered, 

closing the pin box and heading for the door. She adjusted 
her radio earbud and spoke into the attached mic, 
“Sunny? I thought we didn’t have guests scheduled for 
tonight. Am I wrong?” 

Let me check! The office secretary Stewart 
had trained to monitor the website and maintain open 
communication channels cheerfully chattered back. Sunny 
was a European red squirrel, bright, and always perky and 
cheerful. 

Nope, we’re not supposed to have guests tonight! 

“Thanks, Sunny,” Martha pulled out the earbud and 
pocketed it. Then, she opened the door. 

A man and a woman stood on the step. The man 
was taller than Martha, on the thin side, clean shaven, with 
brown floppy hair. He seemed excited and somehow 
expectant, practically bouncing on the step, as 
if something he had been waiting for was going to happen 
soon. The woman was shorter than Martha. Her red hair 
had been cut above her shoulders and looked as if it 
normally was carefully brushed straight, but tonight 
sections stuck out in places and looked as if she’d slept on 
it, then tried brushing it out with her fingers. She looked 
tired, and mildly irritated with her friend. 

Both wore long, dark coats over their suits. Definitely 
odd apparel for people in the woods. 

“Can I help you?” Martha asked. They might merely 
be looking for directions to Westfield or possibly the 
nearby campground. She hoped this would not take long, 
Lester and Rocky 6 would need her soon. 

The man reached into his dark overcoat and pulled 
out a small leather wallet case, “Federal agents. Have you 
seen or heard anything suspicious tonight? Odd shadows? 
Strange noises? Bright lights?” He flashed open the wallet 
and Martha caught sight of the letters ‘FBI’ on a 
shiny badge before it closed again. 

“What are you doing?” the red-haired woman hissed 

at him. 
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Martha considered the two carefully. This was not 
good. Government agents on her doorstep, tonight of all 
nights? She folded her arms across her Green Bay 
Packers sweatshirt, “How do I know you’re really federal 
agents?” 

“I showed you my badge!” the man seemed surprised. 
“Let me see it again,” Martha stated. 
He did, pulling it out once more and flipping open for 

her. This time he left it open for her to examine. 
Martha pulled out a note pad and carefully 

wrote down the serial number, then turned to the woman, 
“Yours too.” 

The woman looked surprised, but held out her badge 
as well. “We’re sorry to bother you tonight,” she said. 
She really did look sorry. “But our car had some sort of 
system failure a few miles down the road.” 

“The engine just shut down,” the man added, excited 
again. “The dash clock even died. Total power failure. 
Right in the middle of the road!” 

The woman gave him a long-suffering glance, 
but turned to Martha, “We were wondering if you had a 
phone and if you’d call us a tow.” 

Martha felt sorry for her, “I do have a phone, but the 
phone system is down tonight.” 

“Ah ha!” the man looked at his friend, “But is the 
problem widespread, or is it localized?” 

“Does it matter?” The woman sighed. “We’re out in 
the middle of the woods. This is the only place we’ve seen 
for twenty minutes.” 

Martha considered options. Would it be better to send 
them away to wander the woods all night and possibly turn 
up in the wrong place at the wrong time, or to let them in? 
Neither was an optimal solution. Of course, in this case, it 
would probably be best to contain potential problems. 

She cleared her throat. “I’m sure things will be cleared 
up by morning. Do you have somewhere to stay tonight? 
This is a Bed and Breakfast and I have rooms available.” 

The woman looked interested. 
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The man narrowed his eyes and took the 
woman aside to whisper, “Can we trust her? Maybe this is 
all illusion and maybe she’s part of the weirdness going on 
here.” 

The woman agent gave her coworker a tired 
look before nodding to Martha, “We’d like a couple rooms.” 

“Come in,” Martha invited, stepping out of the way 
and motioning them to enter. 

“Are you sure we should be separated? Maybe one 
room would be better,” the man whispered in the female 
agent’s ear. 

She gave him a glare, as if that answered everything. 
They signed the guestbook. 
Martha watched discretely from off to the side. 
The man’s name was something like ‘(blot) Mueller’ 

and the woman’s name looked like ‘Danae (scribble)’. 
Neither had exceptional penmanship. 

Mueller kept looking around, murmuring eagerly, as 
Martha led them down the hall to the guestrooms. She 
showed them the facilities and where the extra towels and 
blankets were kept. 

“What time would you like breakfast?” she 
asked, hoping they were both heavy sleepers who would 
sleep in late. 

“How early do you make breakfast?” Danae 
perked up slightly. “We’ll need to be on our way. If your 
phone still isn’t working, we’ll have to walk and find a gas 
station or convenience store that has a pay phone.” 

Martha nodded, “Breakfast can be ready at seven. If 
the phone still isn’t working, I should be able to drive 
you into Huntington. I have a pickup truck for supplies.” 

“Thank you,” Danae smiled. She glanced at Mueller, 
then turned and shut herself into her room. Martha heard 
the deadbolt snap shut. 

Mueller glanced at Martha, eyes hopeful, and opened 
his mouth as if to begin a line of questions. 

“Good night,” Martha bade him. “If you need anything 
during the night, I’ll be down the hall.” 
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She could feel his eyes watching her back as 
she walked down the hall and turned the corner into the 
kitchenette, but she didn’t turn around. Standing next to 
the sink, she waited silently, listening for any hint of noise. 
At last, she heard him shuffle into his room and his door 
click shut. 

She breathed a quiet sigh. Finally. Lester was going 

to call at any minute. 
She slipped her earbud back in, tapping it to let Sunny 

know she was listening again, then touched the hidden 
latch behind the refrigerator. The wall oven slid aside 
silently, revealing a gap just wide enough for her to slip 
through. 

You’re just in time, Sunny informed her, ears twitching 
in anticipation. Lester’s in position. 

“Good,” Martha sat down at the command 
center’s desk and scanned the wall of viewscreens. The 
views were mostly of squirrels, wearing little bowties as 
they crept down grey concrete corridors and ventilation 
shafts in what had the look of a military missile silo. 
Lester’s assault team cameras were working perfectly, 
despite the distance. 

At one side of the wall, two screens showed views 
from the guestroom cameras. 

I thought you might want to keep an eye on 
the guests, Sunny informed Martha. 

“Yes,” Martha agreed. “Watch them and let me know 
if you see them leave their rooms.” 

The radio crackled and Lester’s voice came across 
with a tinny, far-away quality, We’re in position! 

“Excellent,” Martha steepled her fingers on the desk 
before her. “Proceed.” 

Lester waved a paw to the troop, flicking his tail, and 
the entire pack swarmed down the corridor and ventilation 
shafts. 

A security guard rounded a corner in front of the 
group’s lead scout. 

“Pete has first contact!” Martha called out. 
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Lester signaled to the rest of the team, which halted, 
out of sight. 

Pete flicked his tail, welcoming, as the guard 
approached. The man looked young, dressed in a crisp 
uniform. 

“What are you doing here, little guy?” the guard 
frowned, eyes focusing on Pete’s bright red bow-tie. “You 
belong to someone don’t you?” 

Pete chirped, tail flicking, and stood up on 
his haunches, sniffing the air in the guard’s direction as if 
hoping for a treat. 

“Sorry, little guy, I don’t have anything for you,” the 
guard said, bending toward Pete slightly. Pete slowly 
hopped toward the guard, stopping every few feet until he 
reached the man’s shoe. 

“Boy, you’re friendly!” the guard laughed. 
Pete chirped cheerfully and began to climb the man’s 

pants. The guard held very still as Pete reached his 
shoulder and perched there. Pete chirped again and 
curled his tail around, carefully brushing the man’s cheek 
with it. 

The guard blinked, then slowly, cautiously, reached 
his hand up to pet Pete, then paused, staring at the wire 
extending from Pete’s earbud. 

“Alright. Now!” Martha called out. 
The scratch of hundreds of squirrel claws on concrete 

caught the guard’s attention. His eyes flew wide open and 
his face went ashen before the squirrels were upon him. In 
seconds, his uniform had been shredded and he was 
bound and gagged with strips of the cloth. For his 
sake, Martha hoped he’d washed it recently. 

One of Stewart’s tech trainees pulled the signal 
diagnosis / decoder he’d been lugging around from his 
back and hooked it up to the guard’s radio. For a minute, 
the entire squirrel horde stood silently, waiting, as the 
tech-squirrel twitched his nose and turned knobs on the 
decoder. Finally, the tech-squirrel wrote out a series of 
letters and numbers and held it up to the view screen. 

“Punch that in,” Martha told Sunny. “Audio only.” 
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Sunny quickly did so. 
The squawk and babble of human voices came 

over the radio. 
“We’re picking up their signal clearly,” Martha 

informed Lester. “You’re clear.” 
Lester signaled the troop and pressed forward into the 

maze of tunnels. Martha listened to the guards’ radio 
chatter and gave warnings and instructions when the 
tunnels differed from the building plans they’d found. One 
would think one underground bunker is pretty much like 
any other (the U.S. military does like standardization), 

however, people who design secret installations usually 
bend toward paranoia, a predilection for obscuring things, 
and tend to customize their facilities. Area 51 is no 
exception. 

Sunny suddenly interrupted, The guests are on the 
move! 

Martha glanced over at the two guestroom 
video panels. Apparently, Mueller couldn’t sleep and had 
knocked on Danae’s door for advice. Danae had opened 
her door a crack and was glaring at Mueller with a peeved 
look only a truly sleep-deprived person can achieve. 
Martha switched over her earbud’s audio transmission 
signal channel to the cabin’s in-house system. 

“She’s hiding something from us.” Mueller was saying. 
“Maybe she’s not,” Danae protested. “Maybe this is 

just an ordinary bed and breakfast in the middle of 
nowhere.” 

Mueller looked at her, “Only forty minutes out from 
Springfield, Massachusetts?” 

Danae paused, and chewed her lip. “Alright, maybe 
not ordinary. The towels are too nice for this to be a real 
B&B. The owner’d lose too many to theft.” 

Martha had to give them that point. It did explain why 
the towels kept disappearing. 

“Track their movements. Let me know if they're 
getting close to anything… dangerous,” Martha told Sunny 
and turned her attention back to Lester’s crew. 
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Don’t they ever clean this place? Lester was asking, 

wrinkling his nose at the dust in the vent the team was 
currently crawling through. 

Martha shook her head silently. Most squirrels didn’t 
mind dust. In fact, it helped keep off fleas and parasites. 
However, Lester fastidiously groomed himself and hated 
getting his tail filthy. 

With care and a constant ear to the human radio 
conversations, the squirrels carefully worked their way 
down into the lower levels of the bunker, past the other 
guards, down into the secure levels, down where hidden 
things had been done and completed things had been 
hidden. 

Why couldn’t I stay with the jet? Rocky 6 complained, 
crawling along near the rear of the team. I’m not much 
help here and you can’t expect Scotty to bring the jet back 
safe and sound. 

“If the team finds ‘Roddenberry’s Glimpse’, they won’t 
have time to wait for you to come down,” Martha pointed 
out. “Did you want Scotty to fly the ‘Glimpse’ instead?” 

Well, no. Rocky 6 admitted. 

Rocky 6 wasn’t a coward. In fact, he followed a long 
tradition of squirrels who were so daring they were 
downright crazy in their own way. 

Rocket J, a flying squirrel, had fallen in love with their 
experimental ultra-ultra light plane and refused to fly 
anything else. 

Rocky 2 had gone AWOL during a previous 
experimental flight of grievous misfortune. 

Rocky 3 and Rocky 4 had died during flight tests. 
After seeing a couple un-piloted crash landings, 

Rocky 5 had developed a fear of flying and now would 
only leave the ground to climb things that were firmly 
rooted in the earth. 

Rocky 6 was their most experienced pilot, only 
because he’d somehow managed to survive the last three 
test failures, including a spectacular engine fire which had 
resulted in a patch of charred pavement in the hangar. As 
it was, he had a limp and his tail was nothing more than a 
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brown pom-pom. Scotty, the intern, had volunteered to 
become Rocky 6’s trainee and possible replacement. 
Unfortunately, Scotty had more enthusiasm than skill and 
there was (unofficially) a bet going on as to whether Scotty 
would outlive Rocky 6 long enough to take his place or 
not. 

“You’re coming up on the first of the potential sites,” 
Martha announced, checking their position with the plans 
spread out on a small table next to her seat. “That door on 
the right.” 

The door was locked. 
That wasn’t a problem. One of the techs had brought 

along a set of lock-picks and got to work. 
The lock popped open and Lester stuck his 

head through the doorway. The room looked vaguely like 
a coroner’s work room with wall cabinets, a countertop 
with wash sink, and a stainless steel exam table in the 
middle. 

Martha grimaced. A dissection lab. It was stark, 
empty, and dusty, impossible to tell if it had ever been 
used or not. 

“Keep looking,” she told Lester after the squirrels had 
made a careful sweep of the room without finding anything 
in the cabinets. 

Sunny coughed, (which coming from a squirrel, 
is more of a squeak and quite attention-getting.) The 
guests have found the closet! 

Martha glanced at the screen Sunny pointed toward. 
Danae appeared to be falling asleep while standing 

up as Mueller knelt in front of the hall closet door, trying to 
pick the lock. 

Martha switched her earbud channel just in time to 
hear: 

Mueller, “See!” 
The closet door swung open… to reveal mops, 

brooms, a dustpan, a shelf of fluffy towels, soap, toilet 
paper, various cleansers, and wood polish. In other words, 
the contents of a typical janitorial closet.  

“Uh, huh,” Danae yawned. 



 

   546 

Mueller snorted, then stepped into the closet. 
Martha winced as he began twisting knobs, pulling 

handles, and moving the contents of the shelves around. 
Even she could hear the soft click when he activated the 
hidden latch release. 

The concealed door swung open to reveal a stairwell 
that led down. 

Martha grimaced. They’d found the hidden basement 
entrance. 

“I told you she’s hiding something from us!” Mueller 
crowed. 

Martha sighed in resignation. She hated having to 
wipe people’s memories. This looked as if it was going to 
be one of those nights when things just went wrong. 

Danae followed Mueller down the stairs to the 
basement level. There was a door that led to the 
command room, but the two humans missed it in the dark 
and continued down until they’d reached the very bottom 
where the narrow stairs opened up into the underground 
hanger. 

Martha caught the sound of a quiet splash across the 
hanger. In the scurry to hide from the intruders, one of the 
lab assistants had slipped and fallen into an engine oil-
change pan that had been pushed aside and forgotten 
when they’d taxied the newly built mini stealth-jet through 
the underground hanger to the runway. (The other end of 
runway was carefully disguised as a hole in the ground in 
a nearby clearing.) 

The oil pan had been full of used oil. Martha winced. 
That was going to be difficult to get out of his fur. 

Danae and Mueller rounded the corner, flashlights 
sweeping about, just as the lab assistant clawed his way 
out of the pan, coughing. The flashlight beams both leapt 
toward the sound, bathing the sodden lab assistant in 
brightness. 

He shot away out of sight behind a spare 
engine mount as Mueller shouted, “Did you see that! Black 
Oil! It moved by itself! Did you see it?!!” 
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Danae murmured something about how it was 
probably just a rat. 

Thankfully, there wasn’t much in the underground 
hanger at the moment, except the generator, and the two 
agents swept around the perimeter without discovering 
anything truly remarkable. (Not that finding an 
underground hanger beneath a cabin in the woods the 
outskirts of Western Massachusetts isn’t remarkable.) 
Both noticed the burnt patch on the floor where the engine 
fire had occurred. Danae shivered at the sight, while 
Mueller grew excited and swept his flashlight beam back 
and forth around the hangar as if looking for more burned 
spots. 

They ignored the doors to the hydroponics center and 
the machine shop, tried to open the door to the bio-diesel 
production set up, and, for a few minutes, they argued 
over whether to force the lock on the Lab door. Martha 
sighed in relief when they decided to follow the 
runway instead. The Lab was not a good place for FBI 

agents. 
She turned her attention back to Lester’s extraction 

team. 
Alright, potential site number four, Lester called out. 

Another locked door. This one had a keypad lock, which 
was harder to bypass, so the team took turns punching in 
codes. Squirrels could manage this much faster than 
humans and, despite the waste of time (a computer would 
have been quicker), it was hard to argue against a point of 
pride, so Martha bore through it. 

Thankfully, before too long, the latch clicked and the 
door swung open. 

And there, in the middle of the room, chained to the 
floor, sat one of their objectives: 

The ‘Roddenberry’s Glimpse’. 
The craft was sleek, powerful-looking, and almost 

seemed to shine on the curves, despite its dark grey matte 
finish. Two wings arched out from the main body and 
appeared to have weapons of some kind attached at 
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points. Too small for humans, the craft still had room for 
the hundred-plus team Lester had brought. 

Get that loose, Lester commanded. Rocky 6, get the 
engines started. The rest of you fan out. The ship’s crew 
has to be here somewhere. 

Unless they buried them afterward, Rocky 6 muttered. 
They’ll be here, Lester affirmed. 

A metal storage cabinet stood against the far end of 
the room and appeared to have been fastened in place. 

“That looks promising,” Martha agreed as Lester 
headed toward it. 

The door was locked, which was no surprise at this 
point. A cabinet, sitting in a locked room, inside the most 
highly guarded secure area couldn’t possibly be broken 
into. It would be the most safe and secure thing in the 
entire world. So, of course, someone would lock it. 

The lock was quickly dispensed with by Sven, a large 
squirrel with very steady paws and long practice with lock-
picking. 

Inside the cabinet sat four glass cylinders on a shelf. 
The cylinders were about a foot and a half tall and six 
inches in diameter. Within each of the cylinders, 
suspended in preservative, hung a small, grey body. Each 
had a tail. 

Lester placed a paw on the glass of the nearest. Sorry 
it took so long, Tom, he said. But we’re here to take you 
home. 

Ugh, why’d the humans shave them? one of the 

younger team members asked, disgusted. 
Hey, didn’t Rocky 2 have three toes on his left foot? 

said another squirrel. 
“Get a move on,” Martha called. “You guys don’t have 

much time. Security has found the guard you tied up. 
They’re still trying to get him to calm down enough to 
explain what happened, but they have the teams on alert 
for intruders.” 

Lester nodded and the troupe swung into action, 
carefully tipping the cylinders off the shelf one by one into 
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the waiting paws of squirrel teams, who rushed them over 
to the craft in the middle of the floor. 

Lester hustled the teams into the craft’s cargo bay, 
where the cylinders were carefully tied down as he 
directed a team to shut and seal the doors. Lester left 
them to their work and scampered up to the cockpit. 

Martha studied the screen views carefully, watching 
for scorch marks on the walls and floor. The unit had 
malfunctioned somehow, but hopefully the engines and 
controls were still good. 

Rocky 6! How is it coming? Lester called up to the 

pilot, tail twitching with impatience. 
Almost got it, Rocky 6 called back. 

A moment later, the engines roared to life. 
“That will have alerted security,” Martha commented 

drily. “Lester, give me a view of the controls for the 
dimensional device.” 

The screen immediately showed a view of a control 
board. 

“Can you plug in the remote controller?” 
Nope, Lester replied. The connection looks black and 

melted. It won’t fit now. 
A close up of the connection on-screen 

confirmed that. 
“Great,” Martha used her skills of sarcasm. “A manual 

start. Well, open it up. If anything else is fried inside, 
we’re aborting. Got it?” 

Right, Lester replied, already poking at the access 

panel’s screws with a Phillips. 
Squirrels aren’t made with opposable thumbs, 

but Lester often practiced using human implements. Still, it 
was nearly a minute later when the panel fell and clanged 
against the floor. Martha drew a deep breath as Lester 
stuck his head inside the opening. 

The viewscreen went black. 
After a moment, Lester spoke. Pretty dark in here, but 

I don’t smell anything else burned. 

Lester drew his head back out and the view of the 
cockpit returned. Let’s give it a chance. 
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Yes, let’s! cried the rest of the extraction team above 

the howl of the engines. 
“Very well,” Martha agreed, reluctantly. “Lester, make 

sure the fourth dimension controls are deactivated, 
please.” 

The human security team had arrived and was 
already trying to force the door, but if something should go 
wrong and the dimensional device should whisk this team 
back to 1955 as well…A paradox would be created, which 
could possibly cause one or the other craft to implode. 
Historically, this craft had survived the first trip, evidenced 
by the fact that it was here now. That would imply that 
either the second version was destroyed, or else it didn’t 
repeat the trip back into the past. Martha hoped it was the 
latter scenario. She did not want to lose Lester. 

Rocky 6 pulled his WWI aviator-style goggles down 
over his eyes. 

This was the crucial part, the dangerous part. Martha 
wished Lester hadn’t been the one to go. She could train 
another lead squirrel, true, but it wouldn’t be Lester. She 
would miss his particular quirks. 

Losing Tom had been bad enough. 
Alright, Lester said, throw the lever! Four, three, two, 

one… 

The screen picture filled with snow. 
 
 
Martha quickly called Scotty, who’d been waiting in 

the mini stealth-jet outside Area 51’s hidden bunker 
entrance just in case Lester and the rest of the team had 
needed to abort the mission, and told him that he should 
head back home. 

Scotty enthusiastically promised to break a record on 
the flight back. 

Martha hoped he’d make it back in one piece. 
As she signed off, Martha heard sounds 

outside, shouts and the roar of engines. She slipped out of 
the command center and over to the window above the 
kitchen sink. 
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Of course, Mueller and Danae had followed the 
runway all the way outside and had back-tracked to the 
cabin just in time to see the ‘Roddenberry’s Glimpse’ 
making a VTOL landing in the nearby meadow. 

“Look! Look! I told you they exist!” Mueller was 

shouting like a little kid as he tried to fight his way through 
the backwash from the VTOL engines. “Hey, why does it 

look like a Klingon Bird of Prey???” 
Martha waited in the Cabin’s doorway until the jet had 

landed and the engines had quieted before running out to 
meet the crew. 

Lester popped the hatch and the rescue team began 
pouring out, carrying the remains of their fallen comrades 
for proper burial. 

Mueller stared, feet locked in place. “Little grey-
furred… squirrels?!? Wearing little red…. bow-ties?” 

Mueller began hyperventilating, then fell to his knees, 
staring at the ship, murmuring, “The squirrels! The 
squirrels!” 

Martha hurried over to the extraction team. “Good job 
everyone! Anything interesting happen on the way 
back, Lester?” 

Lester shrugged and shook his head. Not even 
any sparks. 

“Good,” Martha nodded, carefully picking up Lester 
and setting him on her shoulder. He settled onto the perch 
as she bent over the grim remains of Tom, Rocky 2 and 
the rest of the team. “We’ll have a proper burial. Francis, 
would you pick the spot and get the teams digging? 
You know where the shoe boxes are.” 

The little accountant did not look thrilled at the 
prospect of herding squirrels, but began issuing orders 
and the whole squirrely mass started moving toward the 
graveyard. 

A cough behind Martha came from a human. 
Martha turned to look and might have knocked Lester off 
her shoulder in years past, but he’d had lots of practice 
and ducked low. 
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Danae stood at the edge of the clearing, a few feet 
from Martha. She looked surprised, but remarkably calm, 
considering the circumstances. She thumbed toward the 
‘Glimpse’ sitting incongruously in the meadow. “Do you 
want to explain how that aircraft… spaceship… thing just 

appeared out of the blue like that? One moment, the sky 
was as clear as can be expected in this area. The next, 
that thing was just sitting in mid-air over the trees.” 

“I’d rather not. Not right now,” Martha shook her head. 
“We’re in the middle of the patent process. Certain 
government departments have already tried to convince 
me that, in the interests of national security, I should turn 
over all my research with the prototypes and forget such a 
project ever existed.” 

Danae arched an eyebrow, “How did you 
convince them to leave you alone?” 

“We’re still working on that,” Martha grimaced. 
"Thankfully, we’d already prepared a contingency plan for 
such an emergency.” 

They were definitely going to have to wipe this 
woman's memories. 

Danae silently studied her, then glanced over at the 
ship. “That’s not really shaped like a Klingon Bird of Prey, 
is it.” 

“Nope,” Martha grinned. “Alien sightings are so very 
useful. I’m sure you can see the possibilities for a 3D 
holographic projector. That idea is patented, but now isn’t 

the best of time to explain how it works. Come visit some 
time, when we’re not so busy, and we’ll chat about 
polarized vectors and molecular vibration harmonics over 
tea. It’s fun stuff!” 

Which it was, but Francis and Sunny should 
be listening though their earbuds. Help should be on the 
way. They just needed time. 

“What you’ve managed to do is absolutely incredible.” 
Danae waved a hand toward the ‘Glimpse’, “It’s really too 
bad that I’m going to have to bring you in.” 

Martha turned to stare at her, “What?” Just like that? 
Danae wasn’t going to try to get Martha talking about the 
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details of how it worked first? How unusual, this was not 
an ordinary government agent. 

“I’m going to have to bring you in,” Danae repeated 
slowly and carefully, snatching up Lester off Martha’s 
shoulder and pulling her federal-issue sidearm from 
underneath her bathrobe. The end of the barrel looked 
huge next to Lester’s head. “Do come quietly. I would hate 
to hurt this valuable creature.” 

Martha signaled Lester to keep calm and 
stop squirming, as she spoke slowly and clearly, “I heard 
you. I meant: what do you mean, bring me in? Why? What 
for? Sorry for the confusion, but, like I said, most 
government agents just want the technology.” 

“My department obtained reports several months ago, 
detailing a terrorist attack near here.” 

Martha blinked, “The Canadians? You took 
that seriously?” 

Lester also looked at the woman and rolled his eyes, 
despite the 9mm pointed at him. 

Danae smiled smugly, “You know of it.” 
“Yeah,” Martha snorted, “But I wasn’t part of it.” 

“The reports came from the captured 
terrorists themselves, who told us the plot had been 
broken up by a woman who had commanded thousands of 
squirrels to attack. This person has been deemed highly 
dangerous and a potential threat. She obviously has a 
very unstable psychological profile,” Danae narrowed her 
eyes. 

“I’m not unstable,” Martha snorted. 
“You talk to squirrels,” Danae said, as if that proved 

her point. “Who wear red bow-ties.” 
“They look cute.” 
Danae hesitated a moment and chewed her 

lip. “True,” she admitted, “But nevertheless.” 
Martha studied Danae, then cocked her head slightly 

to the side, “How did you find me?” Perhaps a question 
would distract the woman from her hold on Lester. 
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“You registered your business, got permits for running 
a bed and breakfast,” Danae ticked off on her fingers, 
“Ooh, and you’ve been paying your taxes.” 

Martha shook her head, “Al Capone finally gets sent 
to prison for tax fraud, and I am hunted down for the 
opposite reason. A person just can’t win. Are you really 
from the FBI or are you the IRS?” 

“Does it matter? You command a private army within 
the United States. The government can’t let such a 
possible threat go free.” Danae fingered the red satin still 
tied around Lester’s neck, then her hand tightened on 
Lester. He squeaked. 

Martha waved her hands in protest, “Don’t hurt him! 
Besides, you can’t blame the victory on me. The Boy 
Scouts had already weakened their defense via a high 
mobile catapult platform and some excellent scout-craft!” 

Danae frowned, “The Canadians said they’d built a 
tank.” 

“Well,” Martha hedged, “It did look like one. But it had 

a catapult, not a cannon.” 
Danae nodded smartly, “With which they 

conducted biological warfare. We are looking for those 
Boy Scouts as well. When we find them, questions will be 
asked.” 

“Them? Why? They’re Boy Scouts!” 

“They have been determined to be potential risks,” 
Danae adjusted her pistol’s aim on Lester’s head. “Where 
can I find them?” 

This was not good, Martha realized. The FBI 
was looking for the Prophesied Leader of the Squirrel 
Conspiracy, for completely unrelated reasons. 

Just where was Francis and the others? They should 

be here by now. 
“Look,” Martha spoke to Danae calmly, “It’s not my 

fault Canadian terrorists decided to kidnap unhappy 
campers at a joint Boy Scout/Girl Scout spring camporee 
earlier this year. You can’t just…” 

She was cut off as a gust of wind nearly knocked her 
over. Danae went sprawling. A wall of dust kicked up from 
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the meadow and enveloped them as the wind howled in a 
higher pitch than ever heard in nature; something like the 
sound of ripping through the fabric of whatever it is 
that keeps the worlds apart. 

Horrified, Martha tried to peer through the stinging grit 
and leaves toward where the ‘Glimpse’ sat. She had last 
heard that sound about a year ago when they’d lost Tom 
and Rocky 2. 

Someone had started the dimensional device. 
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To Conquer the World III: 
 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

You can’t change history. 
You can, however, change perspective.  
Humans rewrite history all the time. 

 
Wind swirled around ‘Roddenberry’s Glimpse’, 

buffeting the ship with shuddering blows that threatened to 
send it off course. Rocky 6 held the controls steady until 
the grey concrete walls of the super secret military bunker 
Area 51 faded away into a night view of the meadow near 
Martha’s Cabin. He heard the double click of relays as the 
dimensional device disengaged and he carefully lowered 
the ship onto the grass. 

Behind Rocky 6, Lester flicked his tail in the mild 
appreciation that non-pilots regarded harrowing trips in 
which they were ignorant of the dangers that had been so 
narrowly escaped, and scampered back to the ship’s hold 
where the extraction team of a hundred or so squirrels 
waited to unload the remains of the ship’s former pilot and 
crew. 

Rocky 6 sat back in the pilot’s chair and pushed his 
aviator goggles back up on top of his pilot’s cap, then 
straightened his scarf over his bowtie. The extraction team 
didn’t need him to help haul four tubes of preservative 
from the cargo hold out to the shoebox plot. He was a 
pilot, not a grave digger. 

The idea of sudden death by impact, explosion, fall, 
crash landing, shrapnel, being burned alive, etc. didn’t 
bother him much. Those were just part of the risks that 
came with the adrenaline rush of strapping one’s self onto 
a container of engine fuel and trying to take it into the air. 
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But being cut up, sewn back together, and stuffed into 
a pickle jar? That… 

That made his fur crawl. 

It was too much like drowning. 
No, he’d sit right here until the others got the dead 

crew unloaded, thank you. 
He’d pay his respects, later. After they were lovingly 

shrouded in tissue, laid in their own shoeboxes (size 8 ½), 
and properly buried. They’d probably be Payless 
shoeboxes, or Court Classic. Rocky 6 knew Martha had 
kept a Sketchers box for Lester. He didn’t like to think 
about it, but had always secretly pictured himself being 
laid to rest in an Aerosole box. 

Tom deserved something better than a Payless… 
A patter of paws on the bridge deck broke through the 

maudlin mood. Rocky 6 hoped it wasn’t Lester, come to 
tell him to help. 

You’re still here, Stewart greeted behind him. Good. 
Did you need something? Rocky 6 glanced back at 

the group’s technology expert and was nearly blinded by 
Stewart’s Hawaiian shirt. Stewart was wearing the orange 
one with the palm trees and warm sand today. 

Stewart nodded, gleefully sniffing the dimensional 
device. Yeah, yeah, I wanted to get a look at this baby 
before Saki took it apart. 

Rocky 6 waved a paw toward the unit. Techs were 
only interested in one thing – electronic equipment. Rocky 
6 leaned back in his chair again and stared out the 
windshield at the night-shrouded meadow. The view from 
the pilot’s seat was a couple feet from the ground and he 
could almost pretend the ship was skimming over a sea of 
trees on autopilot in the dark. 

Flash light beams at the base of the trees along the 
edge of the meadow ruined the effect. 

Martha stood talking with two other humans, who 
wore suits. Back when Rocky 6 had been a wee squirrel, 
only dreaming of gliding among the clouds, he had heard 
about suits and what they meant in terms of human 
covering because of the human lack of fur. Suits always 
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meant trouble, particularly if they were worn into the 
woods. 

Stewart, Rocky 6 said softly. 
Eh? Stewart murmured, head deep inside the 

dimensional device. 
Stewart, get out here! Rocky 6 demanded. 
What? Stewart barked, clonking his head against the 

box’s frame as he crawled from the space. 
Rocky 6 pointed. 
Suits, Stewart whispered. 
To their horror, one of the suits snatched up Lester 

and held him high. They could see it was definitely Lester 
from the maroon vest the squirrel wore. 

Think he’s alright? Stewart asked. 
She’s not exactly cuddling him, Rocky 6 replied. 

The suit pulled a human gun and pointed it at Lester. 
To a squirrel, it looked like the equivalent of a cannon. 

Stewart squeaked, Not good! Not good! 
Rocky 6 grabbed Stewart’s Hawaiian shirt and 

snapped him out of his panic. Stewart, did you unplug 
anything in the dimensional device?  

Stewart nodded rapidly. Lots. 
Rocky 6 nearly growled with frustration, Well, plug 

them back in! I’m going to try something. 

Rocky 6 let Stewart go, flicking the engines back on. 
Stewart jumped back into the box and began making 
agitated noises. 

Ready? Rocky 6 called as the engines finished 

warming up and began making the smooth purr of a well-
timed motor. 

Yes! Wait, here’s another…got it. Ready! Stewart 
yelled, crawling out of the device’s box again. What are 
you going to…? 

Rocky 6 hit the device’s activator button. A wind that 
was half real and half time stream blew out from the ship 
in a shock wave of force, knocking the grass flat in all 
directions, and scattering a dust cloud that enveloped the 
suit holding Lester. 
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Rocky 6 shut down the dimensional device and the 
wind died. More switches were flicked off and the engines 
quieted down. 

Where did we go? Stewart asked. 
We didn’t go anywhere, Rocky 6 pointed out the 

windshield. We’re still in the meadow. 
The meadow…that was now bathed in bright sunlight 

streaming in through the windshield instead of the dim 
beams of flashlights. The leaves on the trees were no 
longer October’s reds and yellows. Now they glowed the 
deep green of summer. 

But… Stewart said, whiskers twitching as he stared at 

the face of the device’s box. He hadn’t noticed the 
changes in the world outside. Look, he said, the dials have 
moved. 

Ah, Stewart? Rocky 6 tugged Stewart’s sleeve and 

pointed out the window. 
AAAAAAA! Stewart jumped back, looking wildly 

around the meadow. 
Don’t panic! Rocky climbed out of the pilot’s chair and 

made his stub of a tail curve in a relaxed flop to one side, 
projecting calm. We’re still okay. 

But it’s different out there! Stewart replied, not paying 
attention to Rocky 6’s attempts at composure. What if it’s 
the 1950’s? What if we’re caught and dissected and… 
and… 

Breathe, Rocky 6 commanded. 
Stewart gulped, but took several slow breaths and 

regained a bit of balance. But…! 
Did the dials move a lot? Rocky 6 interrupted. 
Stewart blinked, then focused on the face of the box. 

No… just a little.  
Then we can’t be too far off, Rocky 6 assured him. 

We’ll just go out, scout around and see if we can find out 
when we are, then come back here and jump back. Easy. 

Easy for you to say. Stewart twitched his tail angrily. 
I’m a computer specialist, not a dare-devil! 

So you stay here, and I’ll go look around, Rocky 6 
replied. He was not at all happy with the idea of leaving 
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the safety of the ship, but they’d never get home unless 
they found out whether they’d gone backward or forward 
in time. 

Are you kidding? I’ve seen Saki’s Scooby-Doo reruns, 
Stewart bristled. We don’t split up! 

So you’re coming with me then? Rocky 6 narrowed 
his eyes. As ship’s crew it’s our duty to bring the ship 
home and we can’t do that unless we know where we are. 

Stewart’s tail bristled slightly. What are you? Captain? 
Rocky 6 snorted, Pilot. An infinitely superior position. 

You’ll be our communications officer. 
Stewart twitched his tail in irritation. What if I don’t 

want to? 
Rocky 6 narrowed his eyes. I’m still going out. 
Stewart glared back and crossed his arms, human-

style. Fine.  
 
 
Pilot to communications officer, Rocky 6 called over 

the mini hand radio as he exited the ship and locked it. 
How’s everything on your end? 

The walkie-talkie would have fit in a human hand and 
was the smallest commercially available model. Nearly as 
tall as Rocky 6, he wouldn’t be climbing trees with it. He’d 
hung it from a strap slung bandolier-style over one 
shoulder, but the antenna kept tangling with his scarf. He 
wondered why Saki could build a time machine that 
actually worked, but couldn’t bother with squirrel-sized 
two-way radios. 

Just fine, Stewart called over from about a foot away. 
The palm trees and little patches of beach on his orange 
shirt were anything but camouflage among the trees and 
brush here. 

Use the radio! Rocky 6 scolded. You’re the 
communications officer! 

I need both paws for this! Stewart held up the long 

range wireless taser they’d found in the ship’s stores. 
Considering the unit had been experimental when it had 
been built and then had sat in mothballs since 1952, 
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Stewart and Rocky 6 weren’t certain it would actually 
work, but it made Stewart feel better to have it along. 

Since Stewart had their only weapon, he took point as 
they headed for the Cabin. The first thing Rocky 6 noticed 
was that some of the trees were missing, specifically the 
smaller ones. The next thing was that the path to the 
meadow was completely hidden by grass and old fallen 
leaves. It was gloomy under the shadow of the trees, as it 
usually was around Martha’s cabin, but it felt darker than 
normal despite the cheery sunshine that filtered through 
the leafy canopy overhead. 

Do you hear that? Stewart whispered. 

Rocky 6 listened for a moment, but heard nothing. 
What? 

Rustling in the trees above us, Stewart replied. We’re 
being followed. 

That made the fur along Rocky 6’s spine stand up 
straight. The other squirrels wouldn’t hide in the shadows. 
Come to think of it, they should have been met and 
greeted long before now. Where was everyone? 

What I wouldn’t give for an unnamed security officer 
with us right now, Stewart muttered. He pressed forward. 

They reached the spot where the Cabin should have 
been but all Rocky 6 could see in the spot was dry earth, 
scattered leaves, and a spot of deer plop that was a 
couple days old. The scene wasn’t all that disturbing since 
Lester could be having one of his ‘paranoid days’ and 
have set the holo-cloak to ‘invisible’ again. Stewart had 
always claimed he could see the edges of the façade, but 
Rocky 6 had always needed to carefully walk toward the 
edge of where the building should be, paws outstretched, 
or risk bruising his nose. 

Go knock on the door, Rocky 6 told Stewart. Maybe 
they’ll be friendly. 

What don’t you go? Stewart’s tail hung low to the 

ground, keeping a low profile. 
Rocky 6 shrugged. You’re the communications officer. 
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Stewart flicked his tail at Rocky 6, but hopped toward 
where the door should be. He reached out a paw to knock, 
and missed. 

Rocky 6 hid amusement at Stewart’s failure. 
Stewart reached out again and began feeling blindly. 

He’d progressed into the space about five squirrel lengths 
(nose to tail tip) when he turned back to Rocky 6, eyes 
wide. It’s not here! The Cabin’s not here! 

Rocky 6 had already gathered that Stewart was 
absolutely correct. 

Something rustled in the tree on the far side of where 
the cabin should have been. 

Rocky 6 froze. He and Stewart were several squirrel-
lengths from any tree. They’d probably make it to one, but 
then again, whatever was following them was already in 
the trees. 

The leaves rustled again… 
Stewart fired a warning shot. 
At least, that would have been the official write-up. 

Rocky 6 was pretty sure Stewart was aiming for whatever 
it was up in the tree. Leaves exploded in shreds with a 
flash of light and the scent of ozone as something small 
fell from a branch and landed in a pile of old leaves at the 
base of the trunk. 

Well, at least we know the wireless taser works, 

Rocky 6 commented as the two of them stared at the pile 
of leaves, waiting for whatever it was to recover and jump 
out at them. 

Yeah, the batteries held up pretty well in storage, 

Stewart nodded, keeping the barrel of the taser pointed at 
the pile of leaves. His ears twitched every now and then in 
nervous agitation. 

Rocky 6 noticed Stewart was much calmer with 
something to do and made a mental note to keep Stewart 
as busy as possible from now on. 

The wind blew overhead, flipping the leaves in the 
almost-sound of ocean waves or crowds of humans 
talking. A bird chirped back in the meadow. Rocky 6 felt an 
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itch developing on the bottom of his hind foot that was 
going to need attention soon. 

Not a sound had come from the pile of leaves, so 
Rocky 6 made a command decision and took a step 
toward the pile. 

What are you doing? Stewart hissed. 
Rocky 6 sent him a follow-me signal and advanced on 

the pile of leaves. Nothing jumped out at them as they 
drew closer, which could mean the thing in the pile was 
hurt, or maybe that it was biding its time and waiting for 
them to come in range. Finally, Rocky 6 stood at the edge 
of the pile. Nothing but leaves was visible. He swallowed 
and began brushing aside the top leaves. About half way 
into the pile, he found the body. 

A small squirrel lay buried in the leaves, probably a 
pre-adolescent, judging from the size and softness of the 
fur. 

Did you kill him? Rocky 6 asked as Stewart waded 
into the pile for a look. 

How should I know? Stewart replied. I’m a 
communications officer, not a veterinarian! 

Rocky 6 bent down and put an ear to the little 
squirrel’s chest. I hear a heartbeat and he’s still breathing.  

That’s good, right? Stewart asked.  
I don’t know, Rocky 6 admitted. I’m not usually awake 

when Martha’s taken care of me after a crash. 
Stewart sighed and glanced around at the trees. I 

guess we’d better bring him back to the ship with us. The 
Cabin’s not here and maybe he can tell us when we are. 

Stewart had the taser, so Rocky 6 hauled the little 
squirrel back to the ship. (How could something so small 
be so heavy??) Once back inside, they laid him on the 
floor in the storage hold. As soon as they let go of him, the 
little squirrel opened his eyes and sat up so fast Stewart 
jumped away, startled, training the taser on him. 

Who are you? the little squirrel asked, completely 

without fear. 
Oh great, Rocky 6 thought, one of the suicidal-

confident age. 
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I saw you, the little squirrel accused. The big rock 
appeared and then you came out of the rock and I 
followed you. You don’t belong here. 

You got that right, Stewart muttered. 
Who are you? the little squirrel demanded. 

Rocky 6 and Stewart glanced at each other. 
Rocky 6 coughed. You can call me, 'Sulu.' 
I’m Uhura, Stewart said. 

Rocky 6 gave him a side-long look. 
Stewart shrugged. Communications Officer. 
The little squirrel was staring at them, taking in every 

word. 
We’re looking for Martha, Rocky 6 asked him. Does 

she live near here? 
Martha who? Why are you acting like humans? Why 

do you have human names? 
No Martha, no Cabin. Rocky 6 glanced at Stewart and 

shook his head. We’re somewhere in the past. 
The little squirrel looked from Stewart to Rocky 6. You 

even talk like humans! Can I have a human name too? 

The little squirrel had brought its paws up under its chin 
and looked up at them, begging. 

I hate it when they try to be cute, Stewart growled to 

Rocky 6 under his breath. 
You wanted a redshirt, Rocky 6 pointed out. 
A nameless one, Stewart grumbled. 
Please, please, can I have a human name? The little 

squirrel jumped up and down. 
Fine, you can have a human name, Rocky 6 said, 

before Stewart could snap something rude. He thought 
quickly for a reasonable name for the adolescent, then 
had to give up and said, You’ll be Bill. 

Stewart blinked. 
Bill? The adolescent squirrel curled his tail in a 

question mark. 
Bill? Stewart echoed, then one side of his mouth 

curled up, showing teeth. We’ll call you ‘Shatner’ for short. 

Rocky gave Stewart a long suffering look. 
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The adolescent’s tail curl tightened in confusion. But, 
I’m already short. 

Stewart was not going to budge on his private joke. 
It’s a nickname, Rocky 6 explained, carefully. Humans 

use them. Nick-names are shortened versions and in this 
case ‘Shatner’ is a shortened version of ‘Bill’.  

Oh! Shatner’s tail uncurled and even puffed a little 

with pride. 
Stewart looked like he wanted to laugh evilly, but 

managed to stay silent. 
I’m hungry, Shatner stated, expectantly. 
How old is he? Rocky 6 wondered. 
The humans cleaned the ship out pretty thoroughly, 

Stewart pointed out. 
Rocky 6 made a shooing motion with a paw. Go see 

what happened with the dimensional device, ‘Uhura’. 
Shatner and I will go check the storage tubs, just in case. 
Unless you’d like to go with him… 

Stewart glanced at Shatner, then scurried off toward 
the bridge. 

A quick round of the hold’s few remaining 
Rubbermaid storage tubs revealed that they were indeed, 
empty. Same for the galley, the cabins, the HVAC control 
center, the main cargo hold, the waste recycling plant, and 
the hydroponics center. Even the hidden smuggling 
compartments were empty. 

Rocky 6 couldn’t imagine why they’d need smuggling 
compartments. 

Beside him, Shatner whined, I’m hungry. 
Let’s go see if Uhura’s found anything, Rocky 6 

suggested. 
 
 
Compared to the rest of the ship, the cockpit had a 

warm and homey feel to Rocky 6. He was happy to be 
back in familiar surroundings. 

There’s a couple of pretzels under the captain’s chair, 
Stewart told them. But they’ve been there since 1952, so 
they’re pretty stale. 
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I don’t think it matters, Rocky 6 told Stewart as 

Shatner ran over to the chair indicated and happily began 
noshing. The pretzel pieces were no longer crunchy. 

To distract himself from the thought of soggy, fifty 
year old pretzels, Rocky 6 pointed to the dimensional 
device. How’s it coming? 

I think I’ve got it, Stewart reached for the start button. 
Wait! Rocky 6 shouted as the engines roared to life 

and began to howl. Rocky 6 lunged for the off-button, 
falling short. 

Then the howling died and the engines slowly wound 
down and stopped. 

A bit more sensitive than I thought, Stewart muttered. 

His paw still pressed the off-button. 
The dials had moved a lot, the other way. 
Where are we now? Rocky 6 asked. 
Or when, Stewart corrected. 
Yes, yes. Or ‘when’, Rocky 6 agreed with irritation. 

But we’re not where we were. 
When. 
Fine! When. 
We should probably go see, Stewart said, not moving. 
Rocky 6 noticed Stewart was staring out the front 

windshield and turned to look. The fur on his tail puffed in 
shock. 

There were no trees! The Glimpse was parked in the 
middle of an alley between a restaurant and a laundromat, 
next to a dumpster. 

I thought you said we hadn’t moved, Rocky 6 

muttered to Stewart. 
We haven’t, Stewart nodded slowly. My tree…they cut 

down my tree… 
The cabin’s gone, Rocky 6 moaned. Those maniacs! 

And…and what about the campground? Is that gone too? 
We’re going to have to go out there and find out what 

the date is. Stewart folded his ears back. He obviously did 

not like the idea of going outside the ship. 
Come on, Rocky 6 told him wryly, I’ve heard 

Suburbia’s a nice place to visit. 
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Yeah. Stewart pulled his tail close in disgust. But you 
wouldn’t want to live there. 

