

[image: Cover]



YELLOW MOON

By David Searls


[image: ]



A Macabre Ink Production

Macabre Ink is an imprint of Crossroad Press

Digital Edition published by Crossroad Press

Smashwords edition published at Smashwords by Crossroad Press


Crossroad Press digital edition 2021

Original publication by Warner Books—October 1994

Copyright © 1994 David Searls


LICENSE NOTES

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to the vendor of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Meet the Author

David Searls is the author of the horror novels Bloodthirst in Babylon, Malevolent and Charred Saints, and the novella Cold as Hell.


DISCOVER CROSSROAD PRESS

Visit the Crossroad site for information about all available products and its authors

Check out our blog

Subscribe to our Newsletter for information about new releases, promotions, and to receive a free eBook

Find and follow us on Facebook


[image: ]



We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at crossroad@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.

If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.

Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


To Annie, and the life that used to be.


Table of Contents

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

CHAPTER 38

EPILOGUE


CHAPTER 1

May we eat your young?

Pluck the eyes and nibble the tongue?

Ah, those tender ears and noses Tiny fingers and crunchy toeses Yes! Yes! Such pitiful mewling cries!

With every bite as the young child dies And may we eat your old?

No one acid-rained on Carl Thayer’s wall without an­swering to Carl Thayer about it. Especially not some out- of-towner like the one he found doing his private thing so unprivately along the side of Thayer Shell that sunny af­ternoon at about one.

It was Kerri Upshaw, the lesbian who ran the town, who’d sent him charging out from under Milt Cory’s Pontiac Bonneville and into the blinding early summer or late- spring sun. Carl wasn’t a hundred percent sure of the season, since it was supposed to turn over sometime that week or possibly the next or the one just before, but he couldn’t recall the specifics.

“Carl, I think we’ve got a situation here,” the town-manager had said in that grating way of hers that made Carl want to go for a gun every time he heard it.

He hadn’t even looked up at first, figuring she was merely nibbling his ass all over again about that leaky tire of hers, as stubborn in its faults as its leathery owner was in hers. Carl had patched the thing, replaced the valve and stem, done everything but gift-wrap her a new one, but nothing worked.

“Okay, Kerri,” he’d mumbled, his round head still buried under the hood of Milt Cory’s Pontiac Bonneville with the bad voltage regulator. “But short of proposing and giving you a new set of tires instead of that engage­ment ring I’m saving up for, I got no new ideas. Soon as you face facts you can only coast so long on worn-out rubber, the sooner you’ll see the advantage of buying a new set of my Generals, now on sale for just—”

“Save it, Carl. You’ve got someone pissing on your wall.”

Carl Thayer’s head throbbed like a motherfucker the way he bounced it off the hood of Milt Cory’s Pontiac Bonneville with the bad voltage regulator, but it certainly added oomph to his fighting mood. Something of a testos­terone rush, that skull slam.

“Ouch, goddamnit, who the shit—?”

“Shit’s not the problem, Carl. Not yet, but wouldn’t bet against it.”

He was blinking into the spring or summer sun by that time. The sudden white light after three hours in his garage seemed to microwave rational thought and encour­age raw instinct.

Rounding the corner in a charge that was already leak­ing the wind from him like the air from Kerri Upshaw’s steel-belted, he crashed into and impressively bounced off of his General Tire display by bay three.

“Side wall,” Kerri said, redirecting him. “By the fence.”

“Son of a bitch.”

The worst part—worse even than the bare-bones fact that someone was spraying his gray brick wall in broad daylight—was that the perpetrator, as he could now plainly see, was no one Carl Thayer had ever laid eyes on. And Carl Thayer knew or at least recognized damned near all eleven thousand-and-some residents that Cleary, Ohio claimed.

The stranger wasn’t a passing vacationer, either, with a station wagon full of sugared-up kids and a bladder every bit as overloaded as the car. Even the most desperate of that species found time to bribe Carl for the bathroom key-on-a-stick with murmured promises of fill-ups and plastic sunglass purchases for the entire family.

This was worse.

