
        
            
                
            
        

    



	Dedicated to Sweet Pea, Bonebag196, Hobo Mike and the rest of the Sloppy Joe Bungalow Boys.
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	Toad was just about to finish his last slice of pie. He leaned back to let out a big belch, right when Norma walked over and said something strange.

	"Toad, would you mind finishing that in the back?"

	Toad didn't want to go in the back. What happened every time Norma made him eat in the back? The thought registered visibly on Toad's nervous face. Big globs of sweat started to bead up on his neck. He looked at Norma apprehensively.

	"That's right Toad, in the back."

	With grave reluctance, Toad stood up holding the plate with two hands. He knew it'd be weird, back there.

	The cook, whose name was also Toad due to some directorial oversight, walked back and forth in and out of sight of the little window. Patties sizzled on the griddle. The oil in the deep fryer popped. Toad had no idea how these things were set into motion. Again, the cook passed the window. Setting his plate on the corner of the sink, Toad tried to turn his back and finish up as quickly as possible. 

	The patties continued to sizzle, seemingly with some unknowable, cosmic momentum, set into motion by an unseen hand and doomed to fry without end. The cook walked past the window, then again into a shadowy recess from which light seemed without the agency to escape. Toad ate quickly.

	Another pop from the fryer. Then, insidiously, a dull tone like the reverb tail of a struck copper bell, looping just below the threshhold of conscious registration. But Toad heard it. He always did. Looking at his watch, Toad noted the time. 7:46pm. The tone always started at this time, without fail, ever since he lost his license plates in the ditch.

	"Norma, I, I finished my pie," Toad lied.

	No answer.

	Toad gulped, he hated it when Norma made him eat in the back. Every time because of this. He turned, forced into a reoccuring nightmare, and watched the cook emerge from behind the big stainless steel refrigerator. They locked eyes. Nobody knew this man. The homonymous cook walked to the order window, paused, then returned to the darkness behind the refrigerator. At the periphery of Toad's vision, he saw it. As if the media suddenly ripped from the card reader, Toad's phaneron locked into place, frozen. The looped portion of the copper bell strike suddenly shifted to the transient and fedback upon itself increasing in volume exponentially. 

	While everything remained fast in place in Toad's glitched reality, the other Toad alone moved again in his sisyphian charge. Paralyzed, etched into his surroundings, our original Toad watched the cook move. He recalled the night-terrors he'd experienced as a child, metabotropic GABA holding him prisoner. This time the cook did not pause at the window but instead continued straight toward him. Unable to scream or flee or fight, Toad's consciousness suddenly flicked off entirely, but without mercy, like matter and anti-matter, the two Toad's met.

	 

	 

	When Cooper awoke, he excitedly jotted this dream down in his diary entitled "Goofy Ideas and Lies about Twin Peaks".
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	Deputy Hawk was wandering around somewhere in the woods. He'd had a late-night craving for some of the log lady's cookies, or so he supposed. He was back there in the woods, though he must've been in such a hurry that he'd forgotten to put on his utility belt or even dress himself at all. It was cold. His breath condensed right in front of his face.

	Hawk traipsed up and down, passing all of his favorite spots: Jack Rabbit's Palace, Glastonbury Grove, the Cave of the Tolling Bell, Frankenstein's Candie Shoppe, The Arena, the ice cream spigot and where he found that bag of pork rinds that one time.

	He heard the hoot of an owl and then the roar of applause. Being a man of the woods, Hawk reached out telepathically to the Book House boys to translate, before realizing that neither of them had the ability to do either. Tired, annoyed and drunk as usual, Hawk propped himself up against an enormous fir and thought. 

	If Ben owned One Eyed Jacks AND Horne's Department Store, and if Leland was his attorney, both Ben and Leland worked at the Great Northern, Big Ed was Leland's twin brother... wait no, hold on. Big Ed was Shelly's godfather, no Leo was married to Big Ed, the secret Grandmother to both was the myna bird Emory Battis...

	Hawk drifted off and dreamed of bats. Great black flying foxes that swooped down and bit his sides. Hawk tried to evade them, panting and whining with his tail tucked between his legs, finally snapping at their fleeing forms as they returned to roost in the crystals that hung from the rafters in the ancient secret cathedral...

	Just then, awoken by a sharp, clear yip, Hawk heard coming toward him the patter of a small dog’s feet. Out of the brush came, like a clue to a riddle in a dream, Laura Palmer's long-lost dog.

