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​Note from Author

Welcome to a who's who of persons and entities from various planets and dimensions across the time-space continuum. Any relation to actual persons or locations known to contemporary Earth human science are entirely incidental.

The words you are about to read have been crafted by your friendly cosmic traveler, Haleigh Overseth.

If you enjoy the characters offered in this collection, you may also enjoy the fictional podcast The Adventures of Abernathy Franklin — also created by your fellow passenger on this human ride, Haleigh Overseth.

May all entities exploring this compilation receive cosmic blessings of the highest order. Your support is immensely appreciated.

Much love to all of you, my Earthbound and cosmic friends. Wherever you are out there, I hope you're doin' well.
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​Introduction: About the Cafe

Somewhere between the third and fourth dimensions — in that pleasant liminal space that smells faintly of cardamom and old starlight — there exists a coffee shop.

It doesn't always look the same. On Tuesdays it tends to present itself as a cozy booth-lined diner with vinyl seats and a jukebox that only plays songs from dimensions you've never heard of. On weekends it expands considerably, accommodating everything from sentient waterfalls to interdimensional carnivores who subsist on fear energy, though those last ones are usually very polite about it and tend to tip well.

The staff are, to a one, cryptids. Baristas, bakers, bus staff — all fae, all alien, all spectacularly unconcerned with your personal drama while simultaneously being the most intuitive servers you have ever encountered. They will bring you exactly what you need before you've thought to order it. They will also absolutely not tell you what's in the seasonal special. Some questions, they say, are better answered by the drink itself.

This is FrankiVerse Cafe.

It has been operating since before the concept of time was formalized into a linear experience. It has locations in six dimensions and counting. One franchise, in the 6th dimensional pocket adjacent to the DMT Clown Trickster Village, is run entirely by an entity named Judy Ketchetori, but we'll get to her later.

What follows is a compendium of some of the more memorable patrons to have passed through one or another of its doors. Their bios are offered as a public service. Their cafe stories are offered because the staff kept notes, and the staff, as previously mentioned, see everything.

Welcome to the Cafe. Your order will arrive shortly. Please try not to cause a planetary cataclysm on your way to your seat.
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​Chapter 1: The Calistani Contingent & the Beefy Pacifist
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Zeke Xanilax

The six-fingered feline wizard from the planet Calistan. Summons fire at will and is able to control electricity. Do not feed Zeke honey glazed ham, he will vomit toxic acid on the carpet. Try explaining that one to the insurance company.

Wendell van Halversand

Also of the planet Calistan, known as Wendell the Quantum Wizard. Wendell possesses the power to alter the composition of atoms and gather particles to create comets and meteors. Has been known to cause planetary cataclysms in exchange for Mahi tuna.

Brutus the Not So Brutal

Brutus was born to a military family on the planet Dalgruun. A big boned, beefy boy like Brutus was expected to be a fierce warrior, but instead is a devout pacifist. Brutus raises bunnies in his hut at the beach. He enjoys swimming, sun bathing and sipping fruity drinks.

~ A FrankiVerse Cafe Story ~

It started, as most incidents at the third-dimensional FVC outpost tend to start, with good intentions and a poor choice of appetizer.

Zeke and Wendell had arrived together, as they often do, bickering affectionately about the fastest route from Calistan. Wendell maintained that you could shave twelve parsecs off the journey by altering the density of a small asteroid cluster near the Tauron belt. Zeke said Wendell had been trying that maneuver since their second year of wizard school and it had never once worked, and furthermore the last attempt had displaced a minor moon, and Wendell should perhaps consider that some things in the universe are where they are for a reason.

They were shown to a table near the window. The window, at this particular location, looked out onto a pleasant meadow in rural New Zealand in the Earth year 1987. The barista — a selkie named Morrish who smelled of saltwater and kept a small starfish behind one ear — brought them their usual without being asked. Wendell got the comet-black cold brew. Zeke got the sparkling flame-citrus blend that arrived already on fire, which Zeke considered appropriate.

The honey glazed ham on the seasonal menu should, in retrospect, have been flagged more prominently.

Zeke spotted it before Morrish could intervene. There was a brief moment — one of those cosmic pauses where the timeline forks gently and every nearby entity has a chance to make a different choice — and then Zeke ordered the ham.