The stranger grunted, flicked his pecker a few times to be sure, and zipped up with a graceless hip swivel to avoid sacrificing original equipment to fastener metal. They don’t call ’em teeth for nothing.

Carl had seen this type before. In Cincinnati or Colum­bus, probably—some big city—but never in Cleary. No sir, no street people on these streets. Folks here owned bathrooms, and even the shiftiest of the shiftless had the decency to leave nature when nature called.

Carl Thayer wrinkled his nose at the salty acid scent wafting his way along with another whole packet of smells: stale sweat, unbathed skin, unlaundered denim, and other things he didn’t want to analyze.

The stranger turned his way. The stranger’s mouth fell open and stayed that way, apparently undecided between speaking or evacuating lunch. His eyes had once been green. Even from a dozen feet away, Carl could make out the bright red lines running through those abused irises like tiny earthquake faults. The man’s hair was dark and clammy, face pale. He was thin, but panther-sleek. He wore jeans that clung like an oil slick, and a cracked vinyl jacket over a lumberjack-plaid shirt. Just for extra mea­sure against the season’s harsh seventy-eight degrees, the man had added a down vest.

The outfit confirmed Carl’s impression of street types: too much clothing in warm weather, not enough in cold. He’d heard once how drugs played hell on junkie body thermostats. In years, the stranger was somewhere be­tween thirty and fifty, except maybe older or younger.

The man backed up a step.

“Hey,” Carl said. He growled the single syllable in a voice that had kept him out of more than one barroom fight. He moved a step forward to match and cancel the other’s retreat.

The man turned amazingly fast for someone Carl fig­ured had to be half-dead from liquor or heroin or angel dust, and darted toward the back of the building.

Carl had him now, by God. They were up against the fence back there, just a flimsy little thing creating more of an aesthetic barrier than a physical one between the Paulsens’ back yard and Carl’s gas station. No matter. Carl Thayer planned to be all over him before the bastard had half a chance to scale it.

The stranger’s foot found the middle board. He swung his other leg up. The shoe now on display was one of the brands worn by jocks, drug dealers, and teenagers, the only ones who could shell out a hundred bucks for tennies. But the electrician’s tape holding together the sole diminished the status-symbol appeal considerably.

“No one does that on my building,” Carl said as he tackled the stranger, tore him off of the wildly swaying lit­tle fence, and slammed him against the Shell station.

Carl made a thick fist, brought it back and—

—went insane.

In the vast, vast distance he heard what sounded like the ice cream man’s merrily tinkling bell, and then…

He hopes it’s temporary, this total loss of reason, as the tunnel comes down down down his way and something in­side calls out…calling him by name?…and the impos­sible yellow light…no, not yellow, not any color but closer to yellow than anything else…creeps his way like wet flesh and behind it something else, something long and hard and black. This something else touches Carl Thayer, enters him—his mouth—his soul. Choking. Eyes, frozen immobile eyes, watch Carl while Carl watches the eyes watch; Carl prays that he’s safely installed some­where beyond this scene, where things like this don’t re­ally happen. Ever.

One part of him, maybe the remaining sane part, is what’s standing back and watching the curious proceed­ings. This part of Carl Thayer knows that the part that is—was?—Carl Thayer’s body, that used to be under Carl Thayer’s control, that this part of him is still pinning the stranger to the wall…still aiming that powerful fist…And this sane, abstract part of Carl Thayer—the Mind, maybe—knows that the Body is looking into some kind of hallucination, that the tunnel coming toward him can’t possibly be out there, can’t hurt him. That the chok­ing sensation as the black thing enters him, pulls itself steadily into his throat, this can’t be real. And the eyes, the watching eyes from high above him don’t count. Don’t exist.

Can’t exist.

He gags.

“Carl? Carl.”

He blinked. Gradually recognized the rock-gargling voice that could belong to only one woman here on God’s favorite planet.

Carl ripped his hands away from the foul-odored stranger and stumbled backward until his knees gave out and his ass found the weedy cracked pavement. His breath rushed from his fiery lungs as if suddenly unstoppered. The tunnel and the eyes disappeared like the illusion they had been.

