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BACK TO TRANSYLVANIA

 

Tommy opened his eyes and realized that he was in the cockpit of a World War II era P-38M fighter plane. Tammy was next to him, sitting in the radio operator's seat. They were wearing full aviation gear, bomber jackets, aviation helmets and goggles, and they were strapped in their seats, flying low over a pumpkin field in Transylvania about to land.

Tommy knew it was Transylvania by seeing the carved pumpkins in the pumpkin field ahead, and by passing by the outdoor hip hop dancing class for skeletons.

"Where are we...?" Tammy asked, "Ohh dancing skeletons, can I wave at them?"

Tommy looked around, "We're back in Transylvania. But I also think this is a dream."

"No, this is my dream. I'm almost sure of it. I always dress up in costumes when I'm dreaming. Two nights ago I was dressed like Jerry the Garbageman, and now I'm dressed like a pilot. I always focus on the correct details in my dreams."

"You don't seem very concerned that you're in my dream."

"I'm not concerned because you are in my dream."

Tommy shook his head, "That's massive intrusion, I've never heard of two people in each other's dreams before."

"Have you ever heard of a Fixxbot before we went to Pyraxis?"

Tammy lifted her arm, pointing in the distance. It looked like a Frankenstein monster standing at the end of a freaky DIY pumpkin field airplane runway. "It's Frankenstein!"

"See, it's a dream. Frankenstein doesn't exist."

Tammy nodded, "We're in Transylvania, of course he exists. There were talking crows and driverless firetrucks, and we flew a plane like you're doing now. It was fabulous. But the last time we were here, we were in such a terrible rush. We didn't enjoy the pleasantness of the residents or location."

"Why are you talking like an old lady?"

"Mom said I should try to be more refined."

"She did not! And you don't even know what refined means. I don't even know in this case..."

The plane's wheels touched down, and Tommy pulled on the brake, trying to slow and stop the plane before it ran over Frankenstein.

Tammy pointed, "He's holding a sign that says 'take a pic with me. Fifty cents."'

"l don't have any money. It's a dream. I never bring money in my dreams."

"I'll put that in the database," Tammy pointed to her head, "Always have money in dreams. Especially if we can take a picture with Frankenstein."

"l don't know if we're going to stop in time!"

"Don't run over Frankenstein the minute we get back to Transylvania! That'll be rude."

Tommy shrugged, "It's a dream, it might not even hurt him!"

The P-38M screeched to a stop, kicking up its rear tail a few inches off the ground, and stopping inches from the very huge, muscular Frankenstein. He had the stereotypical screws in his neck and the standard weird bowl-style haircut. He was a Frankenstein all the way.

Tammy let out a long breath, "l was holding my breath that we wouldn't hit him."

"Do you think he wants to hurt us? I'm not really prepared for a battle-bot attack. I haven't practiced my kung-fu karate lately."

"I'm sure he's friendly."

"You think everyone's friendly. You probably still think Trollo and Morvane are friendly."

"Maybe their mothers weren't very nice. Or they got bullied at school. Or they just woke up on the wrong side of the bed like every day of their lives."

Tammy unlocked her window. Frankenstein stepped over to Tammy's window and opened it up. He held up his hand to Tammy, "Would you like some help down?" Frankenstein said.

"Hey, wait!" Tommy interrupted, "Are you friendly? You seem like a typical bad mean evil Frankenstein monster."

"And you seem like a bratty obnoxious kid."

"He's only a little bratty and obnoxious," said Tammy.

"Hey!" Tommy opened his window, climbed up onto the ledge and jumped down, hitting the soft dirt in the pumpkin field and rolling over once. "l am not bratty and there's no way I'm obnoxious! Mom says I'm headstrong!"

Frankenstein lifted Tammy from the P-38M and placed her softly on the ground.

"Thank you," Tammy said.

Frankenstein nodded, "You're welcome. And I'm only mean to people who are mean to me and deserve it. Though, of course, I'm in Anger Management classes, so not everyone deserves my anger. This is what I've learned at least. Don't react immediately. Take a deep breath, then count to ten, and if that doesn't work, use a karate chop."

Frankenstein laughed at his own joke. Tammy didn't know if he was serious.

Tommy walked around the plane. He looked at Tammy, who shrugged, and then at the big giant Frankenstein who still held his sign, "Take a Pic with Me. Fifty cents."

"Do you have a camera?" Tommy asked.

"For what?" Frankenstein answered.

"So, we could take a pic with you."

"Don't tease him, Tommy. You said we didn't bring any money in your dream."

"No money? He got my hopes up for no reason?" Frankenstein sighed.

"Sorry, Frankenstein, this is a weird dream. My dreams usually have co-stars that I've met before like Cowboy Twip and Sammy the Salamander and Trollo."

"It's my dream too!" Tammy demanded, "And you never met Cowboy Twip before, you just saw him on television." Tammy looked at Frankenstein, "He's always trying to make my dreams his dreams."

"It is my dream!"

"l think you're here because I'm supposed to show you something, and because I know Trollo. He's very dangerous, and not a good theme park owner. He also cheats at Go Fish. Trollo made this place non-trustworthy and that's what Transylvania has become."

"I'm Tammy, and this is my brother Tommy, and he calls these freaky adventures, but he's also said I'm his co-adventuring partner. Our Mom is Ms. Ambrosia and our dad is Turner Turner the 3rd, and we're all friends with Ms. Moonbeam."

"Yes," Frankenstein nodded, "Ms. Moonbeam is good friends to all. My name is Franky."

"l knew it," Tammy said to Tommy.