 
 

Once again outside the Glimpse, Rocky 6 wished he 
too were back inside. Stewart had brought the taser, which 
helped make Rocky 6 feel a little safer, but Suburbia had 
dogs and cats, hawks, and —worse — human children. 

The feeling of pavement under his feet where once 
had been dry leaves, earth, and mushrooms, and the 
smell of burnt toast instead of moss and decaying leaf 
matter, made him uncomfortable. 

You sure we have to have to do this? Stewart asked. 
Rocky 6 turned his back on the disguised ship. Yes. 

We have to figure out exactly when we are or else, we’ll 
never get back where we belong. 

Why does the rock look like a car now? Shatner 

asked, glancing at Rocky 6. 
‘Rock’, Stewart sniffed in disgust. A Klingon Bird of 

Prey being mistaken for a ‘rock’… 
It’s a Delorian, Rocky 6 replied loudly to cover 

Stewart’s grousing. We don’t want to humans to notice our 
ship, so it’s better to disguise it a something they’re used 
to seeing on a street. 

What if they think a Delorian is unusual? Stewart 

hefted the wireless taser over his shoulder. 
The Delorian is a classic, Rocky 6 replied and 

headed for the main road. 
Stewart and Shatner followed. 
At the end of the alley, they stopped and stared at the 

traffic. Shiny round… things… zipped past them. Some 
were brightly colored, others were all chrome. All had 
windshields through which Rocky 6 could make out human 
shapes as they flashed by. 

Rocky 6 realized his mouth was hanging open and 
shut it, swallowing hard. Okay…, he said, a Delorian is a 
definitely a classic now. 

Then Rocky 6 saw the creepiest thing: A squirrel in a 
suit walking toward them in the middle of the sidewalk, as 
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if it had every right to be there, just like a human. The 
squirrel was not carrying an attaché or wearing a fedora, 
which would have given it at least the look of a classic spy, 
like Secret Squirrel in the TV series Francis liked to watch, 
but no, it was simply wearing the suit, like some sort of 
fuzzy business man or government agent. 

Rocky 6 had good reason to be suspicious of 
government agents at the moment. 

I’m hungry, Shatner spoke up. 

Stewart gave him an irritated glance as the squirrel in 
the suit hopped up to them. 

Hullo! He waved his tail in greeting. You must be the 
time travelers who have come to visit! I am XZP70Q333. 
My superiors sent me to be your guide to our fair time 
period. Any questions? 

Rocky 6 blinked. 
Stewart folded his front legs, human style and glared 

at the newcomer. How do you know we’re the time 
travelers you’re looking for? 

XZ rocked back on his haunches. Oh please. Do you 
honestly think our technology is so poor we cannot sense 
a disturbance in the time stream? Your stay has been 
deemed part of the natural flow, but it must be short, 
otherwise we’ll risk a major disruption. How can I facilitate 
your visit? 

I’m Sulu, Rocky 6 introduced, and this is Uhura… 
And I’m Shatner! Shatner shouted with glee. 
XZ nodded, Your cover names reflect the great 

heroes of your time! 
How do you know they’re not our real names? 

Stewart’s tail curled in suspicion. 
Please, XZ laughed, you’re time travelers! Naturally, 

you would wish not to reveal your real names. 
I’m hungry! Shatner stated. 
Shut up Bill, Stewart shushed him. You just ate. 
But, I’m hungry! Shatner whimpered. He dropped to 

the sidewalk in a pout. 
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No problem. XZ pulled out a packet of mixed nuts 

from a hole in the air. In moments, the packet was open 
and Shatner was happily snacking. 

Wait, he’s not supposed to have junk food…Rocky 6 

began. 
XZ waved his tail in a calming motion. Don’t worry, All 

human snacks are held to rigorous health and diet 
standards these days. No sodium, no saturated oils or 
fats, no MSG, no sugars, and no chocolate. Your little 
friend will benefit from the products of this day and age. 

Why does he sound like a commercial? Stewart 

muttered under his breath. 
To cover Stewart’s impoliteness, Rocky 6 waved his 

paw at the buildings and shops round them. What 
happened? There used to be a campground here…ages 
ago. Now it’s…suburbia. 

XZ nodded sagely. Oh, these were built in the 
housing boom of 2035. Developers bought up all the land 
and turned it into housing and rentals. Naturally, humans 
desire convenience stores near their dwellings. Just think 
of it as a communal nut storage where they all draw their 
food from. 

Rocky 6 was appalled, and somewhat insulted that 
this future squirrel thought he had to explain supermarkets 
to them. He tried to cover his reaction with another 
question. How does this work with the Great Plan? 

XZ frowned. Great Plan? 
For the revolution, Stewart clarified. 
XZ laughed. The Squirrel Revolution already 

happened. We now run the stock market. It all turned 
around when we picked up the US postal service at 
government auction, converted it to an internet-based 
system using one-way transporter technology developed 
for office and home use, and began running it at a profit. 
UPS and Fedex were next, obviously. From there the 
world-wide transportation market just fell into our hands. 
Public transportation was a simple jump, once humans got 
used to the idea that their mail was being sent across the 
globe in seconds, why not their bodies? That caused the 
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collapse of the airline industry, and we were able to 
purchase Boeing for a song. Toyota and Ford both put up 
a fight and they still make cars for short-distance travel, 
Sunday-drivers so to speak, sort of a niche market, but 
they’re not strong competition anymore. 

Rocky 6 stared at him. Don’t the humans have a 
problem with this? Why don’t they try to stop you? 

XZ snorted. I take it you don’t have a ‘National Heath 
Care System’ wherever you come from. The humans play 
with that. It lets them pretend they’re still in control. 

Is that some sort of video game? Rocky 6 asked. 
Video game? XZ frowned. You mean like Facebook-

Sims or Grand Theft Navy? Online Anime Deathmatch for 
WiiUS or X-Box 1024 is pretty popular. 

What? Rocky 6 blinked. I meant like Atari or Pong. Or 
maybe Super Mario? 

Are those supposed to be games? XZ asked. 
Never mind, Rocky 6 said as he shook his head. This 

is too distracting. Look, we’re just trying to get back 
home… 

What are those? Stewart interrupted, pointing at a 

display rack outside a nearby store. Little plastic cases 
held flat shiny disks. Naturally, Stewart, being technology 
focused, would gravitate toward something along that line. 

Oh! Pretty! Shatner nodded. 
XZ glanced where Stewart’s paw indicated. Those are 

DVDs. 
What are deeveedees? Stewart’s posture hinted at 

politely restrained impatience. 
XZ shrugged. It’s an archaic digital storage medium 

for data. Movies, photos, text documents, that sort of 
thing. Those are all movies and TV seasons. It’s an old 
retro tech, popular with aged humans. 

Movies, you say? Stewart hopped over to the rack 
and began pawing through it. El Hazard, something called 
Pokemon,…why would anyone remake Dragon Ball? Hey, 
I haven’t seen this anime before. 
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Stewart held up a DVD case with a picture of five 
animated young men in Boy Scout uniforms standing in 
front of five giant monsters. 

Neon Genesis Boy Scouts? Rocky 6 asked, dubious. 
XZ nodded, bemused. Oh yes, it was a fan-fiction that 

became popular. A Korean animation house got 
permission to turn it into a TV series. You’re holding the 
second season where the characters have to move to 
Japan in order to avoid a Chinese hit man. My favorite is 
the third season where... 

Stop, just stop, Rocky 6 interrupted, furling his tail. 
This isn’t helping. 

XZ looked at him. 
Rocky 6 curled his tail to look less menacing. We’re 

not here for that. We’re looking for a date. 

XZ eyed him carefully, focusing on Rocky 6’s goggles 
and scarf. A date? I’m not sure our females would be 
interested. Office Chic is what's in these days. 

Rocky 6 stared at him in total befuddlement. 
What’s the year? Stewart coughed politely. 
I’m a squirrel. XZ shrugged. Do you think I keep track 

of that stuff? 
Rocky 6 glanced at Stewart. They rolled their eyes. 
XZ looked at each of them. Is that truly the extent of 

your mission? I am sorry not to be of better assistance. 
Okay, I guess we do know we’re in the future, after 

2035 at least. Stewart sighed. We have to go back to the 
past. 

Good luck with that! XZ laughed and left them. 

Rocky 6 and Stewart retraced their steps back to the 
Glimpse. Shatner followed them, eyes wide, taking in their 
surroundings. 

Can we look around? Shatner asked. I’ve never been 
to the future before. It looks interesting. 

Rocky 6 and Stewart cautiously studied all the 
shortcuts to death between them and the Glimpse. 

Dogs, Stewart muttered. Laser rails on the eaves to 
keep off squirrels and pigeons, super-speed traffic, moving 
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walkways, rocket packs, mutated cats, squirrel-eating 
birds… 

We’re on a mission, Rocky 6 told Shatner. 
Martha’s in trouble, Stewart added. 
Rocky 6 nodded. And Lester. 
Stewart snorted. Who cares about Lester? 
Rocky 6 swatted him. Martha does.  
Okay, fine, Stewart acquiesced. We’ll go back for 

Lester too.  
 
 

Back in the Glimpse, Rocky 6 breathed a sigh of 
relief. The silence of the empty ship was calming and 
peaceful compared to the culture clash they’d 
encountered. He and Shatner followed Stewart back to the 
cockpit, where Rocky 6 took a seat in the pilot’s chair and 
stared out the windshield. The forest was gone. He 
wondered where the Boy Scouts had their camporees. He 
wondered if Boy Scouts still existed in this time. He’d 
always enjoyed watching their antics and had found the 
campfire nights entertaining. Human humor was 
sometimes incomprehensible, even when Martha had tried 
to explain jokes to him. Would humans have found this 
place funny? There was no trace of the cabin. It had been 
bulldozed out of existence to put in a parking lot for a fry-
bread parlor. 

You know, Stewart said slowly from where he was 
studying the dimensional device, I bet these dials are 
supposed to be clocks. Humans keep track of time with 
them and we’ve wound up in the past and the future. Can 
you read analog time? 

Rocky 6 gave him a human ‘look.’ I’m a squirrel. Can 
you? 

Yeah, Stewart nodded. But only one at a time. I don’t 
have a clue what to do with three of them. 

Maybe one’s for minutes, another for days, and the 
other for centuries, Rocky 6 suggested. 

Stewart stared balefully at the display. That’s the 
problem: they’re not labeled. I don’t know which is which. 
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Stewart sighed. At the next place we end up, we need to 
find a digital display. Even the Delorian in ‘Back to the 
Future’ had a digital display. What era does Saki think we 
live in? 1898? 

Well, Rocky 6 mused, have you seen Lester’s vest, 
with the pocket watch? And Martha makes everything by 
hand. I heard other humans in our time make most things 
with machines. 

Stewart flattened his ears and slumped. Good point. 
So, where do we find a digital display? Rocky 6 

asked. 
A store? Stewart curled his tail up into a question 

mark. Martha always goes into the city when she has to 
buy parts. You ever been to the city? Why do you think 
she makes most of the stuff in the cabin? Hey, you know 
what would be useful? If a store put a website on the 
internet with pictures of everything they sell so someone 
go find what they need on the website, order it, and ask for 
it to be mailed to them. Martha would never have to go 
into the city again. 

Rocky 6 snorted. Are you kidding? That would never 
catch on. Humans like to go out and walk around in 
crowds of other humans. They even have a special 
holiday for it: December 24th, Christmas Shopping Day. 

Stewart folded his front legs and glared at the 
dimensional device. Well I think it would be a good idea… 

So, where are we going to find a digital display? 

Rocky 6 asked to change the subject. 
Stewart shook his head and glanced out the 

windshield. Not around here. We’re going to have to try to 
go back to the past. 

 
 
A hop, a skip, and a howling swirly mess of wibbly 

wobbly timey-wimey stuff later, they dropped out of the 
time stream several hundred feet above the top of the 
forest. Rocky 6 imagined he could see the top of the 
cabin’s roof through the trees, even though he knew the 
cabin was built under dense cover specifically so it 
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wouldn’t be visible from the air. Human satellite 
photography technology was getting better every year. 
Who knew when the U.S. government would be able to 
find the cabin via satellite infrared filters? He was tempted 
to set the Glimpse down right there and go to the cabin 
and ask if they’d made it home, but the chances of them 
actually having come back to the time they’d left without 
any kind of clock, was slim to none. Paws on the flight 
controls, he swung the ship around to face east. There 
was a large city and several smaller ones in that direction. 

Alright, Rocky 6 asked, how are we supposed to find 
a store that sells digital displays? 

Stewart shrugged. Phone book. 
Rocky 6 flattened his ears. Don’t mess with me today. 

We don’t want to call them, we want to go there. 
Stewart waved his paws placating. It’ll have 

addresses too. And Maps of the ground and city street 
layouts. We’ll be able to find a place from the air. 

That did sound appealing to Rocky 6. Politely, he 
asked, Where’s the nearest phone booth? 

Stewart pointed out the windshield. That gas station 
down the road from the camp, the one Martha uses to fill 
the pick-up truck. 

In no time, they were pawing through a local directory. 
After a few hundred pages in, Rocky 6 sighed. There 

are so many stores! How are we going to find just one that 
sells what we want? 

Stewart chewed his claws in thought. 
Shatner hopped up onto the shelf in the phone booth 

next to Rocky 6 and stared at the lines of tiny type. What 
is this? 

This is human writing, Rocky 6 replied patiently. 
You can understand it? Shatner looked wide-eyed. 
Yeah, Stewart nodded, puffing his chest in pride. 
Shatner pointed to a line with a claw. What does this 

say? 
Ro-To Roo-Ter, Stewart read aloud. 
Shatner scratched behind his ear. What’s that? 
I think it’s a kind of plumber, Rocky 6 replied. 
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No. Stewart shook his head. It says ‘Rooter’. That has 
to be a type of gardener. 

What’s this one? Shatner pointed at another line. 
Stewart tilted his head slightly to see better. Law-yer. 
Shatner’s whiskers curled back. Sounds scary. 
Stewart nodded. I think they are. Martha warned me 

not to do anything illegal on-line or else the lawyers would 
find us. She says they’re worse than rats. 

Shatner’s tail was slowly puffing like a bottle brush. 
Let’s not go there! 

Alright, we won’t, Stewart agreed. Pick another one. 

Shatner put his paw down on a box shape that had 
one address in it. 

Hol Yoh Ka Mall, Stewart read. 
Rocky 6 took a look. That’s Holyoke Mall. 
Looks like Hol Yoh Ka to me, Stewart insisted. Oak is 

spelled with an ‘A’. 
Holyoke Mall at Ingleside. Weird. Rocky 6 shook his 

head. Sort of like Stratford-Upon-Avon. Holyoke-Mall-At-
Ingleside. 

Avon means ‘river’, Stewart put in. Thus, ‘The River 
Avon’ means the ‘River river’. 

Shatner interrupted, What’s a ‘Mall’? 
It’s a big, big building with lots of stores 

inside…Stewart trailed off and glanced at Rocky 6. 

They glanced at the map co-ordinates, then flipped to 
the map section. 

Here. Stewart pointed. 
Wow, that’s big. Rocky 6 nodded. I could definitely 

find that from the air. 
You think it’ll have a place that sells digital displays? 

Stewart asked. 
It’s a place to start, right? Rocky 6 shrugged and lept 

off the shelf and headed back to the Glimpse. Stewart and 
Shatner followed at his heels.  

You know, Stewart mused, what if maps were 
available on the internet? What if you could type in an 
address and a map would come up of the area? It 
shouldn’t be too difficult to build a site like that. Humans 
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have maps for the entire planet. You could even use road 
maps. That way, you wouldn’t have to buy a map of an 
entire state or two. You could just print out the route you 
intend to take and save a lot of paper. Or, better, what if 
there was a way to take the computer screen with you…? 
Hmm… 

 

 
An hour later (after a little backtracking) Rocky 6 set 

the Glimpse down in the Holyoke Mall parking lot. 
What is that? Stewart demanded, pointing at the 

Glimpse, as Rocky 6 hopped out of the disguised ship and 
shut the hatch. 

Well, I had to disguise it as something. Rocky 6 
arched his tail. Don’t you think a phone booth in a human 
city is pretty innocuous? 

The three of them looked back at the phone booth, 
which had a nice bright coat of blue paint and the words: 
‘Police Public Call Box’ written in a band above the door. 

Pretty! Shatner clapped his front paws. 
Stewart snorted. I prefer the Bird of Prey. 
Like that isn’t going to stand out in the middle of a 

mall parking lot? Rocky 6 flicked his tail, irritated. 
Sure, it’ll stand out, Stewart agreed. I just prefer the 

Bird of Prey to that blue…thing. 
Let’s go find your digital display and get out of here, 

Rocky 6 replied. 
Right! Stewart nodded and shot off across the parking 

lot toward the Mall. 
Where does he think he’s going? Rocky 6 growled, 

motioning Shatner to follow and heading off after their 
communications officer. 

They caught up to Stewart inside the main entrance. 
Humans were everywhere! Shatner was almost squashed 
by the automatic doors and all three of them were nearly 
trampled by the humans entering and exiting the mall. 

A mall directory sat in an open place near the 
entrance, but the crowd passed by it without looking. The 
humans all seemed to know where they were going 
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already. The three squirrels hopped over and looked at the 
list of stores. 

How do we know what store will sell a digital display? 

Rocky 6 asked. 
Video recorder, Stewart interjected. I want a Betamax. 
Rocky 6 looked at him. You just need the digital clock, 

right. Why do you want a whole VCR? 
Stewart flicked his tail. VCRs are programmable. We’ll 

be able to set it for the time we want to go to instead of 
making a guess. 

Rocky 6 let his ear flop in skepticism. Since when can 
you set a VCR? 

Stewart sniffed. Martha does it all the time for you and 
Lester. Honestly, ‘The Rocky and Bulwinkle Show’ and 
‘Tail Spin’? 

Just because Martha knows how to set a VCR doesn’t 
mean you can. Rocky 6 ignored the jib about his TV 

preferences. He also liked ‘Black Sheep Squadron’ and 
‘Sky King’, but that was beside the point. He returned to 
studying the directory. Hey, here’s a Sears, Rocky 6 

pointed out. 
So? Stewart asked. 
A VCR is a home appliance, right? 
Yeah, so? 
Martha bought the new washer-dryer from Sears. 

Those are appliances. Maybe Sears will have VCRs, too. 
Stewart shrugged. Worth a try. 
 
 

Two hours later, the three squirrels climbed up a 
potted tree and hid in its branches for a rest. 

Face it, we’re lost. Stewart sighed, his tail drooping. 
I’m hungry, Shatner moaned. 
You just had a snack, Rocky 6 said, trying to sound 

reasonable. 
Shatner didn’t want to be reasonable. I’m hungry. I 

smell food. 
So do I, Stewart noted. I saw something called a 

‘Food Court’ on the map. Maybe we’re close. 
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A ‘Food Court’? Rocky 6 pictured a scene of human 

kings, queens, and attendants dressed in clothes made 
from sandwich meat, cheese, lettuce, tomato slices, bacon 
strips, and fried chicken. Perhaps he was hungry too. 

Following the scent of food, they found a large area 
full of tables, chairs, and booths. The food-smell was 
strong in this place. Rocky 6 jumped up on top of a table 
for a better vantage. 

Court… courtyard. Rocky 6 made the connection. I 
see. 

Three people sat at one of the tables, chatting: a 
dark-haired female, a male with shaggy reddish brown hair 
and glasses, and a second male with dark hair that all fell 
to one side of his head, as if something wet had licked it. 

Let’s go ask them if they can give us directions, 

Rocky 6 suggested and was just about to jump from the 
table when he was suddenly drenched with cold water and 
ice cubes. 

Totally soaked through and thoroughly chilled, Rocky 
6 spun on Stewart, who held a dripping paper soft-drink 
cup. 

What did ya do that for!!!? 
Wait, Stewart whispered. Do you feel it? 
Feel what? Cold? Wet? Soaked? The way the Ice 

chips slide through my fur?! Rocky 6 demanded 

impatiently. The Three humans were just sitting at their 
table, chatting leisurely, but for how long? Rocky 6 was 
tired of traveling and strange places. He wanted to go 
home. A few answers and they’d be on their way. And 
Stewart was playing adolescent games, for crying out 
loud! 

Stewart nodded at the three humans. Them. There’s 
something strange about those three. 

Rocky 6 eyed the three humans. Just a female and 
two males. Ordinary humans. I don’t see anything strange. 

Stewart looked at him carefully. Sure, but why ask 
questions from them instead of any of the other humans 
here. Why ask directions from humans at all? 
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What other humans…? Rocky 6 trailed off as he 

glanced around the food court. The place was actually full 
of humans. Somehow, he’d only seen the three at that one 
table and missed all the others. There was even one 
seated at the table he, Stewart, and Shatner were 
standing on. A girl. It was her drink that Stewart had 
dumped on him. 

Stewart nodded. You see it now, too, huh? Those 
three have a strange draw that catches attention, as if they 
were the main characters of a movie. Or…Ta’veren. 

Ta’veren? Rocky 6 rolled his eyes. Not your stupid 
‘Wheel of Time’ books again! I’ll admit I didn’t notice 
anyone else here until you pointed it out, but that does not 
make those three some kind of fate-bending focal 
points! 

They could be… Stewart muttered. 
Come on, we’ll find someone else to ask. Rocky 6 

turned to jump off the table. Something snagged his foot 
mid-leap and he dropped to the wet tabletop with a splash. 
He wrenched his foot from Stewart’s paws, climbed to his 
feet, and shook himself, scattering droplets everywhere. 

What Did You Do That For?!!! he growled. 
Stewart thumbed at the girl who still sat at the table 

they stood upon. She was staring at them, wide-eyed. 
Let’s ask her. 

Why her? Rocky 6 flattened his ears. 
Why not? Stewart spread his paws, pads up. Are you 

feeling alright? It’s not like you to miss the obvious like 
this. Twice. 

Rocky 6 flipped up his goggles to let the water drain 
from them, then slung his scarf back over his shoulder. 
The wet cloth slapped his wet fur with a distinctly wet slap. 
Ask away. 

Me? Stewart stuttered. 
Rocky 6 glared at him. Yes, you, U-Hu-Ra. 
Stewart swallowed. Ah, I’m not very good with girls… 

Rocky 6 gave him a look, then sloshed a couple steps 
through the puddle on the table toward the girl. 
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She leaned back slightly as he approached, but didn’t 
run. Her eyes were green and she wore her reddish brown 
hair cut just above her shoulders. 

Rocky 6 decided he was close enough and that 
scaring her wasn’t going to help them. Plus, any closer 
and he’d be standing in her lunch. He stopped and waved 
at her. We’re looking for directions to Sears. Do you speak 
Squirrel? 

She continued to stare at him. 
He tried again. If you can understand me, nod your 

head. 

She blinked, “Are you…talking to me?” 
Rocky 6 sighed with relief and nodded. 
She clapped her hands over her mouth and her eyes 

grew ever wider, “Oh, this is SO cool! I knew you guys 

were intelligent. Unfortunately, I can’t understand a word 
you said, but that’s no problem. I’m minoring in linguistics, 
so I’m sure we’ll be able to create a working vocabulary in 
a couple of weeks!” 

Rocky 6 gave Stewart an exasperated look. They 
were not going to stay here for several weeks just to build 
the girl’s language skills enough to answer a simple 
question. He sighed and made the international sign for 
‘bring me the check’. 

The girl blinked. “Did you just ask to pay for my 
meal?” 

Rocky 6 took a deep breath and puckered his lips. He 
wasn’t good at this, but there was one thing left to try. 
“Pen?” 

She stared at him. So did Stewart and Shatner. 
The girl found her voice first. “You said ‘pen’, right? 

You talked. Right?” 

Rocky 6 made the motions for ‘bring me the check’ 
again. 

The girl nodded, “Yeah, you want a pen.” 
She slowly reached up, pulled a pen from her shirt 

pocket, and extended it toward Rocky 6 over the remains 
of her lunch. 
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Rocky 6 nodded, and put his paws on the pen, careful 
not to scare her, and took it. Then he pulled a napkin from 
the small pile on her tray and scribbled a quick note, which 
he slid across a dry section of the table toward her. 

She read it aloud: 
“‘I need a VCR. Where can I buy one?’ Ooo, I love 

your penmanship!” 
Rocky 6 pulled another napkin from her tray and 

wrote. 
“‘Thanks,’” she read aloud, “‘We’re looking for Sears. 

Is it on this floor?’ Sears? I bought these shoes there! I 
can take you there!” 

Rocky 6 flipped out another napkin. 
She leaned over and read aloud as he wrote, “‘No 

need to interrupt your lunch.’ Really, it’s no bother!” She 
slipped out of her chair and began gathering up her trash. 
“Where did you learn to write?” 

She looked over his shoulder as he wrote, 
“‘Homeschooled.’ Ha! I’ll bet.” Grabbing her purse, she 
flipped her hair back over her shoulder, “This way!” 

Hopeful, the three squirrels scampered after her. 
Rocky 6 hoped they would not draw too much attention 
running across the floor like this after a human girl. The 
last thing they needed at this point was to have someone 
scream ‘Rabid Squirrels!’ and get mall security trying to 
run them out of the place. 

Thankfully, most people seemed too busy shopping to 
see anything at floor level. 

“Sears is on both the first and second levels,” she 
explained as they followed her up out of the Food Court 
area onto the first floor. “It’s just down this way.” 

They passed many small shops and stands set out in 
the middle of the hallway selling all sort of knick-knacks, 
and cheap jewelry. Suddenly, Sears’ big storefront opened 
up before them. 

“OOOHH!” she squealed. “That sweater is so cute!”  
Rocky 6 glanced where she was pointing and saw 

something horribly pink hanging on a sale rack just inside 
the store’s entrance. At least, it was the shade Martha 
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called pink, but since Rocky 6 wasn’t certain whether or 
not he could see color, he wasn’t sure if he was really 
seeing pink. Whatever the color, the thing looked horribly 
ugly to him. Nothing like Martha’s clothes. 

However, the girl seemed to think other was and was 
completely focused on the garment. She ran over to the 
rack and began pawing and feeling the garment. 

Rocky 6 looked at Stewart. She could take forever.  
Stewart shrugged. She did take us to Sears. 
Rocky 6 nodded. True. 
They waved thanks to her, then headed further into 

the store. 
We need to find the service desk, or a help desk, 

Stewart told them. Keep your eyes peeled. 
What?? Shatner stopped in his tracks. Peeled? 
It’s just an expression, Rocky 6 explained. Just look 

for a desk with a big sign over it.  

Of course, they had just as much luck finding the 
service desk in Sears as they’d had while trying to find 
Sears in the mall. It wasn’t until they’d cased both floors 
that they finally found the desk tucked back along one 
wall. 

A young man with dark hair and the patchy 
beginnings of a beard was hunched over a clipboard, 
marking things on it. 

The man’s name tag read: Brian. 
The three squirrels jumped up onto the service 

counter. Well, Shatner needed help, but finally all three 
were up on top of the counter. 

Brian did not seem to notice their arrival and 
continued to flick through the pages on his clipboard. A jar 
with pens sat on the counter as well as a stack of paper 
and one of those hand bells with a small sign that read: 
"Ring for Service." 

Rocky 6 pulled a pen from the jar and held it out to 
Stewart. Stewart backed up a step and put his paws up 
between them. You were doing fine with that girl. Besides, 
I need to pay attention to what we’re getting. 
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Rocky 6 gave him annoyed look, but scribbled a 
message on the top sheet of paper while Stewart went 
over to the bell with a grin. 

Ready? Stewart asked. 
Rocky 6 put the pen down. Go for it. 

Stewart jumped onto the bell. 
Brian also jumped, flipping the clipboard over the side 

of the counter. He looked around, wildly, and his eyes 
widened as he caught sight of Stewart sanding on the bell. 

“Hey, you’re not supposed to be there—”  
Brian trailed off as Rocky 6 held up the message he’d 

written: Greetings earthling! 
“Oh, uh… greetings to you too,” he stammered. 
Rocky 6 caught his eye, then carefully bent over the 

next sheet of paper and wrote: Brian, you’re having a 
daydream. A result of what you had for dinner last night 
mixed with a long, boring morning. None of this is real. 

“Ah.” The young man relaxed, reading along. “Hey, 
I’m trying to get a date with this girl I like. Do you think she 
might show up?” 

Not that kind of daydream, Rocky 6 wrote. 
“Oh well.” Brain shrugged. “I hope I wake up soon. I’d 

hate to get fired over dreaming at work about something 
as lame as squirrels who can write English.” 

We’re looking for a VCR, Rocky 6 wrote. 
Brian frowned at Rocky 6. “Pardon me, but what does 

a squirrel need a VCR for?” 
Rocky 6 bent over the napkin and scribbled. 
Brian read this one too: “‘My time machine is broken.’” 

He shook his head, “This sounds like some kind of Monty 
Python skit.” 

“No skit,” Rocky 6 said. 
Brian stared at him. “You can talk?” 
Rocky 6 wagged his front paws, “Mas o menos.” 
Stewart’s eyebrows rose. How did you learn to speak 

human? 
Sesame Street, Rocky 6 flipped off. He was not going 

to tell Stewart that Lester had made him learn a few words 
just in case he crashed. Which had turned out for the 



 

   584 

better. There had been a number of crashes when he was 
younger and less experienced. 

It was amazing the response you could get from 
suburban humans by saying, "ET phone home," and 
giving them Martha’s emergency call number. 

If Scotty survived the trip back from Area 51, Rocky 6 
was supposed to start teaching the new pilot the words 
and phrases he’d found useful. He was not looking 
forward to it. Some words were just awkward to say, 
others hurt. Speaking human-talk always gave Rocky 6 a 
sore throat. 

He wrote: Can you help us? 
Brian scratched the stubble on his chin and looked at 

the ceiling for half a minute. Rocky timed it on the wall 
clock hung behind the desk. 

Finally, Brian spoke, “Well, I think there’s a unit in 
back I could probably give you. Someone brought it in to 
be repaired, but the magnetic reader jams and it eats 
tapes. We replaced it and were just going to throw out the 
defective unit, but I think the electronics might still be 
good.” 

Is it Betamax? Stewart asked. 
Are you going to look a gift recorder in the cartridge 

deck? Rocky 6 asked back. 
I want a Betamax, Stewart was stubborn. They’re 

better quality. 
Do you have a Betamax? Rocky 6 wrote. 
“Yeah, sure,” Brian shrugged. “Oh, are you Mr. 

Anderson? I think I saw a unit on the will-call shelf for you. 
I’ll go check.” 

Brian turned and walked through the door behind the 
service desk into the back area. 

Rocky 6 turned to Stewart. Neither of us is Mr. 
Anderson. 

Stewart met his gaze calmly. How do you know that 
when we get back, we tell Martha all about this and she 
orders a VCR for "Mr. Anderson" for us to pick up here?  

Rocky 6 wished his tail was still long. You couldn’t 
convey the emphatic note of disbelief with only a stub-tail. 
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Brian returned with a large box, “Here you go. Cables 
are included and everything’s already paid for. Just sign 
here.” 

He slid a sheet of paper toward Rocky 6. 
Cables too! I have to connect it from the hold to the 

cockpit, not to mention the power supply. It’s got to be 
from Martha, Stewart nodded excitedly. 

Rocky 6 signed the paper where Brian pointed. 
“Do you need a hand carrying it to your vehicle?” 

Brian yawned, sounding as if he was reciting the question. 
Rocky 6 wrote: Sure! Much obliged. Just follow us. 
Brian called to someone in the back that he was going 

to help a customer, then picked up the VCR and cables 
and followed the three squirrels out to the parking lot, 
thinking that this was getting to be a weirdly realistic 
dream and that if he was going to fall asleep at work, next 
time he should at least dream he was on vacation. 

He stopped and stared when the squirrels indicated 
their "vehicle." The blue phone booth sat perfectly square 
within one of the parking spots, between a blue Trans Am 
and a ’57 Chevy pickup truck. 

“Where did you get a Tardis?” Brian stammered. 
The squirrel that had done the writing slid open the 

phone booth door and held it wide. Brian felt an electric 
tingle as he bent and set the VCR on the floor inside. The 
three squirrels waved at him with paws and tails, then 
climbed into the booth and shut the door. 

Brian decided that, since he was dreaming anyway, 
there was no point in hurrying back inside while the 
weather was nice. He stepped around the blue phone 
booth, examining the exterior, reading the signs. One said 
the use of the phone box was free to the public, that to 
open, he should pull the handle. He couldn’t quite see 
through the windows. 

He tried the handle, but the door seemed to be locked 
now. He began to have doubts. 

Talking squirrels? Needing a VCR? 
If they really were from another time, then why was 

the Tardis still sitting here? 
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Because they need time to make repairs, part of his 
brain told him. The other part wasn’t so sure. 

What if this was some sort of gag played on him by 
his co-workers? There’d been a rash of pranks and stupid 
jokes going around recently. He’d thought he’d avoided 
the worst, and things were quieting down again, but… 

Suddenly, a wind blew out from the Tardis, sending 
debris, trash, paper fliers, and plastic bags flying in a circle 
around it, and nearly knocking Brian over as the Tardis 
faded away. 

A real time machine… 
Brian stared at the empty parking spot for a few 

moments, then turned and headed back toward the mall 
entrance. He had the final proof that this really was all just 
a dream. No way could Doctor Who be a squirrel.  

“Weird. I’ve never had dreams from cheese pizza 
before.” 

 
 
While Brian was ruminating existential thoughts over 

the dream quality of his life, Stewart had been unpacking 
the VCR. 

Crap! This is VHS! I wanted a Beta unit! 
We’re not going back, Rocky 6 told him firmly. Plug it 

in. 
Fine, fine, Stewart muttered, shoving the cables into 

their sockets and running them up to the cockpit. But if we 
end up in some other weird… 

His voice faded to muttering and muffled irritation as 
he stomped up to the cockpit. 

Are we going to be alright? Shatner asked next to 

Rocky 6. 
Of course, Rocky 6 told him. We still have each other 

and the Glimpse. Plus, none of us is nuts yet. 
Shatner glanced up the corridor after Stewart, not at 

all convinced. 
 

*        *        * 
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Okay, just where are we now??? Flicking his tail 

angrily, Stewart glared at the dark fog that hung thickly 
outside the windshield.  Wisps of moisture floated in the 
glare of the ship’s landing lights. 

Rocky 6 shut down the engines, flicking the last 
switch with his tail. 

Stewart paced the cockpit, muttering to himself. I 
installed the VCR correctly, didn’t I? Or did I cross-wire it? 
Or is there something else at work? Probably a 
programming issue. Without a reference date to calibrate 
from we’re still dealing with the same issue as before. 
Hmm, I don’t remember New England being this foggy… 
stupid VHS… 

Shatner hid behind Rocky 6’s pilot’s seat and watched 
Stewart pace, as if the older squirrel was an angry 
predator. 

Rocky 6 patted the little squirrel’s head, a motion he’d 
seen Martha use on the young squirrels back home to 
calm them. It usually worked for Martha. 

Why do we keep going to different places? Shatner 
whispered. I want to go home. 

We’re trying to go home too, Rocky 6 told him. Rocky 
6 glanced up at Stewart. So, where does the VCR say we 
are? 

It’s not "where," Stewart snapped. We’re still in the 
exact, same place we were in when we started this time-
travel mess. Besides, the stupid VHS only tells time, not 
geographic locations. 

Okay… So, when are we now? Rocky 6 asked 

carefully. 
2175! Stewart snorted. 
That seems kinda far in the future, Rocky 6 cocked 

his head. You sure? 
Yeah, that’s why I’m just standing here twiddling my 

thumbs, Stewart growled as he made another turn and 

continued pacing. 
Do you want to carry the taser again? Rocky 6 asked. 
Stewart stopped pacing and took a deep breath. I 

suppose going out is the only way to make certain of our 
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location. We have to calibrate this thing. He shook his 
head. You told that clerk I wanted a Betamax… 

Not long after, the airlock opened and the three 
squirrels cautiously crept down the gangplank. The ship 
was back in Klingon Bird of Prey mode. 

Alright everyone, remember where we parked, 
Stewart called back over his shoulder and headed out into 
the fog. He disappeared about a foot from the Glimpse’s 
landing lights. 

Wait! Rocky 6 called him back. 
What? Stewart yelled. His head and the barrel of the 

taser peaked out of the fog. 
Stay here a moment, Rocky 6 told him as rushed 

back into the Glimpse. 
Stewart looked at Shatner. What’s he after? 

Shatner shrugged. The little squirrel had been picking 
up human gestures from Rocky 6. 

Stewart decided he’d have to talk to Rocky 6 about it 
before they set Shatner free back in his own time. They 
couldn’t risk changing history. 

Rocky 6 came back out with a ball of twine. 
You want me to tie myself to the runt? Stewart asked. 

You worried about Mynocs or something? 
Or something, Rocky 6 ignored the Star Wars 

reference. Do you want to lose us in this mess? 

Stewart glanced at Shatner, but said nothing as he 
wrapped a loop around his waist. 

Rocky 6 helped Shatner do the same and in no time 
all three squirrels were linked together. Once more, 
Stewart headed out into the dankness, taser raised, ready. 

Rocky 6 watched the Glimpse’s landing lights fade 
into the mist once the three had gotten a few feet away. 
The lights wouldn’t last forever, but they ran on a different 
power source and wouldn’t drain the starter battery. Still, it 
was unnerving to see how fast they disappeared in the 
pervasive fog. Rocky 6 had borrowed a spare compass 
from the cockpit supply locker and glanced at its glow-in-
the-dark face every once in awhile to make sure they 
weren’t walking in circles. 
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The air smelled of damp, dirt, sewer, and the close 
sort of air that happens in old rooms and closets no one 
visits for years. He shivered. Things rustled in the 
darkness around them. Water splashed. Shatner hung at 
his heels, smelling of wet fur and fear. Rocky 6 wondered 
if perhaps, this time, they should have just jumped blindly 
to another time, any other time, and gotten their bearing 
there instead of risking their lives in this blank waste. 

A "clonk" noise came from ahead of Rocky 6. 
Ouch! Stewart shouted. 
What is it? Rocky 6 asked hurrying forward. 
I found a wall, I think, Stewart replied, sounding as if 

he was holding his nose in pain. 
Indeed, it felt like a brick wall to the touch, a slimy 

brick wall. 
Shall we climb it, or continue along side it? Rocky 6 

asked. Squirrels were quite capable of climbing brick 
walls. Rocky 6 had relatives that enjoyed scaling the sides 
of office buildings and spying on business meetings. 

Before Stewart could answer, a powerful searchlight 
cut through the fog. Rocky 6 tried to shield his eyes and 
peer toward it, but the light was too bright to make 
anything out. 

A crunch on gravel sounded like a human footstep. 
“I told you the sensors caught something over here,” 

A human voice. 
“There’s only three little guys,” said another voice 

Rocky 6 would know anywhere. Martha’s voice, “You said 
it was bigger.” 

“So, I’m a little off,” said the first voice, a male. “You 
know the sensors have been acting up recently.” 

“And you wonder why I don’t believe you most of the 
time,” replied Martha’s voice. 

Rocky 6 glanced at Stewart to see if he recognized 
her voice too. Stewart saw him and nodded, tipping one 
ear in a question. Yeah, what was Martha doing here? 

“You want them?” Martha asked. 
“Nah,” said the male human. “Go for it.” 
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An explosion ran out and part of the brick work behind 
Rocky 6 shattered. 

Run! Stewart yelled and yanked the cord tied to 

Rocky 6 and Shatner. Another explosion kicked up wet dirt 
where Stewart had been standing. 

Martha was shooting at them? Rocky 6 ran, mind 
spinning. 

Wait! 

He dug in his heels, causing Stewart and Shatner to 
fall on their faces. 

What are you doing?? Stewart’s tail whipped angrily. 

Rocky 6 turned and faced the humans, paws up, 
“Wait!” 

No more explosions came. 
“Did that thing just speak?” Martha asked. 
“Not hurt Martha. Friends,” Rocky 6’s throat was 

already sore from speaking human words. 
“Crap,” the male human growled a string of words, of 

which Rocky 6 only recognized a couple, “Not another one 
of those freaks from the National Institute of Mental 
Health! Why do they employ us if they’re not going to keep 
their experiments from escaping?" 

An explosion shortened Rocky 6’s left whiskers, 
leaving frayed ends. He ran, dragging Stewart and 
Shatner behind him until they caught their feet and ran 
after him. 

“Oh, that’s the way to make friends,” Martha’s voice 

echoed behind him. “Maybe we should listen to what they 
say instead of shooting?” 

“We’re employed to shoot them, not make ‘friends’,” 
male voice growled. “Remember? ‘Do not talk to the 
targets. Do not try to understand the targets. Do not let the 
targets get away alive’?” 

“You’re paraphrasing.” 
“What’s wrong with you?” The male voice snapped. 
“Have you ever seen a rat with a fuzzy tail before? 

Maybe they’re not rats,” Martha sounded reasonable. 
They seem to be wearing clothes too. Have you ever seen 
a rat with clothes? 
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“Mutation,” the male voice snorted. “I’ve seen polka-
dotted rats, so why not rats with hairy tails and doll 
clothes? Just shoot them.” 

“There’s something different about these,” Martha 
insisted. 

“Just because of a little tail hair?” the male voice was 
incredulous. “They’re rats. So they got up this morning and 

decided not to shave their tails. Big deal! We’re supposed 
to delete these germ factories off the face of the earth, 
remember? As employees of the World Health Federation, 
we have the responsibility to search out and destroy 
threats to the health of the planet and populace.” 

“Yeah, I’ve heard that before…” 
Martha’s voice wasn’t growing fainter nor was the 

spotlight. Rocky 6 realized Martha and male voice were 
following them. He wasn’t sure where the Glimpse was. 
He’d just run ‘away’ from the humans instead of a 
particular direction. They were lost and being pursued and 
there was no shelter anywhere in sight. 

Then something big and dark hooked the twine 
between Rocky 6 and Stewart and lifted the three of them 
six or seven squirrel lengths into the air. The world spun 
as the twine’s tension untwisted. Finally it stopped. 

Gah! Shatner yelped, twisting on the end of the cord. 
What? Rocky 6 looked around. And up. 

The twine was hooked on a claw. A huge claw, 
attached to a matted, furry paw. The paw was attached to 
an arm or a leg of some sort that disappeared in the fog. 

A breeze that stank of rot, dead things, fish, and old 
garbage blasted Rocky 6’s fur. He gagged as it sent him 
and Shatner swaying on their end of the line. 

Another whiff of air made him almost gag again and 
sent the twine twisting slightly. A cavern came into view, 
one lined with sharp, pointy…teeth? Rocky 6 squirmed on 
the line as the teeth came closer. He’d rather have faced 
getting shot by Martha than eaten alive by this giant mouth 
creature! 

An explosion came from nearby and the teeth jerked 
away from Rocky 6, Stewart, and Shatner. 
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The thing roared in pain and the strong back-of-the-
mouth tang of ripe sewer. 

Several more explosions rang out. One clipped the 
twine between Rocky 6 and Shatner. The little squirrel fell 
to the ground where he lay stunned. 

“Crap!” another string of incomprehensible phrases 
came from the male voice, “That rat is huge!” 

“The sensors were right after all,” Martha said. “Why 
couldn’t they have just stayed wrong this one time?” 

More explosions. The claw holding the twine between 
Stewart and Rocky 6 waved wildly as the sewer-creature 
tried to fend off bullets. It shrieked and roared. Another 
shot cut the twine and both Rocky 6 and Stewart were 
hurled away from the beast. Rocky 6 landed hard and took 
a moment to get his bearings. From the ground, he had a 
better view and could see the thing: a giant rat with long, 
sharp, yellow teeth. Blood spotted its chest from the shots 
male-voice and Martha kept giving it. The two humans 
were standing on a platform that floated a foot off the filthy 
street. A control array stood in front of them on the 
platform, while a bright light stood on a pole behind them. 
The light was hooded, to focus the beam and Rocky 6 had 
been thrown out of its direct line-of-sight. No longer 
blinded by the glow, he could see things more clearly. 

The rat roared in fury and suddenly charged the 
human’s floating platform. Martha and male-voice jumped 
from either side at the last minute. The rat was stumbling, 
but managed to hook a claw on male-voice’s clothing and 
threw him away into the fog. There was a yell and a meaty 
‘thunk’ as he hit something hard. 

“432!” Martha shouted in worry. Not a smart thing to 
do, since it caught the rat’s attention. It turned on her and 
started sniffing the air in her direction. 

It’s been blinded by the light! Stewart yelled from a 
few feet away. We have to do something. 

Rocky 6 glanced around for ideas, possibilities. 
Shatner was awake now and moving around again. 
Beside the little squirrel lay the taser. 



 

   593 

A plan sprung to mind. Rocky 6 hoped he wouldn’t 
regret what he was about to do. 

Shatner! Rocky 6 caught the little squirrel’s attention. 
Grab the taser! 

Shatner looked scared and startled, but picked up the 
wireless taser. 

The rat advanced toward Martha, knocking the pole 
light askew. She shot at it with something that looked 
rather similar to the wireless taser. Whatever her weapon 
really was, it wasn’t making much of a difference on the 
giant rat, except to make it angry. It charged Martha, 
knocking her down, and plunged its teeth down for a killing 
bite. Martha shoved her weapon into its mouth, but the rat 
bit down and yanked it out of her hands, spitting it out, 
yards out of reach. 

Rocky 6 took a deep breath and lept onto the rat’s 
back. He ran up along its spine as it reared back for 
another strike. 

Throw him the taser! Stewart shouted at Shatner. 

It really was too heavy for Shatner, who only 
managed to toss it to Stewart. Stewart threw it up in an arc 
that barely missed Rocky 6’s head. 

Rocky 6 snatched it out of the air and jammed it into the 
rat’s ear, hitting the on button. The rat shrieked and spasmed. 

 
 
The next thing Rocky 6 knew, he was waking up in a 

little box attached to the floor of the human’s floating 
platform. Stewart and Shatner were beside him, staring 
out of the open top as clouds and the occasional building 
shot past. Rocky 6 carefully pulled himself up and looked 
over the edge of the box. 

They were in the air! Martha was at the console, flying 
the floating platform as it sped through the clouds. Male-
voice was unconscious and strapped to the floor of the 
platform behind her. 

Rocky 6 was a little groggy still, but was able to pay 
attention to the craft’s sway and dip. He clambered over 
the side of the box and crept over to the foot of the 
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console at Martha’s feet to stare at the view before them in 
wonder. The wind rippled through his fur and he gripped 
the console tightly as the platform made a sudden dip 
before Martha corrected. He wished he could learn to fly 
this thing! This was exhilarating! 