	"Holy smokes," Hawk shouted. “The missing Pomeranian!”.
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	Dr. Jacoby was enjoying the tidal pull of Jupiter on his run down the Sumerian mountain Hursag Sulcus, that which where the winds dwell, when the phone rang. He carved back and forth in the fresh magnesium powder, huffing great lungfuls of the rich xenon air.

	Lifting the ping pong ball halves from his eyelids, he rose and walked to the coconut.

	"Aloha, you've got the good doctor. Mmm... Mahalo." Reluctantly Dr. Jacoby shut the coconut. He'd rather be frosting some ganymedian rock lobsters with his buddy Marduk, but that'd have to wait. 

	He shut himself in the closet and jacked in, the sound of distant, alien waves on a planet entirely covered in water he remembered from his youth lulling him into the trance needed to pilot the lifeform known as James Hurly.

	His presence cut in mid-kiss with Donna Hayward. If she had noticed the shift, she did not show it. Dr. Jacoby had been using this vessel to collect ephemera related to the exiled Neptunian viceroy Laura Palmer. Why was Donna even here? James Hurly was set to idle as an imbecilic incontinent when not ridden by Dr. Jacoby. The strong doses of rohyphnol Dr. Jacoby slipped into James' warm milk each night before sleep, plus the laced bedtime kiss containing benzodiazepine, ensured this. 

	No matter, thought Jacoby, teenage boys attract all sorts of odious attention from Earth females. Though it made him sick, he was here to complete a mission: bury the recovered Amulet until later retrieval by the Xanid Suzerainty could be guaranteed. Thinking that a rock placed on the ground resembled a coconut in some atavistic manner, he secured one over the miniature dolmen hallowed by the amulet's presence.

	Then, after severing the connection with his thrall, Jacoby raced down the firepole to the Batmobile, secured himself in the four-point harness and took off into the night, rocket flames scorching the asphalt as he flew down the old sawmill road, clearly neglecting his self-prescribed 400mg of haloperidol for some time.
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	Bobby was waiting for Mike one late November night. It'd been ages since he'd seen a car round the hill, but even if one did, none of the glowing orange letters ever read "MIKE". It was a clear, crisp kind of night, perfect pumpkin weather Bobby thought. Still and hushed, punctuated only every fifteen minutes or so by the solitary traveler. 

	Bobby felt his pocket vibrate and reached down into his omnisuit to pull out his iPhone Zio. The light off the screen was like a torch in the twilight's gloom. 

	Just then something massive and noisy pulled up to where he was standing. A heavy door swung open and a burly figure leaned across the seat to speak with him.

	"Get in Bobby!" shouted Leo.

	"Uh huh yeah, sure." Bobby took one hand off the phone to stabilize himself as he clambered up into the cab, eyes still fixed on the phone's screen.

	"What the hell are you doing out here? I told you to meet me at the roadhouse 45 minutes ago! Shut the door, Bobby!"

	"Right, right, Hey Mike, what's that smell?!"

	Leo was hauling fifteen tons of contaminated nuclear waste from Horne's Nuclear Power Plant. Bobby remained oblivious that he wasn't in Mike's car, peering into his lap as his thumbs twitched across the phone's screen. Leo leaned over the seat once more to slam shut the passenger door.

	"If we don't get this load out of Twin Peaks before 4am, Shelly's gonna DIE Bobby!" The engine revved up and the two were back on their way.

	"Geez, Mike. Can't we open a window or something. You really stink!"

	"Keep it down Bobby! If you don't like it, you can work with someone else" Leo gripped the wheel and stared straight ahead. "NOBODY... tells Leo Johnson what to do!"

	"Fine, geez, you sure are chatty tonight, and for christ sakes can't you do something about that smell?" Bobby lifted his right hand to search for the window down mechanism while his left kept tapping away.

	Meanwhile Leo was still rambling at the windshield "Once we deliver the goods, we can finally pay off all that equipment. If we don't pay off the equipment, Shelly's gonna DIE Bobby!"

	His nose crinkled up, Bobby opened up a text from Uncle Fester. "Clams are back on the menu at the Double R!!" Boy oh boy was Bobby crazy about clams.

	"…so don't go holding your breath Bobby. Building an optical interferometer telescope system on the moon would enable us to directly image the planets circling other, distant stars. Otherwise Shelly's gonna DI-"

	Suddenly the radio was cranked up to full volume. Leo looked over to see that Bobby had barely taken his eyes off of his phone, and was fumbling by touch for the tuner.

	"That's it Bobby. The first thing you're gonna learn is to have a good attitude," Leo reached under the seat for the 45 magnum "... That's key. Anybody'll tell you that!."

	"Hey pops," came Bobby, "What has
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