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On a Path Turned Wrong 
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Whizzikle purposefully strode down the Central Road towards The Other Side. ... Only in his wildest dreams. 

Whizzikle was hurrying down the Central Road. However, he was sneaking along it, keeping to the shadows. 

Whizzikle was only a teenager. He could not walk boldly wherever he wished to go. 

Whizzikle was tall and lanky. Yet, he was more timid than some teenagers who were younger than him and/or not so tall.
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Whizzikle had not gone very far, when he noticed that he was walking near a train track. Well, it was only a minimum gauge track, not the wider standard gauge track of today’s train tracks. 

It was puzzling to Whizzikle that he had never come across this track before. That was strange because he had no doubt walked this way before.

This train track had to be so old, that Whizzikle was certain that there wouldn’t be any trains coming down it that Whizzikle could hop. There was no help here for making his trek to The Other Side take less time.

The other strange thing about Whizzikle’s trek today was that he didn’t seem to be walking down a road at all. It was rather as though he was walking across a bare expanse of earth. 

There were others walking the way his feet were carrying him. Still, they were at a distance from him. And, he found himself to be quite alone.
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Whizzikle noticed an Orb lying beside the track. It might have lain there a long while, as it was quite hidden. He picked it up and placed it in the pocket of his long coat. 

Because Whizzikle was so tall, his coat was a little short for him. At the same time, it was much too broad for him. Whizzikle’s coat had been made to fit a full grown man.

Yes, the Orb would disappear among its many folds. Nobody would notice it.
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All of a sudden, several horses galloped over the train track, not that far from Whizzikle. Some of the horses carried adult riders on their backs. Others carried teens. 

Some of the horses’ backs were empty. They had no riders. However, these horses were kept in line by the horses who did have riders.

Whizzikle thought about jumping onto one of these riderless horses. However, all of the horses sped by him before he had the chance.

As Whizzikle watched his chance for a speedy trek race away, he realized that this path was not taking him where he wished to go. This path might be a path to The Other Side. However, he suspected that if he continued to take this path, he would be totally lost when he arrived. And, he would probably not be in a safe place when he got there.
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Whizzikle turned around to head in the opposite direction. His feet were willing enough to return whence he came. However, the path seemed to drag his feet in its own direction, the one in which he had been going.

It took every ounce of Whizzikle’s strength for him to return to the Great Hall. He grabbed onto poles and whatever else was not moving, in order to advance his progress.
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It was not long before Whizzikle found himself inside a building where he could grab onto furniture. Some of that furniture stayed put under his grasping hand. Some of it did not. 

This must be part of the Great Hall, he reasoned. For, there was much magic in the Great Hall.

Whizzikle wanted to assure himself that he hadn’t lost it placed the Orb. So, he placed his hand inside the pocket of his long coat so that he could touch it. 

All of a sudden, the world stopped moving. Whizzikle was free to move forward without any forces of regress pushing him back. He thought that he must now be in the safe zone of the Great Hall where such negative forces could not work.

Whizzikle exited through the entrance of the Great Hall. He found himself to be on the roof of the first floor, rather than on the ground, as he had expected. For, that’s where he had entered the Great Hall this morning when he was headed towards The Other Side..

The Great Hall was indeed very large. The only way to get to The Other Side or to any place else far away for that matter, was to go through the Great Hall. Whizzikle must have taken the wrong entrance to the Central Road when he had started out this morning. 

Whizzikle had walked the Central Road to The Other Side many times. How could he have gotten it wrong? 

No matter. However he had entered the Great Hall, he had exited it by a different door. 
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Whizzikle was now at the edge of the roof. He jumped down, grabbing hold of one of the protruding flying buttresses. Then, he dropped the few remaining feet to the ground. 

This was very easy for Whizzikle to do because he was very tall. He was even taller than some men. 

Other teenagers teased him that he would be a giant when he was fully grown. How much longer he would grow was anyone’s guess. At least, a few more years.

Their teasing was more of a taunt, as giants were not known to be nice. And, they were either feared or hated by men.
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On a Path Ushered in
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Whizzikle oriented himself. This time he found the correct door to the Central Road. He reached for the door handle to pull open the door. But, it wouldn’t budge. 

This door had always readily opened before. Today was certainly strange.
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Whizzikle placed his hand on the Orb again to calm himself. Then, he used the knocker to knock on the door – that was a first.

What?, came the response from inside.

I wish to travel the Central Road to The Other Side, came rumbling out of Whizzikle’s mouth in a voice much lower than his own.

The door opened quickly enough. An Usher motioned Whizzikle in with a grand flourishing sweep of his arm. Where do you wish to go today? he asked.

Whizzikle had already answered that question. Still, he stifled his infuriation and simply said, I wish to travel the Central Road to The Other Side. Again in that low rumble.

No, Sire. I’ve seen the Soldiers what are on the Central Road today. You may be a Great One and all, but you’d be killed, sure as positive. You can’t be takin’ the Central Road, not today least-wise. 

Then how, came out in Whizzikle’s somewhat higher normal voice until he placed his hand on the Orb once more, how will I proceed to The Other Side? 

Whizzikle kept caressing the Bear in his Belly, as he was beginning to refer to the Orb, inside his pocket.

The Usher, pretended not to notice those high pitched words of this Great One’s voice. This sometimes happened with the very elderly. And, this Great One must be elderly indeed, having such a youthful appearance as he did. 

It was said that if you got old enough, you became as a child again. The Usher had not witnessed the truth of that saying until now. Still, he supposed that there were many things he had not witnessed in spite of all the magic that went on in the Great Hall.

The Usher maintained his composed outward appearance. The older a Great One was, the greater he was. So, this one must be very great. And, therefore, he deserved total deference.

If you need to travel to The Other Side today, you must travel by the Delivery Road. the Usher said by way of answer.

Whizzikle raised his eyebrows at the Usher, for he had no idea where the Delivery Road was. 

The Usher continued, I’ll tell you where that is.

As Whizzikle listened to the Usher, he discovered that his name was Rolm. He also learned that the Delivery Road was the Road taken by milkmaids, smiths, bakers, builders, and other servants who carried supplies to the Great Hall. 

He was also bemused that Rolm referred to him as a Great One. Whizzikle was studying magic, a very little bit at a time. Yet, up to this point, he only had one trick up his sleeve. He could produce ice. 

That trick was only useful on very hot days. And, there were not very many of those, neither here in the Great Hall, nor on The Other Side, nor betwixt, nor between, nor anywhere that Whizzikle had ever been.

The Central Road had several markets where Whizzikle could purloin something to eat. The Delivery Road apparently had none. Nobody would bother to build a place to eat so far from the main traffic on the Central Road.

Anyone walking the Delivery Road would be carefully guarding whatever they were conveying. There would be no pilfering of food today.

And where would I stop for lunch?, Whizzikle ventured as he noticed that his was stomach growling, even at this early hour.

You may stop at my place, Great One. Just say, “I have been ushered here by Rolm.” And, my wife will give you a few victuals to wend you on your way. She would give you more. But, your humble servants are poor and have little.

Whizzikle made a dismissive motion, indicating that how much he received was of no concern, it would be enough. He had seen Great Ones perform that motion often enough to be able to imitate it well.

In order to make sure that this Great One did not get lost, Rolm proceeded to sketch a map with his foot in the dusty floor. The map showed the Delivery Road from the Great Hall to The Other Side. It also showed Rolm’s home which was no doubt only
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