Too soon, they neared a large building with a flat roof, 
onto which Martha landed the platform. Her eyes widened 
in human surprise as she noticed Rocky 6 at her feet, but 
quickly scooped him into the box with Shatner and Stewart 
and shoved a lid over it. 

“Stay quiet,” she whispered. 
Footsteps approached, crunching over the roof’s 

surface. 
Martha spoke up, “Good morning Administrator.” 
A deep, gravelly male voice growled, “Senior Pest 

Control Specialist 3,398.77, report.” 
Martha’s voice replied, “Pest Control Specialist 

3,432.51 sustained an injury when we were attacked by a 
large specimen. The specimen has been deleted, but Pest 
Control Specialist 3,432.51 needs medical assistance.” 

Many human footsteps crunched close, followed by 
sounds of something heavy being lifted and carried away. 
Rocky 6 determined the humans had removed the 
unconscious body of Martha’s co-worker. 

Then the box they were in was lifted and began to 
rock gently, side to side, matching Martha’s walking-gait. 
Crunching noises accompanied this, as Martha walked 
across the roofing pavement. 

Then came a shwoofing noise, like from the automatic 
doors in the mall, and with the sound many oddly-clean 
smells. Fresh linen, Sunshine, Country Breeze, Vanilla, 
Pine, and even Lemon. 

Smells like a hospital. Stewart took a long sniff and 

almost sneezed. 
Suddenly shrieks and whistles screamed around 

them. Shatner squeaked in terror, but thankfully wasn’t 
discernible amidst the rest of the noise. 

“That’s me,” Martha explained to someone over the 
cacophony. “I was attacked by the specimen as well and 
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was exposed to its dander. I’m to head down for 
decontamination. Do you think I need a containment suit? 
Are you sure? Alright.” 

The rustle of clothing indicated Martha was pulling on 
coveralls or something over her other clothes. Rocky 6 
lifted the lid enough to peek out. 

He could see a room that looked a bit like an office 
lounge, like those pictured in the magazines Martha 
received in the mail. 

Here the furniture was all made out of molded…well, 
it wasn’t plastic. It smelled like antiseptic and looked like 
silicone, but hard. Everything was made from it, the desks, 
the chairs, lamps, computer modules, office sectional 
walls, lounge tables in the waiting room, the magazine 
racks, even the sculpture on the secretary’s desk. All of it 
looked preformed, as if it had come out of the same mold. 
The tables were all the same. The chairs were all the 
same design. Rocky 6 felt his skin crawl under his fur and 
wished they were back home in the cabin where the 
furniture was made out of wood and not a single chair 
looked the same as any of the others. 

Even the clothing had almost no variety. Aside from 
little colored tabs on their collars, all the humans wore 
white pants and shirts, which resembled hospital uniforms 
Rocky 6 had seen in television advertisements back 
home. Some of the clothing looked like nurses outfits, 
while others looked like scrubs. Some of the humans wore 
long white coats over their other garb. 

Does this place look familiar? Rocky 6 asked quietly 

as Stewart poked his head up beside him. 
‘Blade Runner?’ Stewart murmured. 
I was thinking ‘Fifth Element,’ Rocky 6 whispered 

back. You know, tall buildings that reach above the clouds, 
like ‘The Jetsons’, but without the film noir look. 

Good point, Stewart admitted. This place does seem 
a bit more cheerful-looking than ‘Blade Runner.’ 

Of course, it’s cleaner than ‘Fifth Element,’ Rocky 6 

admitted. 
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“Shhh,” Martha said and fitted the box-lid back into 
place. 

The box was lifted again. 
Once the Martha seemed to have found her gait 

again, Rocky 6 popped the lid open a crack. Martha 
appeared to be wearing white scrubs with a hat over her 
hair and cloth mask over her mouth, as if she was going to 
help in surgery. She opened a door which led into a 
stairwell. 

Down flight after flight, crowds of people passed them 
going up, or hurrying down. Rocky 6 wondered why she 
hadn’t taken the elevator. 

Martha headed down. 
The door at the landing below opened and a large 

group of humans left the stairwell, leaving them 
momentarily alone on the stairs, except for Martha. 

Rocky 6 noticed she seemed to relax slightly. 
“You guys stay hidden for a bit longer, okay?” Martha 

whispered, continuing down the stairs. “Decontamination 
will have a fit if I show up with you, so I’m going to drop 
you off first. I have an apartment of my own down in the 
gloaming zone. No one will see you in there. It’s small, but 
better than the employee barracks down in twilight zone. 
The larger apartments are up in dusk zone, but those 
require you live with a roommate. No privacy, no quiet. 
That’s one of the reasons I’ve stayed in Pest Control for so 
long. You get to go outside, away from people. It’s usually 
quiet down there at ground level in the fog. You can hear 
when something’s moving or breathing near you.” 

Don’t you get lonely? Stewart asked. 
“Of course, someone’s usually assigned to go with 

me. Patrols down below are dangerous,” Martha replied. 
The door on the next landing opened and a several 

people entered the stairwell, cutting off further 
conversation. 

 
 
Calling Martha’s apartment "small" would be a gross 

exaggeration. The three foot by ten foot space was 
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something along the lines of a walk-in closet complete with 
a mini fridge, a fold-down shelf with pad that doubled as 
couch, cot, and chair for the fold-out table. A shower stall 
doubled as closet storage with a roll-out coat rack/shelving 
frame. An air vent set into the wall above the shower 
looked interesting. Rocky 6 wondered how easily the 
cover would come off and how far they could explore while 
Martha was gone. He didn’t get the impression it would be 
a good idea to try roaming the halls here. 

Is that a microwave? Stewart pointed to a square box 
that hung attached to the bottom of a narrow set of 
cabinets. 

“Rehydration unit.” Martha opened the unit’s door to 
let them see inside. 

It looked like a microwave to Rocky 6. 
I’m hungry, Shatner moaned. 

“Would you like a snack?” Martha set them down on 
the couch. “I could rehydrate something for you quick, 
before I have to run down to Decontamination.” 

No junk food! Stewart shook his head rapidly. We 
have to reintroduce this little guy back into the wild. The 
last thing he needs is to get addicted to junk food. 

Martha looked puzzled. 
Salt, hydrogenated oil, refined flour, that sort of thing, 

Stewart listed. 
Martha shook her head. “What do you normally eat?” 
Tortia chi—, Stewart began, but Rocky 6 kicked him 

and corrected, Nuts and seeds. 

“Hmm. Rats prefer to eat protein-based vegetable 
matter,” Martha began rummaging through the cabinets. “I 
have some fortified soy paste. Carrot flavor.” She found a 
small box and lifted out a brown cube. This was placed 
into the rehydration unit. 

Half a minute later, she pulled out a dish of brown 
paste and set it down on the table. The three squirrels 
stared at the plate of brown mush and oddly shaped 
lumps. Not even Shatner seemed to find it appealing. 



 

   598 

Rocky 6 wondered if this was an example of the food 
in this time period, or if Martha really needed cooking 
classes. 

This is supposed to be carrot? It’s not orange. Rocky 
6 glanced up at Martha for explanation. 

She looked back with a blank expression, then her 
eyes lit up. “I heard carrots used to be orange.  Is that how 
it is where you come from? We don’t have orange foods 
here. Red #5 is unhealthy.” 

Rocky 6 glanced at Stewart with a pained expression. 
Forget "Fifth Element," we’re trapped in "Demolition Man!" 

Martha watched expectantly, obviously wanting them 
to try it. 

Rocky 6 tried to steel himself to take a mouthful of the 
brown matter, but a knock on the door postponed the 
moment. 

The three squirrels scattered, diving for hiding places. 
Rocky 6 watched from a perch in the shower/closet as 
Martha opened the door. 

A human in white scrubs and lab coat stood at the 
door. Rocky 6 wasn’t certain, but thought the man’s shirt 
had… a hoodie? 

“Greetings,” the man smiled. He had buck teeth. 
Rocky 6 found that a little odd for a place that seemed to 
be nuts about health care. Maybe they didn’t think dental 
mattered. 

“Hello, Doctor,” Martha nodded. “I was heading right 
down for decon. Will you accompany me?” 

The bucktoothed doctor pushed his way inside and 
shut the door behind him. 

“What are you doing?” Martha exclaimed, stepping 
away from him. 

The doctor ignored her and stood still, sniffing the air. 
He glared at the dish of brown mush with a grimace, then 
moved further into the apartment, sniffing. Suddenly, he 
brushed aside the shower curtain, revealing where Rocky 
6 was pressed against the roll-in shelving. 

“You brought them here!” the doctor scolded Martha. 
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Martha didn’t seem to think it was worth denying it, 
“Yeah, so?” 

“They’re on the top of the non-essentials-exterminate-
with-extreme-prejudice list. Just allowing them to live is an 
act of treason against the Global Health Agreement!” 

“They let rats live,” Martha pointed out. 
The doctor nodded impatiently, “In controlled, 

negative-pressure environments for experimental 
purposes only. These little guys carry multiple diseases.” 

Not rabies! Rocky 6 spoke up. That’s a myth. 
Squirrels actually can’t catch or spread rabies. 

The doctor eyed him. 
Rocky 6’s stub tail drooped slightly. We can carry 

other diseases though… 
Martha stared at him, then took deep breath and took 

the one step required to reach the shower stall. There, she 
carefully picked up Rocky 6 and held him close, then 
turned and glared at the doctor. 

“Alright, good,” the doctor smiled. “But you have to 
leave. Now. Go with them, they’ll take you somewhere 
safe. But go NOW.” 

A loud electronic siren began to clamor and a 
mechanical human voice started repeating: “A health 
violation has been detected in the building. Please leave 
the building by your nearest exit…” 

What is that that? Shatner wailed from the corner 
where he’d hidden under a sock. 

“Not the automatic system again,” Martha sighed. 
“They left everyone out on outdoor evacuation platforms 
for hazmat processing in the rain last time. Processing 
took days.” 

Then, we should go up! Rocky 6 suggested, excited. 

“You should go up to the roof,” The doctor suggested. 
Martha gathered Shatner, sock and all, and managed 

not to drop him when Stewart took a flying leap onto her 
shoulder from the top of the shower unit. 

The elevators will probably be shut down, Stewart 

commented as they exited the apartment with Martha and 
the bucktoothed doctor. Other people were exiting their 
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apartments. They stared at the three squirrels for a 
moment, then hurried, wide-eyed, down the hall away from 
Martha. 

“No elevators,” The doctor said. 
“What elevators? We have stairs here. Elevators are 

unhealthy. That way,” Martha pointed. Human’s scrambled 
to get out of her way. 

No elevators? What about the elderly and 
handicapped humans? Stewart began, then trailed off, his 

own eyes wide. 
Rocky 6 was very glad he had not tried the ‘carrot’ 

mush. Soylent brown… he began. 
Stewart gagged. The things humans think up. 

“Nuttier than squirrel plop, the lot of them,” the doctor 
muttered. 

“Who? Me?” Martha asked, having missed most of 
the conversation in her preoccupation to reach the 
stairwell. 

“Just making a note to myself,” the doctor replied. 
“Whatever happens, just keep going.” 

Martha nodded slowly and hurried up the stairwell. 
You know, it might go faster if people thought you 

were chasing us, Stewart suggested as she climbed. Put 
us down and follow us up with your taser drawn. Just don’t 
actually hit us, please. 

“Sorry, little guy.” Martha glanced at Stewart. “I don’t 
understand what you’re saying.” 

Huh? Stewart looked over at Rocky 6 in surprise. I 
thought she could understand us. 

The doctor spoke up from the step behind Martha, 
“She was reading your body language.” 

Rocky 6 poked his head up over Martha’s shoulder 
and studied the doctor carefully. You understand us. 
Could you ask her to put us down? She’ll wear herself out 
too fast carrying us like this. 

“You understand them?” Martha turned on the stairs, 
whipping Rocky 6’s view around so that he was looking up 
the stairs instead of down. 
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“Yeah,” The doctor grunted, “They’re asking you to 
put them down. They want you to have access to your 
stun weapon.” 

Martha nodded and carefully set the three squirrels on 
the steps. They began jumping and leaping up the stairs 
ahead of the two humans. Rocky 6 was concerned about 
Shatner, but quickly realized he needn’t be. Shatner’s fear 
lent him wings. 

“Who are you guys?” Martha asked. “I’m Senior Pest 
Control Specialist 3,398.77, but you can call me 398, if 
you like.” 

Rocky 6 snorted. It was just like her to try to make 
polite conversation during an escape. 

We can’t tell her, Stewart interrupted any thought 
Rocky 6 might have had. If we bring her back, then that 
means we’ll have to send her back to when the Squirrel 
Horde first came to be, before cabin was built. She mustn’t 
learn our real names or else she’ll know who we are and 
what we’re supposed to do when we’re born later and 
history might be changed. 

I wasn’t thinking of telling anyone who we really are. 

Rocky 6 was tempted to roll his eyes, except he needed to 
keep his attention on the stairs as they dashed upwards. 

“What did he say?” Martha asked behind them. 
“He was telling his pal that they can’t tell you their real 

names. It might change history,” the doctor replied, 
managing to keep up. “I don’t agree with them. History 
isn’t so fragile, yet ironically, I’m not going to tell you my 
real name either.” 

Martha glanced back at him, confused. “Why not?" 
The doctor grinned, buckteeth openly displayed, “I like 

anonymity. Besides, there are people after me and I hate 
to give them more clues than necessary. More fun that 
way, you see.” 

Martha considered as they neared the very top of the 
stairs, “What do I call you then?” 

The stairs ended at a small landing. A door was set in 
the wall facing them. The doctor used a key or electronic 
device and opened the door out onto the roof. 
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Martha followed him out. Rocky 6 saw they were on 
the level where the flying platforms were tethered. 
Perhaps twenty or so sat lined up in a row and ready to 
go. 

“There’s no point in telling you, since this is where we 
part ways,” the doctor replied to Martha’s earlier question. 
“You go with your little friends. They’ll take you 
somewhere safe.” 

Martha glanced at him, worried, “What about you?” 
The doctor just smiled, buck teeth visible and creepy-

looking. 
Wait! Rocky 6 spoke up. While you’re here, tell her 

that we need to go back to the spot where she first found 
us, where she took the first shot. Before we ran into the 
rat. 

The doctor frowned, “She shot at you?” 
Never mind that! Rocky 6 snapped. Just tell her! We 

need to go to that spot in order to find our way back home. 
The doctor considered for a moment, then turned to 

Martha, “Do you remember where you first saw these 
three?” 

“Yeah,” Martha nodded. 
“Could you take them back there?” 
“Sure,” Martha shrugged. “Is that were we need to 

go?” 
The doctor agreed, “Take them back to the spot, then 

follow them. They’ll get you to safety.” 
“Right,” Martha nodded and motioned to Rocky 6, 

Stewart, and Shatner. “Time we were going.” 
Then she turned back to the doctor, “Thanks.” 
He waved as Martha and the squirrels dashed across 

the roof toward the nearest platform. 
Rocky 6 reached it first and leapt up onto the console, 

and began searching for an ignition switch. 
Uhura! He called to Stewart. Have you ever hotwired 

a floating platform? 

Martha stepped up to the console and flicked a 
switch. The dash lights came on and the machine began 
to hum. Stewart grabbed hold of one of Martha’s ankles, 
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as did Shatner. The little squirrel wailed as a zebra-striped 
police van roared up over the building’s far edge and 
began streaking toward them, lights flashing. 

Rocky 6 shrieked with delight as Martha goosed the 
power lever and the floating pad roared straight up and 
arched over the near side of the building and immediately 
plunged into a dive. 

“We’ll have to lose them in the clouds!” Martha 
explained over the noise. 

Rocky 6 could see the surface of the clouds and fog 
twenty stories below them, looking for all the world like 
mounded snow. They plunged into it and the world around 
them became nothing but bright white. Martha’s scrubs 
were instant camouflage. Martha stared at the control 
panel making small adjustments. The white began to turn 
grey and slowly darkened as they went deeper. Rocky 
could no longer hear the police sirens. 

Further they went, down into the fog, the dusk, dark 
humidity, cool winds, and the earthy robust smells of 
natural waste and decay. Martha continued to make 
adjustments and at one point turned on the spot light. 
Rocky 6 hadn’t realized how dark the clouds had grown 
until the spot light lit up a small area around them. Tendrils 
of thick fog spun in the light as they passed through. 
Shatner made noises of fear and distress every so often. 
Rocky 6 could hear Stewart trying to comfort the little 
squirrel now and then, to no avail. 

After what seemed like hours, the fog cleared a little 
in front of them, revealing a slimy brick wall. 

“Here’s where 432 and I found you.” Martha set the 
platform into a quiet hover-mode just above the filthy 
pavement. “Now what?” 

Rocky 6 pulled out the compass. 
You sure you know how to use that? Stewart looked 

up, flicking his tail skeptically. 
I’ve trailed Boy Scouts getting their badges with this 

thing, Rocky 6 snorted. Yes, I know how to use it. 
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He held it up and let the needle get its bearings. All 
they had to do was follow the needle back in the opposite 
direction from the one they’d come. 

There, he said, pointing. The Glimpse is that way. 

Martha sent the platform in the direction his paw 
indicated. The fog rolled around them, dark and brooding. 
Then, much sooner than it had taken the three of them 
walking, a small glow appeared ahead of them. 

“What’s that?” Martha whispered. 
Rocky 6 pointed at it, nodding. The glow brightened 

as they drew closer, until the Glimpse’s landing lights were 
visible. 

“Wow,” Martha breathed softly. 
Rocky 6 jumped off the control post and dashed over 

to the Glimpse’s cargo bay doors. In no time he had them 
open and indicated that Martha was to crawl inside. She 
did so, dubious, but was careful not to touch the VCR and 
cables. 

“You sure about this?” she asked. 
Rocky 6 and Stewart both nodded. Then Stewart 

smacked a paw to his forehead and turned to Rocky 6. We 
forgot to ask that doctor for the date! We’ll never get home 
at this rate. 

Rocky 6 swallowed, then cleared his throat. 
He hopped over to stand in front of Martha’s face 

where she lay curled up in the small space, and asked, 
“What is today’s date?” 

Martha blinked, “Year 2176, day 256. You can 
speak?” 

Stewart grinned, tail flicking happily. 2176! Perfect, a 
real date. We were only off by a year! Get the engines 
running, Sulu. We’re going home. The two scampered up 

to the cockpit and in moments the wind of the time stream 
whirled around the Glimpse once more. 
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To Conquer the World IV: 
 

 

 
 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Humans had seen the Glimpse.  

Humans knew about the underground hanger. 
Francis mechanically followed the other squirrels 

toward the graveyard, too stunned by the implications of 
what had happened to focus on anything else, not even to 
keep an eye out for hawks.  

This was terrible. Horrible. No human but Martha was 
supposed to come out here. (Well, maybe perhaps their 
new leader, but last they heard he was currently a long, 
long way away.) Yet, there were two humans out in the 

clearing where they shouldn’t be! These humans would tell 
others what they’d seen, the secret of the Cabin would be 
out, and the nest would have to move to a new location. 
This meant that all of the computer stuff would have to be 
torn down and packed up, the new generator would have 
to be dismantled… again, the 3D projector and all the 
accounting books would have to be packed up and 
shipped to a new site. Last, the Cabin and lab would have 
to be torched so that no human would suspect the hidden 
underground hanger below. With the Cabin gone, the 
squirrels would be homeless… 

Francis wanted to cry. 
Except squirrels didn’t cry, which, right now, didn’t 

seem fair. On TV, humans got to cry and whine and beg 
and panic when something scared them.  

Of course, squirrels could panic quite well. They could 
also chide and scold. Dithering was a particular specialty 
when it came to crossing roads with oncoming traffic. Most 
squirrels could at least.  

Francis wasn’t like most squirrels.  
Francis liked order, liked everything tidy and neat. He 

liked graphs and diagrams and spread sheets, matrices 
and databases, Gantt charts and flow charts and tables — 
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nifty things, tables  —  balance sheets, cash flow 
statements, financial pro formas, income statements, tax 
law… oh, and audits… He liked everything to be in its 
place. A well-organized work-place was efficient. Martha 
had once told him he had something called ‘OCD’, only 
Francis preferred to spell it ‘CDO’, since that way all the 
letters were in alphabetical order. Rocky 6 had once said 
that Francis wasn’t much of a squirrel.  

Francis didn’t care much for Rocky 6. 
Now even the sight of the graveyard, with its 

regularly-spaced, even rows, did not calm Francis. Not 
even the inherent reminder that ‘times may change but 
death comes to all’ had any effect. If the squirrels left, 
there would be no one to tend the graves, no one to 
remember those who’d died, no one to tell that this place 
was not just like any other corner of the woods.  

The Cabin was home. Without it… the clan’s entire 
future seemed uncertain and variable.  

Francis paused at the edge of the graves and tried to 
focus. He needed to determine the best site for these final 
fallen heroes.  

Around him, the other squirrels began to grow twitchy.  
Many of the squirrels did not like being in the 

graveyard (some of the older squirrels told stories about 
things that had happened in the graveyard on dark, 
moonless nights, not that Francis actually believed those 
stories), nor did the other squirrels want to be anywhere 
near those tubes of preserves that Lester had brought 
back with the Glimpse.  

Francis could see them fidgeting and starting to grow 
squirrely as they waited for him to pick a site, which didn’t 
help his calm at all.  

Thus, when Sergi and Tootsie began arguing whether 
they should place the four new holes in the older section 
by the wild rose bush, or in the newer section by the 
hawthorn, and Samwise and Makoto began trying to lay 
out the graves in a circle instead of even rows, Francis 
gave up looking for his center. 
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You four! He motioned to Sergi, Tootsie, Samwise, 
and Makoto, Help me mark the lines. 

He made each of the four troublemakers stand still at 
the four corners of each rectangle to mark the grave as 
the other squirrels made outlines with twigs and sticks.  

Once all four plots were drawn out, squared and even 
with the other rows (Francis liked even-spacing. It was 
orderly. Unlike squirrels.), Francis gave the order to dig 
and put Ditzy in charge. Ditzy was a goofball, until given a 
specific task and then would complete it to exact 
instruction. Francis approved of Ditzy. He did not approve 
of risking important assets (such as, say for example, an 
expensive experimental jet) in the paws of squirrels like 
Scottie, Rocky 6’s dumkoff apprentice.  

Francis waved Makoto, Samwise, Tootsie, and Sergi 
to follow him. We’re going to get the shoeboxes. 

 
 
Martha kept the shoebox stash in a closet in the 

Cabin. Francis wasn’t sure where she’d found so many 
empty shoeboxes. He’d asked her once why she didn’t 
make them herself. She’d only told him that it was 
‘tradition’, which was an unsatisfactory answer. Cardboard 
boxes were biodegradable, and getting pre-made boxes 
saved Martha’s time for other projects, but the things were 
just going in the ground. Why did they have to have garish 
colors and brand names?  

Of course, Martha did like to match the boxes to the 
personalities of the squirrels being interred, so maybe 
there was a sorting-and-filing concept Martha used that 
Francis was unaware of.  

Francis was just leaping onto the Cabin’s porch, 
having decided Tom could have a Prada box and Rocky 2 
an Aerosole, when a gust of wind and dust blew him and 
the other four squirrels off the porch and smack into the 
side of the Cabin’s outer wall.  

That wasn’t at all what he’d expected. This was only 
October! There had been nothing in the weather reports 
about aberrant storm systems tonight. Of course, the 
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weather report was given by humans and everyone knew 
how fallible humans were.   

He braced himself for another gust.  
Nothing came.  
Well, that was even more unusual. Normally, when 

storms hit, gusts would howl around the cabin for hours. 
Was this a storm or not? The wind had come from the 
clearing where the underground runway exit lay. 

Having an insatiably curiosity, like all squirrels (eat 
that, Rocky 6), he leaped off the porch. Almost instantly, in 
mid-leap, another gust caught him and sent him back into 
the Cabin’s outer wall again.  

Feeling as though he was in some sort of cosmic 
slapstick routine, or that Saki had finally made that threat 
good and crossed him over into Wily E. Coyote’s universe, 
Francis lay on the porch until he managed to breathe 
again. Getting the breath knocked out of you twice in a 
row takes a toll.  

The other four squirrels were making groans and 
squeaks of surprise and pain. Francis shushed them, 
climbing to his feet. Something strange was going on and, 
until they figured out what, they didn’t want to attract 
attention. 

Cautiously, he crawled off the porch and, after a quick 
search for his tiny accountant’s visor which had blown off, 
he rolled up the sleeves of his tiny white dress-shirt (which 
was no longer completely white, alas) and silently 
motioned to the four to follow him toward the clearing, 
keeping an eye out for hawks. Hawks were one of those 
unpredictable factors of life that Francis abhorred. 
Actually, Francis abhorred all unpredictable factors, but 
especially hawks.  

Hawks ate squirrels. A hawk had snatched his mother 
from the branch as she’d been leaving their hole for food.  
Martha had found him and his brother and sisters and 
nursed them from the brink of starvation. They’d been very 
young.  

His brother had been exploring when a hawk got him. 
One of his sisters had been gathering nuts when a hawk 
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took her. His other sister had been hit by a car. Francis 
had ended up taking accounting classes. The odds 
weren’t good for escaping hawks.  

Francis slowed down as they grew close to the 
clearing.  

Tootsie wasn’t paying attention and bumped into him 
from behind, which caused a bit of noise. Francis winced 
at the scuffles and snorts Makoto and Sergi made 
stopping, though Samwise managed not to make a sound. 
Francis signed for them to ‘be quiet’ and ‘listen’. He didn’t 
know how these four had managed to survive so long 
amidst the inherent dangers of the woods, but that was a 
topic to ponder some other time.   

Francis could hear human females talking, but there 
was something strange about the voices. 

He listened carefully.  
There were actually only two human voices and both 

of them sounded like Martha.  
That wasn’t right.  
Martha did occasionally talk to herself, but only when 

she had an audience, not out in the woods like this.  
He crept closer to where he could see the speakers 

and studied the scene.  
Martha was talking to an unknown female human, 

who looked a lot like her. Francis could tell the two of them 
apart because Lester was sitting on Martha’s shoulder 
listening to their conversation. The male human, who’d 
been all excited about ‘aliens’ and yelling about ‘cling-ons’ 
when the rescue team had disembarked from the Glimpse 

earlier, now stood near the two female humans, staring 
dreamily at the Glimpse where it sat just visible in the 

clearing. The short, red-haired female human, who’d 
seemed the calmer of the strangers, was now 
unconscious on the ground at the feet of Martha and her 
look-alike. 

Something nudged his side and almost made him 
jump a foot. He barely managed to catch himself from 
falling on a patch of crunchy leaves that would have given 
them all away, and glared at the squirrel who’d poked him.  
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Hey, you okay, Francis? Rocky 6 asked.  

Francis had not expected Rocky 6 to show up here, 
but any potential source of information was welcome at 
this point. What are they doing? Francis snapped, 

motioning at the extra humans. 
I’m not sure. Rocky 6 shrugged, The red-headed 

female was going to shoot Lester with a cannon-thing, so I 
turned on the Glimpse’s dimensional device… 

You what? 
You heard me, Rocky 6 shot him an annoyed look, I 

was hoping the wind would knock her down so Lester 
could escape, which worked. Anyway, to make a long 
story short, Stewart and I just returned with a second 
Martha from our future and a new squirrel from our past. 
His name is Shatner. He’s the little guy over there with 
Stewart. 

That can’t be right. Francis stared at the new Martha. 

According to Saki, this world had only one Martha. If there 
were two, then the cosmic ledger was out of balance. This 
new Martha must have come from an alternative universe. 
Was she an asset, or a liability? And then, depending on 
whichever this transaction turned out to be, what was its 
other effect on the other side of the balance sheet? Did 
they owe the other world something? Or were they due 
something in return? A whole person had to be worth a 
large amount of value. He wondered how you’d calculate 
hypothetical interdimensional-gain taxes. 

Seemed kinda weird to me too, Rocky 6 shrugged, 
but there she is and she can’t go back. They were trying to 
kill her there. 

Francis shook his head, You don’t get it. We already 
have a Martha. This new Martha must have come from 
some other place, a different timeline. She’s not our 
Martha. 

Rocky 6 eyed the younger woman, She sure looks 
like her, and she sounds like her too. 

This was one of those times when Francis wanted to 
smack the pilot. He managed to control himself. Pilots 
were adrenaline junkies who didn’t care a whit for order or 
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how things actually worked together. They took expensive 
airplanes out into the air and either crashed them or 
incurred expensive wear and tear. If Rocky 6 had really 
taken the Glimpse somewhere, Francis would probably be 

handed a huge repair bill in the near future.  
He sighed.  
Thanks to the Bed and Breakfast business they finally 

had some positive cash flow, but the new generator had 
cost a large chunk of their funds. Parts to rebuild the 
experimental jet could still be classified under R&D. 
Francis had been required to deduct the Glimpse as a 

capital loss several years ago. Obviously, he was going to 
have to adjust the books again, since it was an active 
asset once more. He wondered yet again whether time 
travel should be considered an asset or a liability. 
Probably a liability. Too many things had just gone wrong 
since Martha and Saki had built the machine.  

Ah, excuse me? Tootsie spoke up.  
What? Francis growled with more feeling than Tootsie 

deserved, but loss of secrets to the humans and doubles 
of Martha didn’t happen every day. 

Come see, Tootsie pointed, tail waving agitatedly. 
Samwise found it. 

Samwise had been poking about again and Tootsie 
had tailed him. Great. That meant it could be something 
dangerous. Francis took a deep breath. Martha and Lester 
could handle the humans. 

Francis motioned for Tootsie to lead the way. Rocky 
6, Makoto, Sergi followed after.  

Tootsie led them around the spot where Martha and 
the humans were, to a place where the trees and brush 
were thicker, yet the Glimpse was still visible.  

Samwise met them, tail waving in excitement. 
A human! I found a human! 
More humans? Francis could hardly believe it. 
What’s it doing? Rocky 6 asked Samwise. 
Samwise shrugged, It’s just standing there, watching 

Martha and the other humans. He pointed. 
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Indeed, Francis now noticed the small human that 
stood among the trees, silently staring through the 
underbrush. On first glance, the short human looked 
young, rather scrawny, and didn’t appear threatening at all 
with his light-colored head-fur and thick glasses. Even his 
clothing, slacks and a button-up dress shirt, looked clean 
and in order. It was the way he watched Martha, 
completely motionless and focused, that bristled the fur on 
Francis’s tail.   

Francis planted himself in the human’s path. This was 
becoming a dangerous habit, but someone had to. 

It was irksome that the boy didn’t even notice. 
Excuse me! Francis chirped.  

The boy actually jumped slightly. He glanced down, 
his eyes huge behind his thick glasses. Francis wasn’t 
sure if that was because of the magnification caused by 
the glass, or true surprise. After a moment, the boy looked 
away from Francis back to Martha.  

Hey, you up there! Francis growled. If he was actually 

going to try to talk to humans, they’d better have the 
manners to hold up their end of the conversation. 

The boy gave Francis his attention once more, 
eyebrows scrunching. “Ah, I beg your pardon. Were you 
addressing me?” 

Francis nodded, Who are you? 

The boy frowned, puzzled, “Could you repeat that?” 
He pulled something from his ear, adjusted it, then stuck it 
back in again. 

Francis considered, then reiterated slowly and clearly, 
I asked, ‘Who are you?’ As in: We’ve never met, you’re a 
total stranger, and I want you to be courteous and 
introduce yourself since you’re in my territory. 

You don’t have territory, Rocky 6 snorted. Except 
those ledgers of yours. 

The young man nodded slowly, “I see, your 
communication is mostly through tail and body language, 
though there is a phonetic vocal portion. Intriguing. Mike 
normally tries only verbal communication, or hand 
signals.” 
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Rocky 6 cleared his throat, “Francis wants to know 
who you are and what you’re doing here.” 

Francis glanced at Rocky 6 in surprise. The pilot 
spoke human-talk? 

The young man’s eyebrows had risen, “You speak 
English?” 

Rocky 6 rolled his eyes, as if he received that 
response often, “Introductions, please?” 

“Excuse me,” the young man nodded, “My name is 
Kenneth Pendrell. And you are?” 

Rocky 6 introduced Francis and the other twenty 
squirrels who had come to see the new human. Kenneth 
seemed to take each name and face and memorize them 
instead of blanking out after the fifth.  

Ask him why he’s here, Francis told Rocky 6. 
Rocky 6 passed the question along.  
Kenneth actually looked somewhat embarrassed, “It’s 

a bit complicated. My interdimensional activity meters 
have always read a little high for this area, but the 
readings rose exceptionally a few hours ago. I’d built the 
meters to warn of the potential for invasion from various 
alternate-dimensional cultures with interdimensional travel 
capability, and, as you may imagine, I became concerned 
with the new level of activity readings. I thought 
investigation would be prudent. Normally, I’d burn a 
holographic memory disc of the events to examine in my 
lab (much safer and far less chance of disturbing a world’s 
internal balance that way), but as this actually is my world, 

I decided to see to it personally.” 
Sounds simple enough, Francis shrugged.  
Only you and Saki would think so, Rocky 6 snorted. 
He saw something strange and decided to check 

before making a fuss, Francis pointed out. He seems 
pretty level-headed for a human.  

“Thank you,” Kenneth smiled.  
You understand me now? Francis narrowed his eyes. 

“Some. My translation device is still learning,” 
Kenneth admitted.  
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So, what do you already know about us? Francis 

asked.  
Kenneth’s eyes grew a little out-of focus behind his 

glasses, as if thinking, then he began to recite, “A few 
years ago, several thousand squirrels of various breeds 
organized under a woman named Martha, with the stated 
purpose of taking over the world. To this end, the group 
has built an underground complex, built several squirrel-
sized stealth jets, perfected holographic projection 
technology and hydroponics, built some interesting phaser 
prototypes, wrote a cook book, toured as a theatre act, 
worked as a duct-cleaning service, recruited a Boy Scout 
they encountered who had, shall we say, highly specific 
credentials to be your leader, opened a bed and breakfast 
which recently purchased two overseas properties, 
developed an interdimentional-time machine which took its 
first flight a couple years ago and was lost to Area 51, and 
just made several jumps today that created several 
temporary alternate branches from our timeline. Right 
now, I don’t know which line is our true future and I am 
here to see the situation resolved.” 

Francis realized his mouth was hanging open in 
shock and shut it. All that?? he squeaked. 

Kenneth shrugged, “As I explained, I have been 
monitoring this area for some time.” 

Francis swallowed. How could their secrets be so well 
known? This was catastrophic! He shook himself and 
puffed his tail and stood on his hind legs to make himself 
look as big and threatening as possible, If you tell anyone 
about any of this, we will hunt you down and wipe your 
memories. 

Kenneth studied him carefully, “You’re serious.” 
Francis nodded. 
Kenneth smiled, as if amused for a moment, 

“Memory-wiping technology? Well, thought is made up of 
electronic impulses through the synapses, and indeed my 
own methods of memory alteration or storage are based 
on the ability to alter, delete, or record such impulses. 
Given what else you have accomplished here, it could be 
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possible you have had breakthroughs in similar 
areas…Hmm, intriguing,” he murmured thoughtfully for a 
moment, then became serious once more, “Very well. 
Even if your memory-removal system works, I don’t think 
you’d be able to enforce your threat. I have safeguards in 
my own brain to protect against such things. However, I 
also don’t believe your group intends harm to this planet, 
so I have no reason to disseminate information about you 
to anyone else and as such I will accept your terms.” 

Rocky 6 puffed his tail nub, which was a useless 
gesture, and growled, How can you say we’re not a 
threat? We’re going to take over the world! 

Kenneth did not seem appear to be joking as he said, 
“As this point, it is entirely possible it’d do the world some 
good to be run by a bunch of squirrels. And if nothing else, 
if it came to pass it would be fascinating to study.” 

Francis quickly considered their options. Martha 
should be informed of the boy, so they could erase his 
memories of them later. (Francis did not believe the boy's 
claims about safeguards. He thought it was likely just 
posturing to save face.) Since you’re here, and you say 
you intend to help put things back in order, would you like 
us to introduce you to Martha? It might make things 
easier. 

“While I’d hoped to keep a low profile, making her 
acquaintance would indeed facilitate my task.” Kenneth 
agreed. “Lead the way.” 

Francis motioned Makoto to lead them off, and the 
whole group pushed out of the thicket and back around to 
where Martha was deep in conversation with the other 
Martha who looked a lot younger than Francis’s Martha.  

It sounded as though one of them was explaining how 
the memory-wipe technology worked and how she would 
use it on the unconscious female, whom Martha named 
‘Danae’. She referred to the human male as ‘Mueller’. He 
appeared to be listening to the conversation as well. 

“Do you still use analog methods, or have you tried 
digital yet?” Martha asked the new Martha. 

“Digital?” The new Martha inquired. 



 

   616 

Martha nodded, pulling out what looked like a headset 
for a walkman from a pocket, “The brain functions via 
electrical pulses. So do computers. If there were a way to 
tap into the brain’s electrical pulses using a computer, 
then perhaps it would be possible to download peoples’ 
memories to storage, or even alter them.” 

“Is this all theoretical, or have you managed to…?” 
Mueller motioned to the headset. 

Martha nodded, “It’s a working model.” 
“How…invasive is the procedure?” 
Martha shook her head, “This is just a basic model for 

removing blocks of time. You just put the set on over the 
ears, set the amount of time to delete, hit the button and 
voila! Theoretically, you could take a person’s whole life 
from them. I’m working on a something a bit more 
selective, but it’s a work in progress.” She shrugged. 

Francis was appalled. Why was Martha giving the 
humans secrets like this? Normally, she held back as 
much information as possible. The fewer memories to 
remove, the less chance of recall at some future date. 
Was it possible she was considering…recruiting them? 

“Hold it,” a strident voice rang through the clearing.  
Francis looked up and saw that yet another human 

female had found them. This one was an elderly human 
female, dressed in conservative clothing that somehow 
also looked a little odd. The human female had tied her 
white hair up in a bun and wore a disapproving expression 
behind her glasses.  

Francis, Kenneth, Rocky 6, and the other squirrels 
with them stopped at Francis’s wave to halt. This was 
something he wanted to observe before stepping in. 
Kenneth seemed to agree, stepping behind a tree to 
watch, hidden from the other humans.  

The old lady glowered at the two Marthas where they 
stood with the human male over the unconscious red-head 
on the ground, “This is not how I remember this 
happening.” 
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The old lady shuffled over to them and stared at each 
of the three in the eye, then bent and examined the 
unconscious red-haired female.  

Martha seemed tongue-tied and stared at the old 
lady. Francis wondered why she was letting this old 
woman order them around like this.  

“How many days were you planning to wipe?” the old 
lady asked.  

“Ah, just a couple,” Martha stammered. “People seem 
to try harder to remember when they discover they’ve lost 
large portions of their memories.” 

The old lady shook her head, “You just remove whole 
blocks? I take it you haven’t figured out how to do 
selective memory removal yet.” 

“Not yet,” Martha nodded slowly. 
The old lady pursed her lips grimly, then opened a 

purse that had matched her outfit so well Francis hadn’t 
noticed it, and pulled out something small that resembled 
the portable tazers Saki had made.  

A flash and down went Mueller.  
Francis’s jaw dropped. As soon as Mueller hit the dirt, 

the younger Martha had faded and disappeared.  
“Hey! He was going to help us!” Martha protested.  
The old lady leveled an eye at her, “You and who 

else?” 
“Why, my other…”Martha trailed off, just noticing that 

her other self was no longer at her side. “Where’d she 
go?” 

The old lady shook her head, “That wasn’t you, not in 

the strictest sense. She was but an alternate thrown into 
being when your three rascals created a kink in the time 
stream by talking to several people they shouldn’t have. 
Literally.”  

She fixed a look at Rocky 6 where he sat next to 
Francis. 

Rocky 6 curled his stub tail, obviously wishing he had 
somewhere to hide.  
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Francis frowned. That wasn’t fair. For all Rocky 6’s 
faults, Francis knew the pilot hadn’t meant to harm 
anything.  

Francis stepped in front of Rocky 6, fluffing his tail to 
make it wider, then folded his front legs across his chest 
and gave the old lady a calculating look.  

“Excuse me, what does Mueller have to do with all 
this?” Martha interrupted. 

Francis realized she was talking about the human 
male who was now unconscious.  

The old woman rolled her eyes and spoke slowly and 
carefully, “After assisting you wipe his partner’s memories, 
Mueller would visit the Holyoke Mall sometime in the near 
future. There, he would make a comment about ‘talking 
squirrels’ to one of the employees who had talked with 
Rocky 6 and they would eventually mention it to certain 
'other parties' who shouldn’t know, creating a split in the 
timeline. None of this happens if Mueller doesn’t 
remember.” 

Martha looked confused, “Why don’t you just stop 
Rocky 6 from talking to the mall employees in the first 
place?”  

The old lady reached over and gently patted her 
shoulder, “Because that’s already happened. You can’t 
change the past.” 

“Then why are you wiping Danae and Mueller?” 
Martha frowned. “You’re talking about what Mueller will do 
at the Holyoke Mall as if it’s already happened.” 

“Not for you,” The old lady said. “I’m not going to wipe 

their memories. You are. Your future is unwritten.” 
“What about yours?” Martha demanded. “Who are 

you?” 
“Haven’t you guessed?” The old lady smiled. 
“No, I…” Martha stepped closer, then stopped 

suddenly.  
Lester’s tail bristled, bottle-brush style, and he 

crouched protectively on Martha’s shoulder.  
Francis’s eyes narrowed.  
“You’re…me,” Martha breathed. 
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“Perhaps,” the old lady shrugged. “Or perhaps I’m an 
alternate future. Time will tell. Be more careful with your 
time travel from now on and make sure you...” 

An explosion shook the ground, throwing up dirt, 
rocks, and flaming leaf mold, singeing the leaves on the 
nearest trees. Francis was glad it had been a wet Autumn 
so far, though he was peeved that his dress-shirt was now 
going to have to be washed. Two unknown humans had 
found them, then two versions of Martha had shown up, 
now what? Pan-dimensional mice?  

In the epicenter of the blast, towered a great bear of a 
man, who was smoking. Literally. White smoke rose from 
his thick, dark beard, which had curled somewhat at the 
edges from the heat.  

“Blast it. Not again,” he muttered swatting at his beard 
in an effort to put out the burning ends. Finally contented 
that his beard wasn’t about to spontaneously combust, the 
man swept the area with a fierce gaze. He spotted the old 
lady. 

“I have found you, Squirrel Lady!” 
“Not you again,” the old lady sighed. 
“You know him?” Martha arched an eyebrow. Francis 

curled his tail in a question mark. So did Lester, Rocky 6, 
Stewart, the little squirrel Rocky 6 had called Shatner, and 
all the other three dozen or so squirrels that had crept up 
to watch. 

The old lady nodded, “Yes, unfortunately, he’s—” 
“The Grizzly Lord!” the bearded guy roared. “With the 

strength and incredible mind-power of a full grown Alaskan 
Grizzly Bear!” 

“And the temper of one,” the old lady muttered “and 
the bad breath of one.” Louder she addressed, the grizzly 
dude, “Can’t we do this some other time? Please? I’m 
trying to instruct this young lady how not to destroy the 
world.” 

“In that case,” the grizzly guy shouted, “It’s good that I 
am here, for you’ll surely bungle it again.” 

“Bungle?” the old lady repeated slowly, staring at him. 
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One of the squirrels in the crowd piped up, To flub, 
make a mistake, drop the ball, ruin things…  

Francis tried to pick out who it was, then winced. 
“Thank you, Webster,” Martha nodded, “But I believe 

she already knows what it means.” 
Webster nodded, ducking his head and pushing his 

tiny glasses further up his nose.  
“There are a lot of squirrels here,” the grizzly guy 

commented, as he looked around, taking in the cabin for 
the first time. “Is this your secret lair?” 

“It used to be,” the old lady nodded, lips pressed 
together in a firm line, “But obviously I had to move when 
the location was compromised.” She glanced at Martha, 
“This is what happens when you meddle with the time 
stream.” 

“Looks cozy,” the bear guy nodded appreciatively. 
“Lots of people seem to think so,” Martha agreed. 

“You should read our guest book. I run a haunted bed and 
breakfast establishment. We happen to have a couple of 
rooms available, or at least we will when I finish dealing 
with our FBI infestation. You two seem to have some 
things to work out. Why not just take the opportunity to 
sort them out tonight in the library? There’s a fire and I 
could make a pot of coffee or tea with honey.” 

“With honey, hmm? That does sound nice,” Grizzly 
mused. 

“I suppose,” the old lady said in a thoughtful tone. “I 
would like to get to the bottom of this. And tea sounds 
nice. Do you have Jaffa cakes?” 

“Not today…” Martha hedged, “But I suppose I could 
whip up some meringues or something…” 

“Oh, don’t bother,” the old lady waved a hand, “Tea 
would be fine.” 

“What about Danae and Mueller?” Martha pointed at 
the two unconscious humans who still lay among the 
leaves on the forest floor. 

“Oh, don’t worry about them. They’ll keep,” the old 
lady waved again, dismissively. 
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The grizzly guy formally held out his arm to her. After 
a moment of what appeared to be internal debate, the old 
lady sighed and took his arm. Together they headed 
toward the Cabin.  

Martha stepped over to Francis and Rocky 6 and 
looked down at them, “Rocky 6, do you know either of 
them?” 

Rocky 6 shook his head, They weren’t in any of the 
places Stewart and I visited.  

An alternate future, Francis muttered, then puffed his 
tail for attention, We have someone else we’d like you to 
meet! 

“Who else?” Martha asked cautiously, looking around 
at the group of fifty or so squirrels gathered around 
Francis.  

Francis motioned to Kenneth to come out from behind 
the tree, The weird ones are gone for now, Come meet 
Martha. 

Kenneth straightened his shirt and stepped around 
the tree into Martha’s sight. 

“Oh!” Martha looked surprised, “I’ve seen you before. 
You’re a Boy Scout, right? You helped stop those 
Canadian terrorists.” 

“Yes,” Kenneth nodded. “I believe we have another 
mutual acquaintance. He’s a part-time squirrel.” 

“Part-time…?” Martha’s eyes narrowed, then she 
blinked. “You’re talking about Mike Quadrozzi.” 

Kenneth smiled.  
Francis coughed, Kenneth Pendrell, meet Martha, our 

Chief Operations Officer. 
That drew a frown from Martha, “Francis, I told you 

we weren’t going to incorporate.” 
It would help with our financing issues, Francis flicked 

his tail in protest. We could issue stock… 
“No, Francis,” Martha sighed.  
Fine, Francis sighed. He motioned to Kenneth, 

Martha, meet Kenneth Pendrell. He knows a lot about us. 