Carl Thayer, Mind and Body, was back in Cleary, Ohio. His throat itched, raw. Kerri Upshaw told him to take it easy as he jumped back to his feet.

The grimy man before him shielded his face with two shaking arms. There was certainly fear in that face, but something else as well. Something more important than fear momentarily lit the stranger’s used-up green eyes. “This’s it,” he mumbled. “Shit yes, it’s here now. The bad dream of all time, it’s here now. Can’t be worse now than it was. All the bad dreams and the yellow moon and the gods of the drains. Oh, yeah, I been seeing for a long time what you be seeing now. Enjoy it, motherfucker,” he cackled.

Least that seemed to be the general tone of the mes­sage, the stranger’s voice rattling loosely past the places in his mouth where teeth once dwelt. “Jesus coming in the bad dreams. Think it’s Jesus, hope it’s Jesus in the bad dreams with the gods of the drains.”

“You’ll need Jesus if we catch you hosing any more of our buildings.” Kerri stood by the General Tire display, arms out like on safety patrol. Her eyes looked tired, but that was the expression she assumed during her most dan­gerous moods. Watch out for those sleepy eyelids of hers. Her stork legs, brown and tight in one of the season’s first pair of shorts, held up a hard, jutting body. One lesbo you just didn’t fuck with, if anyone were to ask Carl Thayer’s opinion.

The stranger turned and practically pole-vaulted that back fence without a pole.

“Stop him,” Carl croaked, half-surprised that he had any voice left at all.

“Oh, sure thing,” Kerri grunted. “And I’m Arnold Schwarzenegger.”

“Closer to it than most of us.” Carl Thayer sniffed his hands. They smelled like they felt, diseased by contact with the stranger. Wasn’t that one of the ways to catch AIDS? Hug a drug addict? Now there was something, to die like a homosexual—a married man of fifty-four—and have the entire town spreading vicious lies.

So now the stranger had pissed on his wall, knocked him on his ass, and given him a fatal gay junkie disease.

Turning into some kind of Saturday afternoon, it was.


CHAPTER 2

“Hey, Tom, what the hell you doing here?”

“Nothing. Checking things out, that’s all.” To Tom Luckinbill’s ears, his own response sounded too quick, too pat, too defensive.

Officer Jeff Smith looked up from the front desk, smiled, shook his head sadly. The dispatch radio crackled, ignored, in the background. “Knew you couldn’t stay away. Now Joanie’s going to sue your ass for sole custody and you’ll never see your little chillen again.”

Tom grunted to show he was taking the younger man’s comment like the joke it was supposed to be. That it wasn’t feeding his moderate paranoia on that same sub­ject.

“Kidding,” Jeff said, just setting the record straight.

Tom shrugged. “They’re twelve and fourteen.” He stopped to consider. He certainly had their approximate ages, but he could be off by a birthday or two. God, he hoped he hadn’t missed a birthday. “They don’t want to spend every weekend moment with the old man. They need room to breathe.” Whatever that meant.

“Yeah,” Jeff said agreeably.

Tom ordered his tongue to plead the fifth. He let his eyes roam only to escape his officer’s gently taunting grin. The police station looked cheerfully abandoned. It had been someone’s idea to paint the place white, lighten it up, make those tacky public service posters thumbtacked everywhere really stand out. What it actually ac­complished, all that crisp bright airiness, was to make the place look too big, too desolate.

“Anyone here?” Tom knew he was only imagining that his voice was echoing back at him.

Jeff braced himself with both elbows on the high counter separating the two of them. “Just you and me, boss. Glenn Leighton’s old man bailed him out couple hours ago, same’s he does about every other Saturday morning after sonny’s had himself too much fun at The Bluegrass.”

Tom grunted again, shook his head, and turned to walk away.

“Oh, nearly forgot our dangerous felon in cell six,” Jeff added, calling him back. “Urinated on Carl Thayer’s Shell station. Street type, no I.D., and no comment. Nothing that makes sense to us mere human beings, anyway. Mark brought him in after the alleged victim called in a descrip­tion. Carl’s asking for the electric chair, of course, but I thought we could show some of our small-town compas­sion and merely castrate the poor bastard.”

