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    For every kid with acronyms behind their name.

      

    

“Neither by ship nor on foot would you find

the marvellous road to the assembly of the Hyperboreans.”

-Pindar
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​Chapter 1 - Clinton, BC
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At the Piece o’ Junk Towing Yard, you can find anything – even a clumsy girl with a bunch of acronyms behind her name. Molybdenum ‘Moly’ McTavish, ADHD, SPD, DCD, and a little OCD – the works! The dingle-dangle of hollow, brass bells rattling on the door handle was enough to startle the jumpy girl and send her tumbling headfirst into a stack of tires. A balding man with a sour face stepped through and up to the front counter. He gripped the edge of the counter and scowled.

“Hi. Is there anyone else here besides you?” he asked. Moly scrambled back to her feet, pretending to have dropped a pen.

“Nope,” Moly answered, feeling her cheeks flush and hoping he hadn’t seen her fall. She hated it when people assumed she wouldn’t know anything because she was young and a girl. “Can I help you? I mean-” she corrected, “I can help you. What do you want?”

“Excuse me? Who taught you how to speak to customers? Rude!”

“Huh? I’m not rude! You are!” Moly stood up behind the counter, knocking her stool over again.

“How dare you!?” The man clenched and unclenched his jaw.

The back-room door flung open, and Moly’s grandpa blasted through.

“Moly, Moly, Moly!” He gripped her shoulders and held her fast as she tried to wiggle free of his grasp. He turned Moly’s shoulders and gave her a gentle shove toward the back door. “Wait outside, hunny,” he whispered through gritted teeth.

“I am sorry about that, sir!” said Zedekiah McTavish, Moly’s grandpa.

“What’s wrong with that kid?” The man was fuming and about to explode.

“My granddaughter has plenty of skills, but people-skills ain’t one of ‘em. Please excuse her. What can I help you with? Assuming you still want help.”

“Believe me, if there was another towing yard within 100 miles, I’d be there.”

“Again, I’m sorry.”

“Whatever - I need a driver’s side mirror for my truck. A ’95 Dodge. Preferably burgundy if you have one, but I can paint it if I have to. I am getting tired of backing out of my driveway with my head out the window. Winter’s coming, hey?”

“I think we might have one. If we do, Moly can find it. Hang on.” Zed grabbed the handheld radio and clicked the side button. “Moly, can you get a drive mirror for ’95 Dodge, burgundy?”

“Sure, Grandpa.”

“Should be one by the back fence.” Zed set the radio down and smiled at the frustrated customer. He pulled his navy blue hat off, smoothed his dark, wavy hair, and then put his hat back on. The balding man huffed and then sat in a waiting chair.

Moly rummaged through a scrap pile searching for the side mirror. She pulled aside a fender, dropped it, and covered her ears, cringing at the sound of steel on steel. The sharp scraping sound made her nauseous. For Moly, living in a tow truck junkyard meant hearing those noises every day - all day. She wore her polka-dot gardening gloves to avoid touching the metal with her bare skin. The thought of touching rusty metal made her pull her gloves higher. The grumpy, balding man had requested the part, and even though he had been so rude to her, it was Moly’s job to find it.

Moly jumped down the stack of well-worn tires acting as a stairway from their mobile home and yard office. Each tire overflowed with sand, dotted with cigarette butts from the night guard. Why he insisted on using the stairs as an ashtray, Moly would never understand. Her light auburn hair swung like a pendulum behind her head in a ponytail. Moly wasn’t in a hurry to get to the back of the yard. There were mountains of crushed cars precariously leaning over like the Tower of Pisa, but with more handles and steering wheels.

Her favourite place was the fort her grandpa had given her for her twelfth birthday last year. A ’94 GMC Safari minivan. It was forest green on the top half and rust orange on the bottom - what wasn’t disintegrated. According to her grandpa, it was unwanted, unsalvageable, and ugly-beyond-all-get-out, so it was perfect for a fort. Moly preferred her fort to her bedroom. The back seats were gone, and the front ones left unbolted so she could turn them around if she felt like it. She found some old bedsheets with little pandas on them and stapled them above the windows. Then she replaced the interior lights with a trouble light and an extension cord, which wound its way through the yard to the back of the mobile home.
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“HERE IT IS, GRANDPA,” said Moly, handing him the mirror.

“Thank you, hunny,” he said. “You ought to go find something to do. I can finish here.” He looked at Moly with a ‘do it!’ stare and then looked back to the man.