“A lot?” Martha asked, shaking Kenneth’s hand.  
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“Some, but as I explained to your little friend,” 
Kenneth began, “My interdimensional activity meters 
experienced a peak high in this area a few hours ago and I 
thought I should come investigate. Alternate-dimensional 
cultures don’t always regard our world’s organisms as 
having viable existences…and it’s better to be safe than 
sorry. There is always a potential for invasion, after all.” 

“Of course,” Martha looked interested. “What is your 
experience with interdimensional theory applications?” 

“Well,” Kenneth began, “I once built a device, 
physically modeled after a Stargate, but that incorporated 
an inter-dimensional wormhole. Then there’s a time travel 
unit, although I discontinued that after discovering some 
very inherent danger. A few odds and ends, and of course, 
the monitoring system which I use to keep an eye on our 
dimensional neighbors. Like time travel, I discovered 
interdimensional travel to be too much trouble if not 
careful, and try to limit my studies to view-only.” 

Martha brightened, “A Stargate?” 
Kenneth nodded. 
Martha chewed her lip, “I’d love to talk shop, but I 

have guests. Though, would you like to stay for tea and 
see the Glimpse?” 

“Why, yes, thank you,” Kenneth nodded. “I have some 
friends overseas who may miss me soon, but I think I 
could stay long enough for that.” 

“Excellent,” Martha grinned, turning to the cabin and 
spreading her arms wide, “Welcome to haunted Filbert 
Guest House.” 

Francis scampered after them, keeping an eye out for 
hawks. Martha seemed to like Kenneth. Francis wasn’t 
sure about him yet, but the young man was polite and 
seemed to have all of his columns in order, which was a 
good thing.   

That old lady on the other hand…she appeared to be 
a few lines short of a full income statement. 

While Martha had been talking with Kenneth, Lester 
had instructed the squirrels outside to tie down the FBI 
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agents, just in case. The old lady might be right, but Lester 
did not fancy a chase if she wasn’t.  

Francis was happy to have someone sensible leading 
the team. 

  
 
Once inside the cabin, Francis could hear human 

voices coming down the hall.  
Martha hesitated at the door to the kitchen, “Francis, 

could you see Kenneth to the library and entertain our 
guests while I boil some water and get things ready for 
tea?” 

Francis nodded, not sure how he was supposed to 
entertain three humans. Kenneth followed behind as 
Francis led the way to the library, where the old lady and 
the Grizzly dude were poking into Martha’s things. 

Grizzly was standing in front of one of the 
bookshelves, reading the titles, while the old lady was 
hunched over Martha’s computer, tabbing through 
screens.  

“I can’t believe she’s still using Windows 97,” The old 
lady snorted, smoothing her white hair with one hand. 

Francis bristled, tail poofing. 
The old lady continued, “And hasn’t she ever heard of 

wiping the browser history? Oh look, ‘Neon Genesis Boy 
Scouts’ is still online. Ooo, it’s still in the writing stage. I 
should send the author a fan note. What was my old e-
mail password…?” 

Francis shook his head. Not good. The old lady had 
said she might not be from Martha’s future, and here she 
was messing with the past. The old lady was only in the 
terminal’s surface function program and hadn’t found 
Stewart and Saki’s homebuilt suite, but the surface 
program did allow for internet access. Francis glanced at 
the computer’s power plug under the desk.  

Stewart would be upset if Francis unplugged the 
machine, but someone had to stop the old lady from 
making changes.  
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Above him, Kenneth coughed politely, “Excuse me, 
madam, but weren’t you about to explain to Martha about 
the dangers of making changes to the space-time 
continuum?” 

The old lady looked at him, then down at the 
keyboard and monitor in front of her, then huffed in 
irritation but shut down the computer. She turned in the 
chair and pushed herself to her feet, “Good point, young 
man. Have we met before? I’m not sure I remember you.” 
She squinted at him through her glasses. 

Kenneth took a seat on a stuffed armchair near the 
fireplace where flames still licked blackened logs. Francis 
hopped up onto one of the chair’s arms next to him.  

“I’m Kenneth Pendrell,” Kenneth introduced himself. 
The old lady shook her head, “That name is not 

familiar to me.” 
Kenneth shrugged.  
The old lady seemed unsatisfied, but she didn’t press 

it. She moved to the other comfy chair near the fire and 
settled herself into it, calling over to Grizzly, “Are we going 
to talk or what?” 

“Huh?” He looked away from the books. “Oh, sorry.” 
He grinned. “I was just enjoying the books. It’s been 
awhile since I’ve seen actual bound paper books.” 

Kenneth nodded, “Books are better when you don’t 
have to turn them on.” 

Turn them on? Francis wondered, glancing down 

where Rocky 6 sat near the chair’s leg.  
Rocky 6 shook his head.  
“Exactly!” Grizzly nodded to Kenneth, settling into 

another chair. He glanced at the old lady, “But you weren’t 
interested in the books.” 

“A better use of time would be to settle this vendetta 
of yours,” the old lady said primly.  

“Vendetta of mine?” Grizzly growled, “You started it!” 

The old lady snorted, “I’d never heard of you until, one 
day, the squirrels and I are in the middle of a plot device, 
and you suddenly show up and go on a rampage, shouting 
about vengeance, and send a perfectly good plan up in 
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smoke along with a whole lot of property damage. What 
do you mean it was my fault?”   

“You sent your little agents to ruin my life. Try and tell 
me you didn’t do it on purpose.” 

“Good news!” Martha interrupted, entering the room. 
“I found a box of Nutter Butters to go with the tea.” She set 
a tea tray loaded with cups on an end table and began 
pouring cups of tea.  

Francis envied Lester’s sense of balance. The lead 
squirrel perched on Martha’s shoulder, as was normal, but 
Martha had handed Lester one of the first tiny cups of tea 
and the grey squirrel managed to hold it without spilling a 
drop as she poured the rest of the cups and began 
passing them out with a plate of peanut butter cookies.  

Francis did wonder where Martha had found the 
cookies. She hadn’t bought a box of store cookies since 
May 1992 on account that the preservatives were too 
unhealthy for squirrels. Given that the cookies didn’t smell 
stale from his own seat on Kenneth’s chair arm, either the 
space-time continuum was growing unstable and other 
weird things would pop up, or else she’d been right about 
the amount of preservatives. 

Neither option was comforting.  
Martha handed him a tiny tea cup, which he still had 

to hold with both paws, and to his surprise she set a 
couple Nutter Butters on a napkin next to him on the chair 
arm.  

Preservatives or not, he wasn’t about to say no to 
peanut butter cookies.   

Neither were Rocky 6 and the other squirrels who 
were settling onto the bookshelves, tables, backs of 
chairs, and any surface with enough space to hold them.  

Francis noticed that Stewart seemed to have taken 
charge of that new little squirrel he and Rocky 6 had 
brought back with them. Shatner? Yes, that was the name. 
They had made sure the little guy had received a cookie 
too.  

“Thank you,” Kenneth said, smiling politely as he took 
the cup Martha handed to him. “Green tea?” 
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“Chamomile,” Martha grinned weakly, “I don’t dare 
give the squirrels anything with caffeine. They get a little 
um,…hyper. I hope you don’t mind.” 

“Not at all,” Kenneth nodded. “I’ve become acquainted 
with a large variety of teas recently. Japan has an entire 
art form based on its preparation.”   

“That’s the Tea Ceremony, right?” Martha asked.  
Kenneth nodded. 
“Oh dear,” Martha glanced around, counting, “I don’t 

have enough cups. Sally, would you and Tootsie go get us 
some more from the kitchen?” 

The two squirrels squeaked affirmatives and 
scampered off. 

“I’m fascinated by the fact you actually employ 
squirrels to work here.” Grizzly nodded at all of the 
squirrels decorating the room as he accepted a large cup 
of tea and a plate of cookies from Martha. “They’re very 
well trained. I can’t imagine how many hours you’ve spent 
teaching them how to fetch and carry things for you.” 

“It does take time,” the old lady agreed, taking a cup 
of tea and waving away the cookies.  

Francis couldn’t help arch an eyebrow and glance at 
Kenneth. ‘Well-trained?’ That was it?  

“Oh, it can take quite a long time,” Martha nodded. 
“Francis spent four years studying accounting. Stewart 
learned computer technology. Saki…” 

Grizzly stared in surprise, “Isn’t that almost a waste of 
time? Don’t they die in a couple years?” 

“Squirrels can live about twenty years if properly 
cared for,” Martha assured him. “It’s a good return on 
investment.” 

“So, they’re your…employees?” 
“Hmm, unofficially,” Martha nodded. 
“Why not officially?” 
Martha laughed, “Getting them all registered for social 

security numbers would be a nightmare. Besides, they 
work for peanuts. Literally.” 

Francis swallowed, the Nutter Butter in his mouth 
having gone suddenly dry. He’d never considered the 
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possibility of having to do several thousand tax returns for 
the nest. The new forms for the bed and breakfast 
business were going to be bad enough. 

Martha finally took a cup of tea for herself and drew 
up her office chair. She turned to Grizzly and tilted her 
head slightly, “So, what was the event that started your 
feud? From your perspective.” 

Grizzly stroked his beard, fretting at the singed ends. 
“It all started the day three of your squirrels showed up 
where I worked and conned me into giving them a VCR 
another customer had already paid for...”  

“You’re Brian?” Rocky 6 squeaked, nearly dropping 
his tea, “You’re the mall attendant, the Sears appliance 

desk clerk?” 
Grizzly nodded, “When the true owner on the VCR 

showed up, it had to be replaced. I ended up losing my job 
over that mess. Not to mention my I defaulted on my 
collage loans and lost my apartment. And my girlfriend.” 
He glanced at the old lady. “When you appeared in my life, 
surrounded by your little fuzzy friends, I knew I’d found the 

person responsible for my misery. Ever since, I’ve devoted 
my time to make you pay for that.” He shrugged. “Yes, I 
know it’s not the most admirable goal in life, but at least I 
had a goal. That’s more than you can say for some 

people. Also, I got a few patents out of it and invented 
teleportation… though that hasn’t been perfected yet.” He 
stroked his beard again. “I suppose it hasn’t turned out all 
bad. And, here we are now, talking things out over Nutter 
Butters.” He grinned, holding up one of the cookies. 

The old lady sniffed, “You could have said 
something.” 

“I thought it was obvious,” Grizzly bit into the cookie. 
Martha interrupted before another argument could 

start, “When did this happen?” 
“Oh, ages ago. When I was young and foolish,” 

Grizzly snorted. 
This is an easy fix, Francis shrugged, We just send 

someone back to the day you picked up the VCR and pay 
for it. Brian doesn’t lose his job, end of problem.  
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How would you know what day to go back to? Rocky 
6 demanded. Stewart and I were there and we didn’t have 
a clue what date it was. 

Francis looked at Rocky 6. He gave you a VCR, 
which had been paid for. You have a copy of the receipt, 
right? 

Rocky 6 nodded. He pulled a carefully folded sheet of 
flimsy paper from under his jacket.  

Francis took it from him and unfolded it. It was indeed 
a Sears receipt, acknowledging that one pre-paid VCR 
had been picked up.  

Francis pointed at one of the lines. That’s a date.  
That? Rocky 6 frowned. 
That set of numbers, right there. Francis underlined 

the date with his paw. 
Rocky 6 wilted, You mean… we didn’t have to go the 

other future, the one with the fog, the giant rats, and the 
other Martha, after all? 

“Perfect,” Martha spread her hands, smiling, “Once 
we get the Glimpse’s dimensional device fixed, I’ll just go 

back, let them know about the mistake, pay for the VCR, 
and you can stop this silly fight.” 

“Hold on,” the old lady frowned. “That day already 
happened. You can’t change the past.” 

“You yourself said that you might be my future, or you 
might not. Maybe it is in my future to go back to the past 
and pay for the VCR so Brian won’t get in trouble,” Martha 
pointed out. 

Grizzly and the old lady looked at each other.  
Martha nodded, getting up and heading for the 

computer desk. “In fact, I think I’ll make a note to myself 
right now to go make the payment.” 

She pulled her day planner from the desk drawer and 
scrawled a message inside.  

Francis looked at Grizzly and the old lady to check 
their expressions and froze. Grizzly and the old lady were 
fading. Francis leaned, down, tapped Rocky 6’s forehead, 
and pointed. 

Rocky 6 whistled.  
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Martha looked up from her day planner just as the two 
guests completely disappeared.  

“I suppose that answers the question of whether they 
were our future or not.” Martha made a face. “And it 
means I do end up time traveling in the Glimpse’s cargo 

compartment.” She faced Kenneth, “Since they’ve left, 
would you like to see the Glimpse?” 

“I do have a little more time left before I have to get 
back.” Kenneth smiled and rose to his feet.  

Martha led the way out from the library through the 
hall, “It’s not often we get visitors who are actually 
interested in the functional aspects of time travel instead 
of merely exploiting it effects.” She paused. “Actually, 
you’re the first one. You know, I should call Saki up here 
to talk to you. He’s the one responsible for most of the 
practical application. Samwise, would you go ask Saki to 
come up here?”  

Samwise stared at her in terror. 
“Oh, come on,” Martha scolded, “The lab is not that 

dangerous.” 
Samwise nodded his head vigorously.  
“Makoto? Will you go, please?” 
Makoto turned tail back towards the library. 
“Where’s Jason? He’s not afraid. He’s one of Saki’s 

assistants.” 
He’s already down in the lab, someone replied. Being 

experimented on. 
“He is not being experimented on,” Martha 

admonished. 
“Perhaps I could come again some other time and 

meet him then,” Kenneth pointed out. “When each of us 
has more time. After all, it is almost dawn here and you 
need to take care of those FBI agents before they wake.” 

“Good point,” Martha looked a bit disappointed. “The 
front door is this way.” 

She turned, just as…Kenneth stepped out of the 
kitchen.  

A second Kenneth?  
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Francis checked to make sure the first Kenneth was 
still next to Martha.  

Yes, he was.  
The two Kenneth’s stared at each other for a moment, 

then the new one, Kenneth number 2, spoke, “Yet another 
unexpected plot twist. Fascinating.” 

“Hello,” Next to Martha, the original Kenneth held out 
his hand to his double, “I’m Kenneth Pendrell, but you 
probably knew that.” 

“The thought did occur to me,” Kenneth2 agreed, 
waving away the handshake, “Sorry, ‘no two objects 
occupying the same space’ and all.” 

"Ah." Kenneth1 pulled back his hand. "The Blinovitch 
Limitation Effect?" he asked. 

Kenneth2 nodded. "Indeed." 
“Can we help you?” Martha asked in a cautious tone, 

“If you’re looking for a room we’re booked until Christmas, 
but I might be able to get you in after New Year’s.”  

 Kenneth2 actually blushed a little, “I’m here to — oh, 
this is awkward — I’m actually here to get rid of this 
dimension. Your dimension’s interdimensional travel is a 
risk and has the potential to place the others in danger. 
You know, the needs of the many outweigh the needs of 
the one.” 

“Not a Spock quote,” Martha groaned. 

“You don’t like Spock?” both Kenneth’s asked in 
unison, their eyebrows arched slightly. 

“He’s not my favorite character,” Martha admitted. 
“But for now, that quote really doesn’t support his 
argument on why our universe needs to be the one that 
gets destroyed.” 

“Look, it’s nothing personal,” Kenneth2 protested, “But 
you must be eliminated for the safety of the entire 
multiverse. For some reason I couldn’t do it from my lab, 
but give me a couple minutes here and you won’t have to 
worry about anything.” 

"Wait a moment," Kenneth1 asked, "you're from 
another reality, and not just me from another point in the 
same time stream? Then Blinovitch shouldn't apply." 
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Kenneth2 sighed. "I know." 
"So why refuse the handshake?" 
"Well, given what I am here for, I felt it best to 

minimize any chance of forming an emotional attachment." 
Francis shook his head as the humans argued. Just 

great. Not only did they have to worry about their past and 
future selves dropping in, now they had alternate versions 
of themselves from other dimensions trying to kill them. 
There were too many unpredictable factors for Francis to 
manage to keep his calm and he could feel his tail going 
bottle-brush. 

And who made you our executioner? Lester suddenly 

interrupted the human chatter and demanded of Kenneth2 
from Martha’s shoulder, What are your credentials?  

Francis found himself adding, We didn’t request an 
external audit. Our Kenneth is just as capable of 
determining the viability of our universe as you are and  I 
question the viability of a universe that wipes out others 
simply because they’re ‘risks’. Risk and opportunity are 
what investment turns on! 

Kenneth2 cocked his head to the side. “That is a 
logical point.” Then he looked at Kenneth2. “But you 
destroyed the Outlast universe, so you have taken similar 
action yourself.” 

“So I did." Kenneth1 sighed. "Not without good 
reason. But it was only as a last resort, and only after a 
period of testing to see if that universe would heal itself or 
degenerate further. But even sealing it off was insufficient, 
and it began to damage neighboring realities.” Kenneth1 
shook his head slowly. “That was an unhealthy reality.” 

“And you think yours is better?” Kenneth2 asked. 

“No worse than yours,” Kenneth1 replied, looking as if 
he knew what he was talking about. 

Kenneth2 hesitated, then looked away, “Okay. You 
have a point.” 

“How would you know?” Martha asked the Kenneths. 
“Observation.” Kenneth1 shrugged amiably. “All 

dimensions tend to consider themselves the primary. They 
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forget that we’ll all essentially copies of each other, with 
variations." 

“As you’ve probably noticed, a large number of the 
Alternate universes revolve around the antics of multiple 
versions of a human usually named Matthew Atanian. If 
you’re anything like me, which I believe you are, you 
record them for future study,” Kenneth2 looked at 
Kenneth1 pointedly, “Your universe happens to be the 
'Ranma ½' crossover version.” 

“What is Ranma ½?” Martha, Kenneth1, Rocky 6, 
Lester, Stewart, and Francis asked together. 

Kenneth2 stared at them, then shook his head. “Oh 
right, it’s not an anime series here. Okay, in your reality, 
Mr. Atanian and his friends end up at a place in China 
called Jusenkyo. Anyone who falls into one of the cursed 

springs there ends up changing into whatever first 
drowned in that spring when splashed with cold water. Hot 
water changes them back. Suffice to say, Mr. Atanian and 
his friends each fell into one of the springs.” 

“Ah…” Martha’s eyes widened as if she’d just figured 
something out. 

Kenneth2 continued, “In your universe, that’s reality. 
In my universe, Ranma ½ is just a manga and  anime 

series centered around a character named Saotome 
Ranma instead of Mr. Atanian.” 

"Now that I think of it," Kenneth1 pondered, "while I 
have not encountered him myself, I have heard mention 
that there is an individual of that name enrolled at the 
school that Ms. Kirstin and Ms. Nicole are attending." He 
looked to his doppelganger. “What does the Mr. Atanian in 
your universe do?” he asked.  

Kenneth2 looked pained, “He’s a detective. 
Undercover, because there’s a crime syndicate that 
dresses all in black who tried to kill him…” 

“That sounds like Detective Conan,” Martha nodded, 

“Your universe is ‘Detective Atanian’? Where while 
investigating several mysterious men in black, Detective 
Matt Atanian is captured and given an experimental 
poison which is not supposed to leave any trace. 
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However, instead of dying, Matt is transformed into a six-
year-old version of himself. The men in black turn out to 
be a secret organized crime ring and if they find out Matt is 
still alive, they’ll kill him, his family, and all his friends. To 
survive, Matt must go undercover under a new name.  

"This makes attending scout meetings awkward (or 
entertaining, depending on your point of view) and Matt 
must adjust to his second childhood while trying to find the 
crime syndicate, prevent them from learning he is still 
alive, and find a cure.” 

Kenneth2 stared at her. “Well…yes. That’s sums it up 
pretty well.” 

“I didn’t realize that series was available 
domestically,” Kenneth1 mentioned. 

Martha spread her hands, “I just read the fan fiction.” 
“Well,” Kenneth2 sighed, “You’ve made a good 

argument that this reality has merit, and I cannot refute 
your logic at this point. And since apparently someone is 
watching this place who is qualified to correct any 
anomalies, I’d better be gone before my presence 
compounds the instability and creates another paradox or 
worse. Farewell.”  

With that, Kenneth2 opened a door in the air, stepped 
through, and was gone from their world.  

The hallway outside the kitchen seemed frozen for a 
few long moments. 

"So," Martha said, taking a breath, "that's that?" 
"Indeed, Kenneth1, now again simply Kenneth, 

replied. "I don't even have to do much. In fact, I do believe 
that your intensions to pay for the VCR should resolve 
everything, as long as you do nothing else while in the 
past." 

"I'll definitely be careful," Martha said. 
"Good. Then as long as nothing else has been done 

to potentially cause disruption, we should be good, 
although of course I shall continue to monitor things." 

Nothing else to cause disruption to the time line… 
This was mostly beyond his understanding, but Shatner 
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had a sinking feeling that he didn't like. Excuse me, he 

quietly said, timidly raising a paw.  
Shatner went unnoticed.  
“Speaking of monitoring things, that other Kenneth… 

he said you taped alternate universes for study?” Martha 
said slowly. 

Kenneth agreed. “Infinite possibilities are available.” 
Shatner pulled his paw back down. 
Martha chewed her lip, then took a deep breath, “I 

suppose you wouldn’t happen to have an alternate 
universe tape of ‘Detective Atanian’?”  

Kenneth looked thoughtful. “I think I might remember 
briefly reviewing such a recording. I wonder if Becker 
knows where it went…Do you have a Holo player?” 

“No, just a VHS.” She glanced over at Rocky 6. 
“I’ll convert it for you.” 
“Thanks.” 
Shatner opened his mouth again, but before he could 

get his courage screwed to the sticking post, someone 
else spoke up. 

Don’t you think this whole situation is all just a little 
too convenient? Stewart asked from next to Martha’s feet, 
his tail curling up in a question-mark shape. FBI agents 
looking for aliens and finding them, just like in the ‘X-
Files’? Rocky 6 and my little time travel excursion nearly 
started several interdimensional incidents, inserted at least 
two paradoxes, and almost caused our world to be 
deleted, but everything is all neatly wrapped up. And…why 
are the only holographic options for disguising the Glimpse 
replicas of TV and movie time machines anyway? 

“Shut up Bill,” Martha muttered. 
Shatner jumped. But I didn’t say anything! he 

protested.  
“Bill?” Kenneth arched an eyebrow.  
Martha blinked, considered what she’d said, then 

laughed, “Oh, sorry. That’s a quote. Bill’s a character in a 
fan fic. I found a website where someone’s posted a story 
crossover: Neon Genesis Evangelion with Boy Scouts who 
find themselves flying Evas. Bill’s always pointing out plot 
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holes. It’s kind of fun. Lots of anime references and a 
romance that looks more promising than poor Shinji’s. I’ve 
been meaning to write the author a comment.” 

"I may have heard of the series," Kenneth said. "In 
fact, I have even heard that the next story will introduce a 
new pilot named Kenny." 

"Oh?" Martha asked. Then realization set in. "Oh… Of 
course. You know the author personally." 

"Indeed." Kenneth then seemed to become lost in 
thought. "It is all rather interesting. When you go farther 
away, realities become more unique. Matthew Atanian 
gains less significance. But our, for lack of a better term, 
'local group' of realities all seem to be based off crossing 
over Matthew Atanian with what in other realities is only an 
anime series, and yet each of these realities also contains 
Matthew writing such a thing as a fiction." 

"I see what you're saying," Martha said. "Ours is 
based on this 'Ranma ½.' In it, Matt writes 'Neon Genesis 
Boy Scouts.' In that series, the author made a passing 

reference to his character writing something called 'Boy 
Scouts Muyo!'" 

"And, of course," Kenneth reminded her, "there is the 
'Detective Atanian' the other Kenneth came from, and 
which you would like to watch. I wonder what anime series 
the reality where we are a fiction is based on?"  

Lester tried his best to follow all of this, looking back 
and forth between Kenneth and Martha as they spoke, but 
at this point he just gave up. Shaking his head, he said, 
Can’t you keep your head in the real world? Between you 
and Stewart….  

I beg your pardon, Stewart sniffed. 

Then Shatner sniffled. 
This finally caught Martha's attention, and she picked 

up the little newcomer squirrel. “Are you catching a cold? I 
hope you’re not allergic to interdimensional travel or 
portals. We seem to have a lot of those here.” 

I don’t want to disappear! Shatner suddenly wailed, 

bursting into tears in her hands. 
Francis stared. Maybe squirrels could cry after all. 
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What makes you think you’re going to disappear? 

Stewart snorted at Shatner. 
Everyone else who has shown up here tonight has, 

Shatner sniffled, I’m the last one. The last one who doesn't 
belong here! 

He has to go back, doesn’t he? Stewart asked, 
glancing at Francis. The universe would be off balance if 
he stayed.  

Why are you looking at me? Francis curled his tail 

away from Stewart.  
You’re the one who’s always pointing out that things 

have to balance or else something’s terribly wrong, Rocky 

6 stated.  
Shatner stared at Francis, eyes huge, as if expecting 

to be told to leave then and there. 
The other squirrels were all looking at him too. 
Francis felt very uncomfortable under their gaze.  
He’s still an asset of our world, whether he’s in this 

year or another. The balance stays the same, he 
muttered. Maybe he’d be a higher-value asset here. 

Shatner’s tail drooped. What does that mean? 

Kenneth adjusted his glasses, then reached over and 
patted Shatner, “Consider this: If you haven’t gone back to 
your time after all that’s happened since you arrived, then 
there’s probably a reason for you to be here.” 

Really? Shatner looked hopeful. 
"Really," Martha said. "Maybe this is where you 

belong." 
Kenneth nodded, then held out his hand to Martha, 

“My time’s up. My friends will miss me if I stay any longer. 
Thank you for the tea.” 

“My pleasure,” Martha took his hand and shook it, 
“Come back when you have more time. I’ll make sure Saki 
is available.” 

Kenneth nodded, then pulled an envelope from his 
pocket. From it he extracted a folded, indistinct black 
mass. Unfolding it, it took the form of a large circle which 
he then adhered to a bare piece of wall. Kenneth stepped 
through what apparently was a large black hole. Before his 
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trailing arm disappeared completely with him, he grasped 
an outer edge of the hole, and gave it a firm tug. This 
somehow, with a large pop, pulled the hole in on itself, 
disappearing into nothingness. 

I knew it! Francis exclaimed. I am in a Looney Tune! 

Martha blinked, and looked down at Francis. 
He shook his head dismissively. Never mind. Anyway, 

you aren’t concerned about not removing his memories of 
us? he asked. His ears twitched in surprise as he glanced 

up at Martha. 
“No, I suspect that might not work with him. He’d 

figure it out and I think it’d be better to have someone 
friendly watching us, instead of someone who didn’t care. 
Besides,” Martha said smiling, "if I did manage to remove 
his memory, he wouldn't remember to make those tapes 
for me!" Another thought occurred to her, and she 
frowned. “Drat, I should have asked him what Mike’s been 
up to. We haven’t heard from our leader in months.” 

 

Epilogue 
 
An explosion shook the lab door and rattled beakers, 

electronic equipment, and shelving as Francis entered. 
He carefully shut the door behind him, just in case, then 
scanned the underground cavern for Saki. He noted as 
he did so that the mold culture experiment in the corner 
was doing well, though the purple tinge was new. Why 
was there an assistant’s lab coat sticking part-way out of 
it?  

A couple of Saki’s assistants were wrestling a 
tentacled creature back into its vat in one corner, while six 
were playing laser tag with a set of the new wireless 
tazers. No, make that only four. It appeared Saki had 
found away to boost the power settings.  

Saki had to be around nearby. The beakers and lab 
equipment were humming and boiling as if someone was 
in the middle of a complex analysis.  

Someone shouted a warning and another explosion 
rattled the glassware. A roar that sounded like something 
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very large, very alive, and very angry came from the far 
end of the cavern. Shouts and squeaks about nets and big 
teeth from the assistants sounded muffled in comparison.  

Honestly, what was supposed to be so scary about 
the lab? Francis liked to come down here to get away, 
when dealing with several thousand squirrels day after day 
just got a little overwhelming. After the day he’d had… And 
he was a bit late for a chat with Zantion. 

At least, everything was now back in order and their 
universe was balanced for the moment.  

He hopped over towards the lab’s mainframe. Saki 
had been working on a processing problem for the last few 
days, so there was a good chance Francis would find him 
there.  

Indeed, Saki was hunched over a pile of microchips 
and circuit boards, muttering to himself, his white lab coat 
smudged with dark streaks. Every once in awhile, he’d 
place a chip in a stack or toss it aside. Jason was busily 
trying to catch the rejects as they flew (Saki’s aim needed 
work) and shove them into an overflowing bin.  

Hi Jason, Francis greeted the lab assistant, who 

always looked a little singed and smelled faintly of burned 
fur. Today the smell of burned fur was pretty strong and 
Jason had some distinctly bare patches. And a couple 
black-edge holes in his lab coat. 

Jason regarded him silently for a moment, I have not 
forgiven you. 

For what? It’s been two weeks and I still don’t know 
what I’m supposed to have done, Francis sighed. Give me 
a clue at least. 

You two can chat about your personal problems later. 
Zantion is on-line, Saki pointed to the open computer 

terminal. 
Francis took a seat before it and glanced over their 

regular chat room’s dialog. Apparently Zantion had gotten 
a little impatient.  

Francis shrugged. He began typing. 
 

F-squirl: Waiting for me? 
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Zantion: There you are! I’ve been waiting 

two quints. Another quartel and I was going 

to leave. 

 

F-squirl: You wouldn’t believe the night 

I’ve had. 

 

Zantion: Try me. 

 

F-squirl: FBI, three sets of inter-

dimentional time-travelers, and a visit 

from our Earth’s local monitor. 

 

Zantion: What fun for you. Now, I was able 

to get options on some nice property on 

Ceti-Alpha 6. Are you interested? 

 

F-squirl: No property. I still can’t stop 

by to take a look for myself until we get 

our ship checked out. The thing is creating 

alternate parallel universes on its own and 

skipping destinations by decades. 

 

Zantion: Sounds like the guidance actuator 

needs a tune-up. 

 

F-squirl: After I traded you those good 

shares in that Europa mining company for 

it? 

 

Zantion: Not so good shares. The project 

folded. Something about getting chased off 

by ‘angry natives’. 

 

F-squirl: That’s too bad. Do I owe you for 

the loss? 

 

Zantion: Nah. I’d already sold them by 

then.  
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F-squirl: Can you get me a new guidance 

actuator? 

 

Zantion: Tell your guy to try resoldering 

the base wires and rebooting. Anyone can do 

it in their garage. 

 

F-squirl: Thanks. Saki’ll appreciate a 

place to start. In the meantime, how are 

those stocks I bought in that Martian 

travel agency doing, John Carter Tours I 

believe? 

 

Zantion: Those are doing well. For a family 

corporation, the Carter’s have it put 

together. Speaking of which, have you 

convinced your human to let you incorporate 

yet?  

 

F-squirl: She still says no. 

 

Zantion: Too bad. There are some people on 

Vega interested in diversifying their 

portfolios in some Earth stock…  

 

Zantion: By the way, did that last can of 

Mocha/Kiwi Fruit Juice ever show up?  

 

F-squirl: From that six pack I bought from 

you? The only one that survived the hanger 

fire when Rocky 2 tried ‘landing’ in the 

tunnel? 

 

Zantion: Yeah, that one. 

 

F-squirl: No. It somehow got included in 

the Glimpse’s kitchen stock and the U.S. 

Army cleaned everything out of the ship at 
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Area 51 back in 1955. That can’s gone for 

good.  

 

Zantion: Darn. I guess I will have to go 

buy you more after all. There’s only one 

place I found that carries it, some 

restaurant at the end of the universe. The 

bartender and I have a little deal worked 

out, under the counter, but the clientele 

leaves something to be desired. I hate 

cats.  

 

F-squirl: Not too fond of them myself. Now, 

what would you recommend to warn of… say… 

incoming interdimensional visitors? 

 

Epilogue 2  
 

The film negatives sloshed as Martha moved it in and 
out of the various pans of developing chemicals. Lester 
clung to her shoulder as she worked, watching the 
process in fascination. His night vision was much better 
than hers, even with the dark room’s red light. 

Martha hung up the last film strip to dry, then slipped 
around the thick curtain that protected the developing 
negatives from overexposure to the outer area of the 
darkroom, where dry strips from a previous batch hung 
ready. She picked a set, slid it into place before the 
exposure machine’s lens, and positioned a piece of light 
sensitive paper into place beneath it. One timed exposure 
later, she advanced the film negative before the lens and 
set a new sheet of paper in place.  

About an hour later, Martha and Lester left the dark 
room and developing set up with a thick stack of 
photographs.  

What are these of? Lester leaned out from her 

shoulder, trying to catch a glimpse.  
Martha held the stack for him to see. “You remember 

these. We took them this summer.” 
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She flipped through the pictures of woods and trees 
that Lester couldn’t imagine why she’d want since the 
woods were right outside.  

Martha stopped at one picture and held it up. 
“This will be our Christmas photo.” 
Several dozen squirrels crowded into the frame, all 

wearing Santa hats or tiny antlers, waving at the camera. 
“To bad I don’t have anyone to send it to,” Martha 

shook her head. 
What about that fan fic writer? Lester asked. The one 

doing that Boy Scout series. 

“Don’t be silly,” Martha laughed. “I have no idea if he 
likes squirrels.”  
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Special Chapter 5: 
The Worst  Fanfic Ever 

---------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Ranma Saotome woke up early one morning, pulled 
out a gun, walked over to Nabiki’s room, and shot her in 
the head for no real good reason. He didn’t even owe her 
any money. Soun was the only one who seemed to care, 
and did quite a lot of crying, but even he had forgotten 
about it by the time that Kasumi had breakfast upon the 
table. 

“Oh, thank you, Kasumi, dear,” Genma said, greedily 
eyeing the feast. “You’ve out done yourself yet again!” 

“Shut up, you fat, freeloading bastard!” Kasumi 
snapped with her typical morning cheer. 

Akane suddenly stuck her tongue into Ranma’s ear. 
“What’d you do that for?” Ranma snapped. He slapped 
Akane hard, bruising her cheek. 

“Ranma!” Soun shouted. “Is that any way to treat my 
Akane?!?!” 

Ranma steeled himself for the terror that was about to 
come. 

Soun continued. “She’ll never learn not to stick her 
tongue in your ear if you just give her that little love tap!” 
With that, he pulled back his arm, made a fist, and with all 
the might that years of martial arts training had given him, 
he broke his youngest daughter’s nose and knocked her 
unconscious. 

“Yo, daddy! Watch it!” Kasumi exclaimed. “Who the 
hell do you think has to clean up that blood?!” 

Suddenly, Kasumi threw a bucket of cold water on to 
the floor, to get the blood before it stained the floor. Some 
of the water bounced off of the floor and hit Ranma, 
turning him into a her. 

Happosai appeared out of nowhere. He walked up to 
Ranma and extended his hand in a warm, friendly manor. 
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“Good morning, young Saotome,” he said with 
impeccable politeness. “Oh, my. Kasumi seems to have 
gotten you wet. Here.” Happosai offered Ranma a thermos 
full of hot water. 

“Thanks, old man,” Ranma said, as she prepared to 
dump the thermos onto herself. 

Suddenly, a voice called out, “My pig-tailed goddess, I 
would date with you!” Ranma looked up to see Kuno 
running towards her, his arms outstretched. 

Ranma considered Akane on the floor, her broken 
nose destroying her once beautiful features. He looked 
briefly around the dojo. It wasn’t much of a dojo, as 
Ranma never once remembered it having a student since 
she and her father arrived. Kuno, on the other hand, was 
rich and stupid. Ranma made up her mind. 

“Kuno!” She exclaimed, and he came to a sudden 
stop a few feet away from the pig-tailed one. “I will date 
with you, but there is something you must know!” And with 
that, she dumped the thermos onto herself. 

Ranma – male Ranma –- looked at Kuno. Kuno 
looked at Ranma. Kuno blinked. 

Ranma held out his arms. Kuno jumped lovingly into 
them, and the two fell into a deep, passionate embrace.  

“My pig-tailed one, at last you’re mine!” Kuno said 
with glee. 
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Afterword 
 

Well, that about wraps things up for this published 
volume! 

So, what happens next? Will Matt, Mike, Aaron, and 
the Bills be successful in learning the techniques Líng Rén 
wishes to teach them? Will those techniques be helpful if 
they are ever discovered by the group who is out to kill 
them? Will Aaron and Kirstin ever openly admit they might 
just very possibly have feelings for one another? Will 
Sarah admit she might be developing feelings for Matt? 
Will Matt fall for the advances of Megumi? Will Nicole 
succeed in taking over the world? 

Well obviously, the answers to these questions will 
not be found within these pages. But if you don't want to 
have to wait until the next time I finally have enough 
material to collect it all together like this, feel free to follow 
along online as new stories are published at the Boy 
Scouts ½ Universe website! And hey, unlike last time, I 

didn't have the whole website go poof on me, so the URL 
is the same as in the last book! But just in case you need 
a refresher, here it is for ya: 

 


 
There is a series of stories (although I use the term 

"series" loosely) called The Outlast the Other Guys 
Challenge, or just Outlast for short, that Martha referenced 
in the fourth installment of To Conquer the World. Much to 
Jason Bertovich's relief I am sure, the Outlast stories have 

not yet made it into one of these published volumes yet, 
and in fact they may be the one bit of Boy Scouts ½ lore 
that will not eventually do so. (Maybe.) If, however, you 
wish to see them so that you can get what Martha was 
referencing, I think you will find that a brief hunt at the 
above website should yield some results. 
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A few notes on story order for Boy Scouts ½ in Japan. 

On the website, the main stories are listed first, and below 
that is a list of "side stories." The side stories are what,in 
this book, are designated "Special Chapters." But where to 
place them? 

One possible soloution would have been 
chronological. But for the In Japan Origins trilogy, this 

would have presented  probems. First, that trilogy of 
stories was actually intended to be read in reverse order of 
chronology. Second, as a prequel trilogy, that would have 
meant quite a hefty page count before you even got to the 
regular Chapter 1! (Heck, if we wanted to get  strictly 
chronological, that would have also placed the first To 
Conquer the World story before Chapter 1, as well!) And 
finally, narritively speaking I thought it best to let the 
reader first meet Megumi along with Matt, and get to know 
her a bit in that context before dumping a big bowl full of 
hopefully tasty backstory on you. 

And so I knew I couldn't place them all at the front of 
the book. But, as a personal preference, I didn't just want 
to throw them all into their own section after the end of the 
main narritive, either. 

And so, in the end, I decided to go with an intercutting 
narritive. I didn't want to interrupt the flow of the 
introductary storyline, so instead I intercut the In Japan 
Origins tale with the storyline of everyone getting settled in 
at their various new schools and/or places of employment.  

The Anime Deathmatch story, being a completely 
non- canon tale, I placed after the rest of the Boy Scouts 
½ in Japan chapters. Then, as they are their own seperate 
(but all within the same canon, of course) narritives, I 
followed on with Of Possible Alternatives and then To 
Conquer the World. Then, as a special treat (or, perhaps, 

punishment?) I gave you one more special chapter with 
The Worst Ranma ½ Fanfic Ever. (Although, to avoid 

having to give it its own seperate notes section, I should 
point out that that last story's notes will be presented at the 
end of the Boy Scouts ½ in Japan Authors' Notes section.) 
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Now, if you were interested, perhaps on a future 

readthrough, in seeing how things flow chronologically, 
here is the order things would take place in: 

1. In Japan Origins: Megumi * 
2. To Conquer the World I 
3. In Japan Origins: Matt 
4. In Japan Origins: The Boys 
5. Chapters 1 - 10 
6. Of Possible Alternatives 
7. To Conquer the World II - IV 
(Anime Deathmatch IV and Worst Ranma ½ Fanfic 

are both non-canon and do not, strictly speaking, have a 
place within the chronology.) 

Well, that's about all I have to say on this page. Any 
other notes I may have wished to have, I am sure you will 
find covered in the copious "Author's Notes" that will be 
soon to follow. 

Thanks for reading! 
 

—Matthew Atanian 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* If you want to get very technical with a chronological reading, In Japan 

Origins: Megumi would then actually need to be read about midway 
through Boy Scouts ½ Book I, after Chapter Thirteen. And that's not even 
getting into the fact that you'd also have to account for Book II, which 
happens over the concurantly with many parts of Book I. If you really want 
a completely chronological readthrough, maybe you should just visit the 
wesite, which includes a guide to doing so! 
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Legal Notice 
 
This book, while hopefully containing a good deal that 

is at least somewhat original and at least mildly 
entertaining, is a derivative work of fiction that contains 
elements of multiple copyrighted sources. (Specifics may 
be found in the following sections of  “Authors Notes and 
Disclaimers.”) Thus, no money (beyond at most that which 
covers any costs for production or distribution) is to 
exchange hands for this work. It was work done for its own 
sake and no profit is intended to be made on the part of 
the creator or other contributing authors.  

The original elements contained within are the 
intellectual property of Matthew Atanian, ©2006 – 2015. In 
the cases of chapters that were produced with the 
contribution of other authors, copyright is shared with that 
author. 
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Authors' Notes  

and Disclaimers 
Chapter 1: Strangers in a Strange Land 

by Matthew Atanian 
 

 
 

Well, here we are. We’ve begun anew with some of 
the same old characters, but thrown into a new setting and 
new situations. 

Boy Scouts ½ in Japan. 

So much to put in the notes this time. Hope I 
remember it all. If not, look for addendums in upcoming 
stories. Well, here it goes. 

First the usual of the fact that this series is not 
endorsed by or meant to reflect the values of the Boy 
Scouts of America. 

Now... There’s the good old standard of the Jusenkyo 
curses being from Takahashi Rumiko’s Ranma 
½. However... Also from Takahashi-sensei is Maison 

Ikkoku, the Clock Hill District of Nerima Ward, and any 
related characters or locations. These are from her series 
named, well, Maison Ikkoku. 

So here comes the definitive difference between the 
Boy Scouts ½ reality and our reality: The two manga / 
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anime series of Ranma ½ and Maison Ikkoku are not 
works of fiction but are in fact reality within the Boy Scouts 
½ universe. 

Takahashi Rumiko still exists, as do her other works 
of fiction. In the Boy Scouts ½ reality, Takahashi’s first big 
success was Urusei Yatsura, but then she didn’t have any 
further long standing series for quite a while. Instead she 
did a lot of one shot stories that were quite popular but 
didn’t lead to much success. The closest she had to a long 
running series during this period was a horror series called 
Mermaid Saga which ran for four or five volumes. She 

finally had a major success again by blending the romantic 
high school comedy of Urusei Yatsura with the horror of 
the Mermaid Saga in a new series called Inu Yasha which 
began not long before the events of this story. 

The above is pretty close to what reality would be if 
Maison Ikkoku and Ranma ½ were removed from Miss 

Takahashi’s resume. 
So within the Boy Scouts ½ universe. Ranma and 

Ikkoku are real. All other anime and manga are still 

fictional. 
A word about time: 
Ranma ½ was one of those series in which time never 

really seemed to pass, and the characters were relatively 
the same throughout. Maison Ikkoku, on the other hand, 

had a definite passage of time. One could tell the passage 
of years. Seasons changed. Characters grew. Life did not 
stand still. Because of this, I am taking two different 
approaches to any characters from those shows who may 
appear in Boy Scouts ½. 

Ranma characters will be as they are in their parent 
series, and the events of Boy Scouts ½ in Japan could fit 
in any time within the Ranma ½ series as long as it is after 

the episode of the anime entitled, “The Killer from 
Jusenkyo.” In that episode, The Jusenkyo Preservation 
Society decides they have stood by long enough, letting 
Ranma & company abuse their Jusenkyo curses for 
immoral and selfish purposes, and dispatches a team 
charged with capturing them and teaching them the error 
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of their ways. (It is the falure of this that causes the split 
that Líng Rén describes. In true Life of Brian fashion, one 
of the split off groups will continue to be The 
Jusenkyo Preservation Society, and the other will be The 
Preservation Society of Jusenkyo. I have not decided 
which will be which yet.) 

As far as Maison Ikkoku, Boy Scouts ½ in Japan will 

take place approximately eleven years after the end of the 
series. (Best estimates place Maison Ikkoku as taking 

place from 1979 through 1987.) 
A brief note about continuities: In both Ranma ½ and 

Maison Ikkoku, there are differences between the original 

manga and the anime adaptation. Usually not vast 
differences, but differences non-the-less. 

I doubt it will ever be important to firmly establish this... 
But I’ve actually not read or watched Ranma in many years 
now, and thus any Ranma related elements that are 

included in future stories will be taken from a combination of 
memory and web-based (and hopefully accurate, but one 
never can tell) research. And if I need to, I’ll feel free to use 
things from both the anime and the manga. 

Maison Ikkoku, on the other hand... I have the entire 
manga series. I’ve read it recently. I have most of the 
anime, and the rest of it on order. There are also a few very 
good websites out there with information about the series. 

(One of these websites, for example, had the address I 
used. It actually had a two or three addresses, from a few 
different times in the anime where an address was shown 
on screen, such as on an envelope of a received letter. I 
picked one I liked best and used that one.) Thus, I am much 
more confident about Maison Ikkoku, between knowing the 
series better and being set eleven years after the series, 

which allows for some changes to have happened over 
time. Lastly, although the adaptation of Maison Ikkoku into 
an anime was a very close one, differences still exist. And 
should it ever become an issue, I am using the manga as 
the definitive source. 

Now, some people (*cough* Mark Abert *cough*) may 
be fearing that they will need vast inside knowledge about 
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these shows and will thus be quickly left behind. While I 
won’t lie and say that such knowledge wouldn’t add extra 
insight, I will do my best to see that it isn’t essential. 
Anything that is must have knowledge I will do my best to 
work into the narrative. 

Hmm... Anything else? Ah, yes. The language problem. 
A lot of fan fiction does something like this: 
 
“Hello, I am speaking English.” 
[And now I am speaking Japanese.] 
 
For some reason, I always found this approach 

annoying. So the way I am going to present things is to not 
tell you (the reader) what is being said in a foreign 
language unless the scene is being presented in the point 
of view of speakers of that foreign language. Much like in 
BS½ year one, where the Jusenkyo guide spoke thickly 

accented English, but I wrote his dialogue as completely 
normal when doing a scene which featured only him 
and Perfume, as obviously they would be speaking 
Chinese to each other, and there were none of the 
American characters present to view the scene through 
and thus wonder what they were saying. 

Oy... Even I’ll admit this sounds a bit confusing when I 
try to explain the concept in words. I’m hoping it will be 
less so in execution. We’ll just have to wait and see! 

