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            A MESSAGE TO READERS

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for picking up this collection of Lily Singer Adventures short stories! Each of these tales (except for A Study in Mischief) was written over the years for my Patreon supporters as part of their exclusive monthly perks. Patreon is an online membership platform that enables creators like me to provide monthly content to fans. Since so many of you have asked about getting these short stories elsewhere, however, I decided to release them in ebook and a special paperback edition.

      The longest story in this collection, A Study in Mischief, you may have already read, as it is available as a free ebook. But this is the first time it has ever been in print. The other twelve short stories have only ever been seen on my Patreon page. If you would like to join my exclusive gang on Patreon and read all new short stories every month (among other perks, like a limited edition Lily Singer mug), you can find out more at:

      www.patreon.com/lydiasherrer

      I’ve arranged this collection of stories in chronological order—that is, the order in which they happen in the internal timeline of the Lily Singer Adventures. Some of them happen many years before Lily was born, and some of them occur between the various novels of the Lily Singer Adventures. A brief explanation precedes each story to give it context and to share the inspiration behind it.

      I hope you thoroughly enjoy this expanded view of the Love, Lies, and Hocus Pocus universe. Be warned, however, that these stories contain spoilers! They will be most enjoyable to experience after you have already read at least some, if not all, of the Lily Singer Adventures.

      Much thanks, and happy reading!

      -Lydia
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      Timeline: Approximately forty-two years before Love, Lies, and Hocus Pocus Beginnings (The Lily Singer Adventures, Book 1).

      

      It may surprise you to know that John Faust LeFay—Lily’s biological father—is one of my favorite characters, both because of his complexity and how much fun it is to write multi-faceted villains. As with any villain, there is much more to them than just their “evil” agenda. Most do not consider themselves evil at all, but rather the true hero willing to do unsavory things for the greater good. John Faust is no exception.

      You’ll find that most people who have committed their life to some crusade or another have complex motivations that begin their formation at a young age. I have always wanted to peek into John Faust’s childhood, both to better understand his natural faults, as well as to illuminate the path he was set upon by his upbringing. I hope you enjoy reading this little backstory as much as I enjoyed writing it! And perhaps, just perhaps, it will make you like John Faust a little more—or at least hate him a little less.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AT MY GRANDFATHER’S KNEE

          

        

      

    

    
      “That’s it…excellent. Now, concentrate on the piece of wood and command the fire to form. Keep a tight hold on your magic, boy. Let it draw heat from the air and the table, not your own body, or you’ll give yourself frostbite. Your mother would never let me hear the end of it.”

      John Faust was accustomed to keeping his focus locked on his spellwork even as he devoted half an ear to his grandfather’s gruff commentary. Splitting his concentration like that was good for him, Grandpa John always said, because it taught him how to keep control over his magic while staying aware of his surroundings—an essential skill for any competent wizard.

      And John Faust was determined to grow up to be a very competent wizard indeed—the best, even, since Morgan le Fay herself.

      With a final push of his magic, the little stick of wood he was concentrating on began to glow at the corners. The glowing embers spread rapidly until a flicker of flame danced up and caught on the dry wood.

      “Splendid! Glad to see you managed it this time without scorching my table,” the old wizard said, eyes glinting from under thick, bushy brows that matched the salt and pepper of his mustache and beard. “I had this masterpiece shipped all the way from England before you were even born. It has served many generations of Blackwoods, and it will be yours one day, too, so you had best take good care of it.”

      John Faust nodded, then plopped down in his chair and breathed deeply—in through his nose and out through his mouth as his grandfather had taught him—to calm and center himself. That last rush of magic had left him weak-kneed and breathless. The cool wood of the chair felt good pressed against his bare arms and legs, though his clammy skin stuck a little where it was not covered by his short trousers and short-sleeved button up shirt. He pushed his black, sweat-damped bangs out of his eyes, and watched as the old man patted the massive oak worktable and brushed his gnarled fingers over some of the many pits and scratches it had collected from centuries of use. The little block of wood they’d been working with blazed merrily inside an iron skillet they had appropriated from the kitchen—Alveda, their cook construct, had others like it and wouldn’t miss it. The skillet sat in the middle of a casting circle drawn on the tabletop, a simpler version of the much larger circle carved into the polished wood floor of his grandfather’s vast workshop.