“Burgundy and everything.” Zed smiled. He wasn’t sure how to help Moly stop driving the customers loco. This was the fourth one this week. He scratched his chin and muttered, “Oh well. Not today’s battle,” and then sold the man his mirror.

~~~
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“MORNING, GRANDPA,” said Moly, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes. “How did you sleep?”

“Marvellous, hunny.” Zed sat down at the workbench they called a kitchen table. “What’s for breaky?”

“Something extra special,” she said in a silly, sing-song voice. “Cereal with chocolate milk!”

“Ahh, same as yesterday and the day before that, hey? Perfect.” He slid the bowl across the workbench, the scraping sound causing Moly to shut her eyes. “Oops. Sorry, hunny! Hey, listen. I was thinking, you always work every Saturday, so why don’t you take the day off?”

“But I am all ready for work.” She rapidly tapped her fingers to her thumb. Pinky, ring, middle, pointer, then back again.

“Then you are all ready to go adventuring! Why don’t you take your dirt bike for a ride, or go fishing?”

“Those things are boring without you. I think I’ll go read a book in my van.”

“Alright, hunny. Don’t get stuck in your book all day. You should go for a walk and enjoy the sunshine. Won’t be long before winter is back, frosting up our lives.”

“Sure, Grandpa.”

~~~
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MOLY CLICKED THE LEVER for her driver's seat and reclined. She opened her book and sighed. There was not much she loved like being alone in her van with a book. Fiction, non-fiction, it didn’t matter. Currently, she was enjoying older books: Greco-Roman History, Greek philosophers and poets, and ancient myths about the fall of Atlantis.

“Oh, may he sleep in endless night,

Who brought the shining plague to light,

Who first gave worth to useless ore,

And taught mankind to sigh for more!

Gold breaks through every sacred tie,

And bids a friend or brother die;

The fruitful source of kindred strife,

Gold would not spare a parent’s life.

Long wars and murders, crimes untold;

All spring from cursed thirst for gold!”

-Pindar (518 BC - 438 BC)

Moly clicked the seat back upright and hopped out of the van before putting on her pack. It felt heavy today. She wondered if carrying survival gear with her everywhere might be a silly habit. Plus, she kept getting in trouble for bringing her knives to school. She couldn’t expect her teachers to understand.

Living in the middle of British Columbia means long winters and hot, mosquito-filled summers. A girl really ought to be prepared for anything. After all, it can snow in July or August. Moly snapped her book shut and decided to go for a hike. She knew it would make her grandpa smile when they talked about it at dinner.

She opened the combination lock to the back chain-link gate. 32-11-23 -a palindrome. Spinning the lock to the right place made an audible click. She loved finding good palindromes - words or phrases that are the same front as back. Or in this case, numbers. She often wished her name was a palindrome. Something like Hannah, Anna or Ava Anna Hannah McTavish. She was stuck with the good ‘ol Scottish last name, but if she could choose, she would change her last name to Kinnikinnick, like the scrubby plant. She guessed it was probably a good thing that wasn’t her name, or she would have to say it out loud all the time to feel the words on her tongue.

A narrow trail curled its way along the Soda Lake. The strange algae bloom patterns in the edge water fascinated Moly. She crouched down and peered through the little rivulet-carved, root-like patterns in the vomit-green sludge. Part, albeit a minuscule part of Moly, wanted to touch the salty water muck.

The rest of her wanted to slap that part of her mind. Calcareous lakes. Moly repeated the word in her mind as she always did with odd-sounding words. Living on a calcareous lake has none of the benefits of living on a lakefront. No swimming, no fishing, no water for plants, unless you planned to kill those plants. The only thing that was redeeming about the calcium carbonate-filled lake was the colour. The algae bloom changed colour during different seasons, and it was always vivid greens and blues, sometimes reds or pinks. Beautiful, but icky.

Moly shifted her head sideways as a strange reflection caught her eye. Something was down there! Moly squinted at it until her eyebrows hurt, as if staring might make it reveal itself or lift out of the lake. After a couple of minutes, Moly stepped back into the trees to find a stick or something to poke the strange shining thing. She dropped her pack against a boulder and stood on the shoreline.

“Crackers! What if it is a sea monster?” said Moly. “Or a giant gold nugget. Wouldn’t that be cool? Likely, it’s a hub cap that rolled down the hill from the yard, but I’ll know soon enough.”

Moly inched closer to the edge, cautious of getting guck on her hiking boots and stretched out with the stick. She paddled it toward her. Whatever it was, it was heavy and not moving. Gold! Moly pushed the stick down on the shiny object, hoping to slide it along the gooey gravel, but then, as she leaned her weight on the stick to shove it farther, the stick snapped, and Moly toppled into the lake.