Hmm... anything else? I went to bed last night in the 
middle of typing up the “language problem” bit, so it was 
easy to finish that off, but I cannot recall if I had anything 
else to put in here. Ah, well. If anything else comes to me, 
there’s always next time! 

 

 
 

This is something of a "Special Edition" of Boy 
Scouts ½ in Japan part 1, as it contains an additional 
scene -- the short prologue before the title. This is not a 
new creation, but a vintage piece of writing that I turned up 
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when gathering elements for the restoration. It was written 
when Boy Scouts ½ in Japan was first being worked on, 
but ultimately left unused. 

However, I thought it might make a fun addition and 
thus decided to tack it on before the beginning of this 
story. 

In the interest of disclosing things, this prologue is of 
course based on the brief bit of narration present at the 
beginning of the David Lynch adaptation of Frank 
Herbert's Dune. The prologue, in addition to Dune, also 
makes a slight reference to Terry Gilliam's film The 
Adventures of Baron Munchausen. 

  
–Matthew Atanian, 23 April 2013 

 

 

Chapter 2: Welcome to Maison Ikkoku 
by Matthew Atanian 

 

 
 

Well, it has been a while, but here we are again! 
My life has gone through some changes since the last 

Boy Scouts ½ story. Anyone reading the notes to the most 
recent addition to Kenny’s Laboratory will know that I am 

no longer with Jessi. The specific reasons why I shall not 
go into detail about, as unless you are a personal friend it 
is none of your business. And if you are a personal friend, 
and you really wish to hear my tale of woe, you know how 
to contact me. 

I only mention it because in the most general sense it 
does have some relevancy to Boy Scouts ½. As I think 

about it, I find I am actually somewhat uncomfortable with 
my fictional counterpart these days, and how he is hiding 
an important truth from someone he professes to love. 
Little white lies, like lying if someone asks, “Does this 
make me look fat?” and it does, are one thing. But there 
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are some things that one shouldn’t lie about. I’ve had it 
done to me, and this makes it difficult to write about me 
doing it to someone else, even if it is only a fiction. 

Still... it is a rather basic premise of the series, and 
while the truth will probably be revealed someday, that 
time is not yet. So I’ll just have to deal with it, and take 
some solace in the fact that Matt knows he is doing wrong 
and feels bad about it. (Hell, he has been tortured by 
Cardasian / Penguin hybrids!) And also that someday, 
when the truth does come out, he’ll probably have hell to 
pay. (Although probably not quite as much hell as 
someone else will have to pay if Nicole ever discovers the 
truth of the curses.) 

Moving on. 
Well, everyone is settled into Maison Ikkoku. I may 

have taken a few liberties on most of the other residents 
knowing English. I figured I needed to have the Godai 
family know it, and while a bit of a stretch figured I could 
tie it into Yusaku’s teaching profession. (Even if it is only 
preschool!) Yotsuya... Well, no one really knows who he 
really is and what he does for a living, so I figured he was 
actually the most likely resident to know English! And 
finally, since it would be so convenient as to provoke 
comment from Gelinas if everyone knew English, I left 
Mrs. Ichinose (and probably her husband, if we ever see 
him) as not knowing English. 

Hopefully the Japanese used in this story is accurate 
enough. I resorted to using online translations and trying 
to keep what little I did use as simple as possible. I haven’t 
asked her yet, but I do have a friend who has studied the 
language a bit and maybe if I need something a bit more 
complex in the future she’d be willing to help me out. 

So the standard stuff. This story is not endorsed by or 
meant to reflect the values of the Boy Scouts of America. 
Jusenkyo curses are from Ranma ½ by Takahashi 

Rumiko. Maison Ikkoku and related characters are from 
Maison Ikkoku, also from Takahashi Rumiko. 

That’s all for now. Either see you again soon or, see 
you in a few years! (Hopefully soon!)  
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Chapter 3: In Which Mike and Bill Play Magic, 
and Sarah Comes to a Terrible Realization 

by Matthew Atanian 
 

 
 

Hello, everybody! Matt here! Sorry it has been a 
while. I think it was a case of having a bit too much time 
on my hands, and thus putting the writing off for a bit with 
the rationalization of, “It isn’t like I won’t be able to get to it 
later!” Of course, later kept just being later, and after a 
while (namely right now) I said to myself, “Okay, later has 
been later long enough! Time for later to be now!” 

Does the preceding paragraph make sense? I think it 
does. I rather hope it does! If not... well, then, pretend it 
does, okay? Good? Good. 

So where was I? 
Ah yes, author’s notes. 
This part is the first of a loosely connected trilogy of 

stories in which the main characters will be split up a bit, 
and each part will follow one group of characters through 
the same space of time. Sort of explore them settling into 
their new surrounding a bit before I start throwing plot at 
them. Maybe get in a bit of character development, which 
is always fun. Maybe even introduce someone new? 

The next part will be the main series authortorial 
debut of Mr. Jason Bertovich, and shall follow the exploits 
of Aaron, Hughes, Kirstin, and Nicole as they go check out 
the school they’ll be attending, and maybe one or two 
other things. The story has been delivered, but I’ve yet to 
have a chance to read it. So I am rather looking forward 
myself to seeing what happens. And, of course, hopefully 
it shan’t be long before you are able to as well. 

The part after that will be something of a different 
story for Boy Scouts ½, as it will almost exclusively focus 

on the character of Matthew Atanian, as he goes to otaku 
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paradise and undoubtedly shall come close to exploding in 
happiness. (Just what could be in those shopping bags he 
was carrying? Who knows! I’m dying to find out myself, 
and I’m the one who’s going to write the bloody thing!) 

This part, which I suspect will be the most introspective 
of the three and thus may have gotten things off to a bit of a 
slow start, dealt with those who stayed behind. Mike, 
Gelinas, and Sarah. Gelinas seems to be getting suspicious 
of his own reality, and even worse... is Sarah getting 
suspicious of her own feelings towards Matt? Only time 
shall tell, I suppose. And me. I’ll be telling. But not yet, dear 
reader! So yes. Only time and I shall tell. Eventually. 

Now onto the usual stuff. Although I am pretty sure 
there was no direct references in this particular story, as 
always it bears mention that Boy Scouts ½ was inspired 
by Takahashi Rumiko’s Ranma ½. And, probably just as 
obviously, with BS½ in Japan we have brought in settings 
and characters from her earlier series, Maison Ikkoku. And 
finally, this story is not endorsed by or meant to reflect the 
values of the Boy Scouts of America. 

‘Tis all for now, dear reader! See you soon with Jason-
kun’s story, and then hopefully soon after with the next part. 

So long for now! 

 

 

Chapter 4: Things to Do in Tokyo When You’re 
Cursed, Curious, or Independently Wealthy 

by Jason Bertovich 
with a few bits, things and general  

fiddling around with by Matthew Atanian 
 

 
 

No real notes this time. Ultimately, it’s only part of a 
larger story so maybe when Matt-kun does the other two, I 
might have some interesting things to say. For now, I’m 
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glad to have been invited to do this piece by Matt. It kinda 
sat on my desk half finished for a while, but ultimately I 
think I got through it okay.  

I’m also proud to be one of the few authors in this 
universe to have penned a chapter in each of the three 
main stories in this universe. I think Matt might be the only 
other one, so that’s something I’m kinda cool to hang my 
hat on.  

As for me. Where do I stand? Hmmm…good 
question. Me and Matt have had many a conversation on 
that subject and while I might not be back full time, you 
folks might still hear from me from time to time, so take it 
for what that’s worth.  

As for me, personally, I’ll bid you all farewell, until we 
meet again. There’s a lovely lady sitting out in our living 
room waiting for me to finish typing this so we can discuss 
things regarding our matrimonial vows that are upcoming 
this October, so while Story-Matt may or may not ever win 
his Sarah, I’m pretty happy to have won my real-life Sarah.  

Catch ya when I catch y’all.  
 

- Jay Bertovich (January 2009)  
 
 

 
 

Bad Matt! Bad, bad Matt! I’m sure you all noted that 
Jason dated his notes, and I must admit that it is early 
April as I type out mine. I quite liked the story that Jason 
had delivered, but it did need a bit of work. I had to re-
order the events a bit to better make it fit into the day as a 
whole as I had it thought out for the stories preceding and 
following this one.  

Also, I had to excise some material. Jason agreed 
with me that he had included quite a bit of Perspectives-
style angst. Not to say it wasn’t good material. Hell, I’m 
going to save it and if I ever get around to finishing up 
Perspectives for Jason (assuming he doesn’t suddenly 
decide he wants to do it after all, which he’s more than 
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welcome to!) I’ll probably recycle it into there if I can! But it 
was decidedly Perspectives in tone, and this is Boy Scouts 
½ here!  

And finally, I did have a bit of new material to add into 
it myself. Some things that just occurred to me might be 
nice as I edited the story, some things that would help it 
better fit into the story arc as a whole, and finally one big 
scene that Jason left out of his version. His version 
instead included the subtle narrative, “Many strange things 
had just happened inside that Chinese restaurant and to 
chronicle them all here would deprive another storyteller a 
golden opportunity to bedazzle his or her readers with this 
tale.” Shrewd way of getting out of a scene, my friend! Not 
that I blame you. I assume we have writers block to thank 
for that, and I will agree that it can be a bitch sometimes. I 
must admit a touch of it myself, in that these notes are 
being written before I add in that scene. Alas, unlike you I 
can’t pass the buck to someone else! I’ll think of 
something, I’m sure. In fact, dear reader, unless you’re a 
weirdo who skips ahead and reads these notes first, you 
should already know what that something is! (If Kenny [a] 
still had a time machine and [b] wasn’t fictional, I’d ask you 
to slip on back and let me know!) So nothing to worry 
about on your parts.  

Still, to get back to the point, while I did tinker with this 
story quite a bit, and then procrastinate a bit, and then 
accidentally forget about it for a few months, and then go, 
“Oh, crap! I’d better get back to that,” and then finally finish 
my tinkering... Where was I? Ah, yes. While I did tinker a 
bit, I tried to leave things in Jason’s voice as much as I 
could, and leave as much of his material as possible 
intact. Hopefully he is satisfied with the results, and 
hopefully you are, too, dear reader.  

And now... number one. The larch. The larch.  
And now... disclaimers. Various elements inspired by 

or borrowed from the works of Takahashi Rumiko. These 
would include Maison Ikkoku, related characters, and 
related settings, from her series Maison Ikkoku. From 
Ranma ½ would be the usual Jusenkyo curses, and the 
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usual Ryoga cameo. (Although after this story, I may retire 
that for a while. Just thought it would be funny as all hell 
for him to see our characters and misconceive where he 
is! Poor boy had it right for a change and didn’t even know 
it!) Adding to what will undoubtedly be growing references 
to the original work, however, we now have Furinkan High 
School, the Neko Haten, and the characters of Shampoo, 
Moose, and (although not for the first time) Cologne.  

And the ever continuing language question... In 
Ranma ½’s English dub, at least, Shampoo speaks with a 
noticeable accent and Moose doesn’t. (Sadly I am not 
fluent in Japanese, and thus can’t necessarily pick up 
accents when watching subtitled, so while I have been told 
Shampoo has an accent in the original, I couldn’t confirm if 
the same is true for Mousse. So we’ll just go by the dub 
and say he doesn’t.) I surmised from this that Shampoo 
isn’t as fluent in Japanese as Mousse is, perhaps because 
she may have also studied English. (Insert Gelinas 
complaining, “Isn’t that convenient?” here.) Mousse, 
meanwhile, is stuck speaking just Japanese or his native 
Chinese. (I wonder if he and Aaron could converse in 
Duck?) Cologne, meanwhile, being an old bat, I figured I 
could justify being fluent in English as well as Japanese.  

And now... The horse chestnut.  
(Unless, after reading my revised version and my 

notes, Jason has any further notes of his own?)  
 

 
 

Hey it only took two years to finally finish what was 
essentially five pages and three thousand words. That’s 
yet another record I’ve managed to set. Now I hold the 
records for most stories NOT written by Matt in the BS½ 
Universe, longest story written in the BS½ Universe (Of 
Possible Alternatives), and NOW the record for longest 
delay for the next chapter in BS½. Boy, I bet Matt really 

regrets agreeing to let me pen a chapter in the main 
series.  
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The reason for the long, long, painfully long delay 
stems back to the scene involving the Neko Haten. As 
Matt explained, I had hit a horrible writer’s block when that 
scene came up and instead of tackling it like a mature, 
dignified writer, I opted to dump it on Matt’s doorstep like a 
one-eyed sewer mutant baby. After two years, I finally 
managed to overcome my mental blocks and have gotten 
back into writing with gusto (See Of Possible Alternatives 

author’s notes for more details on those mental blocks.) 
Seeing as Matt never got around to finishing the before 
mentioned scene, I decided to try tackling it again. I think 
it’s not too bad an effort, actually, but I guess that’s up to 
Matt and you guys, the readers.  

So, now it’s finally done and barring any more major 
revisions, it’s now ‘in your hands,’ dear readers. Hope it at 
least lived up to the dreadful wait.  

Major props to Matt for his superb job as editor. Matt 
was very much right in that the original version of this story 
was indeed a little too ‘Perspectives-y.’ His edits and 

switches really do make for a much easier read and I 
wanted to give him in commendations on that.  

Oh and if it wasn’t obvious, Kirstin’s second encounter 
with a duck in the chapter was not Aaron. Got a feeling 

he’s gonna have to explain why “he” decided to hug her, 
especially since he didn’t.  

Okay, I’ve finally finished my contribution to Boy 
Scouts ½ in Japan and I hope to be able to do it again 

someday in the future. But for now, after 8 straight weeks 
of writing, I’m going to finally take a short break so I can 
start gathering my notes together for the next big project. 
So, until that time, be seeing you.  

 
- Jay Bertovich (January 2011) 

 

 
 

God, I suck. It is now about six months after Jason 
delivered his final version of the story to me, and I am only 
just now getting around to doing a few tiny last alterations, 
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doing the (rudimentary) HTML coding, and putting it 
online. Well, hope you enjoy!  

Anyway, I do intend to start work on the next story 
soon. So... see you in five or so years with the next 
installment of Boy Scouts ½ in Japan!  

 

 

Chapter 5: An American Otaku in Akihabara 
by Matthew Atanian 

 

 
 

Hello! Been a while! Let’s see here… The last story 
went online in 2011, and that was by another author. My 
own last story went online in 2009. So… um, yeah. Four 
years. So… How’ve you been doing?  

So yeah… Sorry about that! I really should have 
gotten to this sooner. Various things derailed me, including 
(but not limited to) the disappearance of the Boy Scouts ½ 
website and the time it took to restore it. I finally finished 
that four days ago, and thus paved the way to 
resume writing! 

This particular story has actually been sitting about 
two-thirds finished on my hard drive for quite some time. It 
was in the last few days, however, that I finally finished it. 
Thus concludes the initial storyline in Boy Scouts ½ in 
Japan. Five stories over seven years! 

At the risk of repeating things I’ve said in past author’s 
notes, hopefully I can pick up the pace a little bit. 

But yeah! New website, and now new story! I’m 
feeling good about things. 

Time for the usual disclaimers: This story is not 
condoned by or meant to reflect the values of the Boy 
Scouts of America. Some characters and situations are 
drawn from the works of Takahashi Rumiko, specifically 
from Ranma ½ and Maison Ikkoku. Finally, although it is 

intended to be more of a referencing homage rather than a 
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direct lift (in order to maintain that the aforementioned 
Takahashi series are the only works of anime or manga 
that are real in the BS½ Universe) I should mention 

that the store Grand Prix and the employee Fukuhara are 
references to a program called Otaku no Video. 

The story concerning the Collections merit badge? 
Yes, in real life, Mike did use a collection of magazines 
with Gillian Anderson on the cover. (The "dry" category 
should be self explanatory, and the "wet" category referred 
to photographs where she had appeared to have been 
doused with water before the photo was taken. 
Apparently, the latter was common enough to 
warrant categorization.) 

So, that should wrap things up for everyone’s 
introduction to their new home in Japan. There might be a 
bit of a wait for the next story, as it will have to be started 
from the beginning instead of being sitting two-thirds done 
as I mentioned this one was. (The wait may be alleviated a 
bit for those who read the spin-offs, as I do have some 
other previously unpublished writings from Jason 
Bertovich that I can work on presenting to you.) The next 
story will be a slight detour, but then in part 7 we’ll see 
what happens when everyone begins their various 
schooling or employment… and when the boys need to 
begin preparing for the peril they will inevitably face! 

 

 

Chapter 6: Meanwhile, Back at the Ranch 
by Matthew Atanian 

and William Thomas Hughes 
 

 
 

Well, this story has been a while in coming, hasn’t it? 
Nothing new for Boy Scouts ½, I suppose I must admit. For 

once, though, I get to blame someone other than myself! 
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Blame is perhaps a strong word to use, however. I don’t 
wish to imply any ill feelings towards Hughes in this regard. 

To sum up for the readers: months ago, I asked him if 
he might be interested in writing Boy Scouts ½, part 6. I 

explained the extremely basic premise that I would like, on 
an average of once every main storyline, to then have a 
story that cuts back to the mystical land of Massachusetts 
to see what is going on back there. He agreed, and so 
then it was time to wait for the magical results! 

At one point, after a bit of time passed, I asked for an 
update and Hughes shared what he had thus far. A bit 
strange, I thought. I certainly didn’t expect them all to 
suddenly end up in Egypt, and (since, presumably, it would 
defeat the purpose of “back at home” stories for them to not 
be back at home) I looked forward to seeing how the heck 
they would get out of that before the end of a single story! 

More time passed. And more time. I began to get 
worried. More time passed. I finally contacted Hughes 
again. He seemed mortified, and explained the things that 
had cropped up in his life that had prevented him from 
finishing the story, and in fact caused it to for a time 
completely slip his mind. I shan’t go into great detail here, 
but while disappointing to me personally, his reasons were 
understandable and I do not hold a grudge against him. (I 
may even ask him in the future if he is interested in writing 
again, but this time I will also ask him to make sure up front 
that he can dedicate the time for it before he says yes!) 

Anyway, while he said he still wished he could 
complete the story himself, he also said he knew he would 
not have time to do so for months still, and gave me leave 
to take over for him. And so I did. And thus, I took what he 
had so far, which hadn’t changed from when he had 
previously shared his progress with me. 

I had quite a task. First, what he had so far needed 
some revision. Hughes had forgotten a few characters 
(such as Shmuler!), some of the character voices seemed 
a bit off (such as Kenny seeming all too eager to show 
things off to anyone) and the technology involved with 
Kenny’s transportation device was all wrong (being some 
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sort of remote control that produced a Sliders-like 

wormhole rather than a portable black hole out of Looney 
Tunes, made possible after Kenny had studied the effects 
of mallet-space in Japan.) These were all things that I 
would have worked with Hughes to fix after he delivered a 
completed draft, but now I ended up having to just make 
the alterations myself. (And, of course, I also made some 
further amendments as I wrote the rest of the story, to help 
set things up properly and keep it all flowing as one work.) 
Hopefully, though, Hughes will still recognize the essence 
of what he wrote within the first half of this story. 

As for the second half... Well, the partial draft from 
Hughes ended just after Swett reviled he spoke Arabic. 
(Although, not wishing to have to research more Arabic 
myself, I quickly amended it to be that he really only knew the 
one bit... which, if you are curious, Google tells me translates 
as, “I can.”) So basically, all I had was the setting up of 
characters and the base situation: Here’s who we have, and 
they suddenly find themselves in Egypt! And there is a 
mysterious new member of the patrol! Hughes didn’t even 
offer a name for the new kid, so once you all figure out who 
the director of Heat was, you can thank me for the awful and 
cliché pun. The only note I received for whatever Hughes 
might have planned for the second half was, “The new kid 
was going to be an alien. Sort of. Kind of thing. You know.” 

No clues to his motivation. (And in the draft from 
Hughes, he wasn’t even necessarily responsible for them 
being in Egypt. Rather, that was more a matter of Kenny 
irresponsibly playing with the aforementioned Sliders-

esque remote control.) Was he good? Was he evil? How 
would everyone get home from Egypt? No bloody clue! 

Well, it was up to me to come up with something! 
And so I did. Thanks to Jason Bertovich for offering 

some notes on my revised version of the first half, as well as 
being a receptacle for my brainstorming on the second half. 

And, of course, thanks to Hughes for his work on the 
original draft of the first half! I do hope that there may be 
an opportunity in the future where you may have more 
time available during a period that would coincide with 
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another opening in the Boy Scouts ½ writing schedule. 

(Or, of course, you don’t even need to wait for an opening 
if you have an idea for a side story!) 

Well, onto the more dry matters: disclaimers and 
such! Not as much, really, this time. The usual stuff about 
this story not being endorsed by or meant to reflect the 
values of the Boy Scouts of America! (Although, if you 
guys don’t mind me indulging on a side note, values-wise I 
am pleased that the BSA has relaxed somewhat on an 
area where I would have found myself in disagreement 
with them concerning membership policies... Now if only 
they would relax that policy as far as adults go as well as 
youth! But I digress... They made a huge step in the right 

direction, so good for them!) 
I suppose I don’t need to disclaim anything concerning 

Ranma ½ this time... Probably for the first time in a Boy 
Scouts ½ mainline story! But I should think that this is the 

first such story to not include any of the characters who are 
Jusenkyo cursed, as this story is set in Massachusetts and 
they’re all in Tokyo busy racking up more things to disclaim. 
So I suppose that’s it for disclaiming! Still, even if a 
disclaimer is unnecessary, I’d at least like to acknowledge 
that Boy Scouts ½ would not be here without the prior 

existence of the works of Takahashi-sensei. 
Well, see you next time as we return to Japan! 
 

– Matthew Atanian, 18 January 2014 

 

 

Special Chapter 1: In Japan Origins: The Boys 
by Matthew Atanian 

 

 
 

This is a story that’s been in the back of my mind for 
quite a while. In fact, it has probably been there since the 
beginning of Boy Scouts ½ in Japan. The thought of 
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having a story set on the airplane as our intrepid heroes 
journeyed from America to Japan. I wasn’t originally 
thinking of writing it myself, but of course the BS½ writing 

staff has dwindled a bit over time... So oh well, guess it 
was up to me! 

One thing that wasn’t originally part of my plan was 
that it is going to be a part of an In Japan prequel trilogy. 

But as it came time to write it, I thought it would be fun to 
also have a few stories exploring a few other characters. 
Hopefully, it will be more successful then the most well 
known prequel trilogy out there. 

This trilogy will be taking an interesting route: this, 
obviously, is the first one being published, but it will be the 
last of the three chronologically. And the last one 
published will be the first one chronologically. I suppose in 
the end they can be read in either direction, but I thought it 
would be fun to present them this way: with tantalizing 
hints at what happened prior to this story, and that will be 
explored in greater depths in the upcoming other parts. 

Although not big parts of this story, it is as usual worth 
noting that elements from Ranma ½ and Maison Ikkoku 

are inspired by the works of Takahashi Rumiko, and are 
used without permission. 

Some elements of my journey are semi-
autobiographical, although a few years early. In 2000 I did 
actually do an anime convention and NOAC in the same 
summer, and traveled straight from one to another. And 
there was indeed a café with wonderful muffins and tea, 
which I discovered for myself and which by the end of 
NOAC many of the other members of Allogagan Lodge's 
contingent had felt compelled to try at least once. And 
there was also a rather nice comic shop with a decent 
manga selection that I probably spent way too much at. 
While there, I bought the Lum pin that in-story was a gift 
Matt got from Sarah, and I also bought the key chain 
mentioned in this story. In reality, however, it was a large 
chunk of the Maison Ikkoku manga that I bought at that 

comic shop, but of course that wouldn’t work in-story for 
hopefully obvious reasons. (And in reality, since Kenny 
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doesn't exist, I just asked my mother to hide the last 
volume for me... and damn the local comic shop, it was 
probably close to a year before they were able to get the 

second to last volume in for me!) Sadly, I must admit that 
while I tried, giving it probably a good four or five volumes, 
I never could get into the Urusei Yatsura manga as much, 
even though I love the anime adaptation. I guess it was 

one of those series that just comes alive in the adaptation. 
Thank you internet for help with finding a location for 

the boys to go during their layover, and providing an era-
appropriate directory of what existed there in ’98. And 
thank you to Jason Bertovich for offering feedback and the 
occasional suggestion during the writing of this story. 

Well, that’s all for now, I suppose. Next up will be 
Jason Bertovich’s In Japan Origins: Matt. Then after that, 
it will be back to me for the conclusion of the In Japan 
Origins saga. 

 

 

Chapter 7: Back to School 
by Matthew Atanian 

 

 
 

So we come back to Japan and join everyone for their 
first days in their new roles. 

This story has been in the works for a while, almost 
since when I finished part 5. (Part 6, if you recall, was 

originally in the hands of Hughes, and somewhat delayed.) 
I worried like crazy while writing this story, and was 
stumped for quite some time. I thought to myself, “Okay, I 
just had five stories of setting up characters, settings, and 
situations, with getting everyone to Japan and into their 
new dynamics of all living under one roof. And this story is 
just starting to look like just more set-up, without much 

action! I need some action, damn it!” 
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But then... well... more set-up really is what the point 
of this story is. And with part 6 finished and online, I 
needed to get back to it! I had to get everyone into school 
(or into their office in Sarah’s case, although that was 
more just a necessary, “What is Sarah’s place?” and not 
likely to become a common setting). And, although I felt a 
bit bad for the most part sidelining all of the other 
characters, I had to spend most of the time with my own 
fictional equivalent, as I suppose one of the main points 
with this one was to do more to establish Meg, and Meg’s 
scenes would mostly be with him. (In case you didn’t 
figure it out in part 5, yeah, she’ll be sticking around for a 

while. What’s a homage to the works of Takahashi Rumiko 
without a love triangle or two?) 

But don’t worry... We’ll be spending more time with 
the boys and the Porter twins next time. 

Anyway, what to disclaim? 
Well, of course some elements come from works of 

Takahashi Rumiko. There were no uses of Jusenkyo 
curses in this story, but from Ranma ½ we do get Furinkan 

High, the Neko Hanten (the Chinese restaurant mentioned 
in Líng Rén’s letter, and seen in BS½ in Japan part 4), 
Hiroshi, Daisuke, Principal Kuno, and Kuonji Ukyō (the 
female student who treated the gang to okonomiyaki). 
From Maison Ikkoku we get, well, Maison Ikkoku. We also 

get Mr. Yotsuya, Yagami-sensei, Mitsumoto Enterprises, 
and the unnamed girl’s high school that Matt is teaching 
at. (It was unnamed in the original work, and thus is likely 
to remain so here.) 

Finally, as usual, this story is not endorsed by or 
intended to reflect the values of the Boy Scouts of 
America. 

Well, that’s it for this time, I suppose. Hope to be back 
again in the not too distant future, as we see what exactly 
Principal Kuno has in store as a welcome to his American 
exchange students... 

 
– Matthew Atanian, 21 January 2014 
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Special Chapter 2: In Japan Origins: Mattt 
written by Jason Bertovich 

story by Jason Bertovich and Matthew Atanian 
 

 
 

Hello again, everyone. These are a rather unusual set 
of author’s notes for me. These notes are being written 
almost a year after the initial draft of the story you have 
just read. Indeed, they are being written while I am still 
doing (hopefully) final revisions on this story. In any case, 
if you are reading them, and you are not me or Matt, then 
it can safely be assumed that the story was finished and 
placed for consumption on the Boy Scouts ½ Universe 

web site. 
This story began when Matt came to me with a 

proposal. He had an idea for a trilogy of side stories that 
detailed some events that take place prior to the beginning 
of the Boy Scouts ½: In Japan series and he informed me 

that he very much wanted me to pen one of these stories. 
When Matt came to me with this proposal, I was 

currently in the middle of penning the third part in the 
rebooted Perspectives series. As I was already in the 

middle of a project, I wasn’t exactly, what could be politely 
described as, eager to jump into another project. This was 
mostly because Perspectives III was taking longer than I 

originally thought it would. I desperately didn’t want to 
have the momentum I had built up in writing Perspectives 

to stall out as it had done before so many times. 
Something happened, however, to change my 

feelings about the project. The more we discussed things 
like the proposed story’s placement within the universe’s 
timeline and other minor details, I found gears beginning 
to turn. The more the gears turned, the more I wanted to 
get something down on paper. On a whim, I wrote up a 
single scene for this “proposed” story - that of Matt’s 
encounter with a mysterious ninja. 
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When I passed the scene on to Matt for his opinion, 
we started having more conversations about the story, 
about the proposed trilogy as a whole, and before I knew 
it, I was committed to getting this story done. Soon, the 
first draft was completed, then a second, then finally the 
last draft and these notes, and now here we are. 

The writing process for this story has been a mix of 
both good and bad for me. And to be sure, the positives 
most definitely outweighed the negatives, but I still wanted 
to discuss them both here as an opportunity to clear the 
air. 

The biggest positive thing to come from this story and 
indeed this trilogy, is that it is the first time I’ve ever really 
felt like I’ve really collaborated with Matt to tell a story. Oh, 
don’t get me wrong, I’ve always enjoyed writing in Matt’s 
universe, and I’ve always enjoyed Matt’s feedback or 
editorial suggestions. However, it was always within the 
confines of working within one particular person’s “vision,” 
either my own (Perspectives) or Matt’s (the main series, 
Kenny’s Laboratory, etc.), we’ve never really, truly joined 

together to create a joint vision for a story. 
Now, this trilogy did originally start as Matt’s idea and 

vision, but as we began discussing his idea more and 
more, the more I felt the need to try asserting my own 
ideas, my own vision, into this project. As those ideas 
spread from not only my proposed part of the trilogy but to 
the trilogy in its entirety, I began to feel like me and Matt 
were really working together to build a cohesive story 
being told in the background of what might seem, at first, 
to be three separate individual tales. As we bounced ideas 
back and forth, I began to feel an ownership and pride in 
this project as a whole because I felt like I had truly helped 
design and build it, as opposed to just being given a rough 
blueprint of what was needed from me. That’s why I 
credited the authorship as “by Jay Bertovich, with Matt 
Atanian”, because while the overall bulk of the words 
written here are mine, I feel that this story couldn’t have 
existed without the other stories penned by Matt and the 
ideas they represent. 
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However, this was kind of a double-edged sword in 
many ways. As we were both trying to create a shared 
vision, there were times when we disagreed, not 
necessarily about the vision of the trilogy as a whole, but 
more so how the individual stories would convey that joint 
vision. There were times when I felt that Matt was being 
overly critical of my writing and storytelling style, but on 
the flip side, I can understand how my including certain 
scenes and information would diminish their impact in 
other stories. I think my biggest issue stemmed from the 
fact that some of my most favorite ideas for the trilogy 
worked best in stories not penned by me. I felt a little 
cheated that some of the characters that I created/help 
create wouldn’t get any true development until Matt’s 
stories. 

In the end, I excised a lot of material that I had a 
strong attachment to, because Matt was right in that it 
would work better in the other stories. That leaves me with 
some mixed feelings on this story. I don’t feel like it has 
the impact I had hoped it would, but I am satisfied that 
those ideas will be conveyed elsewhere, even if I am 
disappointed that I don’t necessarily get to write them all. I 
think I can be happy with the sum, even if I’m disappointed 
with some parts. 

As I said before, the positives of this experience have 
far outweighed the negatives and I do owe Matt a 
tremendous debt of gratitude of that. So, thank you Matt 
for this opportunity. No matter what else may happen to or 
within the Boy Scouts ½ Universe in the future, I think this 

particular story will hold a special place in my heart as a 
time when I finally got to really work with one of my best 
friends to help create something together. Thank you. 

Now, spiritual and creative fulfillment aside, there was 
another reason why this project became very enjoyable for 
me. If I could use a phrase to describe what this story is, I 
would probably say that this is a “love letter”, or at least an 
affectionate tribute, to the anime conventions I attended as 
a much younger otaku. 
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It was with a certain irony that even though I wrote the 
events of this story taking place at Otakon 1998, the highly 
fictionalized version of me, Story-Jason, was unable to 
attend said convention in the story. In real life, Otakon ’98 
was the first anime con I attended. When Matt first 
proposed the project idea to me, he originally wanted it to 
feature, John, Lina, and Jason taking Matt to Otakon. 

Unfortunately, the story plan and timeline of events I had 
created as part of the Perspectives reboot, made it really 

hard to include Story-Jason in this story without 
compromising how I wanted to write some rather big future 
stories in. Me and Matt both tinkered with the timeline to 
see if we could make it work, but in the end the hurdles 
were just too big to overcome and it was decided that 
Story-Jason would be staying home. 

Now, Matt’s first anime convention was actually 
Otakon ’99, which was held at the Baltimore Convention 
Center in the Inner Harbor as opposed to ’98 when it was 
held at the Crystal City Hyatt Regency. A lot of what I had 
to do with this story was built off my own memories of 
events as they occurred sixteen years ago (ye gods, 
sixteen years?!) and how I believed Matt, or at least Story-
Matt, would have reacted. In the end, I’m rather pleased 
with how I presented the three day convention weekend 
experience for a first time con attendee during that time 
period. 

Now, not to get all Grandpa Simpson on you readers, 
but I have to admit that even though I still attend 
conventions today, it’s not the same as it was in the old 
days (by cracky!) Now, this is probably a byproduct of 
natural nostalgia, as everything is always gonna seem 
more pleasant or vivid when it was newer to you, but I do 
think it there is a something to the fact that anime fandom 
itself has changed A LOT since the late 1990’s. 

When I first started attending conventions, there were 
barely anime DVD’s, let alone Blu-Ray, Ultra-Violet, 4K, or 
HD streaming services. There was no Facebook, Tumblr, 
Twitter, YouTube, or Crunchy Roll. Web comics were still 
in their infancy. Most anime-related websites were hosted 
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by services like AOL, Geocities, Tripod, and a score of 
others, now long gone. The typical turnaround time 
between when a series or movie was shown in Japan and 
when it arrived officially in America was measured in 
months and years, instead of weeks, days, or even hours. 

So compared to today, that time period would almost 
seem primitive. I think, however, it was because of the 
limitations we as fans faced that helped forge the anime 
fandom community and made it stronger than what it feels 
like it is today. 

In any case, my purpose today is not to wax 
philosophical on why I feel conventions were “better” then 
than they are today. Honestly, I don’t even feel like they 
were better. As I said, I still attend conventions to this day 
and while the experiences are certainly different than they 
were all those years ago, I still find them just as enjoyable, 
if not more so, now. It’s probably because I attend 
conventions now for different reasons, with different 
people, and to do different things than back then. Because 
my tastes have grown and changed, I’ve adapted my 
convention experience to make it appeal to those new 
tastes. 

Still, I will admit that when I look back at those first 
few conventions I attended (Otakon’98 and ’99, as well as 
Katuscon ’99 and 2K, specifically) I hold a certain 
fondness in my heart for them. I believe those fond 
memories are a product of not only who I was as a person 
during those times, but also product of the times itself - A 
perfect marriage of the two that resulted in my nostalgia. 

Okay, let’s move into a little history (along with some 
disclaimers)… 

The Cruel Angel’s Mailing List was a real entity. In 
fact, it was vehicle that through which I had met the real 
Fenny Lin (the non-goddess version). It’s history, as 
presented here, is a little different than reality, but I don’t 
think it’s a great concern except for the most ardent of 
historical sticklers. Several of the names given here were 
old friends/acquaintances I had met through the mailing 
list, or through conventions. Real-Life CAML members 
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mentioned here include Danny (Hong), Dommi, Terry 
(Chu), Mike (Corbitt), Kris, Chuck, Johnny (a.k.a. The 
Can-Asian), Val, (Big) Danny T, Khourey (Royal), and Jen 
(Williams). Holly (Segara) and Steph were another duo 
who may have been CAML members (though honestly, I 
can’t remember now if they were or not) who made a 
name for themselves as “The Yiddish Dirty Pair”. I haven’t 
really seen nor spoke to any of them in the last several 
years, but I still consider them friends and I still look back 
on the times spent with them with fondness and the hope 
that the are all doing well. 

The sketch John and company perform in the 
masquerade is loosely based off a real life series of 
cosplay sketches that John had performed from late 1999 
to about 2001. The “Y2KJ” persona and spangled costume 
do, in fact, still exist, though the actual script for the sketch 
presented in the story was mostly created as fiction by me 
for this story. The whole origin of the “Y2KJ” has its ties to 
a few pro wrestling story lines from the same time period 
and, as it is a long story that would only interest those who 
are fans of both pro wrestling and anime, it’s not really 
worth going into too much detail here. 

Dodge Ball Club does not exist nor has it ever 
existed. Dodge Ball Club is a complete work of fiction and 
anyone stating otherwise or providing ‘evidence’ to the 
contrary (such as obviously doctored photos) are lying 
liars who lie. 

But, and this is only hypothetical speculation, if Dodge 
Ball Club could have possibly existed, which it didn’t, it 
might have existed as part of Otakon from the years 1999 
to 2001 and, possibly, could have been played on the 
large spacious skywalk between the Baltimore Convention 
Center and several hotels in the very early morning hours 
of Sunday during those three years. 

Furthermore, if we're humoring such speculations, 
one could suppose that if there was a punishment shirt, it 
was a XXL shirt that featured allegiance to the 
contemporary boy band of that time, N*Sync. Likewise, 
one could speculate that perhaps there was a special 
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silver dodge ball that also bore the logo of the before 
mentioned N*Sync, and that the first person struck with 
that particular ball was forced to wear the punishment 
shirt, which, theoretically, had not been washed during any 
of the three years Dodge Ball Club could’ve existed, which 
of course was never, because it didn’t. (Are we clear so 
far?) 

Now, seeing as there was never any such thing as 
Dodge Ball Club, there is no need to explain the difference 
in depiction between the story presented here and the 
hypothetical version that could’ve existed in real life (which 
again, as I have reminded before, never existed.) 
However, in the name of intellectual curiosity, if one were 
to speculate on why there are differences, it could be 
explained as simple literary license and well as for 
narrative purposes to preserve story flow. 

Now please ignore the preceding four paragraphs and 
never speak of them again. Fnord. 

Chris Romanov, Sam, and the other characters 
appearing as members of the Samuel Clemens High 
Anime Club, as well as Samuel Clemens High School 
itself are fictional and were created by Jay Bertovich and 
Matthew Atanian. Any resemblances to peoples living or 
dead are purely coincidental. 

The characters of Lina Wells and Nicole Porter were 
created by Matthew Atanian. 

The Characters of Matthew Atanian, John Hoelscher, 
and Jason Bertovich are based on real persons. Likewise 
the characters of Danny, Dommi, Chuck, Johnny, Kris, 
Mike, Val, Terry, Khourey, Jen, Danny T, Holly, and Steph 
are all loosely based on real persons. 

The rather tall Elevator Operator/Bellhop is based on 
a real person whom became a fixture at the conventions 
held at the Hyatt Regency Crystal City during the late 
90’s/early 2000’s. He was even featured in a volume of the 
manga Futuba-Kun Change when the manga’s creator, 

Hiroshi Aro, featured his likeness in series of omake strips 
detailing his trip to Arlington to attend Otakon ’98 as a 
guest of Studio Ironcat who were distributing his books at 
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that time. He was quite friendly to the convention goers 
and seemed to genuinely enjoy having the convention at 
his place of employment, which sadly is sometimes a rare 
exception when it comes to hotel staff and anime 
conventions. 

The song Matt hears in his mind upon entering the 
convention is sung to the tune of the song Pure 
Imagination from the soundtrack of the film version of Willy 
Wonka and the Chocolate Factory. I know the term 

‘Japanimation’ might be looked down on or frowned upon 
by several members of the anime fandom community. For 
me, I simply see it as an artifact of the time period the 
story takes place, when there was still a lot of debate on 
how exactly anime distributors chose to sell their product 
to its audience. Also, it had the perfect number of syllables 
for the song, so bugger off.  

Thank you for reading and I hope you enjoy the final 
part of the In Japan Origins trilogy. 

Your turn, Matt. Anything you care to say? 
 

 
 

Oy gevalt! Leave it to Jason to have author's notes 
that are longer than some of the shorter individual stories 
found elsewhere on this website! Ah, well, at least he 
didn't treat us to another magnum opus such as the 
author's notes he presented with Of Possible Alternatives. 
I shall try to be a bit more brief then him in my own notes... 
but I suppose we shall find out together if I am successful 
in this endeavor or not. 

Well, shall we get started? 
As I am often finding myself with cause to say in my 

notes, sorry for the delay since the last story! But at least, I 
suppose, it is not as long as many of the past delays. 
Some of it can be attributed to the usual cause of me 
being a procrastinating son of a bitch. But part of that can 
also, I fear, be attributed to some of the behind-the-scenes 
turmoil that went on in regards to the writing of this story 
and the next one. (Or, if you are reading these 
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chronologically, the previous one.) Jason did go into this a 
bit in his notes, and I suppose I shall elaborate some as 
well. But I shall save most of what I wish to expound upon 
for the next story's notes. Short version for now: some 
back story Jason really wished to reveal in this story I 
preferred to have left out, as it was rather overlapping with 
the next story's... well... story! But, as Jason said, he was 
quite attached to it and desperate to include it here. And 
we were both of us being rather stubborn in our positions. 

Fortunately, eventually cooler head prevailed. Jason 
ended up exorcising or making more vague some material 
presented here, and none of it is anything that really takes 
away the experience of the story being told. But of course, 
the key to any good solution between feuding parties is 
compromise, and before I put the concluding part of the "In 
Japan Origins" trilogy online, which is pretty much 

completed, I first do have a few changes to it to make at 
Jason's request. 

And all in all, I think these stories will, in the end, in 
part perhaps even because of the conflict then 
compromise, really work well together even while still 
being good individual reads. And even more importantly, 
not that I ever felt there was any real danger in this area, 
Jason and I came through it together and are still friends! 
Frankly, I wouldn't have that last part any other way. 

There were a few other bits that I recall having issue 
with when first reading this story. Specifically, I was a bit 
worried about the "voice" of the character of Matt. There 
were a few things. For one, while Jason did make a point 
of mentioning that, while new to anime cons specifically, 
Matt had been to a few sci-fi cons, Matt still seemed to me 
to come off as a total newbie to the whole con going 
experience! And I don't remember feeling like that at all 
when I did go to my first Otakon. 

But hey... I suppose it does serve a story purpose, 
giving any readers who may not have such experiences 
themselves a point of view character too whom certain 
things can be explained to. Or, as another possibility, 
maybe to a more experienced con-goer such as Jason, I 
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really did come off as a total newbie to Jason back in '99 

when I joined him at Otakon? Maybe I am just looking 
back with rose colored glasses and painting myself as 
someone more competent in the ways of the con? Who 
knows... 

Also, while I thought the lyrics were clever, the Pure 
Japanimation song stuck out in my head as something I 

would never be able to think of on the spot like that. (You 
know how freakin' long, back in the day, it took me to 
come up with Lambada Boy Scouts? And that's just one 
repeated chorus with random lines of dialogue between 
each repeat!) But that was something else Jason was very 
attached to, and knowing I had some other material that 
was more important to me to see excised, I decided to 
choose my battles. 

Besides which, you know what? So what if the voice 
of the Matt character wasn't exactly as I might have written 
it! Part of the selling of this to Jason when I asked him to 
write it was, "I want to give you the Matt story. Might be 
fun to see how you write Matt as opposed to me." And yet, 
here I was, trying to tell Jason, "Nope, that doesn't sound 
like me at all, that'll have to go." What the hell, me? What 
the hell? 

So, maybe fictional me is a better and quicker lyricist. 
At the end of the day, it doesn't really contradict anything 
established previously about fictional Matt, or anything I 
have planned for him in the future. And it lets Jason write 
the damn story I asked him to in the first place. So thank 
you, Jason, to sticking to your guns on that one! 

Jason talked some about the Cruel Angel Mailing List. 
He was only mentioning the names of members of that list 
who were in this story, but there were three other 
members of that list whose names might jump out to 
Perspectives fans: Fenny Lin, Jordan Kovington, and 
Sonya Rinaldi, also known as the CAML Goddesses. The 
names may seem vaguely familiar from another divine trio, 
but I am sure that is purely a coincidence. 

I was a member of CAML myself, for a little while, 
although I am sure my time on the list pales to Jason's. My 
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memories of it are certainly nowhere near as clear as his! 
Still, thinking about it now is a bit nostalgic. Sadly, there is 
very little evidence of CAML as a group anywhere online 
that I can find... except, amusingly, a group dedicated to a 
programming language bitching that they can't have their 
preferred domain name: "Not www.caml.org to my great 
regret, since the caml.org domain is registered already by 
the 'Cruel Angel Mailing List' (no kidding)..." I suppose 
they got the last laugh, though, as today www.caml.org 
does indeed redirect to their website! 

Oh, to backtrack a bit, there is another place where 
Jason seriously got the character of Matthew all wrong! I 
would never have been athletic enough to make it 
anywhere near second place in a game of dodge ball! But, 
I guess it was necessary change for the plot, in order to 
get my character to have to wear that disgusting shirt. 

It is a good thing there never was a real Dodge Ball 
Club, which had different rules by which I totally would 
have ended up in that shirt at some point, and thus 
photographic evidence of such a thing cannot exist! 

 

 

Jason Bertovich 

 

Matthew Atanian 

 

The last person in the evening to 

have to don the shirt, accompanied 

by whoever else (including Matt 

and Jason) had had to suffer that 

dishonor from earlier matches 

that evening. 

 
But obviously, if you think you see something 

between this paragraph and the proceeding one, it is just a 
figment of your imagination. There is no such thing as 
Dodge Ball Club. Do you need proof? If there was, then it 

wouldn't have been written about in this story! After all, the 
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first rule of Dodge Ball Club is that you do not talk about 
Dodge Ball Club! 

Hypothetically, that is. If there was one, that would be 
the first rule. But there isn't! 

Anyway, it is a shame that Jason could not work his 
own character into this story. That really would have been 
lovely to have, but Jason could not make it work in his 
head for his character. But, hey! You never know! If we 
ever get to where it would be the summer of 1999 in the 
story, maybe Matt will find himself returning once more to 
Otakon! (This one being the first of the three I attended in 
that pesky reality known as "Real Life.") And hopefully, by 
then, the character of Jason will have managed to work 
through whatever issues were plaguing him currently, and 
can join everyone else there! 

Jason! (You, the real one!) Pencil that in as a project 
for another day! (Likely one quite far off!) 

But for now... I suppose I come to the conclusion of 
these notes. Be back soon with the conclusion of the In 
Japan Origins trilogy! 