“If you mean Carl, it’s fine with me.”

Jeff’s face pinkened with appreciation. The blush was how Tom Luckinbill always knew when he’d matched the quick wit of his twenty-four-year-old deputy.

“Did our mystery guest offer any resistance?” Tom asked.

“Guess he ran, but pooped out quick—pardon the con­tinuing bathroom theme here. He was fine once Mark caught up and has been a helluva lot easier to deal with than Glenn Leighton. Or Carl Thayer, for that matter.”

“He’s in back?”

“The stranger? Oh, yeah. In the cell farthest from the door.”

“Meaning…?”

“He doesn’t smell too good. Maybe we ought to just let Carl take him out back and shoot him.”

The front door slammed open at that exact moment and Carl Thayer himself shoved into the whitewashed lobby of the lonely police station.

“I hear you got my man,” Carl Thayer said, sounding like Marshal Dillon anticipating his prisoner’s extradition.

Tom hoped the service station owner hadn’t heard Jeff’s last comment; it might get his hopes up.

“Yeah, we got him,” Jeff said, putting on his best law­man drawl.

“Good thing.” Carl actually rubbed his palms together. “Can I see him?”

The two cops exchanged glances. The balding younger one started to blush once again with restrained humor.

Tom cleared his throat. “Well, Carl, it’s not like we’ve found this guy’s poster on the post office wall or any­thing.”

“I think he’s dangerous,” Carl roared. “Diseased, at the very least. I should I.D. the perpetrator, shouldn’t I? See­ing that he did assault me with no witnesses but Kerri Up­shaw who hates my guts for whatever reason and probably wouldn’t be a reliable witness anyway.”

Tom studied the silence that followed. Shrugged. “Tell me, Carl. Why didn’t I spend the afternoon with my boys like I honestly intended?”

Carl’s reply was a defensive stare: Somehow, he seemed to figure, he had to be the butt of the joke. The problem was catching the punch line.

“Forget it,” Tom said. “Jeff, take him back, huh? Let him I.D. the perpetrator, whatever.”

Jeff nodded solemnly. “The pissatrator, I suppose it would be. But be careful, Mr. Thayer. We haven’t checked his anal cavity for concealed weapons yet. You care to help us out?”

Carl glared; Tom smiled, a facial twitch too quick and impermanent to be held against him. He grabbed the loose stack of freshly delivered mail that looked to be his, and headed back to the closet he called an office. He plopped behind his desk where yesterday’s newspaper mingled with yesterday’s cigarette ash and the remaining contents of yesterday’s Sprite can. He gently nudged a clear space with a thick forearm—softly brushing the accumulation aside seemed somehow less disorganized than a more forceful sweep—and released the unopened pile of trade magazines and circulars over the reclaimed territory. Then he examined the stiff sleeve of that same forearm, care­fully brushing away an imaginary smudge of ash from otherwise spotless khaki.

Tom Luckinbill had nearly convinced himself that his lack of organization was the reason Joanie had left him. She’d called him a fraud once, said he’d deceived her with his spit-shine personal image, then pressed her nose to the unkempt reality of his existence only when it had been too late for her to back out.

Or so she’d thought at the time.

He stared at the phone, let his mind run through a dozen numerical combinations before it latched onto his home number.

No, they were probably out anyway. Of course, he could leave a message, tell them he was on his way home in case they got back before he did.

Back from where? They’d mentioned their plans for the day at breakfast, hadn’t they? Or had that been yesterday morning they’d all eaten together?

Anyway, he’d make it up, take them out for burgers or toss a frisbee or hang out with them at the Mundy Street Pool, whatever it was Greg and Tony did these days. Tom could imagine how tough it might be prying them back out of Columbus any time soon if Joanie found out how little time they’d spent with the old man this time around.

He wanted them back, didn’t he?

Of course he did. They were his kids, and it wasn’t like anyone else was monopolizing his attention these days.