      This room was his favorite place to be in the entire manor, though the library was a close second. The two rooms were at opposite ends of the massive house—the library capped the east wing and the workshop capped the west. Just like in the library, the workshop’s ceiling extended upward through both of the wing’s two stories. Stairs led to a large landing on the northern side of the house, which then curved around to become a walkway along the east wall, providing access to the second story. Floor-to-ceiling shelves covered the walls between enormous windows facing south and west, which let in plenty of natural light.

      Unlike in the library, however, only half of the shelf space was occupied by tomes. The rest was filled with odds and ends, devices, sculptures, strange artwork, artifacts, and many more things besides that Grandpa John had collected in his many travels. A roll-top desk overflowing with haphazard stacks of paper sat against the west wall between two windows, and near it was a massive armchair, worn and well-loved. The oak worktable dominated the southern portion of the room, while the northern section beneath the landing had walls covered in maps, parchments, and diagrams. A long freestanding blackboard on wheels sat there as well, its surface crisscrossed with dimmu runes and neatly written notes in his grandfather’s own special shorthand—a confusing code that Grandpa John promised to teach him one day, when he was old enough to be entrusted with the secrets it kept hidden. In the center of all that was a clear section of floor taking up almost a third of the room where a large casting circle was etched into the wooden floorboards. Long lines of of dimmu runes were carved around the outside edge, outlining the complicated settings and parameters of the circle’s magic. One day, John Faust knew, he would prove himself and Grandpa John would finally let him use that circle. But for now, he was relegated to the small circle on the worktable. 

      John Faust chafed at having to use a casting circle at all, of course. The preparation and extra steps involved were boring, but Grandpa John was always adamant. Smart wizards used safety measures, he said again and again, and that meant casting circles with containment spells. He also said that foolish wizards didn’t live long enough to grow up and do wondrous things. John Faust was only eight, and he definitely wanted to grow up and do wondrous things, so he made himself follow instructions even when they were boring. He believed it when his grandfather told him careless wizard children who practiced new magic without following the rules, died.

      Grandpa John never lied to him.

      “Well, I’d say that’s enough casting for one afternoon. Wouldn’t want to tire you out with your big day tomorrow, now would we?”

      “No, Grandpa John,” he said, grinning from ear to ear. His eighth birthday celebration was tomorrow, and his mother had organized a huge party, as she always did. All the influential wizard families around were invited, so his mother could preen and show off her oldest son. His younger brother, Allen, was only five and painfully shy, which was just fine with John Faust since it meant less competition for attention.

      John Faust’s birthday was his favorite time of the year, even better than Christmas, because everybody was there to pay attention to him. His actual birthday had been earlier that week, of course, and he’d already opened most of his presents, including the three new magical tomes his grandfather had brought him from England. Grandpa John was always searching for books of magic tucked away in old bookstores or being sold off in estate sales. He said many wizard families were dying out and losing track of their valuable heritage, and he was determined to save as much of it as he could. Most things he sold to other wizards, but the very special ones he saved for John Faust.

      “Very well, very well, now,” Grandpa John said in that grumpy tone he always used when he was pleased. “I’ll get this put out while you practice your meditation. Do you good to unwind a bit.”

      Obediently, John Faust shifted to sit cross-legged in his chair, then closed his eyes and rested his hands on his knees. He peeked with one eye, though, to watch as Grandpa John glared pointedly at the still-burning piece of wood, then gave a “harrumph” of satisfaction when the flame winked out. John Faust had always been in awe of his grandfather, who was so skilled that he didn’t even need to say spells out loud like normal wizards. Mother complained that his grandfather was a perpetual grouch, but John Faust knew the difference between Grandpa John’s pleased “harrumphs” and his sharp, displeased “humphs.” He knew because he was his grandfather’s special favorite—the person the old wizard spent the most time with whenever he wasn’t away traveling and collecting more magical things to give to his grandson.

      John Faust loved learning new things. He loved being smarter than all the other students in his class at Hampshire School for Boys in England, and he loved impressing his mother and Grandpa John with everything he could do. His father didn’t care as much—he was always working, and seemed more interested in reading his newspaper than hearing about what John Faust had been learning. Grandpa John said not to hold it against him. Father took care of the family business so they wouldn’t have to worry about boring mundane things like money. John Faust was glad of this, because he liked practicing magic much better than math or science—though of course he got top grades in all his classes just to show everyone he could. The other boys didn’t like it much, and he hadn’t made many friends so far. But it was only his first year at Junior school, and anyway, Grandpa John said that great men didn’t need friends, only knowledge.