 

 

Chapter 8: Fast Times at Furinkan High 
by Jason Bertovich 

with a few bits, things and general  
fiddling around with by Matthew Atanian 

 

 
 

Hello! Matt here! Once again, it has been far too long 
since I have had a new story to present to you, and once 
again, dear reader, the fault is entirely my own. For a 
while, I was trying to write this story myself. But I just had 
a horrid case of writers block concerning what to do with 
the concept of an at-school obstacle course set up by 
Principal Kuno! Finally, I gave up! Instead, I sent an e-mail 
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to that trusty stalwart Jason Bertovich, saying, "Jason, 
could you pretty please write another story for me? 
Please?" 

And being Jason, the wonderful person that he is, he 
proceeded to do so! And then I, like a jack-arse, just sat 
on it for a long while. 

I really don't know what to say, other than that at this 
point it must be pretty obvious that my drive to work on 
Boy Scouts ½ seems to wax and wane. I say specifically 

my "drive to work" on it, not my "interest to work." Rest 
assured that my interest in this world I created never goes 
away, and eventually I will always return to it. As for the 

near future, I have more work from that powerhouse that is 
Jason, in the form of the third installment of the 
Perspectives reboot, that like the jack-arse I have 

previously stated myself to be, I have been sitting on for 
about as long as I have been sitting on this story! And as 
for the next installment of Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, well, all 
I can say is that I am about a page and a half into it, and 
for the moment at least, I feel the drive to continue! (Wish 
me luck!) 

I did do some fiddling around with things here and 
there. There is one scene Jason asked me to provide, the 
scene with Matt and Sarah in the foyer of Maison Ikkoku. 
And, of course, I did the usual slight tweaking and 
adjusting and minor additions that I often do when 
prepping the story to go online. But, as the credit at the 
beginning of the story suggests, this tale is still mostly one 
of Jason's. So thank you, Jason, for once again writing a 
wonderful addition to Boy Scouts ½! He hasn't given me 
any Author's Notes yet, though... He first wanted to see 
what tweaks and additions I might in fact make, so that he 
could make his notes based on the final version of the 
story. I look forward to seeing what he has to say! I figured 
I'd write my notes first, though. I do know he likes to have 
the final word, ha ha. 

A few more notes before I turn things over to him: 
The girl who Nicole meets, and who provides 

information on the Kuno family. I had had a rather 
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inflexible rule in my head going into Boy Scouts ½ in 
Japan that, while I would happily include any other 
characters from the original work, in order to maintain the 
feel of an "Elsewhere Fic," these stories would not be 

featuring any members of the families Saotome or Tendo. 
Yet, to any who know the original work, it is pretty obvious 
that this girl is Tendo Nabiki. Jason pleaded and begged 
me to let him use her, and said he would do it in a way 
that might not quite break my rule. And I see now that he 
basically followed the same train of thought as the 
producers of Star Trek: Enterprise. "Hey, it is established 

canon that the Federation and Humanity do not encounter 
species such as the Ferengi and the Borg until the time of 
The Next Generation. But we really want to do episodes 
with them! As long as we never mention their names, we 
can still say, 'The Federation has no records of previous 
meetings,' and canon is preserved! Right? Right?" 

I was dubious... but, well, Jason's writing won me 
over, and I suppose as long as we don't use this 
mysterious unnamed character again, I shall let it slide 
rather than request any rewrites from Jason. 

Does this mean, maybe, I should give Star Trek: 
Enterprise another chance? Heck, I hear it actually started 

to get good in season four, just before it got canceled! 
Nah... 
Poor Aaron getting his name mangled by the teacher. 

But at least it was not Mr. Garvey. "A. A. Ron. Where is A. 
A. Ron at? Anyone? Is there an A. A. Ron Abdelmaseh in 
this class? Well, why didn't you answer me when I first 
called your name, A. A. Ron?" 

Kirstin's last (muffled) word in the Little Hawaii scene. 
I am sure, that if we had heard her clearly, she would have 
said, "crap," right? After all, a lady of her refinement would 
never say a certain four letter word beginning with the 
letter S, and any semblance to that word that her muffled 
cry may have had was purely caused by the muffle. That's 

my story, at least, and I am sticking to it! 
Anyway, some other disclaimers. Maison Ikkoku, 

Furinkan High School, Jusenkyo curses, members of the 
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family Kuno, Hiroshi, Daisuke, and the mysterious 
unnamed girl *cough* Nabiki! *cough* are all elements 
from works by Takahashi Rumiko, namely Maison Ikkoku 
and Ranma ½. These elements are used without 

permission. Also, this story is not endorsed by or intended 
to reflect upon the Boy Scouts of America. Finally, 
although I shall leave it to Jason to definitively confirm or 
deny, no fermented orange juice was used in the 
conceptualization or the writing of this story. 

On to Jason! 
 

 
 

**blinks confusingly at being exposed to light** 
Wuh…? Oh! Well, this is a surprise. You might not be 

aware of this, but when we’re not creating stories for the 
Boy Scouts ½ Universe, Matt keeps writers like Martha 

and I stored away in a closet until we’re needed. That 
sometimes means we don’t see light for months or years 
at a time, and unfortunately, the last time we were in there 
so long, that we were forced to… well, let’s just say there’s 
a reason why Mike’s no longer with us. 

The previous paragraph is, of course, a lie. It was just 
my tongue-in-cheek super snarky poke at my friend to 
remind him not to let so much time pass between these 
tales. Of course, I can understand what Matt means about 
the difference between interest in working on a project and 
actual motivation to get it done. So, when Matt confided in 

me that he was having trouble with part 8 and if I could 
help him, of course I said I would. 

You see, even though I’ve been penning stories in 
this universe for a decade and a half now, I was a fan first 

before I was a collaborator. Even though I’m privy to all 
sorts of information about future stories and plots, that 
doesn’t change the fact that I want to see them written, so 
I can read and enjoy them. There’s a big difference 
between knowing what’s going to happen and actually 
seeing it happen. If helping Matt with part 8 meant that 
he’d be able to get started on part 9, 10, 11 and so on, 
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then it was in my own selfish self-interest to help him. So, 
despite the amount of time this story sat in limbo, I’m still 
glad to have wrote it and I hope it gives Matt that much 
needed kick in the behind to, as they would often say in 
Monty Python, “GET ON WIT’ IT!” 

The story itself is a homage to the original work’s (i.e. 
Ranma ½'s) tendency to do “bizarre race/contest of the 

week” stories (like “The Anything Goes Martial Arts Take 
out Delivery Race” or “The Anything Goes Martial Arts Hot 
Springs Race”.) Oftentimes, those stories would break 
down into a series of short vignettes and montages, which 
I tried to capture here with our lads’ (and lasses’) 
misadventures in Kuno’s Little America. If anyone takes 
away anything at all from this story, I hope I at least 
captured the spirit of the original. 

Speaking of our (un)lovable principal, his speaking 
style is based on the way his dialogue was written in the 
Viz translation of the manga. I never saw much of the 
anime beyond season 1, so all my Ranma ½ knowledge is 

based on the manga, which I did read the entire way 
through. So, if he speaks differently that the anime version 
(which I have no clue if he does or doesn’t), that would be 
the reason why.  

As for the other Original Work appearance, I will 
neither confirm nor deny the identity of Nicole’s new friend. 
However, Mr. Atanian, I would dispute one detail here. 
The rather “inflexible”(and remember Matt, I know future 
story plans) rule I was given was that I couldn’t use MAIN 
characters from the original work. I, and many other fans 
of the original series, would argue that Nabiki isn’t a main 
character but rather a supporting character. I mean, after 

the first few arcs of the manga where they establish the 
Tendo’s and Saotome’s, she probably only really appears 
significantly in 1/3 of the total stories. Honestly, I’m 
probably more guilty of breaking the rule with Shampoo 
and Mousse’s appearance in part 4, than Nabi… er… the 
unnamed girl’s appearance here.  

Okay, I think that’s it for me for this tale. I guess you’ll 
hear from me again when Perspectives III (ver 2.0) is 
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ready to see the light of the world. So, until next time, it’s 
been a pleasure. Now back into the closet with me. Hey, 
Martha, move over… 

 

 

Special Chapter 3: In Japan Origins: Megumi 
written by Matthew Atanian 

story by Matthew Atanian and Jason Bertovich  
 

 
 

Hi, everybody! Matt here! 
And thus concludes the "In Japan Origins" trilogy. Or, 

I suppose, begins it, if you happen to be reading it in 
chronological order. (And if you are reading them in 
chronological order, you may wish to hold off on these 
notes, as I shall likely have a few things to say about the 
trilogy as a whole, and I do not wish for you to accidentally 
come across anything that might be vaguely spoilery.) 

So yes, as has already been mentioned, this whole 
thing started as an idea I once had, who knows when, but 
probably as far back as when I was even first thinking, 
"Hey, let's set year two in Japan!" And seeing as the 
foreshadowing for that was in place as early as Boy 
Scouts ½ part 6, that could have been quite a while ago! 
(Not sure if I really had Japan planned that far back, but I 
was certainly setting up something.) And once the Japan 
plans started forming, I remember thinking, "Well, that'll be 
a long plane ride, could make for an interesting closed 
environment in which to write a story!" 

When Boy Scouts ½ in Japan began, however, I 
ended up starting with them getting off the plane. Made for 
a great call back to the very beginning of Boy Scouts ½, 

which started with our intrepid heroes debarking after 
returning from their fateful trip to China. Still, the basic 
idea, "story on an airplane," remained in the back of my 
head, perhaps as a side story? 
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Meanwhile, another story idea I'd had floating around 
my alleged brain for a while was, "Matt goes to a 
convention." Never really put a terrible amount of thought 
into it, just figured it could be a fun thing to do. Guess I 
never felt there was a right time for it in story. (Although 
thinking back on it now, in real life I once did go to a sci-fi 
con in Springfield with Mike Quadrozzi and Aaron 
Abdelmaseh. We got to meet Marcus Cole from Babylon 
5! It was fun! Guess I could have worked that into a story, 

but oh well.) 
Finally, in creating the new character of Meg, I 

obviously had a lot of back story floating through my head, 
and I suppose it was natural to want to explore that a bit. I 
figured, "As long as I don't end it with Meg encased in a 
life supporting suit of armor, shouting, 
'Nooooooooooooooo!' it might be fun to write a bit of a 
prequel." 

Then, I suppose, these three ideas coalesced in my 
brain into one big whole. Prequel trilogy. (And I would still 

avoid the bit with the big "Nooooooooooooooo!") And if I 
am going to a con in the summer, I could make it Otakon! 
(Sure, in real life, the first year I went was '99. But as 
Uhura once said, "This isn't reality, this is fantasy.") Fit in a 
bit nicer with Boy Scouts ½'s anime roots. And then I could 

have a fun story with Jason and Matt! (Of course, if you've 
hopefully read In Japan Origins: Matt before reading these 
notes, you know how well that plan went!) 

Thinking it would be a Jason and Matt story, and 
knowing that Jason definitely has more con going 
experience then I (not that I have none), I wanted to offer 
that one to Jason. If Hughes had proved more reliable with 
Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, part 6 I may have offered him that 

one, even though his character is absent from the 
proceedings. (Do not take the comment of his lack of 
reliability as an insult. He had other priorities at the time, 
and they were ones I would agree with. I'd love to have 
him write more for me someday if he ever would like to, 
but I'd likely wait for him to offer his services if he wishes 
to do so.) So I suppose that defaulted that one back to me. 
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And, of course, I had to write the Meg one. She is still a 
fairly new character who mostly exists only in my head. I 
couldn't (or rather, didn't wish to) trust her tale to anyone 
else! 

For who knows what reason, I decided I wished to 

present this loosely connected trilogy of stories in reverse 
order of chronology. (If I wished to credit myself as being 
clever, I'd say I wanted to lure readers into the 
proceedings with more established characters and work 
our way back to the new one. But that would probably be 
more credit than is deserved!) As I pondered it, I felt it 
would be important to make sure that reading these 
stories could work well in either direction. Read 
chronologically, it would be  fairly straightforward tale with 
occasional call backs to what came before. Read in order 
of publication, these call backs would instead become 
some nifty foreshadowing of what the reader had to look 
forward to. But, of course, one had to be careful that such 
foreshadowing didn't spoil too much what was to come. 

As I suppose was inevitable, this brings us to talk 
more about what I said in my notes to In Japan Origins: 
Matt I'd get into more, later. Strangely, while you might 
think that the Matt and the The Boys stories, being much 

closer together in when they take place, would be more 
intertwined, it was actually the case that it was the Matt 
and the Megumi stories that were more closely interlocked 
in the writing process. A lot of it is a blur, with Jason and I 
communicating via phone and e-mail, shooting ideas back 
and forth. So much so that some of what happened is 
difficult to me to separate some of which ideas were 
whose. (Hence the fact that I've given each of these 
stories a "story by" credit with both of our names.) I think it 

went something like this: 
I wrote the beginning scenes of Megumi, with Meg at 

home and getting the news they are moving. 
Jason, knowing that the Megumi story would involve 

her being in an anime club at her school,  wanted to 
involve some of her former club members in his story. I 
told him something along the lines of, "Come up with some 
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characters, and let me know about them so I can include 
them in my story." 

More mutual brain storming occurred. Pretty sure it 

was my idea to have the angle of a tragically-never-to-be 
love between Meg and Chris, but if Jason wants to dispute 
me on that, he can do so in his notes. But anyway, in the 
end it led to Jason writing into his story some material he 
was quite attached to, which included Chris going much 

more in depth as to her club's former president, and the 
circumstances of her departure. 

My response to that was, to paraphrase, "Um, Jason, 
that's kinda the whole climatic scene of the story I'm 

working on. Anyone reading these in publication order are 
going to have the Megumi story completely spoiled! Could 
you, I dunno, vague the details up a bit in your story?" 

If my memory is correct, he was not happy... but tried 
to do so. But so attached was he to the material (which I 
can quite understand) that this attempt did not take things 
nearly far enough in my opinion, and still came off quite 
spoilery. Jason's opinion, meanwhile, was one of, "I did 
my best, but this is the story I want to tell, darn it. I can't 
cut it back any more!" And then the stubbornness set in, 
on both sides. I suppose it was inevitable then that all 

there was for it was to let some time pass and let our 
heads cool, and fortunately that happened. In the end, 
Jason ended up excising anything I felt was excessively 
spoilery from his story, and in exchange I snipped one bit 
of dialogue from mine to facilitate some future plans that 
Jason has. 

Onto the disclaimers! Most of them in this story 
should be fairly obvious, being people talking in-universe 
about some of the shows they like. It was difficult coming 
up with appropriate things to fit in with the timeline! One 
thing that was a big help was a book I have long had, 
which I had to dig out of a box buried deep in my parents' 
basement, The Complete Anime Guide: Japanese 
Animation Video Directory & Resource Guide, by Trish 

Ledoux & Doug Ranney, published in December of 1995. 
Back in the day, when I was first getting into anime as a 
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genre, it was an invaluable book to see what was out 
there.  

Today, it was just as invaluable for getting my head 
back into the mindset of a mid 90's anime fan. In 
particular, it was tricky to try and think what show Chris 
might have seen on TV in the summer of '95, a time period 
when there weren't many options! Fortunately, the book 
informed me that 1995 was when Sailor Moon was first 
shown in syndication in the U.S., so I thought I might be 
able to use that. Further research via Wikipedia gives the 
English airdate of the first episode as 28 August 1995, 
meaning a few episodes could have aired before school 
began in September. Of course, being a syndicated show, 
it is quite possible that it began airing in different markets 
at different times! But it is not unreasonable to assume a 
city such as San Francisco to be one of the earlier 
markets. (And if this would not quite match up to reality... 
Well, smeg it! It is close enough to what would have been 
possible to just declare this an acceptable break from 
reality which is true within the Boy Scouts ½ universe.) 

Other shows mentioned were Warriors of the Wind (a 
very edited dub of Miyazaki's masterpiece Nausicaä of the 
Valley of the Wind which, while Miyazaki has asked if we 
could all just please forget it ever existed, would have 

been the only version of the film available in North 
America at the time), Robotech and Star Blazers, and 
Power Rangers. (NOT a fan of that last one, but again... I 

had to stick with what might have been more commonly 
known about at the time.) And, of course, the epic Oh My 
Goddess! cosplay. 

Also hinted at was The Slayers (via Meg's Lina 

Inverse bathrobe... Not sure such a thing would have 
existed back then, or even now! But perhaps it was home 
made?), Project A-ko (via the posters Meg put up to 
advertise the club), and, via some borrowed dialogue, Star 
Trek II: The Wrath of Khan and Star Trek III: The Search 
for Spock. Yes, Star Trek is not anime... but of course, 

there is no reason anime fans wouldn't also enjoy other 
stereotypically geeky pursuits! 
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Finally, the format of the titles of the stories in this 
trilogy may have been in reference to one of the less well 
received X-Men films. 

In any event, any pre-existing properties mentioned or 
referenced are obviously the property of their respective 
owners. 

So yeah... Chris and Sam... Jason was deliberately 
vague about their genders in his story. I am trusting that 
Sam was very convincing in his A-ko costume, or else 
Matt would have likely freaked out a bit more at the 
thought of having been kissed by a man! (Not, to use the 
cliché saying, that there is anything wrong with that... But 
still, even someone fully accepting of alternative life styles 
would not enjoy being unexpectedly kissed by an 
individual falling outside of his or her preferences!) I 
suppose it is just as well for his peace of mind that Matt 
remained ignorant of the truth in that scene. 

I was a bit unsure about my use of the word "fag" 
when not describing a bundle of sticks or a British person 
asking for a cigarette... But given who is saying it and in 
what context, I hope it can be taken for what it is: 
acknowledged as a potentially ugly epitaph, being used by 
a man who is happy to have found a social group in which 
he can be himself without fearing that that is all his fellows 
will use to define him. And while he is definitely showing 
off some effeminate mannerisms, in both Jason's story 
and especially in my own, I truly hope Sam came off as a 
person, and not just as a camp stereotype. 

A brief note on the chronology: Obviously the first two 
In Japan Origins stories are easy to place. They would 
both take place between the end of Boy Scouts ½ and the 
beginning of Boy Scouts ½ in Japan. But this story takes 
place much earlier in 1998, prior to Boy Scouts ½, part 14. 

Well, not sure what else to say here. So, I suppose, I 
shall turn things over to Jason! See if he has any thoughts 
on the trilogy as a whole, or on this story in particular, or 
any additional insight regarding the behind the scenes 
shenanigans. And perhaps after that, if I think of anything 
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else, I'll butt back in to wrap things up. But for now, I turn 
you over to the magnificent Jason! 

 

 
 

 Thanks, Matt. Glad to be here and I’m glad to have 
been part of the entire process involved in creating the In 
Japan Origins trilogy. As I have been told that I am quite 

the verbose bastard to the point that even my end notes 
are becoming epic works, I will try to keep these rather 

simple and on task. 
In terms of the background drama surrounding these 

tales, I got most of my feelings off my chest in the notes 
for the last story, but I am glad that Matt was able to do 
likewise. As I said, after it was all said and done, this was 
a positive experience and I’m happy with where we ended 
up, even if the ride there wasn’t always a smooth one. 

Chris and Sam: In terms of Chris and Meg’s ill-fated 
goodbye and never-to-be relationship, Matt’s recollection 
of things is pretty much spot on at least in terms of the 
idea of Meg having a friend, who was a girl, that 
confessed her love for her before Meg left for Japan. But 
most of who that person was, as a person, was still very 
much up in the air. It took many conversations, drafts, 
redrafts, debates, arguments, speculations, more 
conversations, and possibly outright threats before Chris 
(and Sam as well, for that matter) began to take shape as 
the people who would be part of Meg’s past life. 

Now, as Matt pointed out in his notes, I was 
deliberately vague concerning their genders when it came 
to their appearances in In Japan Origins: Matt. It was 
something I felt like I wanted to explore as a writer, in 
terms of, well not exactly playing with the reader’s 

expectations, but more so not specifically stating what 
those expectations should be. 

While Chris was always to be a woman, Sam very 
easily could’ve ended up being another girl, probably 
somewhat akin to Wakaba from Utena or Tomo from 
Azumanga Daioh. Overly affectionate, boisterous, and 
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highly excitable. It was during one of the many 
conversations we had during the creation of these stories, 
I suggested that maybe Sam was a highly effective 
crossplayer (crossdressing cosplayer) and from there, 

things started to really come together for who exactly 
these characters were and, more importantly to me, who 
they will be. 

Yes, WILL. As Matt alluded to, I do have some future 

plans when it comes to the S.C.H.A.C. Sam and Chris’ 
story doesn’t end at an airport security checkpoint, it just 
diverges from Meg’s. However, I will leave that for another 
time. 

Thanks for sticking with both Matt and I through this 
prequel trilogy. Take it home, Matt. 

 

 
 

Suppose that's my cue to come back in! I suppose not 
much else to say after all... 

I suppose I am a bit amused, after last time pointing 
out the epic length of Jason's notes, that this time mine 
dwarf his! But I suppose, in my defense, as he pointed out 
he said most of what he wished to in that last epic batch. 
Also, I suppose what I had to say this time was also 
extended a bit as I had some notes pertaining to the trilogy 
as a whole. 

I'd be interested to hear from readers (assuming that 
we have any these days!) as to their thoughts on this 
trilogy. I'd especially be interested to hear how opinions 
might differ between people who read this in the order 
they were published and chronological order. If anyone out 
there is reading these, feel free to leave a comment on the 
website! 

Anyway, I suppose that's it. Hope you enjoyed 
reading this, and that it whetted your appetite for what it to 
come! Until then, faithful readers! 

 
 



 

   693 

Chapter 9: Striking Back 
by Matthew Atanian 

 

 
 

Hey, everybody! Matt here! Wow, another story so 
soon! Who'd have thunk it? 

Before I get on with the notes for this story, a bit of 
house cleaning for the last story's notes. I'd promised in 
my noted for that story that I'd let Jason have the last 
word, and I intended to keep that promise! And so I didn't 
follow up his notes with any additional notes of my own... 
But that was then, and this is now! New story! New notes! 
Mwa ha ha! 

He defended his inclusion of Nabiki by claiming that I 
said only that I didn't wish to include any main characters, 
and that Nabiki was not a main character. But if that was 
what I had said, well, as Jason pointed out, Shampoo is 
more of a main character then Nabiki is, and I've certainly 
not been shy to include her in the proceedings. Perhaps 
there was a miscommunication at one point, and I 
certainly don't wish to get into a big bought of "I said / he 
said." But suffice to say, whatever miscommunications 
may have occurred, and whether they occurred on my 
side, his, or a combination of both, it has always been my 
intent that, with one brief exception (that we will be getting 
to probably in part 11), Boy Scouts ½ in Japan would be 
free to use any characters from the original work except 
for those with the family names of Saotome or Tendo. 

(It is curious that, if as far as Jason knew, that was 
not my exact intent, I clearly remember us once having a 
conversation where he mentioned his desire to use Nabiki, 
pleaded for a bit, and then said he'd be careful to go out of 
his way to at least not mention her by name, and could I 
please at least look at the story with her in it before giving 
a definite no to her use. But since, in the end, after seeing 
the final story I did decide to let him keep her in it, we'll just 
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leave that in the past and move on with notes for this 

story...) 
Ahem... Where was I? Ah, yes... 
Hopefully there have been enough hints in previous 

stories that the pasts of certain characters may be clear. 
But let us now review some of those hints and elaborate 
upon them. 

From Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, part 3: 

 
“Well, I’ve been set up with a 

company called Mitsutomo Enterprises. I’ll 
be doing administrative work for one of their 
executives who recently returned from an 
assignment with an American branch of the 
company.” 

Kyoko smiled as a memory of a time 
past flittered to the surface of her brain. “My 
husband applied there once, before he’d 
settled on teaching. It was, well, an 
interesting experience.” 

Sarah raised an eyebrow. “Anything I 
should worry about?” 

“I think not,” Kyoko responded, 
adding some noodles to her basket. “Not 
unless the daughter of the man hiring you 
develops a bit of an obsession over you.” 

 

From this, we can surmise that the daughter of a man 
high up in the company Sarah is now working for once had 
some sort of obsession over Kyoko. What kind of 
obsession could this have possibly been? Perhaps, an 
obsession towards a rival? 

Do we know the names of any other employees of 
Mitsutomo Enterprises? Perhaps if you read the prequel 
trilogy, In Japan Origins, particularly the one centered on 
Megumi, you might recall this tidbit from when her father 
was announcing that they would be moving back to Japan: 

 
“I have finally heard back from Vice 

President Yagami regarding my request.” 
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Could this Vice President of the company Megumi's 
father works for be any relation to the Yagami-sensei that 
Matt is working with? 

We know that the school that Matt is teaching at is 
Kyoko's alma mater, and Yagami-sensei also described 
herself as an alumnus in part 7. And, we know that at 
some point while Yusaku was student teaching at the 
same school, someone planted a red heart on his back. 

But is there any evidence that, in fact, Kyoko and 
Yusaku may have specifically known Yagami-sensei back 
when she was a student? 

Here's one last little tidbit, this time from Boy Scouts 
½ in Japan, part 2: 

 
“Please,” Kyoko said to Yotsuya-san, 

“just promise no alcohol to the minors.” 
“Madam, I am shocked you think so 

low of me.” 
“Need we remind you of Yagami?” 

Yusaku asked. 

 
Add this all up, and it is starting to look very much like 

Yagami-sensei, in her own student days, may have had a 
crush on her teacher! (Or, you could just go read or watch 
Maison Ikkoku, and see for yourself if this is or isn't true. 
Spoiler: It is!) And obviously, since Yusaku ended up 
married to Kyoko, it seems very much like the younger 
Yagami may not have been successful in her efforts. And 
perhaps she sees something of her own past playing out 
once more as she observes Megumi and Matthew. 
Certainly explains any declarations that may have been 
made to the effect of history not repeating itself, yes? 

So, what has Matt gotten himself into? What will 
happen now that Megumi and Sarah are also aware of 
each other? Will Mike complete his sessions with Doctor 
Tofu, or will the good doctor suffer from a dangerous 
distraction? What will happen when the others start 
undergoing their own training? Will Perfume's 
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grandmother ever find out the truth, putting our heroes at 
risk? And will Nicole ever take over all of Japan? 

Stay tuned for the next installment of Boy Scouts ½ in 
Japan, where none of these questions will be answered! 

Disclaimers: Yusaku, Kyoko, Mr. Yotsuya, 
Yagami-sensei, the school Matt is at, and of course, the 
location of Maison Ikkoku are all from the series Maison 
Ikkoku. The boy's school, its principal Kuno, The Cat Café, 

the purple haired waitress (Shampoo), Doctor Tofu and 
Betty-chan, the various techniques Líng Rén intends for 
our heroes to learn, and of course, while not directly 
appearing in this story, the curses our heroes suffer from 
are all elements from the series Ranma ½. Maison Ikkoku 
and Ranma ½ were both created by Takahashi Rumiko, 
and ownership of these elements is not claimed by this 
author. 

This story is not endorsed by or intended to reflect 
upon the values of the Boy Scouts of America. 

See you next time! 

 

 

Chapter 10: At the Ranch II: Electric Boogaloo 
by Matthew Atanian 

 

 
 

Howdy, folks! Matt here! Would you believe a brand 
new story, only just over a week after I finished writing the 
last  one... Who'd have thunk it? I guess I really can still 

crank this stuff out myself, after all, if I set my mind to it! 
However, I would like to thank Jason for some 

invaluable help with this one. Hence the "some plot 
elements suggested by" credit I have given him on this 
story. I had written three of the four opening pre-meeting 
scenes (Matt Swett's, Justy's, and Kenny's) but then was 
at something of a loss as to where to take the story from 
there. And so I arranged a phone call with the good Mr. 
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Bertovich, in the hopes that a joint brainstorming session 
may prove fruitful, and indeed it did! 

He did have many ideas, some of which I didn't feel 
were quite what I was looking for, but one thing he 
suggested took root in my mind. There was the Girl Scout 
troop, Troop 42, that was pretty much unexplored territory 
once you remove the Porters from the equation. What if 
the Girl Scout troop had their own equivalent of Justy? 
And what if she became a new advisory for Justy? 

Jason seemed to also have some knowledge of the 
movie I took this story's subtitle from, Breakin' 2: Electric 
Boogaloo. I must confess to not having such knowledge 

myself. I only knew the title, and that the title had 
somehow entered the cultural zeitgeist as a title to use 
when describing a bad, unnecessary, or otherwise 
unwanted sequel. And hell, it just rolls of the tongue, I had 
to use it! 

But Jason, being the well educated man he is (at 
least, it seems, where 80's movies about breakdancing is 
concerned), suggested  that a plot that at least slightly 
echoed that film's plot might be a good idea, and thus, a 
contest for control of Troop 192's meeting place was 
suggested. 

And so, with those rough ideas in place, Jason and I 
went on to chat for a while more about other things, and 
then after I got off the phone,  I spent the evening with the 
wheels turning in my head. 

Before bed that night, I had come up with a name for 
this new character. And so I e-mailed Jason to announce 
to him that she would be Vladimira Vasilieva. The name is 
not without significance. Vladimira, obviously, is a feminine 
form of the name Vladimir, and means "greatest ruler." 
(You think maybe if Putin's folks had named him Pavel or 
something, we could get back to having some form of 
detente?) Vasilieva, meanwhile, is a Russian surname that 
traces its derivation back to a Greek word meaning "royal." 
The choosing of her name definitely shaped in my mind 
exactly what sort of character she would be. 
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Anyway, after I e-mailed Jason to share this name 
with him, his response was amusing to me. "Oooh... 
Spooky!" he had said. He went on to say that he, "was 
also thinking of proposing that she would be of Russian / 
Eastern Bloc heritage. Kinda like a female Bond villain 
type thing. Dude, sometimes, it can be scary when our 
brain waves sync up like that." 

I maybe didn't end up going full "Bond villain" with her 
in the end... but, of course, she is still early in her career! 
Who knows what diabolical schemes she may come up 
with in the future? 

Anyway, as for this story's diabolical scheme, I then 

hit upon the idea of a scavenger hunt. While I was 
certainly going to come up with some of my own ideas, I 
also thought I'd mine Jason's brain once more, and these 
were the suggestions he came up with when tasked with 
thinking of "impossible to find items": 

 
A Lost Shakespearean Sonnet  
Proof of the Existence of Sasquatch, The Chupacabra, or 
the Jersey Devil  
The soul of an old blues guitarist who’s seen the worst o’ times  
Emilia Earhart’s Compass  
The grand unified theory equation  
1 Jar of Ectoplasm  
A hubcap from a 1982 Crown Victoria  
A Bicuspid from a Tasmanian Tiger  
A Bottle of Crystal Pepsi  
A Mint Condition 1977 Jawa Star Wars Action Figure (with 
 the plastic robe)  
An 8-Track copy of William Shatner’s Album   
The Real Mona Lisa (not that fake one in the Louvre)  
A pre-owned copy of ECWCWWF Extreme Thunderous 
 Attitude II  
A Shrubbery  

 
I was quite tickled by some of his suggestions, even 

the ones I didn't use. I strongly considered the Jawa action 
figure, for example, but decided against it because it 
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seemed just too impossibly expensive item for a random 
kid from Massachusetts to just be able to luck upon. 
Likewise, a lost piece of art such as the real Mona Lisa. (if 
you don't get the joke, just know that this is a Doctor Who 

reference.) Especially since I was already forming in my 
mind that perhaps another rare and expensive item should 
be on the scavenger hunt list... but more on that in a 
moment. 

First, though, a shout out to my lovely girlfriend 
Rachel, who suggested I should have something Dr. 
Seuss related on the list. (For those not in the know, Dr. 
Seuss was a Springfield native.) When seeing "perpetual 
motion machine" on my list, she also suggested the good 
ol' buttered toast on cat, and that someone should be 
covered in scratches as a result. 

Now, back to that rare and expensive item... Even as I 
awaited Jason's reply to my e-mail seeking suggestions, I 
had been starting to think, "What if one of the items that 
was found was a rare and lost Russian piece of art?" And 
after some research into the matter, the perfect item came 
to mind. 

Between 1888 and when the Russian Revolution 
occurred  in 1977, a series of 54 eggs were crafted for the 
Russian Imperial family under the supervision of the 
famous jeweler Peter Carl Fabergé. Of course, when the 
revolution took place and the Imperial family's treasures 
were seized, eventually the fates of some of the eggs 
became murky. As of 1998 when this story takes place, 
eight of them were still lost. One of them was found in 
2014, but it was not the one featured in this story. As of 
today, the Cherub with Chariot Egg is still considered lost. 
(That is, of course, unless it really has come into the 

possession of a young woman seeking to become the 
ruler of the world!) 

Not a lot is known about the Cherub with Chariot Egg 
today, not even its exact appearance. What descriptions 
do exist were the basis of how it was described in this 
story. Only one photograph of it is known to exist, and 
unfortunately in that photo most of it is obscured behind 
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another egg! (Although a very blurry reflection of Cherub 
with Chariot Egg is also in this photo.) 

 

 
Photo of the Cherub with Chariot Egg, obscured 

behind 1893's Caucasus Egg. The arrow points 

to the top of Cherub with Chariot Egg's egg, and 

the Cherub can also be glimpsed to the left side 

of the photo. The circle on the right contains 

Cherub with Chariot Egg's reflection. 

 

An artist's recreation of what 

the Cherub with Chariot Egg 

may look like. 

 

For more information on the Cherub with Chariot Egg, 
you can visit Wikipedia. Or there is also this webpage, 
which was also the source for the images above: 

 
http://www.mieks.com/eng/1888_Cherub_with_chariot_egg.htm 

 
And thus ends the educational portion of these notes, 

I suppose. 
To explain one other joke, for those who may not 

have gotten it, Quadrophenia is an album from the band 
The Who. And, of course, the man listening to it was 
named Horton Zissou. Hence, Horton hears a Who. (Or 
rather, Horton hears The Who. Perhaps the definite article 

there is why Swett came out a point behind the Girl Scouts 
on that one.) 

As for the resolution of the story... Well, once I hit 
upon the idea of having the Cherub with Chariot Egg turn 
up in the scavenger hunt, the solution became obvious to 
me. 
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I had told Jason I planned to end this story with Justy 
and Proctor headed to Japan. His suggestion was that 
Troop 192 actually lose the scavenger hunt, and Justy's 

twisted logic would then send him on a roaring rampage of 
revenge against the Garden Snakes.  

But my solution, with apologies to Jason, I feel is a bit 
more elegant. Justy actually thinks he won. And he did 

achieve the goal he set out to achieve, so in that sense he 
did win. Alas, unknown to him, Vladimira was actually 
working towards an entirely different goal. And so, in a 
way, both Justy and Vladimira can come away from their 
first conflict with each other claiming for themselves a 
victory. 

But Justy is finding victory to be boring. I actually 
used Superman's General Zod as a bit of a model for this. 
(That's Superman II's General Zod, not Man of Steel's 

General Zod.) Zod quickly conquered the Earth, but there 
was no challenge in it for him. And he would also not be 
able to rest contentedly once he knew that the son of his 
jailor Jor-El was still somewhere out there. Likewise, Justy 
is just not feeling properly challenged. And somewhere out 
there, the Garden Snakes have escaped his wrath. 

Well, that's about all I have to say At this point, since 
he did have some hand in helping get this story going, I 
might have turned things over to Jason for a bit, to see if 
he had any notes. But he and his wife Sarah are on a 
camping trip this weekend, and I simply cannot wait to get 
this story presented to the world! So hopefully, he just 
finds it a nice surprise to come home to once he is back in 
front of the internet. 

Before I go, a quick shout out to Takahashi Rumiko. 
This is actually one of the rare Boy Scouts ½ stories that 
does not contain any elements "borrowed" from her works, 

but she should still be acknowledged as without her works 
there would have been no Boy Scouts ½ in the first place! 

See you all soon as we head back to Japan! 
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Special Chapter 4: Anime  
Deathmatch Boy Scouts ½ IV:  
Killing Spree of the New Decade 

by Matthew Atanian 
except for the last scene, written by Jason Bertovich 

Anime Deathmatch created by Jason Bertovich 
 

 
 

First, getting the basics out of the way:  
Madarame (who John was dressed as) is from 

Genshiken: The Society for the Study of Modern Visual 
Culture by Kio Shimoku. Yuuki Rito and Golden Darkness 
are from To Love-Ru by Saki Hasemi. Princess 
Bubblegum and Marceline are from Adventure Time, 

created by Pendleton Ward. The SOS Brigade (Haruhi, 
Kyon, Nagato, Mikuru, and Itsuki) are from the Haruhi 
Suzumiya series of light novels, written by Nagaru 

Tanigawa. All used without permission. 
Boy Scouts ½ created by Matthew Atanian. Anime 

Deathmatch created by Jason Bertovich. The drawing 

of Guy and Toro featured appears to be by a chap named 
Nick Katzfey, and was swiped off of the archived version 
of the old ADM website. 

Now usually that's the most you'd get for post-story 
notes on an Anime Deathmatch, but not this time. So 

onward! 
In the introduction, I mentioned how Jason had said, 

in his announcement on the death of Anime Deathmatch, 

that no one was to ask to continue it... Well, that, plus the 
fact that in the framing device Toro is definitely not at a 
good point in his life, definitely had me worried what 
Jason's reaction might be when I sent him an e-mail with 
an attached file cryptically titled, "Surprise for Jason!" After 
all, Anime Deathmatch was his sandbox, and here I was 
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trying to play in it again years after he had gotten out left 
specific instructions for it to be left alone. 

I suppose I could have, I dunno... asked first... But it 
was one of those things... I just had to write it. Even if 

Jason didn't like it, even if he asked that I not use it (a 
request I would have most certainly honored) I just had to 
write it. 

Of course, since you've obviously just read it, it seems 
a foregone conclusion at this point, dear reader, when I 
reveal that much to my relief, his reaction was a positive 
one. 

Jason did have a few questions in his response to this 
story, however. And they are questions I could see other 
readers having, as well. So I shall repeat my answers 
here. (Perhaps even going into slightly more detail.) 

Jason admitted that "some of (his) anime knowledge 
is lacking these days." and thus he didn't recognize 
Derek's competitor in the first match. I'll elaborate more on 
that in a moment. First, I'd have to admit myself to having 
a "lack of knowledge these days." 

It actually took me quite a while to decide what 
matches I was going to set up, because I had a big 
problem: What series are big these days? I'm not sure... 
Maybe that Helatia thing I keep hearing about? 
(Apparently my girlfriend's sister gets rather annoyed by 
how many people use that show as an excuse to go 
around anime cons dressed as Nazis. Can't say I blame 
her. Even before I began sharing my life with someone 
from a Jewish family, I'd have found that sort of thing... at 
best, extremely tactless.)  And even if I did know, do I 
know those shows well enough to write much about 
them?  

Even with the big shows, from what tenuous link to 

fandom I still have I don't get an impression that there are 
any these days that have quite the almost universal 
penetration into fandom that shows such as Tenchi, 
Ranma, Sailor Moon, Eva, or Cowboy Beebop might have 

had in the day. Either there is no more such thing as a 
universally big show... or what qualifies as such today is 
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not the sort of show an old fuddy duddy like me would 
have been a fan of, and thus I'm not aware of it!  

So what would have the universal appeal to play well 
in a Deathmatch? 

Anyway, back to Derek's match. Well, he obviously 
needed an opponent from a show that would play to his... 
tendencies. There is a series I am vaguely aware of called 
To Love-Ru. I don't blame Jason for his ignorance 

concerning it, as far as I am aware neither the original 
manga or the anime adaptation for it has had any official 
releases in the United States. I've read some of the manga 
online... I suppose the best way to describe it to someone 
who, like me, is more familiar with somewhat older works 
would be, "What if Urusei Yatsura was made today, with 
modern sensibilities?" 

Space alien princess falls in love with earthling... Of 
course, for a modern audience, the earthling has to be a 
lovable accidental pervert, NOT a slightly loathsome and 
fully intentional pervert. And, of course, this means that 
unlike in Urusei Yatsura where Ataru wants to make a 

harem and every girl tries to avoid him, just like in most 
such anime today here the main character doesn't want a 
harem... but every girl in the series ends up wanting him! 
So yeah... basically take everything unique about Urusei 
Yatsura, strip it out, replace it with modern clichés, and 
(especially with the sequel series, To Love-Ru Darkness) 
add in metric crap tons of gratuitous nudity, and you have 
To Love-Ru. 

No major notes on the Kenny match, except that I do 
know that it seems a might out of character for him to be in 
any sort of "death match" in the first place! Of course, the 
same would be said for myself, and that hasn't stopped 
"Matthew" from being in them before... or again, now. So I 
decided not to sweat the details...  

The Haruhi match. Jason, I am guessing, has not 
seen the second season of the television series. He 
expressed, "The only real constructive criticism I 
could offer on that bout would maybe cut a couple of the 
loops down..." 
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I couldn't do that, of course. I had to have eight loops. 

I had to share the pain, you see... The pain of everyone 
who watched the second season of the television series... 
Where they took what in the original light novels had been 
a short, approximately thirty page story titled Endless 
Eight, in which the world was caught in a time loop, and 
expand it a bit by taking the title a bit too literally... The 
pain where viewers were treated to eight episodes in a 
row called Endless Eight, which were all essentially the 

same episode! Now, I'm not saying that they just showed 
one episode eight times. Oh, no. That would have been 
too easy and almost laughable. No, they did brand new 
animation and voice work, each time with subtle variation, 
for each of the eight episodes! They could have done it in 
one episode. If they wanted to have their fun, they could 
have done it in three (one that played it straight, one 
where they realize the loop but are unable to resolve it, 
and finally the one where they escape). That would have 
still left five open episodes to adapt some other material 
from the novels! But no... They had to stretch it for an 
endless eight episodes... 

(But I'm not bitter.)  
Guess that's about all from me. Onto some notes from 

Jason!  
 

 
 

It was both a delightful romp but also a semi-
melancholy (pun not intended) trip for me. I was delighted 
to see Kenny get a match. As for the Snakes vs. Brigade, 
I quite enjoyed the twist. First time I read it, I thought I 
glitched the Matrix. 

I have to admit, I did find myself a little sad or at least 
thoughtful at Toro's current state of being. Old, broken, 
abandoned by his friends, love, and his creator. Made me 
feel like a right bastard to think I might of done that to him. 
I think I might have to rectify that, even if I never formally 
write another official Anime Deathmatch episode. 
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*gears turning* It's given me... *pause* an idea. Yes. Yes. 
*writes in pocket notebook used to remember ideas* Yes.  

Thank you, my friend. Thirteen years later, I feel... I 
feel like you added a proper... Denouement? ...Coda? 
...Epilogue, maybe? ...to ADM. I feel touched that you 
wanted to resurrect ADM and I can't think of a better place 
for that resurrection than the Boy Scouts ½ Universe. The 
old arena might have been torn down, but ADM will always 

have a home. 
Thank you. 

 

 

Special Chapter 5:  
The Worst  Fanfic Ever! 
by Matthew Atanian and Michael D. Quadrozzi 

 

 
 

Well, this is a weird one. Anyway, welcome to the 
first new piece of content on the Weebly incarnation of the 
Boy Scouts ½ website! 

So where did this come from? Well, I was looking 
through an old external hard drive I had. Most of what is on it 
is stuff I already have handy elsewhere, or stuff I have no real 
use for. One random thing I came across was some photos of 
myself with a bunny I used to have... He was a cute bugger.  

 

 
 

Dwaaa... Cute bunny! His name was Luggage. Jessi 
kept him in the break-up (which is fair, as getting him was 
her idea in the first place) and he has since passed away, 
but I do miss that fluffy bugger on occasion. 
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Anyway, another thing I came across was a Word 
document, dated 15 March 2000, titled, "WORSTFIC.doc." 
What is this? I thought as I clicked on it. I was rather 

surprised when it opened and I came across a story that I 
have no memory of... The Worst Ranma ½ Fanfic Ever! by 

myself and Michael D. Quadrozzi. 
I read it... and boy, did it live up to its title! Of course, 

given the title, I should think it did so intentionally. Still, it is 
a piece of hitherto unknown writing, co-authored by Mike 
Quadrozzi, so I knew I had to share it with the world! 

I do wish I could remember the circumstances of its 
writing... Of course, to remember that, I'd suppose I'd have 
had to have remembered it existed in the first place! If I 
had to guess, however, I would suppose that Mike and I 
alternated every paragraph or two, trying to out-bad each 
other, until one of us decided to lead it towards some 
Ranma / Kuno yaoi... and at that point, I suppose we 
decided it couldn't get much worse. 

Anyway, Ranma ½ and associated characters were 

created by Takahashi Rumiko. 
Hope you enjoyed the first piece of fiction to be 

making its original debut on this website! 
 

– Matthew Atanian, 18 April 2013  



 

   708 

 

Of Possible Alternatives 
   

 

by Jason Bertovich 
with a bit of fiddling around with 

by Matthew Atanian 

Author's Notes  

and Disclaimers 
 

 
 

Hello, Matt here! Aside from the “Alternate Endings” 
extras, Of Possible Alternatives was delivered to me by 

Jason Bertovich as one great long whole. However, I 
made a decision to split it up into six parts for online 
publication. Hence why you may see references to this 
being split in the following notes, even though this offline 
printed version is being presented as a whole. 

 

 
 

Hello, Matt here! 
So, what is this, you may ask? A long time ago (and 

by that, I mean December of 2010) Jason Bertovich sent 
me a new story he had been spontaneously inspired to 
write, Of Possible Alternatives. It is, without a doubt, the 
longest single story thus far written for The Boy Scouts ½ 
Universe. So long, in fact, that as I only just now finally get 
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to presenting the story online, I have decided to split it into 
multiple parts. 

Thus, you shall find any post-story notes of Jason's 
awaiting you at the end of the final part once we get there, 
and I shall save any overly introspective notes of my own 
for that point, as well. 

This story is a Universe-spanning one, by that 
meaning that it takes elements from all aspects of The Boy 
Scouts ½ Universe: the main series, Perspectives, and 
Kenny's Laboratory. It did need a specific home on the 
website, however. Since the framing device involves 
Kenny and Becker in the Laboratory, I decided to index it 
on the Kenny's Laboratory section of the website. 
However, it is likely that knowledge of the entirety of Boy 
Scouts ½ and its spin-offs will be somewhat useful for full 

enjoyment of the tale that is being told here. 
Anyway, hope you have been entertained by the first 

part of this tale, and I'll be back soon to share the next part 
with you, as we begin exploring some of those possible 
alternatives! 

 

 
 

Hello, folks! Hope you've enjoyed Of Possible 
Alternatives, Jason's epic tale on interdimensionality! But if 
you thought the story itself was epic... wait until you see 
Jason's notes! 

That's right folks, we're in for some epic note 
giving here. 