“Ready for this?”

Tom jumped, guilty at being caught doing nothing be­hind that overworked-looking desktop.

Jeff was leaning on his doorjamb, eyes aglitter at some­one’s expense.

The police chief shook his head. “Probably not.”

Now that his thoughts were refocused, he could hear Carl Thayer braying as he approached the doorway.

“Ain’t funny, Tom, despite what your Jeff here thinks. I’m telling you, we all live in a small town and pay pretty good property taxes so we don’t have to put up with this horseshit.”

“Easy, Carl, easy.” Tom ran both hands through his dark hair. “What particular horseshit are we talking about, Jeff?”

Officer Smith wet his lips, took a deep breath, and started slowly, as if what he had to say came difficult. But his bright eyes couldn’t match the careful level of concern in his voice. “Carl says the man we got locked up isn’t the one who knocked him down this afternoon. He thinks that—”

“No one knocked you down this afternoon, Carl. You slipped and fell.”

All three men jumped as town manager Kerri Upshaw filled the doorway, pushing the occupancy level of the tiny office well beyond the pain threshold of the average claustrophobic. She took turns glaring at each of the other three, taking her time with Officer Smith.

“So if we’re all socializing in here,” she asked, “who’s minding the phones and dispatch radio?”

Jeff blushed, his eyes no longer glittering. “I am, ma’am.”

“Not from in here, you’re not. Things are squawking out there, son. I’d get on it.”

Jeff fled to the lobby.

“Think he’s scared of me, Tom?”

Tom Luckinbill might have seen the faintest glint of amusement in the woman’s smudgy eyes. It was a remote possibility, anyway. He nodded. “I’m damned sure of it, Kerri.”

“Good.” Now she turned her attention to the police chief’s other visitor. “I thought I’d drop by, see that Carl got his story straight when he petitioned you for a rope and a willow tree. And by the way, Carl, you’ve got no permit for beating up folks who mistake your wall for the men’s room. You got what was coming to you, but he wasn’t the one did it. You fell trying to tackle that fellow, don’t tell me you didn’t.”

Carl danced the kind of flailing two-step that baseball managers invented to indicate differences of opinion with the umpiring crew. “I knew you’d say something like that, Kerri, but I’m telling you—there’s something weird about that guy. If you’d of touched him, you’d have known it, too. Course,” he added, voice dropping real low, “I forgot how repugnant the idea of touching a man must be to you.”

“You didn’t seem to mind the idea of close personal contact with this fellow, Carl.”

Carl sputtered, “If you’re saying—”

“Stop the bickering, you two,” Tom ordered. “What do you mean, Carl? What happened when you touched him?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Kerri said. “We’re not all singing from the same hymnal anyway. I hear someone say you got the wrong one locked up back there?”

Carl stuck his hands on his hips, offering his best scowl to whoever wanted it. “Yeah, there’s two of them now. What do you have to say about that, Tom?”

“Not just two.”

All three stared at the young cop who’d returned to the chief’s crowded office.

Tom wanted details.

“First, Darlene Garrett spots a raggedy man digging through the garbage bin behind the Harvest House. Next thing I hear is how Steve and Vern stopped three more of them shuffling down Bridge Street about a mile off of Route 35. They’re asking right now whether or not they should bring ’em in on a ten thirty-nine.”

“Prowlers,” Tom explained to his frowning town man­ager. He saw the last wisps of his halfhearted Saturday-afternoon-with-the-boys fantasy fading fast, like so many before. “They doing anything, Jeff? Causing any trou­ble?”

“Just walking. Jaywalking, probably. Touching them­selves in public. Molesting French poodles…whatever you want the citation to read.”

Tom shook his head. “Leave them alone.”

“What about the one Jay Pitts saw panhandling outside his hardware store?”

“Jesus, that’s right by my place,” Carl bellowed. “You know what fresh piss smells like on a hot afternoon?”

“Where are they all coming from?” Kerri asked, her tough face holding up a confused frown.

That, Tom thought, is the million-dollar question.