Shrieking, Moly stood in the waist-deep water and squealed as the mud oozed into her boots. She was about to scramble up the bank when she decided this tumble had better be worth it. She bent down and snatched the object.

Surprisingly, it weighed less than a balloon in her arms. She tucked it in her left arm and scrambled up the bank. She desperately wanted to run to the trailer and shower away the icky muck, but at the same time, the curious 10%  part of her mind needed a second to look at the strange treasure.

Moly wiped the slime from the circle-shaped stone. The brown and gold-tinged stone was perfectly smooth. A lighter yellow-ey golden stripe encircled the stone. It appeared to glow in the sunlight.

And then it growled.

Moly's eyes went wide, and she dropped the stone again. It hit the gravel with a solid thud.

“Crackers! That thing is a sea monster!” The stone wiggled back and forth and then side to side. Moly stepped backward, but then stumbled and fell on her bum.

“I bet it’s an egg! Like Loch Ness or the Ogopogo!” The egg-stone settled into a gentle, rhythmic rocking motion, and then Moly heard a soft sound like a kitten purring. “Baby monsters can’t be too bad.” The curious side took over again. I’m 15% curious now, she thought.

Moly pulled off her polka-dot gloves and tucked them into her pack, thankful she had at least been smart enough to take her pack off before swimming. She bent closer to the stone and examined the waves of gold sparkle in the tiny lines. Slowly, she reached and touched the smooth stone – this time it didn’t move.

Moly exhaled deeply, having forgotten to breathe for a moment. The stone was smooth and glassy. She ran her fingers along the middle golden rings, and the stone purred again. Moly nudged the stone with her palm, but it didn't move an inch. What on earth? she thought. She had carried the stone out of the lake, and now it was too heavy to shift a smidgen. Weird. Moly placed her hands on either side of the stone and breathed deeply to lift the immovable rock. Like before, she lifted it like it was lighter than an abandoned wasp nest.

Moly wrapped the stone in a scarf she had in her pack and then pushed it to the bottom of her bag. She slung the strap up over her shoulder. It felt lighter than it had on her way to the lake. What a weird egg! Moly hurried up the hill to the back gate, eager to take a shower and de-yuckify. She contemplated stashing the stone in her minivan, but then thought better of it. What if it hatches in the van? It'll destroy it or at least get my upholstery all gross. Instead, she snuck in the back door and tiptoed down the hall to her room.

The thing about trailers is that they have very little insulation, and the older the trailer, the squeakier the floor gets. Moly held her breath as she heard the floorboards creak and groan. She would've made it to her room if her wet socks hadn’t stopped playing fair.

Smash! Moly's feet flew out from under her, and she bounced off the wall before hitting the floor. Please don't let him hear me! she pleaded.

No such luck.

“Hey, hunny? You okay?” Her grandpa came through the office door into the house side of the trailer. “What happened to you?

“Um...I fell into the calcareous lake.”

“What? You hate icky goo. You say that all the time!”

“Well,” she started, stalling for any reason other than ‘sea monster egg’. “I tripped on my shoelace?” She hated lying to him, but she couldn't bring herself to give up the secret.

“Yeah, I can see that happening,” he chuckled.

“I need to have a shower. I think I have alien goo in my ears.”

“Want me to wash your clothes? And your pack?”

“No!” she snapped. “I mean, I shouldn’t make you do all the chores. I need...uh... responsibility.” He raised his eyebrows. Not a likely story, but he would let it slide. She would tell him whatever was going on soon enough. She always did.

Biscuit dough! I'm going to have to do all my own laundry now!
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​Chapter 2 - Clinton, BC – Peace o’ Junk Towing Yard
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Moly towel-dried her hair and pulled it back into a ponytail. She threw her towel over the footboard of her bed before checking the lock on the door. Satisfied that it was secure, she upturned her pack onto the bed. The stone rolled out of the pack and the scarf and wiggled around on Moly’s light blue comforter.

“Hello, little monster,” said Moly. “I hope you don’t hatch and eat me, okay? If you do breathe underwater, I’ll run a bath when you hatch, don’t worry.” The stone bounced a little and then chirped.

“Well, now I’m perplexed. You growl, purr, and chirp! What are you? You are an alien!” Moly ran through her familiar tapping rhythm with her fingers. Pinky, ring, middle, pointer.

Moly scrunched her face and patted the egg-stone. Suddenly, the stone felt familiar and comforting. Wait a minute! She jumped up and bounced off the bed, stubbing her toe on the footboard and wincing. She rushed to her closet and rummaged around under a pile of snowsuits and dirt bike gear. Whew! That stinks! I need to clean it!