"C'mon, take my hand. I need to show you something." Frankenstein dropped his humongous hand to Tammy, and with embarrassment said, "Sorry I have calloused hands. I had to dig some ditches last week with my friends Darren Dracula, Manny the Mummy, and BlueBoy the Skeleton Horse to pay some back Trollo taxes..."

"What?! Trollo Taxes?" Tommy asked, not only surprised to hear the name Trollo, but also doubly surprised that Trollo was collecting taxes from the Transylvanian residents.

"Can I ride BlueBoy?" Tammy asked. "l love skeleton horses."

"Do you have fifty cents? I could arrange that." Frankenstein said.

"l like your hands no matter how big and bumpy and green and calloused they are," Tammy smiled at Frankenstein who took her tiny, smooth, small hand into his. "Everyone's different, that's what my mom says. People call her Ms. Ambrosia. I call her mom."

"Be prepared," Frankenstein said as he grabbed Tommy's hand in his other large, giant and calloused hand, and led them out of the pumpkin field.

"That's my middle name," Tommy said, "Prepared..."

"Ha," Tammy laughed, "l woke up prepared."

"You didn't wake up, you're still dreaming, this is a dream." Tommy told Tammy.

 

Frankenstein's footsteps were slow and careful, like he didn't want to scare the ground, and Tommy liked that about him.

As they walked, the trees thinned and the land opened up, and suddenly TrolloLand was there; glowing, humming, lit up like a theme park that forgot it was supposed to sleep.

"What the heck?" Tommy said.

"l don't know if that's a nice thing to say," Tammy followed, "I'll have to check with mom when we return from this dream."

"Look at what he did! He made it all about himself. He ruined everything," Tommy was at a loss for words. He had more unpleasant things to say but was holding in his bad remarks.

The lights in TrolloLand flickered warmly, almost friendly, and for a second Tommy thought maybe this place wasn't so bad. There was a rollercoaster, a carousel, a bounce house and bumper cars. Beyond the rides, a hot-air balloon with Trollo's face was tied down ready to transport Trollo.

Tommy thought about how he'd like to defeat Trollo in a marathon round of bumper cars.

Then the air tightened, like it was holding its breath. A huge, enormous fiery red ball of smoke appeared in front of them, swirling and crackling.

From inside the smoke stepped Trollo, smiling like he'd just arrived early at the Swordfish Opera in Atlantis. His suit was perfectly pressed, gloves spotless, top hat tipped just enough to feel rude, umbrella resting casually at his side.

Tommy felt a strange feeling, not fear exactly, but the sense that Trollo had been waiting for them the whole time.

Trollo seemed offended that Tommy and Tammy were back, "Children, why are you here again? You shouldn't be here. No one needs you here. No one wants you here. Oh right, I wanted you here and brought you here. I forgot. Nevermind. But you should be sent where you're truly needed, before it becomes another version of TrolloLand. That's where I should've sent you."

Tommy shrugged, "You're just an intrusion. We don't think you should be here either."

Trollo smirked, "Too bad. I'm everywhere, and I like that you're feisty. Good, I like a challenge. But if Astra is not powerful enough to stop me, you two kids will be like polka-dotted mosquitoes without umbrellas in a very wet and rainy rainstorm. You'll get soaking wet and not be able to fly."

"We're not mosquitoes." Tammy said. "We can't fly now. We don't need to be wet to not be able to fly. That's a bad analogy."

Trollo glared at Tammy, "You don't even know what analogy means."

"l do! My mom taught me."

"What happened to Astra?" Tommy asked.

Frankenstein interrupted, "Why did you do this to Transylvania? It's been here for thousands and thousands of years, and all the scary creatures have learned to live together in harmony. We co-exist, and we've made Transylvania the best place for creatures of all kinds to live. Until you came and destroyed it."

"Destroyed? No. I transformed it." Trollo smirked his Trollo smirk. No one liked when he did that.

Frankenstein stomped his foot, and everyone was lifted off the ground for a second, "This is not transformation, this is destruction!"

Trollo flicked his umbrella at Frankenstein and the amulet on the top of the umbrella sparked red, and Frankenstein was slammed by a bolt of energy so intense he was lifted off the ground and blown back hundreds of yards (which is more than two football fields).

It happened so fast that Tommy and Tammy could barely react. They heard a loud thump in the forest behind them as Frankenstein landed hard. At least that's what it sounded like.

And from the distance they heard a single gasp, "Ouch..."

Tommy and Tammy were too shocked by the violence of the moment to say anything.

Trollo stepped forward, smiling like a long, lost weird uncle, "Because we're on such friendly terms..."

"We are not on friendly terms! We don't like you, and even though that's not how our parents raised us, we've decided that you're mean and we don't like you!" Tammy was insistent.

"Yeah, what she said," Tommy continued.

"You're young, you're innocent, you don't understand how nice I've truly been to you. So, because this is the only way that you two can challenge me, I am telling you a secret. You will be given an opportunity. An amazing, wonderful opportunity. A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. You must take it. Or else you will never ever have the chance to defeat me."

Tammy shook her head, "We've already defeated you four times."

"Have you? You haven't seen that the effects of my presence still linger," Trollo smiled. He flicked his wrist, and the amulet on his umbrella glowed, and a red haze filled the air as Tommy and Tammy started to disappear. "What do you think happened to the Pyraxis amulet after you defeated me last?”

Trollo laughed long and hard as Tommy and Tammy were covered in red haze.

With a crooked smile he said, "I'll show you the amulet next time I see you. If you're curious of how great Trollo can become when I have all the power at my disposal."

"This isn't over!" Tommy yelled as he watched his hands and feet turn to smoke.

Tammy smiled, "Disappearing is fun."
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