      While John Faust meditated with one eye open, Grandpa John strode around his workshop, putting things away and generally tidying up from their afternoon spent together. He never let any of the constructs into his workshop to clean up. In fact, he hardly ever let anyone in at all—no one but his favorite grandson. John Faust had just gotten back from Summer-Term the week before, and they’d spent every afternoon in the workshop where Grandpa John grilled him on what he had studied that term. It was all just Enkinim, dimmu runes, and magical theory, of course—mostly things his grandfather had already taught him. Their tutor, Mr. Edwards, wouldn’t show them any actual spells until Secondary School. It was “too dangerous, and little boys are not responsible,” Mr. Edwards had said.

      But John Faust was responsible.

      He was smart, too, smarter than any other boy his age. Grandpa John had been teaching him magic since he was five, adding to what his and his brother’s home tutor, Madam Barrington, had taught him until he’d left for his first year of boarding school last fall. It was hard studying at boarding school, though, because he wasn’t allowed to show off to all the other boys—only he and two other students at the school were wizards, and they all knew better than to break the rules by breathing even a single word about magic to the ignorant mundanes. In their first lesson with Mr. Edwards, the man had gone over the rules and had demonstrated the punishment for breaking them. It had hurt. A lot. Even worse, if they broke the rules more than twice they would be sent home for good. Magic was serious business, and dangerous, something Grandpa John repeated every chance he got. That was all right, though. John Faust liked knowing he was learning something dangerous, because useful and powerful things were always dangerous.

      “All right, now, young’un,” Grandpa John said after a good fifteen minutes of tidying-up. “Off you run. Supper’s approaching and you need to wash up.”

      “Not yet, pleeeease Grandpa John? Tell me a story, like that one about when you went to Africa looking for Solomon’s Seal. There’s plenty of time. It’s only five and supper won’t be for another thirty minutes.”

      “Harrumph…Oh, I suppose. But you’ve already heard that story. This time I want to tell you a different story—a very important story. You’re a young man now. You’ve spent most of a whole year away at school, and I know I won’t be seeing you much until you finish your education in England. It’s time you knew more about your history, and why our family is so important.”

      “Really? Why is our family important?” John Faust asked, eyes going wide.

      Grandpa John didn’t reply right away, but went to his armchair and sat. He shifted to get comfortable, tugging at his waistcoat where it was stretched tight over his broad frame that had expanded with age and many hours of sitting reading books. John Faust followed and settled down comfortably on the lush Persian rug in front of the armchair. The rug was one of his grandfather’s many acquisitions from his frequent trips to the Middle East. Grandpa John poured himself a small glass of golden liquid from a crystal decanter and took a sip before he spoke again.

      “Why are you important, lad? Well, first off, you’re a wizard.”

      John Faust smiled, a warm glow filling his chest. “Of course. I know that.”

      “As well you should,” Grandpa John said with a snort. “Never a more wise nor powerful race has walked this earth, except perhaps the fae, but that is a story for another time. We were kings and emperors, wise men and warriors for thousands of years, and yet what have we become now, eh? Pampered aristocrats more interested in money than magic, that’s what. Pah! It’s a crying shame, I tell you, and you won’t be following in your father’s footsteps if I have anything to do with it. It’s part of your responsibility to be a competent master of what’s yours, but all that business management—that’s what we have initiates and mundane servants for. Leave it to the less gifted to manage the lesser things, and you focus on your studies.”

      “I will, Grandpa John.”

      “Good lad. Now, you aren’t just a wizard, you’re a Blackwood.”

      John Faust scrunched up his forehead. “But my last name is LeFay, Grandpa John.”

      “True enough, and the LeFays have a noble family history themselves, otherwise I wouldn’t have let my daughter marry one. They are descended from Morgan le Fay herself, the greatest wizard in all of England’s history. Blood is important, John Faust, and you have the blood of mighty wizards in you.”

      “I do?” John Faust asked, his brilliant blue eyes shining in wonder.