From under the pile of smelly clothes, Moly pulled a small, heart-shaped Valentine's chocolate box. She slid the top sideways and smiled as she pulled out her treasured momentos. There were pictures of her mother holding Moly when she was a toddler. Miss you, Mama. She set the pictures aside and found what she was looking for—an orange velvet pouch. She dumped its contents in her palm.

“I knew it!” Moly held up a brilliant golden necklace with a stone pendant. The sea-monster stone and pendant matched identically. Weird! Moly sat back down on her bed and held the necklace out as if the eggstone might be able to see what she was showing. “Look! It’s like your shell! Tiger’s eye! Grandpa said it’s a stone necklace from my mama.” The eggstone purred and then warbled when she said ‘mama’.

“Shh! Grandpa will hear you! I am going to go have dinner with my grandpa now, but I’ll be back soon. Behave!” Moly patted the eggstone and smiled.

~~~
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“FEEL BETTER NOW?” ASKED Zed, handing Moly her plate of noodles.

“Yeah. Man, was that ever gross! I’m blaming you for that one. Go for a walk? That’s what you said, so it’s obviously your fault I fell in the lake.” She shovelled a bite of plain noodles with butter into her mouth.

“My fault!” he said incredulously. “That’s absurd, sweet girl. Your shoelace, your problem.”

“Shoelace?” she asked, forgetting her lie for a minute. “Oh, right. The cause of my tripping. Yes. A shoelace.”

Zed stared at his granddaughter with that knowing twinkle in his eye. “How are your noodles? Not too mushy?”

“They are perfect. You are getting to be a good cook!”

“I cook cereal, pancakes, noodles, and sandwiches, so I doubt that classifies me as a cook at all.”

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure. What’s on your mind, hunny?” Finally, he hoped she would share the truth with him.

“What’s the largest creature to come from an egg on land or sea?”

“How on earth would I know that?” He looked puzzled. “An ostrich?

“And in the sea? Ew, do squids come from eggs?”

“I have no idea. Why do you ask?”

“Because...” she started, struggling to decide how much to share. “My friend found a strange egg and wondered what it was. I was curious, that’s all.”

“What did the egg look like?” Zed turned to stare out the window. Is it that time already? Can’t be. She is still a child.

“Um.” She looked around the room for inspiration to add to her tall tale. Her eyes landed on faded curtains. “White with purple dots.”

“Nope, no idea what kind of egg that is. Can I see it?”

“No! I mean, I don’t have it, my friend does. It’s okay, don’t worry about it.”

Moly thanked her grandpa for dinner and made another excuse about being so tired that she needed to go to bed early. He could see through this lie, too, but he wasn’t sure what to do about it yet, so he gave her a tight hug and said good night.

Moly flopped on her bed. “Whew. That was close, little monster. I asked grandpa a question about you.” The egg growled. “No, it’s alright. He doesn’t know you are here. I asked it like it was for a friend. I was worried he would figure it out for a minute, but then I guessed that it was impossible to figure that out. No one has ever heard of a giant egg-stone that communicates.”

“I need to get some sleep. Falling in vomit-ey water is exhausting.” She found another box in her closet and made a fluffy little bed for the egg on the other side of her bed. She put her hands on the egg to shift it into her makeshift hiding place, but once again, the egg wouldn’t budge.

“How do you do that?” She was starting to think the eggstone decided when to weigh a million pounds and when to be lighter than dragonfly wings.

“Chirp, chirp.”

“No, you can’t sleep here. This is my bed.” She hefted the egg again with no success. “You are a stubborn little monster, huh? Fine, you can sleep here, but you need to be quiet!” Moly put her pyjamas on and snuck out to the bathroom to brush her teeth. When she returned, the egg had wiggle-waggled its way onto Moly’s pillow.

“I draw the line there. I have a strict ‘no monsters on my pillow’ rule.” Moly climbed into bed and snuggled under all seven of her blankets. She wasn’t cold, but she liked how heavy the blankets felt all together. She pulled at the egg, and this time
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From the Desk of Flimsy J. Whipperwhirl

The following is the “not-entirely-true” account of
ajourney I recently peregrinated with my friend Zed,
and his granddaughter - an extremely unparagoned kid
named Moly. A kid with more quirks than a.. - well, yow'll
see.

Moly didn’t always live in Clinton, BC. She, like
most of us, had a past. That past that comes crashing
into the present in this excellent tome. There are some
Jjunctures where I don't come off looking my best, but I
trust that you won't hold that against me. After all, I am
not the heroine, Moly is.

Thope you will revel in hearing of our odyssey and
perhaps find the courage and valor to g0 on some of your
own - Beyond the North Wind.

Many Blessings,
Flimsy Whipperwhirl
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