Jason originally wrote these notes in December of 
2010, so there are a few things in them that are a bit out of 
date or slightly inaccurate. So if anything in his notes –
 such of talks of future plans – seems to contradict some 
of the other recently added Jason stories (or reality itself) 
then just look on what is presented in these notes as an 
artifact of the times. 
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The notes at one point also make mention of a failed 
attempt at a spin-off, Outlast, that people who have 
only discovered the Boy Scouts ½ Universe in more recent 

years may have never heard of. Yeah, these stories were 
not included in the website restoration, and I have no 
immediate plans to put them back up. But... I do still have 
them, so you never know. Someday, maybe they'll make 
an appearance on the "Extras" page. Until then, however, 
these mysterious writings will be being studied by top 
men. Top men. 

Anyway, onto Jason's notes! Be back mid-way 
through with some (comparatively) brief notes of my own! 

 

 
 

Wow, it’s sometimes really scary what happens when 
you decide to sit down and finally put an idea that has 
been running around in the back of your head for the last 
five or six or seven years ‘down on paper.’ So 104 pages 
later (note: this is using Jason’s own formatting, and may 
not match the page count in this published volume) and 
here we are and no, weary readers, we’re not done yet 
because I’m just chock full of end of story author’s notes 
and then go get yourself a snack because there’s a 
special feature to follow. 

It’s been a good two years or so since the BS½ 
Universe has seen new material and that’s just far too long 
for my tastes, so this is sorta my way for making up for lost 
time. But why now? Why at all? Why me, for that 
matter? Ah, patience, I’m getting there. Seriously, you 
just read through 44,000 words of fiction, you think I could 
just sum up everything in a few scant paragraphs? If 
Perspectives part 5 taught you anything, it’s that I’m a 

gloriously loquacious bastard. 
Anyway, this little foray back into the realm of the 

written word began back in November of this year (2010). I 
have been pursuing a lot of different interests the last 
decade or so, and while I wouldn’t trade the time I devoted 
and still devote to any of those pursuits for anything, I was 
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finding myself drifting away from my first love, which is 
writing. It was frustrating for me to not find that motivation 
to string more than a few paragraphs together before 
giving up on an idea. 

So I was determined to get myself back into shape 
and thus I attempted for a third time to complete 
NaNoWriMo (that’s National Novel Writing Month for those 
not familiar with the term.) The goal of this endeavor is to 
write a 50,000 word story in under 30 days. The official 
month for doing such is November. Basically, it’s the 
Bataan Death March of writing in which you don’t worry 
about editing or going back to revise, you just try and 
pound out an average of 1,700 words a day to meet the 
goal and tell something that resembles a semi-cohesive 
story. 

My first two attempts at this were utter failures, but I 
was determined to try again and succeed. I got about 
17,000 words into my story and I was quickly realizing that 
while there were bits and pieces I was enjoying, on the 
whole I was utterly loathing the story I was trying to 
write. I hadn’t done any real preplanning so I was making 
up the plot as I went with rather poor results. In the end, I 
realized I was writing a giant self-insert story that I couldn’t 
make work and was loathing the idea of trying to make 
it work. 

Then I received a package from a very good friend. Its 
contents included a most wonderful gift – a hardbound 
edition of the first ‘year’ of the Boy Scouts ½ Universe sent 

to me by my fiend of the last 13 years, Matt Atanian. Me 
and Matt’s relationship is kinda like the tides. We move in 
and out of contact in a relatively constant cycle. We hadn’t 
spoken in about a year, prior to my wedding to a most 
wonderful woman (more on her later, promise), and a little 
after our first anniversary, I had accidentally dialed Matt up 
on my cell (I was intending to call my landlord who is also 
named Matt and thus his entry in my cell phone was next 
to the good Mr. Atanian.) 

But now we were back in contact again and Matt’s gift 
was indeed wonderful and the much needed kick in the 
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ass I’ve been needing. I reread the whole first series from 
cover to cover and found myself reconnecting with all the 
wonderful memories I had working in this little slice of 
literary real estate. To make a long story short, I felt 
something welling up in me, and that something was 
inspiration. 

So, while I was hating the story I had been currently 
working on at the time, it had served its duty to a much 
higher purpose, because now I was used to sitting down at 
a desk, writing for long stretches at a time, and able to 
force myself to not give up at the first sign of writer’s 
block. As I closed the back cover of Matt’s gift, I decided 
that if I was going end up writing an SI anyway, then 
dammit, I’m going to make it an enjoyable experience, and 
there’s never been a more enjoyable experience doing SI 
than doing it in Matt’s world, so back into that world I 
dived. 

Now, as I said before, Of Possible Alternatives is an 
idea that’s been running around in the back of my mind for 
a good five or six or seven years or longer. It’s origins go 
back over a decade to the Perspectives side story 
written by Bill Hughes, Of Possible Futures: The Tale of 
Neko-chan and Bertovich. Now mind you, I’ve always 

found that title quite misleading as not every ‘future’ 
mentioned was actually a future, per se, but rather an 
alternative universe including some parodic takes on 
some copyrighted materials. In fact, during the tale, the 
God of Copyright Infringement came down to put a stop to 
it. 

Well, if there’s something Bill could do, then I could 
take it to the next level of excess. Alas, the idea sat in the 
dark unused corner of my mind for years until the time was 
right for it to jump out and shout ‘Surprise!’  

So, um, Surprise! 
It’s actually probably a good thing the idea went 

unused for so long because so much material for this story 
came from the fact that it was always just a concept that 
was never started. I was never locked into particular ideas 
and was always filing new ideas away mentally for later 
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use. In fact, I had over a dozen more ideas that 
didn’t make the final cut, so they might make their way into 
the BS ½ Universe some time in future. When I finally did 
start writing, I had so much material to work with that I was 
never short of ideas. It was like a slowly simmering stew 
that got better as different ingredients were added at 
different times. 

Wow, two pages of author’s notes so far and not a 
single word actually dedicated to the story itself. As I said, 
loquacious bastard be me. 

 
Kenny’s Lab 

The story primarily originates in Kenny’s Lab and the 
lab segments function as segues between the various 
short snippets that take place in these possible alternative 
universes. That was not going to be the original idea. The 
original idea for the sections that tied all the other 
segments together was going to feature the 
mysterious ‘Goddess’ of Hughes’ original Of Possible 
Futures story and indeed was probably going to involve 

her tying up the notorious God of Copyright infringement 
so she and some other gods and goddesses could enjoy a 
relaxed evening of watching universes that she ‘TiVo’d’ on 
her DRV or Digital Reality Viewer. 

But when it came time to start writing, I opted for 
returning to Kenny’s Lab. Honestly, of the three series (or 
four if you count In Japan as a separate series) that make 
up the BS½ Universe, Kenny’s Laboratory holds a special 

spot in my heart for it’s numerous sci-fi and pop culture 
references and the interactions between Kenny and 
Becker. Also, I love Kenny’s Lab and Kenny in particular 
for being the BS½ Universe’s own form of Sonic 

Screwdriver (or Applied Phlebotinum for those familiar with 
TVtropes.org). 

Honestly, being ten years removed from the original 
Hughes story and that story being a Perspectives side 

story as well, I wasn’t sure how familiar those segments 
would be to readers. Kenny’s Lab however had been 
mentioned in both its own series as well as the main 
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series, so in the end I decided to take that angle and run 
with it. 

 
The Scout 

A take on famed British sci-fi/suspense series, The 
Prisoner, starring Matt Atanian in place of Patrick 
McGoohan. This was mostly inspired in thanks to my wife 
renting the series on Netflix. Matt’s never been shy about 
being a fan of the series, considering that Number Six 
makes an appearance in the Kenny’s Lab Finale, so it felt 
like a natural fit. Also McGoohan could be up there in the 
pantheon of Saints of Self-Insertion considering he was 
the Executive Producer of The Prisoner as well as its star. 

This isn’t really a full blown story in itself but rather an 
abridged homage to the series it was parodying, including 
some of the more famous and quotable lines. More or 
less, this was just a bit to let readers know what to expect 
from Kenny’s invention. 

A final note on this segment: I will neither confirm nor 
deny whom Number Six Eighty Three was a 
representative of, but it may or may not have ties to a 
specific Boy Scout Troop in Fairchance, PA. 

  
Kill Bill Hughes 

Come’on, you’ve all wondered what would happen if 
Nicole really did discover that Billy Hughes and Neko-
Chan were one and the same. Besides, I couldn’t let Pulp 
Fiction be the only Tarantino movie to be quoted to 

obscene levels in this series. 
Looking back on it now, I’m not sure if Nicole’s 

reaction is more or less extreme than her reaction was 
when Matt penned ADM/BS½ III: KSJ2K. 

 
Encyclopedia Galactica 

Nothing really special to say about this one other than 
no matter how much time passes since his death, Doug 
Adams continues to be the single biggest literary influence 
in my life and I don’t doubt that Matt probably 
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shares similar sentiments or at least a warm sentimentality 
when it comes to Adam’s creations. 

Honestly, I have no inside information on the actual 
origins of Kenny Pendrell. Matt has kept that a closely 
guarded secret and kept it secret despite cajolery, bribery, 
and outright threats, telling me that he would only reveal 
it for what he called, “The Right Price.” 

   
Quack Experimental Fan-Fic Proctor Saga 

Poor Proctor. No, seriously, poor Proctor. If there was 
ever a perpetual whipping boy in this series, it’s him. But 
he’s so good at the role, that it never ceases being fun to 
exploit it. 

As for the mysterious Man in Black Hat in Trench 
Coat, it may have a little something to do with a certain 
Patron Saint of Self-Insertion anointing another certain 
someone as the King on Earth of Self-Insertion. The 
mysterious quote regarding a scene taking two years… 
well, that’s a story for another time, like say, several pages 
from now. 

Yeah, I’m just inviting meteors to land on and crush 
Story-me, but luckily while I’m not the King on Earth of 
Self-Insertion, Story-me is an incredible guy capable of 
holding rational debates after suffering concussions, so 
I’m sure I, er, he will be okay. 

  
 Perspectives From the Training Ground of Cursed Springs 

This segment was fun in that I was able to essentially 
take the writing style of the Perspectives series and use it to 

put my spin what is the main series’ plot hook. So, that 
means that sometime in the future Matt is going to have to 
write a Perspectives story about relational angst using the 

light-hearted style of the main series… Wha ha ha ha! 
*ahem* sorry ‘bout that. 
Anyway, when it came to choosing what  particular 

cursed springs to inflict upon the current Perspectives 

cast, it came down to personal preferences as well as 
some nods to the original Perspectives stories. 
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Nicole and the Spring of Drowned Monkey – Sorry, no 
real deep philosophical reasons for this choice. Monkeys 
are simply my second favorite animal and Monkeys 
always equal comedy gold. There is nothing you can’t 
improve by simply adding a monkey to it. 

John and the Spring of Drowned Triplets – Yeah, 
seems like just the perfect curse for a guy with three 
multiple personalities. If this had been a long running 
series, I’m sure the new clones created would start 
dressing like Toga and Jinnai. 

Lina and the Spring of Drowned Snake – This is more 
of a subtle reference to the second Byte of Perspectives in 

which this new Goddess character gets cast out of the 
Divine Bureaucracy. The snake also happened to 
represent the most famous being ever cast out of a divine 
place, but please don’t take that to mean I think of Lina as 
evil. As I said, it’s just a subtle reference and not one 
worth dwelling on. 

Jason and the Spring of Drowned Penguin – Oh yes, 
it always comes back to Penguins when it comes to the 
BS½ universe, don’t it? Surely there must be some sort of 

reason why flightless waterfowl keeping making 
appearances. There is, but you’ll have to wait to find out 
what it is. Sorry. 

  
 Professor What 

Ah yes, this was probably my second favorite part to 
write in the whole story. If it wasn’t too blatant, this 
segment was a rather ham-fisted tribute to the long 
running BBC property, All Creatures Great and Small. Oh 
wait, sorry, got my notes mixed up. This was a tribute to 
something called Doctor Who. 

Okay, sarcasm aside, this was a blast to write, though 
I’m sure Matt would’ve no doubt approached it much 
differently than me. In terms of Who Fandom, I’m not what 
you would call a true blue Whovian. I never got into 
the classic series like so many of my fellow sci-fi fandom 
brethren. I just couldn’t get into it. The hokey special 
effects and make-up hindering of the suspension of 
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disbelief, the terminally slow story pacing, and the never-
ending feeling that if I hadn’t watched it from the 
beginning, I was not getting the full enjoyment of the story. 

Then came the revival of five or so years ago. Well, 
actually I still didn’t watch it. But then came Netflix 
Streaming and suddenly four series worth of New Who 
became available as well as three series of Torchwood. 
(Actually we started watching Torchwood first, not knowing 

it was a spinoff and then we found out Captain Jack was 
originally a companion character which got us curious 
enough to check out the new series.) 

Long story short, we started watching the Chris 
Eccleston run and got hooked. In my opinion, they 
had finally fixed a lot of what made Doctor Who feel 
inaccessible to me. The pacing seemed much tighter, the 
effects and aliens didn’t seem hokey and cheap, and most 
importantly, it didn’t seem to assume that you knew 30 
years of backstory. Then David Tennent came and 
replaced Eccleston and that was it. I became a Newbie 
Whovian. (Would that be “A Who-bie?”) 

Obviously, Kenny and Becker take on the roles of The 
Doctor and his cavalcade of  audience surrogates, sorry, 
companions. The Scouts from the Main Series take the 
roles of UN.I.T (or U.N.I.T. depending on how long 
ago we’re talking), with Matt being a fill in for Brigadier Sir 
Alistair Gordon Lethbridge-Stewart, so chosen since I 
figured Matt would approve at least some reference to 
classic Who (while I’m not huge on watching the older 
stuff, I have enjoyed reading up on the back story), and 
obviously the Perspectives cast is filling in for Torchwood. 

Well except for Proctor who was cast in place of 
Torchwood’s resident whipping boy, Ianto Jones. Oh, and 
why did I get to cast myself as the immortal omnisexual 
bad-ass Captain Jack replacement? Because I wrote the 
story. SI commandment #1 – author’s prerogative trumps 
all logic. 

Kenny’s Professor is an amalgamation of the three 
most recent Doctors, mostly the Tenth with bits and pieces 
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of the Ninth and Eleventh. Frankly, I really don’t think it 
matters which number they are, they all are chatty. 

  
 Matt Atanian Vs. The World 

Video game humor meets Romantic comedy.  If you 
haven’t see Scott Pilgrim Vs. The World then do so, with 
much haste. Also read the comic. Scott’s kinda a douche 
at times in it, but it’s still good. 

The question could be asked why I didn’t cast Story-
me in this little adventure, because like Scott Pilgrim, I too 
am a Bass playing gamer nerd with a sometimes dense 
lack of perception. Well, aside from wanting to give all 
three series representation in this story in relatively equal 
amounts, Nicole never had any ex-boyfriends, evil or 
otherwise, mentioned, and rather than create new cast 
members or badly recast other characters, especially 
when we already have this oft-mentioned but never-seen 
character of Rodney Kuntz to use, I decided to give Matt 
and Sarah the nod. 

 
 Becker’s Music Shop 

As viewers of any 80’s sitcom will tell you, there will 
inevitably come to be one of those episodes where two 
characters will accuse the other of not having it as bad as 
the other and therefore they agree to switch roles for a 
day/week/month/spinoff series and thus gain a greater 
appreciation for all the other has to deal with and longs for 
the return to their former status quo. 

Yeah, That’s not really what this story is about, but 
the preceding paragraph did kill about 15 seconds, so 
that’s something, eh? 

It’s basically a role-reversal story at heart, taking the 
premise that if Becker would be the assistant to Kenny in 
his Laboratory, then inevitably if Becker was the dominant 
character, Kenny would be his assistant at a music shop. 

Basically, it was an excuse to cram in a song 
reference, give story-me a rock star self-insert moment 
and pay homage to Eric Idle. Yeah, much like as was with 
Doctor Who, I can’t really claim to be the largest Monty 
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Python aficionado in the world. Oh sure, I’m familiar with 
most of the classic sketches and even proposed to my 
wife after seeing Spamalot on Broadway, but I couldn’t 

spout off episodes chapter and verse like some 
hardcore Pythonites. 

But it was a Pythoner that created one of my absolute 
favorite satires and this felt like a perfect opportunity to 
make a reference to Idle’s Mockmentary All You Need is 
Cash which chronicles the Pre-Fab Four, The Rutles.  As 

a Beatles fan I really enjoyed the spoof of the 
Liverpoolians (and indeed The Beatles themselves did as 
well, save for Paul McCartney whom was absolutely frosty 
to Idle for some time after its release). 

The song in question is Get Up and Go which was a 
parody of McCartney’s Get Back. It’s the only song 

from the movie not on the film’s soundtrack, mainly due to 
Idle taking Lennon’s advice to heart that McCartney would 
probably sue over how similar the two songs sounded if it 
was released on the album. 

 
 Girl Scouts ½ 

Ah, another staple idea of anyone wishing to explore 
alternative universes via writing fiction, that of the 
obligatory gender switch story/universe. If your characters 
are traveling around parallel universe, inevitable they’re 
gonna run into their female duplicate or a female version 
of some famous figure or find that women now are the 
more socially dominant sex or some other variation. 

Honestly, it’s a great tool to use when sci-fi TV writers 
need to take a week off after a prolonged bender. You 
don’t have to create any new characters. Just take all the 
existing characters and chango-presto, new character but 
with (or without) boobs! Time to hit the bars early. 

The biggest challenge isn’t coming up with a plot or 
dialogue (you just recycle those from a prior episode and 
account for the perceived gender roles and pronouns) but 
rather coming up with new names because your 
female/male duplicate would obviously still have a name 
exactly just like your own but, y’know, 
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feminized/masculinized to show the gender change. 
Seems like writers never consider that if such and such 
was born a different gender then most likely the parents 
would’ve chosen a new set of criteria of determining their 
name like picking a different relative to name them after or 
something else. 

Sliders had to go and ruin this cliché by naming Quinn 

Mallory’s female alternate Logan St. Clair. (her mother 
remarried and really, how the hell were they gonna 
feminize Quinn? Quinella? That sounds like a sandwich 
spread.) 

My mother’s maiden name is Courtemanche and 
originally, Nick was going to be dating, in his own words, 
‘a cougar’ but I don’t think that term was in the vernacular 
in 1997 so I went with the more classic ‘sugar mama.’ 

 
Neon Genesis Boy Scouts  

Finally, the grand finale of our virtual journey through 
the possible alternates. This, by itself, could’ve been 
published as its own story, and is the only segment that is 
a complete story by itself. When it came to this particular 
story, it didn’t feel right to skimp or simply gloss over the 
premise. I was too attached to this idea, and to not give it 
the attention I did, seemed like a sin. 

Matt and I are both Evangelion fans, and the series 
in question has always had a place in the BS½ Universe, 
be it the comical references to it in Main Series, to the 
using of it to bludgeon the reader over the head with it in 
Perspectives.  It’s an anime classic and even all these 

years later it still stands out on its own merits. 
I honestly can’t remember how the idea of Neon 

Genesis Boy Scouts got started, I remember having this 

idea for several years, but I can’t remember if I shared the 
idea with Matt and he thought to make reference to it in 
the Main Series or if he had his own ideas that just 
happened to coincide with my own. Through 13 years of 
conversations and friendship, details and the such tend 
to get muddled badly. 
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In any case, plot wise this story is largely based off an 
idea I had for a non BS½ story that involved telling what 
actually happened to NERV-01 and NERV-02 prior to the 
former’s destruction and the latter’s shipping off of Unit-03 
to Japan. The story was going to be about two brothers 
who were each chosen as pilot candidates and through 
the backdrop of the course of their sibling rivalry, the 
events of Evangelion were witnessed. 

As I was doing research on the story, I learned that 
NERV-01 was located in Massachusetts, so inevitably, I 
started picturing Kenny in the role of my main character 
and eventually, the story morphed into what you just read. 

Timeline wise, the events of this story should all 
fit. NERV-02’s destruction occurs after September 11th 
2015, (the Israfel attack) but  before December 31st, 2015 
(Third Impact), and also Kaji is not shot until after Bardiel 
takes control of Unit-03 and Shinji is forced to fight it. (Eva 
Wiki’s are great research material when you don’t want to 
sit down and watch 15 hours of TV and movies to 
reacquaint yourself with a timeline of events.) 

  
 Last thoughts: 

Okay, that’s all I got to say about this little exercise, 
unless Matt picked up the gauntlet I threw down to him 
when I sent this story off to him, challenging to expand 
segments or create segments of his own. In which case, 
I might have even more notes to add, but if not, then it’s 
time to see what Matt thinks and then stay tuned because 
I’ll be back with some more to say on an entirely different 
subject, so take it away Matt. 

 

 
 

Hmm? What? Oh! My turn, eh? 
First off, I should make clear that I consider Of Possible 

Futures as a single story. Much like The Lord of the Rings is 

a single novel that was divided into three parts for printing by 
the publisher, so was this story delivered by Jason as a single 
piece which was then split up by me. With the extreme length 
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of the piece, it made it easier to get it online in multiple parts. 
And I suspect it might make it easier for readers to digest at 
their own pace, by reading one or two parts at a time or 
plowing through the entire epic at once. 

As is probably obvious, I decided to take a cue from 
the framing device when placing the story on the website, 
which is why it is located in the Kenny's Laboratory 

section. But I don't consider this story to strictly be a 
"Kenny's Lab" story. Rather, it is a story encompasses the 
entirety of the Boy Scouts ½ Universe thus far. Characters 
and situations from the main series, Perspectives, and 
Kenny's Lab are all examined and reinterpreted in this 

text. And, of course, chronologically it can be placed 
during Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, given that Matt had 
obviously come from there when he made his appearance 
in the lab. So this story appears on the Kenny's Lab 

section of the website mainly for convenience. It needed 
someplace to go, so that is where it went. But in reality, 
this story is a "Boy Scouts ½ Universe" story. 

Now for some brief notes on some of the individual 
segments. 

In his notes for Encyclopedia Galactica, Jason 
wondered if a certain man named Douglas Adams might 
have had any inspiration on me. Well... It may not be a 
coincidence that the Girl Scout troop that the Porters 
belong to is Troop 42. And, if that is not enough evidence 
of my possible affections for the late Mr. Adams, then I 
present a photo of one corner of a room in my apartment, 
in which you might spot a picture frame containing a few 
Boy Scout patches that I designed back in the day. 

 

 
Original photo 

 
Enlarged detail 
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(Sadly, while a design for it exists, and I do still 
have it somewhere, the "Mostly Harmless" patch never got 
made...) 

When talking about Perspectives From the Training 
Ground of Cursed Springs, Jason speculates that there 

must be some reason that penguins make such frequent 
appearances in Boy Scouts ½. Well, as for Jason's curse, 

I suspect it may have something to do with a sporting 
team that is local to his real life residence. As far as my 
own love of these flightless aquatic water fowl, and why 
those same water fowl might also frequently torment my 
fictional avatar... Well, as I am not myself much into the 
world of sport, I cannot claim any connection there. In my 
case... it is just because penguins are awesome and 
adorable! (I suspect that if I had discovered the 
adorableness of bunnies before beginning Boy Scouts ½ 

that we may have had bunnies rather then penguins... but 
as I think about it, it is better that it was penguins, anyway, 
as they have the greater comedic potential.) 

Matt Atanian vs. The World! Interesting to have the 

infamous Rodney Kuntz make an appearance. However, I 
make no promises that, should he ever make a proper 
appearance, his characterization will be exactly as it was 
here. But don't take that as a knock against the canon 
status of this story. The Rodney here is obviously one 
from an alternate universe, and thus would not be identical 
to the "real" Rodney. 

I did make a slight addition to this segment, 
specifically adding Hughes's brief appearance. Hopefully 
Jason doesn't mind! But frankly, Scott's admission 
regarding Patel's e-mail that he skimmed it is made 
sublime mainly by Wallace's reaction, and thus this story 
needed a Wallace surrogate to make the same reaction to 
Matt's e-mail skimming. 

Girl Scouts ½. Poor, poor Gelinas. I'm not sure if 

Jason thought of this. Heck, I'm not sure if Jason even 
knows the pronunciation of Gelinas. But, given that it is a 
soft g rather then a hard g, I suspect that she might (even 
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if it was not mentioned in this story) have the nickname, 
"Jill-Jill." And I further suspect she doesn't like it. 

This segment featured another brief tweak of mine... 
Or rather, the response to this segment had a tweak. As 
Jason wrote it, he had Matt thinking of this universe's 
version of him as an evil twin because she liked hot tea. 
Given how often in fiction Matt has declared a love of iced 
tea, that reaction is a somewhat understandable 
assumption on the author's part. However, in truth I do 
quite enjoy hot tea as well! So much so that (while not 
completely above using bags if necessary) I can 
somewhat snobbishly prefer using loose leaf. So I 
changed Matt's reaction to one of being appalled at the 
use of a tea bag. Seemed to maintain the joke while not 
preventing fictional Matt from being able to enjoy a nice 
hot cuppa in a future tale. (In fact, the recently published 
Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, part 5 did have him doing so.) 

Finally, interesting that (unless the curses are also 
different in this universe, and it is hot water that changes 
one to their cursed form) Perfume is still female in this 
dimension. But hey, I see it as an interesting quirk. I 
suspect Kenny will be making a study of this. 

And lastly... Neon Genesis Boy Scouts. Jason 

couldn't quite remember where this idea originated, and 
was not even sure if he might have suggested it to me. 
Personally, I always thought it an idea of my own, 
although now Jason has put doubt in my mind. Did he 
suggest it to me at one point, which I have forgotten? Did I 
suggest it to him, and he has forgotten? Or did we think of 
it independently, because it is an awesome idea? 

Well, after all of these years I can no longer say which 
would actually be the truth. But I'll officially go with the last 
option, where we both independently had the idea. Seems 
to be the one that is kindest to everyone involved. 

So yeah... Neon Genesis Boy Scouts. Since the Boy 
Scouts ½ Universe is one that shares many similarities 

with this so called "real" one in which we live, then it 
stands to reason that if in 1997 I had had the inspiration to 
begin writing stories about myself and a group of friends 
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existing in a world in which an anime universe is reality 
then fictional-Matt would have had similar notions. But 
since in the Boy Scouts ½ Universe, Ranma ½ is not 

fiction, then obviously that could not be the tale from which 
fictional-Matt took his inspiration. So, what else was 
popular with anime fans in the late 90's? Why, Neon 
Genesis Evangelion, of course! 

And so, at one point it would be decided that, in 
universe, Matt had created a fan fic called Neon Genesis 
Boy Scouts. 

Now, not that I had ever written any of it, but I shall 
admit that I had thought a bit about it. I don't know if I ever 
shared any of these thoughts with Jason, but if I didn't, 
then I'd have to say he is a hell of a mind reader. Of 
course, I suppose since in Evangelion there was a branch 

of NERV in Massachusetts, that makes for a natural 
setting for Neon Genesis Boy Scouts. (Speculation says 

that this branch is likely attached to MIT, the 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Obviously, Jason 
ignored that part to place NERV-01 under the Church in 
the Acres. But one of the tweaks I made to this part of the 
story was to make a nod to that MIT connection, by stating 
that there was a diversionary public face of NERV located 
there to divert attention from the secret base under the 
church.) 

Anyway, the tone of this part gets quite dark... But 
hey, that is Eva! I never did detailed planning on Neon 
Genesis Boy Scouts (what, with never planning to actually 

write it) but I do rather think that the part of it that Jason 
wrote here would fit in quite well within the fan fic series. I 
should think that early parts of the story would be lighter, 
more comedic, and more fan-servicey. But then, as the 
series progresses, we would get to this point, and these 
events would take place. After this, there would be a few 
final stories in which the third impact occurs, great 
sacrifices are made, people die tragically, but somehow 
some of the youth (at the very least, Kenny, Bill Gelinas, 
and the Porter twins) after indulging in some major (and 
oddly animated) internal conflict, end up on a desolate 
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post-apocalyptic beach with an ocean of LCL (far down 
the shore from where Shinji decided he needs to choke a 
bitch). Or I suppose I could be a complete bastard and say 
that they're standing on the opposite side of the giant blue 
ball... But nah... 

I tried not to do too much tweaking to Of Possible 
Alternatives, wanting to leave it as much Jason's story as 

possible, but what tweaking did occur, a majority of it 
happened within Neon Genesis Boy Scouts. Even still, I'd 

say that my additions or changes make up at most 5% of 
the segment (probably less), and that the vast majority of 
the tale is still Jason's work. Hopefully he does not mind 
what minor changes I did make. 

As far as presentation goes, while it is very much part 
of the whole, I did think it would be fun to present Neon 
Genesis Boy Scouts as if it was somewhat stand alone. 
This is why the page that that part of Of Possible 
Alternatives is on has nothing else, no other alternatives 
and none of the framing story. Just pure Neon Genesis 
Boy Scouts. It even got its own title graphic (which is what 

I'd like to think the graphic is in-universe on fictional-Matt's 
fan fiction) and the usual Of Possible Alternatives titles 
were saved for the end of that segment. 

Anyway, enough from me for now. Jason has many, 
many more things to say! 

 
 

 
 

Thanks, Matt. 
Well, that’s it for the story, but I’m hoping you won’t 

mind sticking around for a little longer for what might be a 
little bit of self-indulgent writing. There are some thoughts 
I’ve been wanting to share for a while now, and with this 
story’s publication, it felt right to finally share them. So, 
please bear with me while I bare my thoughts… 
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So here we are, once again. Sitting on the cusp of 
another new decade, and perhaps it’s the new year and 
the new decade approaching, or perhaps it was Matt’s gift, 
or perhaps it’s just that I’m getting older, but the feeling to 
wax nostalgic has been growing strong, so let’s wax, shall 
we? 

[A quick note from Matt here! I may interject the 
occasional comment into these notes, which will be 
differentiated by being inside of square brackets like this. 
Now back, once more, to Jason! – Matt] 

Of Possible Alternatives is the 10th BS½ Universe 

story written by me that has been published by Matt (I 
don’t count Outlast, not only because it was de-published, 

but because it was a bad idea that should’ve stayed inside 
my brain and never escaped in the first place, so I’ve 
ret-conned it from my memories and by all means please 
feel free to do the same.) It’s a nice round number and 
unless I’m mistaken, only topped by Matt himself in terms 
of writing contributions toward the BS½ Universe. (So, 

y’know, go me. Yay!) 
And I feel proud that those contributions were not just 

limited to the spin-off series, Perspectives but also 
including things such as a chapter of the Kenny’s 
Laboratory saga and a side-story in the main series. I take 

some pride and satisfaction in that Matt thought well 
enough of my writing to allow me to spread myself across 
his universe and not just a single angst-filled corner filled 
with overly friendly people who smirk a lot. 

But more importantly, I feel blessed by the good 
friendship I share with Matt, one that’s lasted for 13 years 
and stood up to the usual peaks and valleys that all 
friendships tend to have, even more so with those who 
origins are born from the online world. Amazing as it 
sounds, but through all those years of friendship, the 
two of us have been in the same place at the same time 
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maybe less than a handful of times. In fact, of all 
the relationships that started through meeting online, only 
two survive as something other than “casual acquaintance.” 
One is my wife. The other is Matt.  

So where did it all start? How did a software clerk 
from southwestern Pennsylvania end up befriending an 
Assistant Scoutmaster in western Massachusetts and end 
up inflicting his scribbles upon this stranger’s literary 
universe? 

 
In the Beginning… 

 
In the far back ancient times of 1997, I was fresh out 

of high school and fresh into the great big grown-up world 
of college. It was a bright and exciting time and the whole 
world looked like a giant oyster ready to be shucked. 
(Shucked, I said Shucked; get your minds out of the 

gutter!) 
This time was particularly exciting as this was my first 

time with access to an actual decent internet connection, 
via the campus’ computer lab.  Up to that point in time, my 
online presence was limited to local run BBS’s (god, I feel 
like I’m dating myself so badly as half of you ask “What’s a 
BBS?”) and occasional emails shared through the old Blue 
Wave offline mail system. So now this whole new online 
world was opened before me, and much like an explorer 
landing on a new shore, I went into the unknown, unsure 
what I would find. 

At that time, my ‘otaku cred’ was non-existent. My 
otakuness was only 3 years in the making at that time and 
most of my exposure was limited to what Sci-Fi Channel 
offered during their once a year spurts, what I could rent 
from the local video stores, and by hunting down whatever 
anime I could from local comic shop, music stores, and the 
such (again, dating myself horribly.) So, now with this 
whole new world of information ready to be explored 
and having a noticeable hole in knowledge to fill, I dove 
into web’s online anime communities, coming back up for 
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air only to write term papers and generally not flunk out of 
college. 

In those heady days, when the web was wild and 
untamed, finding specific information or find specific 
communities, especially on subjects like anime or specific 
anime series, was like the colorblind man trying to find the 
one slightly off-white pebble in the quarry full of white 
stones. Information was so disorganized and scattered. 
Search engines were still in their early days and thus, not 
very useful. It was up to the fan community to organize 
itself and thus, sites like the Anime Web Turnpike (hereby 
referred to as the “AniPike”) were born. 

It was through the AniPike that I had decided to link 
my freshly formed and poorly organized anime fan fiction 
(as well as whatever else I could create) site, the now long 
lost to the fires of nothingness that claimed all 
of GeoCities, BoneparteOzaki’s Little Old-fashioned 
Interdimensional House of Horrors (The name 
‘BoneparteOzaki’ was my online alias for several years, 
inspired by Leona Ozaki’s personal mini-tank Boneparte 
from Dominion: Tank Police, the first anime I saw and 

actually knew that is was anime.) 
Once my site was linked under the listings for Fan-

fiction on the AniPike, I excitedly scrolled down the list to 
see my site’s still new and shining name on display for the 
whole world… and then I saw the name right after mine on 
the list – Boy Scouts ½. 

Boy Scouts meets… Ranma ½?  That’s an odd 
combination, I thought to myself.  I mean, I was a 

Scout myself until my sophomore year of high school and I 
must admit that I thought such a combo would seem to go 
together like chocolate and sushi. My curiosity was 
piqued, however, so I clicked, and I read, and I laughed. 

Honestly, it wasn’t the Ranma ½ elements that kept 
me reading through those early chapters (at the time I 
started, there were only four out with the fifth coming 
shortly after my first visit.)  It was the Scouting parts that 
grabbed hold of me and would not let go. At heart, despite 
all the curses and wacky cases of mistaken identities, 
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these were stories written by a guy who really enjoyed the 
Scouting experience and the friends he made because of 
it. The stories of summer camp and waterfront tag boards 
and dining halls and playing magic were so much like my 
own experiences (though, we only used  a dining hall my 
first year and we played D & D instead of Magic) and the 
friendships I had formed through scouting (included 
amongst them, my best friend Travis.) 

As I read those early stories, I said to myself, Here’s a 
guy who likes Anime, British comedy, Sci-fi, plays Magic: 
the Gathering, and seems to have a lot of interesting 
stories to tell. I bet this guy’s an interesting chap to get to 
know. After all, I like all those things and I think I’m pretty 
interesting. I should contact him and see if he’s really as 
interesting as he seems. So I did. I sent off an email telling 

him that I enjoyed the stories he was writing and how 
wonderfully familiar they seemed to my own experiences 
and that if he was ever interested in chatting with 
someone about it, then I was always looking for new 
friends and acquaintances. I think I then ended the email 
promising to regal him with a story in regards to my troop’s 
unfortunate run-in with a bear on a weeklong backpacking 
trek. (Hmmmm… hey Matt-kun, did I ever actually tell you 
that story or is that a 13 year old loose-end?) 

I don’t know if I was really expecting a reply, but 
nothing ventured, nothing gain, right? I did receive a reply 
and thus I replied back. Then I received a reply to the 
reply and thus replied again. Here we are, 13 years later, 
reflecting on a chance encounter. A chance encounter 
based off the alphabetical listings of two different anime 
fan-fiction websites. Synchronicity? Fate? Who can tell, 
but it’s been a hell of a ride so far. 

 
Joining the Team…  

 
About a year or two later, after several emails and 

finally meeting face to face at Otakon ‘99 in Baltimore, Matt 
found himself writing part 11.  I’m trying now to 
remember exactly how I got involved, so if my memory is 
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faulty, I’m sure Matt will interject and correct me. [You think 
my memory is any better? Ha! --Matt] I do believe the 
discussion centered around malls, seeing as I was working 
at one at the time. I think at one point, I sent off a snippet of 
a scene involving Ryoga’s encounter with those 
sometimes indecipherable mall directory signs and, for the 
hell of it, wrote in a character witnessing Matt and Carolyn’s 
reaction to Ryoga’s explosive depression. This character, a 
sales clerk working at the Electronics Boutique by the name 
of Jason, was me of course. Honestly, I wasn’t really 
expecting Matt to use the entire scene as written, especially 
not my little self-insert, but he did and in that moment, Story-
me was born. 

But Story-me had company and they were Story-John 
Hoelscher and Story-Fenny Lin, two other members of the 
Cruel Angels Mailing List [CAML(pronounced “Camel”)], 
who made cameos as other mall employees whom 
Matt and Carolyn encountered during that faithful trip. As 
soon as I saw this, the seed was planted. He had just 
created an ensemble cast who shared a common thread, 
that of being mall employees. Why, if such employees are 
encountering exploding mall directories and cursed 
shoppers, what else and who else could this plucky trio 
encounter? What perspective of Part 11’s events would 
these non-cast members offer? I mean, it was akin 
to giving Fortinbras an entire 10 minute soliloquy. Or 
writing an entire back story for the Greek Chorus. 

And that term, ‘Perspective’, just stuck in my 
head. Thus, when I finally started putting this idea down 
on paper, I titled it A Perspective From the Food 
Court, which was then changed to Perspectives From the 
Food Court to account for the fact that there was more 

than just one character. I then opened this story as such: 
“This is a work of complete and total fiction. Well, 

most of it is…well, actually none of it is. The names and 
places mentioned haven't been changed because no one 
was innocent. The events mentioned happen during Boy 
Scouts ½, part 11: Matty's New Wardrobe? Shopping 
Spree from Hell. The characters in focus are thought to 
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be mere extras, but as this story unfolds, it is revealed that 
it is in fact they who are the true heroes of this world. 

“Now, without further ado, I present part 11.5 of Boy 
Scouts ½…” 

 
As far as introductions go, there have probably been 

others that were more egotistical and non-sequiturial, 
but probably not many. But it was a beginning and more 
importantly, there was a story that actually followed it. And 
after that story was done, another sprang to mind, so I 
wrote it and sent it off, and much like what happens when 
you feed the bear, Matt was now stuck with me.  

Matt then made the most grievous of errors - he 
suggested a trilogy.  Matt should’ve known better, really. 
After all, we were both Doug Adams fans, and for Doug 
Adams fans, a trilogy means no fewer than five stories. It 
also created something special: From what Matt had 
dubbed “the world’s most gratuitous self-insertion fan-fic” 
had now spawned “the world’s most gratuitous self-
insertion spin-off.”  It was a title I planned to live up to. 

I’ve written before about why I went the direction I did 
with parts 3 through 5, in the author’s notes in those 
stories, and this is more about retrospective and new 
insights not previously known, so I’m not going to 
rehash those points.  If you are interested, they’re all there 
in the now dusty archives that make up the Perspectives 
page on the BS½ Universe website. 

 
A Matter of Character… 

 
Matt’s choice of characters for addition to Part 11 was 

not without it’s own set of problems. If I was to write this 
story, these were the characters I was going to have to 
use and later, when the story starting getting more in 
depth and not just based on the fact that these three 
worked in a mall, these were the characters I was going 
to have to develop. 

As said before Matt had chosen John and Fenny 
because they, like myself, had been members of CAML 
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with Matt. At Otakon ’99, Matt had come down to attend 
his first anime con, at which I think he ended up sharing a 
room with me, Travis, and another pair of friends, whose 
names unfortunately escape me at this time. It was here 
that Matt finally met John, whom I was friends with, having 
met the year before, and Fenny, whom, and let’s be 
honest, I think Matt was completely smitten with. (Don’t 
worry Rachel, I think that phase has long passed, so no 
worries.) [I was at most, I would say, "toyfully smitten," 
never having any serious ambitions. It was more one of 
those fun to joke about "what if?" things. -- Matt] 

While, the three of us weren’t the only characters to 
play a role in Perspectives, we were the 

primary players. So, I would like to take a moment to 
discuss them. I’ll exclude myself because, frankly, this 
whole things is pretty much a behind the scenes of me. 

  
John Hoelscher 

John is a man, whom I would call one of my best 
friends. We met at Otakon ’98 by chance. It was my first 
anime con and I was still unsure what exactly to expect. 
Then, this guy wearing a blue suit, looking surprisingly like 
Katsuhiko Jinnai of El-Hazard fame, came up to 

me holding a camera and asked that all important 
question, “Who are you supposed to be?” 

Now, for those reading, I will now give as best a 
description of what I looked like at that moment as I can. I 
was wearing black jeans, black shoes, a long-sleeved 
black shirt, a quarter of my face was painted black and I 
carried a black walking stick. My hair was sprayed silver. I 
was not cosplaying a character, but rather as a character 
type. I was the background character from all those space 

operas, that poor soul who would look up from the 
console, turns to whoever was in charge and 
shouts, “Captain/Commander/whatever, they’re firin…” at 
which point, the ship would explode and he would be 
dead. I was, in essence, a Generic Space Pirate. So, that 
was what I told John. 
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He looked at me, arched an eyebrow and took a step 
back, “I’ll take your picture, anyway.” And he did and then 
just as soon as we had met, he ran off to capture others 
on film. As fate would have it, it would not be our only 
encounter that day. 

Later that day, Travis, our mutual friend Jason (yes, 
another Jason, and yes, it did make group conversations 
confusing, especially since we both preferred to be called 
Jay), and myself decided to participate in the con’s 
Live Action Role Playing (LARP). The premise of this 
LARP was that we would each take various anime 
character roles and acting together or against each other 
we would solve the various problems the game master 
would throw at us over the three day weekend and during 
the twice daily large group sessions. I had gotten in early 
and had decided to choose the role of Makoto Mizuhara 
from El-Hazard, which was still open and 

available. Soon enough, I was accosted, in character, by 
the character who would be my adversary for much of the 
weekend, that being Katsuhiko Jinnai, who was being 
played, and to perfection might I say, by John. 

Thus, that entire weekend I found myself playing 
against this man, and we started to play off each other 
more and more, with me finally foiling him before the 
grand climax. In fact, the final scene for the game was 
Jinnai chasing Makoto across the DC Mall, cursing him for 
foiling his evil scheme (and the group picture taken 
afterward shows him attempting to ‘strangle’ me).  It was a 
lot of fun, but more importantly, we found ourselves talking 
when we weren’t ‘in character’ and got to realize we had a 
lot in common. We swapped emails and websites and as 
soon as we returned to normal society, we kept in touch. 

Ten years later, I was standing next to him as his best 
man at his wedding to a wonderful woman and friend 
named Nicole. Eighteen months after that, he stood with 
me as a groomsman at mine as I married a wonderful 
woman by the name of Sarah. Funny how life is, ain’t 
it? (Rachel, not to put any undue pressure on you or 
anything, but if you do one day plan to make an honest 
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man out of Matt, can you please change your name 
to Kirstin? The coincidental irony would be, quite frankly, 
flippin’ awesome.)  [Uueweh! -- Rachel] [Yeah, that's not 
bloody likely... She wants to keep her last name, it 
isn't likely she's changing her first one! Sorry, Jason. -- 
Matt] 

So, you would think that a man I was as close to as 
him would provide easy material to write for, right? Not 
quite. Remember, when Part 11 came out, we had only 
known each other about a year. So, most about what I 
knew was more based on the present John I knew at the 
time and only a few details of his past, which were spun 
and extremely exaggerated for story purposes. 

The three personalities vying for control? Well, that 
has no basis in reality. John’s about as sane as you 
or me. Okay, that’s an outright lie, but he does not suffer 
from Multiple Personality Disorder. The three personalities 
idea was based off John’s, at the time, 
obsessive cosplaying style. John could really get into a 
character and when he got into a character, he got into the 

character. At Otakon ‘98, and for pretty much his entire 
cosplay career, he was Jinnai. At Katsucon ’99, he was 
Shinji Ikari. 

What about Touga Kiryuu?  Well, at the time of writing 
Perspectives part 4, John was extolling the awesomeness 
of Revolutionary Girl Utena, particularly how awesome 
Touga was. Knowing John, I assumed that meant another 
costume was forthcoming so that became the basis for the 
third personality. So when did he cosplay as 
Touga? Never. He never made the costume. As I said, life 
can be funny. 

Touga-John was always a pain to write, because I 
never actually saw Utena.  All I knew was from what John 

told me and from what I could gather from character art. 
Even all these years later, I still have only watched a few 
episodes of that particular series so if I had to write him as 
a character it still wouldn’t be much better than what I 
understood back then, a sort of elitist upper-crusty-type 
guy who also fences in some sort of weird end of the world 
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sword fighting club. (I would like to point out for future 
generations that I might be the first person to coin the 
phrase ‘upper-crusty-type guy’.) 

If I could go back in time, I might’ve talked to John 
more about his character and gotten his take on things 
before expanding his scenes in Perspectives, part 4. I 
think at that time I was too excited to get new material 
written that I didn’t want to be slowed down by such 
things, and that was probably a mistake, and not the last 
one I’ve made. 

  
Fenny Lin  

The Bouncy One. Wherever did that title come 
from? Oh yes, now I remember. I think it stemmed from 
our first meeting of which this Asian girl wearing a black 
mini-skirt with a white blouse and stockings skipped 
over to me and Matt and said more or less the following, 
“Hi, I’m Fenny. I bounce.” And she then proceeded to do 
as such. It does leave an impression, and I do think it left 
one on Matt. 

I wish I could say I’ve got a long retrospective on 
Fenny where I can regale you all with stories of a long 
friendship, much like I have with John. I can’t. After 
that convention, I maybe spoke to her maybe twice more 
and only saw her maybe a handful at times at conventions 
in the years that immediately followed. Honestly, even 
when we did talk, it wasn’t much more than fandom chit-
chat. I really didn’t get to know her and I don’t think I 
probably ever will now. 

That’s other side of life being funny. That’s okay, 
though. It doesn’t fill me with regret or anything. Though, it 
did and still does make writing her as a character 
tougher because I don’t have much to build off of. That’s 
one of the reasons I kinda put her on a bus at the end of 
the first Byte. It just made it easier if I ever planned to do a 
follow-up. (Of course that all changed when Matt wrote 
Byte Two and then I started Byte Three.) Honestly, I’m 
more attached to the memories of Story-Fenny than I am 
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of the real Fenny and that might be a bad thing to say, but 
it’s the honest thing to say. 