      “Indeed, but not just from the LeFay side. See, you are a Blackwood by blood, and no mere name can change what’s in here”—Grandpa John leaned forward and tapped John Faust on the forehead—“and here.” He moved his hand down and poked the boy in the chest. “Remember that.”

      John Faust nodded vigorously, eyes fixed on his grandfather in rapt attention.

      With a long sigh Grandpa John leaned back in his chair which creaked as he shifted. “Let me see, now. Where to begin. Hmm. Well, I suppose you ought to hear a little background. We weren’t always named the Blackwoods, of course. Names change over the centuries, but we’ve had that one for the past seven hundred years give or take. We got it from the Black Wood of Rannoch in Perthshire Scotland, where our family settled in the twelfth century. Before that we were Normans, a Viking people who conquered northern France, then settled down and intermarried with the locals. The records passed down in our family have some gaps before that, but we know that before we were Norman we were French, and before that we were ‘loyal’ Roman citizens.” Grandpa John glanced down at John Faust and raised a finger in emphasis. “It does not do to become too attached to one’s national identity, remember that, boy. Your citizenship is only a tool, a useful coat you wear to live peaceably among the mundanes. We have worn many coats over the centuries, but that does not change who we are. We are wizards, first and foremost.”

      “Yes, Grandpa John. I won’t forget.”

      “Humph. See that you don’t. There were some very foolish wizards during the Great Wars who forgot that and went all ‘patriotic.’” Grandpa John spat out the word with obvious distaste. “Got themselves killed, they did. Served them right. Not we Blackwoods, though. We stay out of mundane politics. It’s all just a bunch of squabbling and useless drama. Countries will rise and fall, but wizards must remain apart if we are to survive, you hear me, boy?”

      “Yes, Grandpa John,” John Faust said with a vigorous nod.

      “Now…where was I?”

      “We were Romans, Grandpa John. What about before that?”

      “Ah, yes, well. No one can say for sure, of course, but all wizards know magic began in Babylon. Or at least, wizards did. Gilgamesh, now, he was the father of all wizards, and he is the one who entrusted our family with a very important task.”

      “What was the task?”

      The old wizard leaned forward, his eyes wide. “To protect Gilgamesh’s most valuable artifacts. He gave them to us, see, to keep safe and to preserve so that one day, when he comes back and makes wizards strong again, we won’t have lost our ancient heritage.”

      “Really? Gilgamesh is still alive?”

      “Of course! Why wouldn’t he be? He was the first wizard. Has more magic than every wizard who ever lived combined.”

      “But then where is he?”

      Grandpa John leaned back again in his chair and gave a huff. “How am I supposed to know that, boy? If I knew that, we wouldn’t be here, now would we?”

      “Well…when will wizards be strong again, then?” John Faust asked, his voice timid.

      The question hung in the air for a moment while Grandpa John gazed down at him. His steel gray eyes were very grave. “That, my boy, is up to us. Wizardkind has been dwindling for centuries, and no one knows why.” The old man snorted and shook his head. “Well, besides our own foolishness, of course—marrying mundanes and forsaking magic. Such lazy and witless individuals are traitors to their own kind. Not like you, my boy,” he said with a wide smile beneath his prickly mustache. “We’ll find a proper wizard girl for you, someone with good blood who excels at magic, so you can both set a good example for your children.”

      John Faust nodded obediently, though he was much more interested in hearing the rest of Grandpa John’s story than thinking about boring things like girls.

      “We must all do our part. Strong families, rigorous instruction, and an appreciation for our heritage, you hear me, John Faust?”

      “Yes, Grandpa John. But will that bring Gilgamesh back?”

      The old wizard sighed and poured himself another glass of amber liquid. “Doubtful, I’m afraid. We must do more, we must—Well, don’t worry about all that just yet. You must concentrate on learning magic, learning every spell, every rune and technique both modern and ancient. Then, perhaps, we can make a difference.”

      John Faust liked the sound of that. There was no one in the world he would rather be with than his grandfather, and maybe, if he worked hard enough, someday they could travel the world together looking for lost magical treasure. He shifted on the rug, filled with excitement. “Grandpa John, what about the artifacts Gilgamesh gave us? You said we were supposed to protect them.” His eyes widened as he had a sudden thought. “Are they here? In this room? Can I see them?”