What followed required two fire extinguishers, one quantum containment field hastily assembled by Wendell, and the temporary evacuation of three tables. The toxic acid situation, as predicted, proved difficult to explain to the local dimensional insurance adjuster, who arrived looking deeply tired and carrying a clipboard.

Brutus, who had been at the counter quietly nursing a mango-passion sunrise and minding his own enormous business, handled the whole affair with characteristic grace. He is very large and very calm, which tends to work well in tense situations. He mediated between Wendell, the insurance adjuster, and a small sobbing entity from the Flurrian debris field who had simply come in for a scone and found themselves directly adjacent to an acid-vomiting feline wizard.

The adjuster left with a signed statement and a complimentary pastry. The carpets were replaced. Brutus left a generous tip.

Zeke, for his part, said the ham had been absolutely worth it.

Morrish added a note to his file.
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​Chapter 2: The Prince, the Parkour King & the Hookah Baroness
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Prince Ping of Lindeniew

Ping is the eighth born son to a moon dwelling royal family somewhere in the vicinity of the constellation Sagittarius. While most of his elder brothers secretly wish they were closer in line to take the throne, as it were, Ping prefers to stargaze and go sand surfing with his pals. As Ping would say, "Who wants to reign supreme over the land, anyway? Being king looks supremely dull and tedious."

Shandal McKieller

Shandal considers himself a master of interplanetary parkour. He regularly competes in satellite hopping tournaments throughout the Sirius star system, and isn't above shifting dimensions to find the next big thrill. Friends call him Horny Shan, but not for the reasons dirty human minds might think.

Marionette Undahl

Mari owns a chain of high end hookah bars, "Mesmerized by Mari," scattered across several constellations. She claims to have once visited the dreams of an Earth filmmaker, thus inspiring the love interest of a popular adventuring hero. Customers tend to doubt this assertion, but they don't dare say that to Mari's face.

~ A FrankiVerse Cafe Story ~

The noise complaint had been filed, technically speaking, by a wall.

This is not as unusual as it sounds at the FVC location operating in the fourth dimensional pocket just off the Sagittarian transit corridor, where walls are legally recognized as sentient property and entitled to the same basic courtesies as any other load-bearing entity. The wall in question — a pleasant, cream-colored partition named Edsel — had been quietly existing between FrankiVerse Cafe and the adjacent "Mesmerized by Mari" hookah lounge for going on four hundred years without incident. Edsel considered himself easy-going. Edsel considered himself practically saintly in his tolerance for ambient noise.

But the sand had been the final straw.

Prince Ping had arrived that morning in high spirits, which for Ping means he was already telling a story so enthusiastically that he'd knocked over two chairs before reaching his table. He'd come from a sand surfing circuit in the Sagittarian belt, still trailing luminescent moon-sand from every surface of his person, and had shaken approximately a small beach's worth of the stuff onto the floor before ordering a honey oat latte and a plate of those little star-shaped shortbreads the Cafe does on the fourth dimension Tuesdays.

Shandal had arrived approximately eleven minutes later through the wrong entrance — that is, through Edsel — having misjudged a dimension-shift mid-parkour somewhere above the building and phased directly through the wall at considerable speed. He emerged into the Cafe looking delighted with himself and only slightly translucent, which faded after a few minutes and a strong espresso.

Edsel, who had been minding his own business as walls do, filed the complaint at 11:43 AM.

It was Mari who sorted it out, because Mari sorts everything out, because Mari has been running customer-facing establishments across four constellations for long enough to understand that the solution to most inter-entity disputes is comfortable seating, quality smoke, and being looked at directly until the other party loses their nerve. She appeared in the doorway between the two establishments — a doorway Edsel was informed, diplomatically but firmly, that he was going to develop starting now — in a cloud of something that smelled of jasmine and distant stars, and suggested that as long as the wall was being opened up anyway, perhaps the two businesses might consider a shared patio situation.

Edsel, somewhat mollified by being consulted, agreed.

Ping celebrated by ordering another round for the table, Shandal celebrated by immediately attempting to parkour off the new doorframe, and Morrish the selkie quietly noted that the sand from Ping's jacket was going to be in the grout for centuries.

Mari left a business card. The shared patio opens Tuesdays.
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