The whole goddess thing was, as Matt speculated 
then, inspired by Ah! My Goddess! which is another one of 

those anime references that I made without actually have 
seen the series, but mainly pieced together from general 
synopses and overviews. The concept of her actually 
being a death goddess was a later decision I made as I 
began writing Part 5. Honestly, it was an idea I should’ve 
taken more time developing and I kinda pounded it into the 
plot like a square peg into a round hole. 

As a side note, I ended up taking the basic plot a 
Grim Reaper deciding to quit and become a goddess of 
love and turned it into a script for a film writing class in 
college. The name of the film’s female love interest for the 
poor male our Grim Reaper is trying to set up? That would 
be ‘Nicole Porter’, whom is saved from a pair of 
racists attackers by the male romantic interest. Yeah, I do 
recycle material from time to time. 

Now, back to Fenny. Her two ‘sisters’ Sonyarina and 
Jordiko are actually based on two friends of Fenny’s whom 
I noticed hanging out with her during the cons I saw 
her at. Their names were Jordi and Sonya and I still have 
a picture of all three dressed as the Powerpuff Girls, which 
is what inspired me to add them to the story. Much like 
Fenny, I never really got to know them very well. I pretty 
much made up their last names in Part 9, but since they 
were supposed to be aliases, I suppose that’s okay, right? 

If I had to do it over, would I still have included her the 
way I did? Probably. As I said, I do tend to think of Fenny 
Lin as the Story-Fenny and not as the person whom I 
used to know all those years ago, and as she never 
complained (at least to me) about her portrayal, I suppose 
it was okay. If push ever came to shove, I could always go 
back and ret-con the character’s name. Again, that's 
probably a dick thing to say, but this is me being honest, 
and I can be a dick sometimes. 
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Ty  
    Ty was an original character created by me. 
Actually, you can say that he was the original character 

created by me since he’s the one character from my stable 
of stories who seems to show up, no matter what I’m 
writing. Below is an excerpt about Ty from my 2001 
Honor’s Thesis Project: 

 
“Ty is a character who was created by me in 

the fall of 1998 and since his creation, he has 
found a way into almost all my short stories and 
creative efforts.  He is never the same exact 
character in each story, though almost every time 
I have redefined him, a few characteristics have 
remained constant: His physical appearance is 
almost always the same and he is almost 
always a being of some supernatural origin. 

 “Appearance-wise, Ty is loosely based on a 
member of my thesis committee, Dr. Michael 
Slaven. At the time I created this character, I was 
also attending two of Dr. Slaven’s classes and his 
appearance at the time seemed to be a rather 
perfect match for the type of character Ty was, 
especially in terms of body type, hair and facial 
hair. 

“The other consistent characteristic of Ty is 
that he is often a representative of some 
supernatural element.  He has been an agent of 
a group of ancient beings who use him for 
the purpose of searching down young women 
and bringing these girls to these ancient beings 
for their insidious purposes.  He has also been a 
part of a deity-based bureaucracy with the 
purpose of hunting down ‘rogue’ gods and 
goddesses who break established rules. For 

this story Ty is a Japanese Oni, a group of 
goblins/demons known for their tendency to 
cause mischief and misery. 



 

   739 

“Ty is almost always a traveler and often 
finds himself amazed at human behavior 
and interaction. Indeed, he seemed to be a 
perfect fit when I needed to have someone listen 
to Marcus’ story in the bar. Ty, a traveler 
and supernatural being, is a character Marcus 
can actually relate to because Marcus is also a 
traveler with a supernatural backgroud. Because 
of this unspoken bond, Marcus feels much more 
comfortable relating his tale and vocalizing his 
feelings, something Marcus as a character needs 
since Trevor is no longer with him to act as a 
balance.” 
 
Ty is a character whom I’ve always felt could be 

something special and as such, every time I resurrect him 
for a new story, I seem to flesh him out just a 
bit more. The Perspectives version is still pretty rough, but 
he was slated for some pretty big things in Byte Three 
which I think would’ve moved him more into the spotlight. 

 
Story-me Vs. Real Me  

Yeah, I know I said wasn’t going to focus on myself in 
this section, but there was points I wanted to make and 
there really wasn’t a better place to segue them in. People 
might actually wonder exactly how close to real life is the 
depiction of myself represented by story-me. That’s a hard 
point to address because in many ways the depiction is 
very exaggerated and in others it’s very close to home. 

Story-me has never been a static character in that I 
wrote him and said, “This is me as I was 
circa-1997.” Honestly, it probably would’ve been better if I 
had did that because, in ways, the fluid nature of the 
character has tendencies to create contradictions and 
glaring plot holes. Story-me has almost always been more 
representative of who I was at the time of writing the story 
he was in. Since I constantly change and grow as a 
person, so does the character, which, as said before, can 
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complicate things when the story is supposed to only take 
place in a period of one year between 1997 and 1998. 

Even the character’s age is mangled. Story-me is 20 
years old. In 1997, I wasn’t 20 years old but rather I was 
actually 18. I wrote the story in 1999 and thus when I 
inserted myself into the story I pretty much just used my 
current age almost unconsciously. Honestly, if there was 
one thing I could go back and ret-con in those older 
stories, it would be that. As I said in the part 3, an age 
difference between romantic partners doesn’t bother me, 
but I think Jason and Nicole’s dating each other would 
seem more kosher if it was an 18 year old college 
freshman dating a high school junior with only a 2 year 
age gap. It just feels a little less skeezy, but then again 
maybe that’s just current, older me talking. A 31 year old 
married guy who worries about things like life insurance 
and house buying not feeling as comfortable with the 
decision I had made back when I was college me. 

The other issues that tend to crop up is that since 
story-me is representative of the person I was at the time, 
suddenly the character displays new interests almost 
overnight. My wife told me that within the Harry Potter fan-
fic community this phenomenon is known as the 
“Pepperjack Cheese Syndrome.” It’s where the author 
suddenly finds a liking for something and therefore, now a 
character likes the same thing, often to the point of 
bludgeoning the audience over the head that said 
character likes this thing. The story in question where this 
syndrome was named, basically featured a story where 
Hermione raved about and ate almost nothing 
but Pepperjack Cheese during the course of the seemingly 
uncheese-related story. 

Now that I’ve brought up this point, I’m sure some 
people (i.e. Matt) might be able to look back and point out 
the obvious cases of this occurring. Part 1’s wrestling 
daydream sequence was one as well as the reference to 
ECWCWWF’s Extreme Thunderous Attitude (though to be 
fair, wrestling games were extremely popular at that time 
and thus part of the reference was time-frame 
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appropriate). The references to DDR in the later parts 
were another. Even the story you just read doesn’t escape 
this phenomenon as Real Life-Me only starting playing 
bass guitar two years ago (though since it is a parallel 

universe, I think that one at least gets more of a pass than 
some of the others.) 

So, while going back and reading some of these 
stories can be induce cringes in myself for lack of 
consistency about the characters, I also find them 
interesting as I can use them as a time capsule image to 
look back on myself at that time, abet a slightly distorted 
and exaggerated time capsule image. 

Oh, and to finally answer the question that might be 
on your minds as to whether or not I actually smirk as 
much as Story-me would seem to indicate. Unfortunately, 
yes. I’m one of those few people not really blessed with a 
good poker face, so I tend to smirk, a lot. Yes, it has 
gotten me in trouble more often than I would care to admit. 

 
Seriously, what is the deal with Penguins? 

 
Ah, the Penguin references. What is me and Matt’s 

seeming affection for these flightless waterfowl? It’s not 
like we live anywhere near the Antarctic to witness these 
creatures at play. So what is with all the Penguin 
references? 

And of course, by “all” I mean, um, three. Well, three 
and a fourth that was left on the cutting room floor, but 
they’re there and there’s a reason for them. Well, at least 
there’s a reason when I do it. 

I’m from Southwestern Pennsylvania, which is most 
identified by the city of Pittsburgh (I actually now do live in 
the city proper, having moved there to make my fortune 
around 2005). Pittsburgh is mainly known for once being 
home of most of the nation’s steel manufacturing, 
having the most bridges of any US city, second in the 
world only to Venice, and of course the long and storied 
sports history. 
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One of my longstanding loves is that of pro hockey 
and that love is expressed in my near obsessive fandom 
of the local team, the Pittsburgh Penguins. Seriously, my 
cubical is like a shrine to the flightless birds and in the 
office I’m widely regarded as “The Penguins Guy.” My 
wife, she of the most infinite patience which I am forever 
grateful for, will testify that when the Pens won their third 
Stanley Cup championship, I proceeded to run around the 
apartment like a spaz, stopping mainly to pick her up and 
spin her around in celebration. So, yeah, I like hockey. 

Heck, even Matt made a reference to this in a story 
he penned, though he misunderstood the reference when 
he wrote it.  There’s a scene in Perspectives part 8 in 

which John asks Lina out on a double date. When he’s 
successful, story-me congratulates him by saying “He 
Shoots and Scores!” while pantomiming a basketball 
shot. Matt got the line from our email conversations in 
which I would use it tell him he nailed a scene or story, but 
I think he associated it with Basketball (and 
that’s understandable considering the Basketball Hall of 
Fame is in Springfield) but when I was using it, it was 
actually a reference to the common Hockey play by play 
call when a goal is scored (and if I mimicked Hockey Hall 
of Famer and Legendary Penguins Play by Play Man, 
Mike Lange, it would be more like 
“HEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE SHOOTS AND 
SCOOOOOOREEEESSSSS!!!”)  

So mystery solved.  As for why Matt makes so many 
references to Penguins, I have no clue. I think he might 
just be really weird. Matt, want to clear up the mystery 
once and for all? [Yeah, I kind of actually already 
addressed that in my notes above! So, there ya' go. -- 
Matt] 

 
On Finally Getting the Last Word…  

 
In a friendship that’s lasted 13 years, there’s been 

remarkably little conflict. Oh sure, there’s been 
disagreements from time to time regarding such and such 
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scene or the tone of such and such story, but nothing 
where we couldn’t eventually come to a compromise or at 
least an understanding. 

Well, except that one time… 
A decade ago, I wrote my only actual side-story in the 

main series (excluding the one you’ve just read) that didn’t 
turn into a full blown spin-off, called Girls’ Night Out, 
Guys’ Night In. Matt’s inclusion of it in the hardbound BS 

½ omnibus brought a warm feeling to the heart as well 
as the memory of the one time I vehemently disagreed 
with Matt back to the forefront of my mind. 

Now, first off, Matt did include the scene in question in 
the story without any major revisions, for which I am 
thankful. I didn’t want this little retrospective to paint Matt 
as some sort of editorial Ogre who forced his will on the 
poor writing staff. When something of mine had been 
edited or revised, I usually agreed in the end that it was for 
the best and Matt’s always taken my opinions into 
consideration before finalizing changes. 

So, why this time in particular so stuck in my 
memory? Ah, well, after the story went online, I was 
reading the final version as well as one of my favorite 
aspects of writing for Matt, his editor’s notes. Well, for this 
particular story, the notes were as follows: 

 
“Over all, this was a good story and I 

enjoyed it immensely. There is still one slight 
thing that, unfortunately, bothers me… 

“Jason letting Kenny win. 
“I’m not saying that Jason-kun wouldn’t do 

that, I’m saying he wouldn’t have to. 
“He wouldn’t even have to loan Kenny one of 

his decks. 
“Kenny may be socially awkward, but under 

that hides a mind far exceeds that of a normal 
human. His genius allowed him to fully 
comprehend the game mechanics, after all, after 
only reading the rulebook. (My mediocre skills at 
the game, just to give you a comparison, only 
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came about after a summer of intense tutelage at 
the hand of the Aberts.) Kenny’s mind is capable 
of such tactical genius that he would be able to 
play against anyone. Pit Kenny against a 
master player of the game using any deck they 
wish. And Kenny would win at the game using 
only any random starter deck! 

“Of course, there is a rationalization we 
could use to explain this. Perhaps Kenny wasn’t 
playing to his full abilities for the same reasons 
that young Clark Kent wasn’t on the 
Smallville Football Team… He was simply hiding 
his abilities. 

“In closing, even if it did provide me with a bit 
of a headache, I know that any re-writes Jason 
did he’d rather not have done, and in fact I would 
have been happy to have left the story alone, 
except Jason didn’t wish the story to be non-
canonical. Thanks, Jason-kun, for the wonderful 
story! I’m glad we were able to work everything 
out in the end.” 
 
See what he did there? It’s positively a bit of editorial 

insidiousness of Machiavellian proportions. Mind you, this 
was written by Matt after much debate in which other 
revisions had been made prior to the story’s publication. 
Yeah, the scene survived and it survived as written, but 
even still, he had to go and get the last word in on the 

subject, knowing that there would be no more debate now 
that it was officially online. 

That’s Snarfinkle kind of insidiousness. 
So, what’s a guy to do a decade after the fact? Why, 

not let it go and get the final word on the subject, of 
course. Okay, not really.  It’s not really a final word on the 
subject if Matt so chooses to not let it be, but I would like 
to finally have the chance to present my 
counterargument to Matt’s points on the subject. 

Ahem. 
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I had played my fair share of Magic: The Gathering, 
as well as other collectible card games, and almost all of 
them share three important elements when it comes to 
winning the game. 

 
1. Strategy 
2. Deck Building 
3. Luck  

 
You almost will never win a game without 

the presence, even in the smallest amount, of all three 
elements. You can have a great strategy to win, but if you 
don’t have the cards necessary to pull it off you will 
lose. You can have all the best cards, but if you have no 
strategy to tie them together you will lose. And if you lack 
both a cohesive deck strategy and the cards to make it 
work, your luck will have to be so high that it would give 
the appearance of cheating to everyone else. Conversely, 
even if you do have the right cards for the deck, and 
you’re a strategic mastermind, if your luck is non-existent 
then you’ll never draw the cards you need for them to be 
any use to you. 

And really, that is the main point of the deck building 
phase of the game. You have developed a strategy to win 
the game a particular way, so in turn you will want to load 
the deck with the specific cards necessary to make that 
strategy work and you will want to build the deck in such a 
way as to maximize the probability that you will draw those 
cards in a timely fashion so they are of some use to you.  
In essence you’re boosting your own luck.  That’s almost 
why you never saw extremely large decks win major 
tournaments because they almost never drew the right 
cards when they were needed. 

Then there’s the whole issue of fact that the creators 
of Magic during that time were not nearly as concerned 
with things such a game balance as they are now. By the 
time I came into the game, a couple years too late 
unfortunately, there were a collection of out of print and 
extremely expensive cards that were so powerful and that 
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were so mind boggling useful that any deck that contained 
some or all of them had a distinct and tangible advantage 
over decks that did not. If you faced a player and you were 
both playing the same strategy, but he built his deck with 
the more powerful and expensive versions of the cards 
while you were using the cheaper, more balanced, and 
more available versions, you would most likely lose 
because your opponent was able to pull off his 
strategy faster and more effectively. The only real hope 
you had was that luck was on your side and that you drew 
the cards you needed and that he was not drawing his, so 
while it was possible to win, it was more based on luck 
rather than any real skill. 

So, while Kenny’s skills were never in question in 
regards to this story, he was at an obvious disadvantage 
while playing with the other players because the only 
cards he were a pre-made starter deck which were 
balanced and built to play against other pre-
made starters. If a player was using one and had not done 
any modifications to enhance it, he would find 
playing against players with access to a wider variety of 
cards held a tremendous advantage over them. 

As Virtual Albert Einstein told Virtual Stephen 
Hawking, “All the quantum fluctuations in the universe will 
not change the cards in your hand.” 

So, yeah, Kenny could very well best most master 
players simply based on his tremendous mind, he’d still be 
hard pressed to pull out a victory if his opening hand 
consisted of say, four non-swamp land cards, a Giant 
Growth, a Baron Sengir, and a Colossus of Sardia. He’d 
be really, REALLY hard pressed to pull out the win if, after 
drawing those cards, his opponent plays two Moxes, 
a Black Lotus, a land, a Lightning Bolt, a Llonowar Elf, 
then a Wheel of Fortune, then plays two more Moxes, 
followed by a Time Walk and then proceeds to uses 
the six to none mana advantage to cast a few nice sized 
creatures on that free turn. That’s not as an extreme of an 
exaggeration as I wished it was. If you went to enough 
tournaments in the nineties, the tournaments were 
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dominated by what were coined as “Briefcase Guys.” Their 
main strategy consisted of a briefcase of cash and 
whatever the best cards at the time were. It’s pretty much 
why I stopped playing competitively and only played 
casually with friends. 

But let’s get away from discussion of deck 
manufactured luck for a moment and get to the heart of 
the matter. Jason letting Kenny win. Matt makes a good 
point that Jason wouldn’t have to let Kenny win and that’s 
very true, but at that point in time, Jason doesn’t regard 
Kenny as an equal. 

He’s only just met him and what he sees is a young, 
slightly socially awkward kid playing at a distinct 
competitive disadvantage. He doesn’t know that this kid 
has all these incredible gifts.  He just sees something 
unfair and he wants to level the playing field. 

And while the playing field has been evened 
up, Kenny just had the bad luck in playing a multiplayer 
game against Jason’s specific deck. As I said in the story, 
the deck wasn’t the most victorious deck ever created, but it 
did have an advantage in multiplayer games that had gone 
long. If Jason got his ‘wall’ down, players could still find 
ways to damage him, but usually did so at the risk of 
making themselves open to attacks by the other players, so 
most people would rather opt to attack the other players 
first and go after that deck last, which is pretty much what 
happened to Kenny and by the time he had to no longer 
worry about attacks from the other players, it was too late in 
the game to break down the ‘wall’ Jason had erected. 

And when it got to that point, Jason let Kenny win, 
because, again, he didn’t see Kenny as an equal yet. He 
thought he was doing a nice thing.  When Kenny confronts 
him, he doesn’t say “I’m a frickin’ genius who has access 
to a transdimensional gateway, so lay off the pity, 
asshole.” He rather makes it known that he knew that 
Jason had let him win and quite pointedly. If the pair had 
played again, one on one, on an even playing field, then 
there was no doubt in my mind that Kenny would’ve wiped 
the floor with him. 
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I probably could’ve done a much better part of 
conveying that last part, so that’s on me as a writer. In any 
case, that was the sum of my argument that I’ve wanted to 
make these last ten years. Thank you for indulging me on 
that rather lengthy rant. 

[Matt's last word: "Tpppphhhhh!" -- Matt] 
 

So, where do we go from here?  
 
So, we’re coming to an end of this retrospective and 

now comes the big question – Why?  What is the point of 
this whole exercise if I’m just going to go back into the 
perpetual ether and not come back for another two or 
three years? That is the point, I’m not. 

There’s been this feeling inside me for some time and 
I wasn’t sure what it was. I couldn’t put into words what it 
was and why it was there. It was just this sort of general 
discontentment that I couldn’t shake no matter how many 
wonderful things had come into my life. I was finally able 
to solve that mystery. I know the source of that feeling 
and, more importantly, what had to be done. It was 
unfinished business and the only way to solve unfinished 
business is to finish it. 

I thought I could leave Perspectives behind and go 

onto to other bigger projects, to finally go out and write 
that Great American Novel that everyone talks about and, 
as I found out, when I tried, I just found myself frustratingly 
stopped by writer’s block. It seemed like the only time I 
could get any writing done it was when I was working in 
the BS½ Universe. As I kept returning back to do things 
like Kenny’s Lab or other stories, it was simply a placebo 
for what I really needed. I needed to finish Perspectives. 

It has sat unfinished, on a cliffhanger, for several years 
now and, without even realizing it, that fact was eating at 
me. 

I had tried to finish it, honestly, but some things 
happened to kill the momentum. At one point, I had 
planned to scrap all the remaining chapters and write one, 
long final chapter to tie up the loose ends and possibly 
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leave the door to tie in with Matt’s in Japan chapters of the 

Main Series (Matt himself ended up doing the same thing 
with the Kenny’s Laboratory series, scrapping planned 

chapters for one long finale.) 
I wrote about 20 pages of material and then a 

computer crash killed them deader than corduroy. They 
were gone and there were no back-ups to be found.  It 
was a crushing blow that I pretty much never recovered 
from. 

And even if I had recovered, a new thing happened - 
Life. Life had changed a lot from the days I originally wrote 
and conceived the Third Byte of Perspectives. The Travis 

and Charlotte wedding that was supposed to be the 
background for that series suddenly became a 
complication. Trav and Charl, a couple that was so long 
term they should’ve qualified as common-law, broke up 
messily, and it burned some bridges within our social 
circle. It felt very wrong to move forward with that idea, but 
I had already established it in Part 10, it wasn’t like I could 
just ignore that particular plot point. 

Then there was my own relationship. I’m married to a 
most wonderful woman, a person whom I treasure more 
than anything on God’s green Earth, and to suddenly to 
write about this other version of me proclaiming love for 
another girl, even a fictional one, seemed to border on 
being unfaithful. I was so afraid of to do that to her that I 
thought it better to bury it rather than finish it. 

Ultimately, it took time and personal reflection to learn 
some things. One of those is that my heart belongs to 
Sarah and nothing could ever make it betray her, 
especially not the world of fiction. I had allowed self-doubt 
and baseless fears push me into a corner instead 
of confronting them. Well, that ends now. If I can’t put up 
that mental barrier between the real world and fiction then 
I can’t call myself a writer, and despite all my faults, I do 
call myself that. I’m going to do what writers do – F’n write. 

[I can sympathize here a bit... When I began Boy 
Scouts ½, I was very much a single person. Thus, it was 
safe to think of fictional me longing for a made up character. 
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(And, of course, I masochistically made it so that that 
fictional character wanted nothing to do with the fictional 
me!) But now, I have someone, and am quite happy with 
her! On one hand, it is odd to write about "me" going after 
someone who isn't Rachel. But on the other, the "me" in 
question is the fictional Matt, who after all these years 
has become rather more separate an entity from the "real" 
me then he was when I began this venture... So even if it is 
odd on one level, fortunately it is a separation I can make! -- 
Matt] 

As I said before Of Possible Alternatives is the 
10th story (hopefully) published by Matt here on the BS½ 
Universe. It is, however, not the 10th story written. It is 

actually the 11th. There’s a story that has sat incomplete 
for two years and that’s where my immediate attention is 
turned toward. Matt, that is my Christmas present for 
you. I’m going to finish In Japan part 4 and finally 

complete the Neko-Haten scene that has tormented us 
both for so long. It was wrong of me to dump my writers 
block on your doorstep like an abandoned baby in a 
basket and I am going to make it up to you. [No worries, 
Jason! Although, on my end... sorry for this story having 
been delayed for so long... and thus it actually is the 11th 

in publication order, as well! -- Matt] 
As the Afro’d one once told you, Matt, “Continue.” I’m 

going to make sure you can. 
And after I finish In Japan part 4, I’m going to take 

a short break to gather up my notes and ideas and then 
I’m going to finally finish Perspectives. It’s not a plan or 

a hope or a desire. It’s what is going to happen. 
I’m not under the delusion that vast groups of people 

have waited with bated breath for me to complete this 
series. I’m not even sure if anyone else will read it aside 
from Matt and myself. But y’know what? I’m cool with 
that. I want to finish it because it’s what I need to do and if 
anyone else takes enjoyment from it, then that’s just icing 
on the cake. 

Mmmmmmm, cake. 
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See you all again soon. Thirteen years down and only 
a lifetime more to go. 

 

 
 

Howdy, folks! Just when I thought that all was said 
and done with Of Possible Alternatives, I received an e-
mail from Jason. "Rereading NGBS got my brain kicking 
and while I doing some gardening work with Sarah today, 
this idea just kinda happened.  

"Turns out that HMD's that Kenny produces those 
transdimensional snapshots with have more in common 
with DVD's than even he was aware of.  Even he was not 
aware that these strange discs contained bonus materials 
such as Alternate Endings. Until now." 

I opened up the attached document file, and found the 
above three alternate endings to Neon Genesis Boy 
Scouts. The endings didn't have much of a framing device 

around them... Only the first two paragraphs of the bit at 
the end. So I thought, to give the endings context, I'd whip 
up a more meaty frame and then present the alternate 
endings that Jason wrote to you, the world. 

The first ending is a reference to Studio Sokodei's 
marvelous Neon Genesis Evangelion fandub parody, 
Evangelion: ReDeath. Oh, baby. The second ending is, of 

course, an example of Rickrolling. Objectively, these are 
somewhat anachronistic. ReDeath was premiered in 

February of 2000. According to that Wikipedia thingy, the 
first known example of Rickrolling was in May of 2007. I 
usually try to avoid anachronisms in Boy Scouts ½, which 
becomes slightly more difficult as we get farther and 
farther apart in timeframe between reality and fiction. (For 
example, in my list of other HMD titles, I reluctantly 
decided against Azumanga Boy Scouts, as it would be a 
few more years before Azumanga Diaoh would exist.) But 

I decided not to be bothered by this in Jason's alternate 
endings. Just because something doesn't exist yet in our 
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reality (or, by extension, the reality of Boy Scouts ½) that 

doesn't mean that it couldn't somehow be touched upon in 
an alternate reality. 

The third alternate ending, of course, is Eric Idle's 
song, Always Look On the Bright Side of Life, as first 

heard during the ending sequence of the classic Monty 
Python film, Life of Brian. 

Well, I hope you all enjoyed this surprise extra dip into 
the tale of Of Possible Futures. That should wrap things 

up then... assuming I don't get any further e-mails from 
Jason! ^_^ 
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To Conquer the World 
by Martha Wadley 

Author's Notes  

and Disclaimers 
 
 

 
 

Once upon a time, Matt wrote Boy Scouts ½ part 16, 

in which a character named Martha was introduced. This 
Martha lived in a cabin somewhere within walking distance 
of Camp Moses. A map of the camp area was posted on 
the Boy Scouts ½ website, which showed a site named 

Martha’s Cabin. A few years later, in real life, Matt e-
mailed me to inform me that the real life camp had 
received requests from people who wished to rent 
‘Martha’s Cabin’. 

Then, a month ago, Matt wrote to me again, asking if I 
might have an idea for a side story involving the squirrels. 
As it turned out, I did. 

Martha’s Cabin does not actually exist, nor do I run a 
bed and breakfast. While I do occasionally talk to 
squirrels, not one has ever spoken back to me. 

The basic plot is loosely based around the haunted 
guest house/bathhouse/inn/temple stereotyped in many 
manga and anime series. The tie-in to alien sightings was 
meant to riff on The X-Files references in other parts of 
Boy Scouts ½. I would think most people would 
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understand the Lewis Carroll reference, comparing 
Lester’s outfit to the White Rabbit’s in ‘Alice in 
Wonderland’. 

  

 
 

First, as usual, the disclaimers. Well, not much to 
disclaim, actually. Martha did a pretty decent job of that, 
herself. The one thing I will add is that I should think it 
pretty obvious that the mention of the "Human-who-
became-a-Squirrel" is a subtle (or not so subtle) reference 
to the character of Mike Quadrozzi and his Jusenkyo 

curse. Such things are, of course, inspired by Takahashi 
Rumiko's Ranma ½. 

That out of the way, onto the notes! 
So, what brought us here? Well, as Martha 

mentioned, it all sort of began with Boy Scouts ½ part 16. 

That was, of course, a long time ago, and so my memory 
of back then may not be entirely correct... But this is what I 
believe to have happened. 

Either shortly before or while I was writing it, Mike 
Quadrozzi (the real one, not the character) made mention 
to me of a woman he had met online. A woman of the 
name of Martha Wadley. A woman, it seems, who had a 
keen interest in matters related to squirrels. 

Can't say as I blame her. I find the things to be rather 
cute myself. (Alas, my Rachel disagrees... I suppose, 
however, if she and I agreed on everything, that would 
make for a boing relationship. I just ask the squirrels... 
when the revolution comes, please treat her kindly? Surely 
I may ask this much, in exchange for having provided a 
medium through which you can express your message of 
squirrely domination?) Um... Where was I? 

Ah yes. A rather charming woman who seemed to 
have a predilection for squirrels. 

Somehow, this flipped a switch in my head, and I 
knew this woman had to have a place within the fiction of 
Boy Scouts ½. 



 

   755 

And so she did. She appeared in part 16. And she 
also made for the most awesome deus ex machina ever in 
part 21. (Although perhaps "deus ex machina" isn't quite 
right, since it was at least foreshadowed by Mike's 
disappearing act in part 20.) 

Thus, when I made a feature for the website that was 
a guide to Camp Moses, I ended up including her cabin. 
That guide is the one thing from the old website I still really 
need to restore one of these days. Since it isn't a story and 
is just a bonus feature, I was comfy declaring the 
restoration complete without it. But it would be nice to 
have back one of these days. 

People did indeed call the camp and ask about 
renting this cabin. Not many, but a few. I would like to 
think they were just dumb people trying to make a bad 
joke... I was rather clear, I thought, that this guide to 
Moses was for a fictitious version. (And if they did 
somehow believe this guide was real, I'd want to know 
what they thought of the multiple references to Canadian 
terrorists!) 

But now, I suppose, those hopefully joking people 
have bought their influence to bear back upon the fiction 
that inspired their poor humor. For now, it seems, Martha's 
cabin really is available as accommodations. 

So, where exactly did this story come from? 
Well, fast forward to the far flung future of 2013! Er... 

that's today. Or rather, a month or two ago. So actually, 
the near flung past. 

Boy Scouts ½ was back! Boy Scouts ½ in Japan, 

specifically, was doing nicely. In fact, it had its first side 
story! Much like with the original Boy Scouts ½, the first 
one was an Anime Deathmatch by yours truly. I should get 

someone else to write another side story! 
But who? 
These days, Jason is my most prolific other 

contributor to Boy Scouts ½. But he is busy with things 
related to Perspectives. 
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The only one of the guys I'm still in semi-regular touch 
with is Hughes, but I've already asked him to write Boy 
Scouts ½ in Japan, part 6. 

I'd love to get Mike Quadrozzi back. In fact, I seem to 
have tracked down an e-mail address for him! But, while 
what responses I have gotten from him seem to be 
positive, getting those responses in the first place seems 
to be somewhat... er... difficult. 

So who...? 
I look at the list of "Year One" side stories. The 

second one is Mike's My Preoccupation with Squirrels. 

Damn you, Mike. Why aren't you easier to maintain any 
sort of back and forth contact with? Assuming you even 
still write, and that you have the time for it, I'd love to 
have you back on the team! And it would be a somewhat 
cool thing to mirror the original side stories by having the 
second one here be another squirrel related tale. 

Hold on, hadn't I recently also re-contacted another 
person with squirrel related interests? 

Indeed! One Ms. Martha Wadley! 
I had never had extensive contact with her in the past, 

but when I came across a squirrel related e-mail address, 
that was also definitely one belonging to a female, in the 
depths of my e-mail address book, I had to confirm my 
suspicions. And indeed, it was still (after all these years) a 
valid e-mail address, and it was Ms. Wadley's. So she and 
I had proceeded to exchange a few messages back and 
forth. 

So here I was, wanting a squirrel related story, and it 
was extremely likely Mike was unavailable. Yet perhaps 
there was another possibility. 

I wondered... Does Martha write? 
As you undoubtedly have already discovered, unless 

you're some strange person who reads the notes first, yes! 
Yes she can. 

And a nice story it is, too. Delivers almost perfectly on 
what I wanted. 

Wait, you say, almost? What is this? Where did 
Martha fail to deliver? 
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Well... Nowhere. This story is everything I could have 
hoped. But... While she didn't fail to deliver... It may come 
to pass that she will over deliver! 

You see, I was just looking for a side story. A one-off. 
But in what discussions we had concerning this story, 
Martha hinted at further ideas. Oh, so may further ideas... 
So while, for now, this story is being presented on the 
website as the side story it was intended to be, I have also 
made sure that it is formatted appropriately (as 
savvy online readers of this story may notice by the file 
name at the end of the URL) should it indeed get enough 
sequels to turn it into yet another full fledged spin-off! This 
may not come to pass... it really depends on Martha, and if 
she indeed writes the further tales she has hinted at. But if 
she's willing, I'm ready! 

A few further notes specific to this story. 
The original draft of this story hinted (or rather, 

downright established) a familial connection between 
Martha and one other Boy Scouts ½ character: Kenneth 

Pendrell. I was vaguely tickled at the idea, and ever so 
slightly tempted to let it pass, but alas that would 
contradict my own plans for Kenny, and so it could not be. 
But as I read through the final draft, and read about 
squirrely plans for world domination, and secret labs and 
fabrication facilities and other wonders of the squirrel 
world... Well, even if they aren't related, I feel that Kenny 
and Martha shall have to meet someday. I wonder how 
that will go? On one hand, Martha is sure no Snarfinkle, 
and her world domination plans are ones of a decidedly 
less evil bent. But on the other hand, Kenny's still not big 
on allowing world domination. Ah, well. Maybe someday 
we shall find out. 

Interesting the implication that the squirrels will be 
opening an inn in Japan... I do wonder how that will work 
out! 

Anyway, I suppose I shall wrap up there. Thank you, 
Martha, for this wonderful addition to Boy Scouts ½! And I 

welcome any further contributions from you in the future! 
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While this particular story is my own invention, I am 
writing within Matt’s Boy Scouts ½ universe, using and 

exploiting scenarios originally set up by him. 
The whole story exists because of Ranma ½, 

even though none of the Ranma characters or the 

Jusenkyo curses are even mentioned in this episode, 
except in a vague way whenever Mike Quadrozzi and the 
Boy Scouts are named. 

Yes, Danae and Mueller are more than a little bit 
based on characters from The X-Files, and some of the 
scenarios are also based on stuff from The X-Files. The 
characters are not supposed to be Mulder and Scully, but I 
do enjoy picturing Gillian Anderson playing Danae. 

The phrase “dimensional device” is probably 
from Robotech, the book series specifically. I don’t 

remember for sure, but that sounds right. 
The home-made stealth jet and the underground 

hangar are nods to the Swat Kats TV show. 

The Rockys are partly based on Rocket J. Squirrel 
from The Rocky and Bullwinkle Show, and partly playing 
on Stallone’s Rocky movies 1-5. 

Yes, Scotty’s name and ‘Roddenberry’s Glimpse’ are 
references to Star Trek. 

The Neon Genesis Evangelion/Boy Scouts 
crossover story is supposed to be the same one being 
written by the Matt Atanian character in Boy Scouts ½. 

 
  

 
 

And so we are blessed with another Squirrely story 
from the mind of Ms. Martha Wadley. 
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Martha had asked me some time ago what I thought 
of the prospect of using Mulder and Scully-like characters, 
even though it has been established in-Universe The 
X-Files existed as a TV show. I figured it could work. 

Perhaps the TV show existed to provide plausible 
deniability for an actual government program. This would 
be similar to the reasons that, within the fiction of Stargate 
SG-1, the U.S. Air Force allowed a television show called 
Wormhole X-Treme! to be produced. 

Neat to see the references back to the Canadian 
Terrorist arc. I guess Officer Kelly didn't get them safely 
back across the border, after all. But it isn't unreasonable 
to think that they would have been intercepted by federal 
forces for questioning. Worrisome to think that the FBI 
might be looking for certain members of Troop 192... 
Fortunate that many of them are hiding in Japan at the 
moment. 

I'm a bit curious what "dimensional device" Martha is 
talking about in Robotech. Unless she means the space 

fold systems used for FTL travel? If it is something specific 
to the novels, it's been a while since I read all the way 
through them. (Pity the novels have been relegated to a 
non-canon status, since it is the only complete version of 
the saga available. I always thought it a shame that The 
Sentinels never got past a few episodes worth of 

animation before they ran out of money.) 
So... To be continued... I look forward to seeing what 

happens next, and it very much looks like we might 
possibly soon have a third spin-off within The Boy 
Scouts ½ Universe. It is a given, I suppose, that there will 
be at least one more of these. But if it gets up at least four 
of 'em, hopefully with a promise of more still, then I shall 
bestow upon these stories the honor of their own 
dedicated section on this website. 

No pressure, Martha! 
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While this particular story is my own invention, I am 
writing within Matt’s Boy Scouts ½ Universe, using and 

exploiting scenarios originally set up by him. 
Of course, none of this would exist without Rumiko 

Takahashi’s Ranma ½. 
Boy Scouts ½ and Neon Genesis Boy Scouts belong 

to Matt. Anime Deathmatch belongs to Jason, as do the 

three Ta’veren in the Holyoke Mall food court and ‘doctor’ 
Scurideaus in the far future. Yes, I figured he might 
survive another century and a half. 

The Star Trek, Star Wars, X-Files, Dub This!, Fifth 
Element, Demolition Man, Jetsons, Blade Runner, Rescue 
Rangers, Sky King, Tail Spin, Black Sheep Squadron, 
Perry Mason, Scooby Doo, Rocky and Bulwinkle Show, 
ET, The Matrix, Secret of NIMH, The Hobbit/Lord of the 
Rings, Planet of the Apes, Last Starfighter, Soylent Green, 
Wheel of Time, Back to the Future, and Doctor Who 

references were all in fun. I don’t own any of them. 
I don’t know if there was anyone named Brian working 

the Sears help desk in Fall 1997. If there was, the 
character in this story is not meant to be him, related to 
him, based on him, or represent him in any way, shape, or 
form. The name ‘Brian’ was supposed to be attached to 
the guy named ‘432’, but in a society of numbers that just 
wouldn’t work. Thus, ‘Brian’ ended up at Sears. 

Please forgive the Doctor Who references if they’re 
used incorrectly. I’ve never seen the show and am working 
from what I’ve heard from one person’s account of the 
‘Agatha Christie episode’ and the t-shirt and knick-knack 
products advertized in the ‘ComputerGear.com’ catalog. 

This story is not meant to be for or against healthcare. 
Squirrels don’t care about health care. They die after 
about two years in the wild, but can live up to twenty years 
in captivity (and who wants to live in captivity?). I needed 
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something in the story-world to change progressively as 
the squirrels traveled through time. Health care is a 
relevant topic and currently under rapid change. 

No, I do not own the U.S. Postal service, UPS, Fedex, 
or Boeing. 

Yet. 
Oh, and yes, Rocky 6 and Stewart are going home 

now.  
 
 
 
 
 
  

 
 

Hmm... They may live up to 20 years in captivity, but I 
would like to think that the ones who are organized under 
Martha also have better living conditions then those in the 
wild and may thus have correspondingly longer life spans, 
as well. 

This is quite an interesting tale.. What is up with 
"Martha" in 2176? She cannot be our Martha. Even if she 

was somehow incredibly long lived, that wouldn't explain 
how she doesn't speak squirrel, and would have only 
heard tales that carrots used to be Orange. Is she a 
descendant of our Martha? Is it all just a coincidence? Or 
in some massive pre-destination paradox, is this actually a 
younger version of our Martha, who it will be revealed is 

actually from the future? Who knows? I sure don't. I'm as 
much in the dark as the rest of you readers are as to what 
Author-Martha might have planned here... I guess we'll 
find out together! 

This "doctor" character (with a lower-case d, so 
obviously he wasn't the Doctor) was quite a mystery to 

me, until reading Martha's post-story notes. This is a 
product of Jason and Martha sharing notes behind the 
scenes, and I only know the answer from having read a 
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draft of Jason's next story. So fear not, readers, clarity 
regarding who he was will come soon... 

I don't know if Martha intended this or if it was just 
happy happenstance, especially since Stewart was an 
established named character prior to this story, but I was 
amused by the annoyed banter between Stewart and 
Shatner. 

I'm sad at the thought that, according to one of the 
futures presented, in only about 20 years from now Moses 
Scout Reservation will no longer exist, and instead the 
land will all be developed into suburbia. I can only hope 
that that was just a possible future, and not necessarily 

one that will come to pass. 
Also, even though Boy Scouts ½ is planned to have 

three "seasons," I don't think the same could be said of 
Neon Genesis Boy Scouts. I rather think it would be over 
after the events presented in Of Possible Alternatives. But 

I guess the animated adaptation was popular, so the 
animation studio pulled more story out of their arse... 

I know Stewart was disappointed, but I'm glad they 
didn't get a Beta player. I'd have been quite confused why 
Sears would have still been stocking those in '97, as I'm 
pretty sure the VHS/Beta format war was over long before 

then... I guess Brian was quite confused, too, since he 
seemed to think they did have them. Ah well, he didn't 

seem the brightest bulb in the retail world. And as for 
Stewart, I guess he can be forgiven for not knowing 
exactly what human technology might have been readily 
available. (And since they don't shop in the human world 
often, I guess the squirrels could also be forgiven for not 
thinking to check the receipt for a date.) 

Anyway, that's three "To Conquer the World" stories, 

and this one yet again ended on something of a cliff-
hanger. I have a feeling in the near future I will have to do 
some minor reorganization to the Boy Scouts ½ website 

as a whole. 
Until next time! 
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The idea to insert a bit part for Kenneth Pendrell in 
one of the squirrel stories has been a hope of mine since 
part 1. Having two Kenneths show up at the same time 
was a bit unexpected. 

I confess to having read Jason Bertovich’s Boy 
Scouts ½: Outlast, The Final Chapter. In my opinion, 
something that manages to make Anime Deathmatch 
potentially canon, while simultaneously spoofing the 
Hunger Games, deserves marks for effort and creativity.  

While this particular story is my own invention, I am 
writing within Matt’s Boy Scouts ½ Universe, using and 
exploiting scenarios originally set up by him. Kenny’s 
Laboratory, Boy Scouts ½ and Neon Genesis Boy Scouts 

belong to Matt. 
The whole story exists because of Rumiko 

Takahishi’s Ranma ½, (and this time Ranma ½ was 

actually mentioned in the story, even though the series 
doesn’t exist in the Boy Scouts ½ Universe).  

Again, Danae and Mueller are more than a little bit 
based on characters from The X-Files, though they didn’t 

have much opportunity to be in character in this story 
chapter. 

Yes, Shatner’s name and ‘Roddenberry’s Glimpse’ 
are references to Star Trek and Spock is not my favorite 

character. (Sorry, Matt.)  
The OCD/CDO thing was from a T-shirt. 
The Neon Genesis Evangelion/Boy Scouts crossover 

story is supposed to be the same one being written by the 
Matt Atanian character in Boy Scouts ½.  

Author Matt Atanian has never mentioned a ‘Detective 
Atanian’ spin off story to me, but as a fan of Detective 
Conan, I think such a series would be a fun read.  

Lastly, I don’t own any of the movies referenced in the 
epilogue, or any that show up in the rest of the story.  
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Well, Martha, in response to Epilogue 2, don't worry. I 
do like squirrels. (Alas, my girlfriend is of a different 

opinion, whenever I mention their cuteness she is 
compelled to disagree. Such is life.) I also, however, like 
cats... which based on some in-story comments, might not 
quite be good at least as far as fictional Martha and her 
companions are concerned! 

Anyway, this story is 99% the work of Ms. Martha. I 
did do a bit of tweaking on it, but not nearly enough where 
I felt compelled to deny Martha sole writing credit. Mainly 
my contributions are revising Kenny's dialogue to (a) make 
his "voice" a bit more in line with how I hear it, and (b) 
correct continuity issues with his technology. For example, 
as Martha had written it, memory erasure  or alteration 
technology seemed at most hypothetical to Kenny, and 
also something he might have cause to fear! But, as 
readers with long memories may recall, Kenny has a 
"flashy thing" very similar to those from the Men in Black 
films that he once used on Matt Swett. (See Boy Scouts 
½, part 22 if you refresh your memory.) And, of course, 
more recently there was his encounter with memory 
altering technology at the airport when they arrived in 
Japan. 

I also elaborated a bit more upon some of the 
interdimensional theory. Most of what is presented here is 
Martha's, but I may have massaged it a bit to help it mesh 
better with other bits of similar things, as seen in Kenny's 
Laboratory or Of Possible Alternatives. I also added the bit 
where Kenny discusses the Matt-centric "local group" of 
realities, for which I invented a new hypothetical fan fic, 
Boy Scouts Muyo! I expect I will have a 500 page story all 
about Boy Scouts Muyo!  in my inbox the day after I put 
this story online, courtesy of Jason Bertovich. (Jason, 
please take that as a joke, and not as a challenge! * ) I 
wonder, what is the anime series that our reality, that we 

assume to be the "real" one, is a crossover with? 
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But, as I said, even with my tweaks and additions, 
authorship of this story as far as I am concerned belongs 
to Martha. Hopefully the tweaks I have made will meet 
with her approval. But rest assured, if you are reading this 
on the Boy Scouts ½ website, that means that they have.  

Once again, thank you, Martha, for this story and the 
three that proceeded it. I look forward to see what the 
future may hold for Martha and her intrepid, furry crew. 

Also, I look forward to seeing if this strange being 
Francis is chatting with at the end is ever elaborated upon! 
And of course whatever they were talking about on Europa 
didn't work out. All these worlds are yours except Europa. 

Attempt no landing there. 
Oh, one final thing…  Ahem… 
"Of my friend, I can only say this: Of all the souls I 

have encountered in my travels, his was the most…  
human." 

That is all. Until next time, faithful readers! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

* Forget "the day after I put this story online." I made the mistake 
of giving Jason a preview of my notes here, and... Well... Damn 
you, Bertovich! 
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--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

An epic 500-page story detailing the adventures of an  
Assistant Scout Master and his encounters with  

Demon Space Pirates, Alien Princesses,  
Diminutive Scientists, and  

Bubble -Headed  
Intergalact ic   
Policewomen. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

by Jason Bertovich  
based on a poorly thought out, 

off-hand comment by 
Matthew Atanian 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Part 1: 

No Need for Yet 

Another Spin-Off! 

 

Ahem... 
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------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 

 
  

AIC has done a fine enough job trying to ruin the 
Tenchi Muyo! Franchise. They don’t need my help.   
 

 
 

You may be wondering what the smeg this is. Short 
version, it is a response from Jason to a joke I made in my 
notes at the end of To Conquer the World IV. Long 

version: well, go read those notes! 
Anyway... 
Yeah, when I received an e-mail from Jason with an 

attachment, I was scared. (Funny, this is often my reaction 
when receiving an e-mail with an attachment from 
Jason.) When I saw that it was titled, 
"I_cant_resist_a_challenge.doc," my fear grew. I was 
terrified! My fear was only lessened slightly when I saw 
that this file was only 30kb in size... Unless Jason had 
some miraculous new method of file compression, no way 
that could be 500 pages! 

So with no small measure of trepidation, I opened up 
the attachment.  

Well, it sure wasn't 500 pages! And I'll be darned if it 
didn't give me a chuckle. 
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Damn you, Jason! And yet... well played, sir. Well 
played. 

Before I go, however, a quick treat for Martha: 
 

 
 

Alas, Martha, like Boy Scouts Muyo!, that should 

probably be filed under the category of, "Never going to 
happen." But, at least, you can enjoy the nice shiny logo 
as you dream of what could have been! 

Well, that's all from me here. Until next time, folks! 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The story of 

 
 
 
 

 
 

is far from over... 
 