      To John Faust’s surprise, his grandfather’s face darkened, and deep lines formed as he drew his brow down over his flashing eyes. The boy shrank back, afraid he’d said something wrong. His grandfather must have noticed because his face relaxed and he shook his head.

      “No, they are not here. They were stolen.”

      John Faust’s eyes grew round as saucers. “Who stole them, Grandpa John? Was it the mundanes?” he whispered, afraid of making the old man angry again.

      To his relief, his grandfather huffed out a derisive breath. “No, my boy. Those idiots wouldn’t know a magical artifact if you hit them over the head with it. No, this happened long before you were born, and it is an appalling tale of betrayal and treachery.” The old wizard suddenly stood and began to pace, hands clasped behind his back as his eyes unfocused and he seemed to gaze into the past.

      “It was not the mundanes who committed this crime, but our own flesh and blood. To understand it you must know that my grandfather, Alistair, was a man of determination and vision. After centuries of indolence and neglect, he was the first to truly care about our ancient commission and he devoted his life to uncovering and understanding the secrets of our past.

      “By the nineteenth century our family had fallen far from its powerful origins, and many of its members were too concerned with rank and status among the mundane political structure to attend to important magical matters. But my grandfather rediscovered Gilgamesh’s artifacts among our family’s treasures and was inspired by the great archeological expeditions at that time in the Middle East to relearn what had been lost. The mundane powers—England, Germany, France—were all rushing to discover the secrets of the past after Napoleon’s team of scholars and scientists first began studying the ancient remains of our ancestors and sending back artifacts to Europe. By mid-century, there was a flood of mundane archeologists and scientists digging up every statue and temple they could find. My grandfather knew it was vital for wizards to be a part of this movement, for who knew what artifacts of power or magical texts might be discovered and manhandled by the mundanes who had no idea of their true worth? And so he did all he could to further wizard interests in these expeditions, as well as expand his own knowledge and collect what ancient texts were to be found.”

      Grandpa John stopped abruptly and turned to John Faust, who was taken aback by the fervor in the old man’s eyes.

      “My grandfather devoted his entire life to unlocking the secrets of our ancestral artifacts. He was determined to use them to revive wizardkind and restore us to the glories of old.” Grandpa John sighed and shook his head. “Too lofty a goal for one man alone, especially without the knowledge and training that should have been passed down to him by an unbroken line of dedicated wizards. But he did his best, and raised his sons, my father and uncle, to follow in his footsteps. Where my grandfather’s skill was lacking, his sons made up for it. They received the best education from the most powerful wizards left in Europe while Alistair worked tirelessly to uncover buried secrets along the Mesopotamian basin.

      “But trouble began, as it often does, between the brothers,” Grandpa John continued, resuming his pacing. “My father was the more skilled, and this made my uncle jealous. Being the older of the two, I suppose he believed he would one day take their father’s place by birthright and that the family artifacts would pass to him. And yet he did not truly understand or appreciate the gravity of the Blackwood’s place in history. He did not care about the fate of wizardkind, he was only concerned by his own petty rivalry with his brother.”

      John Faust watched, enthralled, as his grandfather began to gesture with his hands, the old man’s movements becoming more and more animated as his story drew to a climax.

      “My father was a genius of his time, and Alistair entrusted him with many ancient texts describing the powerful objects entrusted to our family long ago. My grandfather was never able to unlock the artifacts’ secrets, but my father did, and great were the wonders that he discovered!

      “But these accomplishments drove my uncle to furious jealousy, and he secretly read all of my father’s notes and tried to use the artifacts himself—something even my father hadn’t dared to do yet, knowing how powerful and unpredictable they might be. But my uncle was foolish and arrogant, and he didn’t care what the consequences were as long as he got what he wanted⁠—”

      At that, the old man spun toward John Faust and pierced him with a fierce gaze. “You will not make that mistake, boy. You will study night and day and master every aspect of magic so that you will never fall prey to such blind ignorance. Risks must sometimes be taken, but never for the sake of your own pride. It is one thing to sacrifice for the good of wizardkind, like Johann Georg Faust did, your namesake and one of your ancestors. He gave up his very life to the furthering of magical research. But it is despicable to take risks for your own foolish ambitions. And that is exactly the sin my uncle committed.”

      There was a pause, and John Faust whispered into the silence. “What did he do, Grandpa John?”