CHAPTER 3

Ben Crocker was in his bedroom welcoming the new summer with Trevor Kincaid, Danny Young and Skippy Crenshaw. Their legs, too thin and pale, looked unnatural in the season’s virgin pairs of baggy shorts. It was the first of twelve straight school-less Saturdays, and the four twelve-year-olds were enjoying nothing more than the or­ganized planning of the sunny times that stretched lazily ahead.

“This summer I’m learning to swim,” Skippy was promising for what had to be the third straight June.

“Bullshit,” answered Danny, who was sturdier and darker than pale, frail Skippy, but his best friend and toughest critic. “You wear a life jacket in the shower.”

Three youngsters howled at the expense of the fourth, who heaved a handy shoe at his chief tormentor.

“What about you, Trevor?” Ben asked.

“Mm?”

“What are you going to do this summer?”

Trevor was draped belly-down over the bed, rifling through Ben’s baseball card collection. Occasionally, he’d set one aside that seemed to interest him mildly, one that might make him part with his third-year Canseco Upper Deck if the deal was right. He shrugged. He was the tallest of Ben’s friends, a quiet boy whose words carried more weight than most. “My folks are sending me to wildlife camp in August, but—”

“Oh, God,” Danny screamed in cruel delight. “Wildlife camp. And we thought Skippy was weird.”

“Shut up, Danny,” Ben ordered. “My dad’s down­stairs.”

“Sorry, but that’s just like Trevor. He’ll spend half the summer in camp to learn about stuff and half in the li­brary.”

“Yeah,” Skippy said. “And the other half watching the Discovery Channel.”

“You really got your fractions down, Skippy,” Trevor said.

Skippy and Danny glanced at each other, then burst into peals of laughter. Ben wasn’t sure either of them under­stood the joke, but that didn’t affect their reaction.

“Shut up,” Ben repeated. “I told you…my dad.”

“We don’t want to piss off the mayor,” Danny said with obvious sarcasm. “Let’s go play ball.”

“Just the four of us?” Ben asked, screwing his round face up.

Danny shook his head. “Forgot to mention, Greg and Tony are in town. I saw them playing catch in the park on my way over here.”

Inwardly, Ben winced. At fourteen and thirteen, Greg and Tony were taller, wider, stronger, and faster than any­one else Ben hung out with. His one goal in life was to be as cool as either Luckinbill brother, but that wasn’t going to happen if he was attached at the hips to squirrel bait like Skippy and Danny.

“We don’t have to go,” Skippy was saying, evidently catching the doubt in Ben’s eye.

Ben glanced at Trevor, his best friend. The other boy barely shrugged, indicating a willingness to be swayed ei­ther way. Although Trevor was a brain, there was such a lack of dependence on the attitudes of others that it let him escape the torments brought on so many others with similar thirsts for knowledge. The boys in town seemed to respect Trevor’s quiet self-assurance, or merely to know that derision would have no effect, so why waste a good laugh.

Ben nodded. “Let’s go play ball.”

“Wait, guys,” Skippy said. His face looked uncustomarily serious. Ben waited for the bad joke that was sure to follow, but all he heard was, “We could go some other time.”

“What?” Danny screeched, his voice reaching a decibel level guaranteed to draw the unwanted attention of an an­noyed parent or two. “Skippy, how come you’re so chickenshit?”

“I’m not chickenshit,” the boy replied from his crouch­ing position on the floor. He was making too much eye contact with the others, as far as Ben was concerned. A dead giveaway, if you knew Skippy well. “Just…I don’t know. Maybe we could do something else, that’s all.”

Trevor let his slim body slither from the bed. He fell ef­fortlessly into a squatting position on the floor next to Skippy, and stared him down. “Come on, what is it?” he asked quietly.

Skippy fired up a smile, but it didn’t seem to fit his jumpy eyes. Danny and Ben hunched next to Trevor, triple-teaming the suddenly uncommunicative one.

“Nothing, nothing,” Skippy mumbled. “Just…I kind of had a dream.”

“How can you ‘kind of have a dream’?” Ben wanted to know.

“What was
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