      “He used one of the artifacts to give himself more power, and because he had no idea what he was doing and wouldn’t listen to my father’s warning, it killed their sister. She was young and beautiful, and already almost as skilled as my father. She was the apple of my grandfather’s eye—everyone loved her. And my uncle killed her.

      “Knowing that what he had done was unforgivable, my uncle took the Blackwood artifacts and fled. No doubt he still wanted their power for himself and knew he would be cast out from the family in disgrace for his crimes—if my father didn’t get to him first, of course.”

      The old wizard stopped pacing and stared into nothingness for a moment, then dropped back into his comfy armchair, his face a grave mask. When he spoke again his tone was distant. “We may pass on and be forgotten, my boy, but our legacy lives on. One day I will be gone, but you are my legacy, John Faust—you and Allen, assuming that boy ever grows a spine—and your children will be yours. That is why what my uncle did was so heinous, and why it must be avenged.”

      John Faust stared at his grandfather. He didn’t really understand what a “legacy” was, and he didn’t like the fact that Allen was part of it, too. But he was pleased that Grandpa John could see how weak and useless his little brother was. He worshipped his grandfather, and hoped that as long as he worked hard enough, he was all the legacy the old man would ever need. For the first time in his young life he considered the idea that Grandpa John would one day be gone. The thought made his chest ache and he didn’t know what to do with that feeling, so he asked a question to distract himself.

      “What does ‘avenged,’ mean, Grandpa John?”

      His grandfather finally looked at him. “It means to right a wrong, my boy. Ever since that day, the Blackwoods have been searching for the traitor and our stolen artifacts. My father taught me everything he knew, just as I am teaching you. And still, we search. I have spent my entire life searching, and have found many things, but never the one thing I have sought.” The old wizard’s hands clenched. “We will find him, though, one day. He cannot hide forever, and when he is discovered, we will avenge this betrayal. Once the artifacts are back where they belong, perhaps we might discover how they can help wizardkind take back what they have lost.”

      Many thoughts spun through John Faust’s head as his grandfather picked up his drink and nursed it in silence. A sense of awe filled his young chest at the thought of so many grand and important things: Gilgamesh, artifacts, quests, and betrayal. He wasn’t just a LeFay, he was also a Blackwood, and he had a purpose.

      John Faust pushed up to his knees, then his feet, and stood in front of Grandpa John, wanting to say something but not sure what was right to say. The old man looked up at him, his expression unreadable. John Faust’s mouth was suddenly dry, but he clasped his hands behind his back and stood up straight like his grandfather had always taught him.

      “I’ll help you, Grandpa John. I’ll study hard and be the best wizard that ever was, so there won’t be anything I can’t do. I’ll be a good legacy, I promise. Then we’ll find those artifacts together, and wizards will be strong again.”

      The skin around his grandfather’s eyes crinkled, and his shoulders twitched as a chuckle rumbled deep in his chest.

      “Harrumph. I am sure you will, my boy. But enough gloomy stories. We are celebrating your birthday, and your mother will have both our hides if we are late to dinner and throw off her party plans. There are many people coming to see how you’ve been getting along, and I want you to pay attention to who they are and what they know. Relationships are a powerful tool, boy, and the more wizards you know, the more tools you have. Now run along and wash up.”

      “Yes, Grandpa John,” he said, and stepped back as his grandfather rose with a grunt, then looked down at him.

      “And remember, John Faust Blackwood LeFay, you must never forget who you are.”

      John Faust’s chest swelled. “I won’t. I promise.”
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      Timeline: Approximately thirty years before Love, Lies, and Hocus Pocus Beginnings (The Lily Singer Adventures, Book 1).

      

      Have you ever looked back and thought of a single moment when your life changed forever? Such moments are often very small and forgettable, not something you’d attach any significance to until years later. As a writer, I wonder about those moments quite often, and I’m always interested to explore such moments of change in my characters’ storylines. This was such a moment for John Faust LeFay and Freda Silvester, Lily’s parents.

      Most married couples have a “how we met” story. The difference here is, this is not a “how we met” story. It is a “how I met her” story. Because, of course, egocentrism is one of John Faust’s greatest flaws. If he had ever truly thought of himself and his wife as “we” instead of just “me” and “her,” then the entire Lily Singer Adventures would have turned out very, very differently.
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