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TOMMY & TAMMY & MS. MOONBEAM

There was something about home that made Tommy smile. It's not like he had ever left home or even their town. Sure, they would go on long family walks past the Strawberry Swamp, and sometimes he and Tammy would creep over to the abandoned haunted house, but that was reality. In his dream life he had traveled from the rings of Saturn, to the middle of the earth, to the top of the Himalayan mountains, and back down to the bottom of the ocean. Usually, his sister was with him too. That annoyed him. Even in his dreams, he couldn't be an adventurer alone, he had to journey with his little sister Tammy.

Yes, home was what made Tommy happiest. Even after his craziest and most adventuresome dreams. When he woke, he would look at his ceiling in his bedroom and smile, saying to himself, "the best part of an adventure is coming home."

Tommy Turner was nine, almost ready to explore other worlds, curious, restless, and sure he was born to be a hero. He didn't have any superpowers yet (that he knew of). He was smart, quick, and clever. Even without any specific powers, Tommy liked to practice being heroic.

Tammy was Tommy's seven-year-old sister who acted like she was twenty-two. She wasn't the kind of annoying that came from getting socks at Christmas. No, she was annoying because she always insisted that she was a superhero too. She knew that she was smaller, but she didn't want to be Tommy's Superhero assistant, that's what he told her she was. No, she wanted to be a Superhero herself. At least a Superhero in training.

Both Tommy and Tammy had heard many vague stories about the exotic adventures of their parents. They never gave out much information though even when little hints slipped, like, "Remember that place? Remember that creature?" Tammy and Tommy would beg and plead to hear more about their stories and journeys, but their mom would look at their dad, and they would share a smile and a wink, "that's all that we're allowed to say." And then their dad would smile and pat Tommy's head and softly touch Tammy's hand and say, "Someday you'll have your own adventures too." Both Tommy and Tammy knew he was telling the truth. It was just a matter of when not if.

Tammy appreciated that they were also adventurers, and that they had their own quirks too. Their mom, Ms. Ambrosia, collected antique cookie cutters, some shaped like giraffes, circus elephants and duck-billed platypuses. Their dad, Turner Turner the 3rd, loved tinkering with things until the toaster either worked twice as fast or exploded in a firework show of breadcrumbs. Their dad did make Bruce, an old car that could fly and go underwater, so not all of his inventions were bad. And whenever they flew in Bruce, Ms. Ambrosia's smile would be huge as she remembered the dangerous days of the past, at least that's what Tammy thought.

Tammy wanted to follow in her parents’ footsteps and live a fun, fulfilling and adventurous life too. That's why she had to be with Tommy. Almost always. She didn't want to miss out on any possible adventures.

Tommy wasn't sure he wanted to share the spotlight. In his daydreams and night dreams, he was always the star, imagining himself already the hero he was sure to become.

As daylight began to fade, Tommy decided he didn't want to watch reruns of Rocketship Flip and Cowboy Twip on their old black and white TV, he wanted to have some fun outside before night came.

"Tammy, it's time to explore!" Tommy yelled. He heard footsteps following him out the door, and then his mom yelled behind them, "If you're having fun, it's okay to be late for dinner."

Tommy wanted to find something new, something exciting, something that could lead them into a wild chase or a magical journey. And Tommy's dad always said that the best journeys were unexpected, which was funny, because half the time his dad's unexpected 'inventions' smoked or sparked or imploded before working right. Planned journeys were fun too, but Tommy liked surprises.

Tammy just wanted to be a part of whatever Tommy was doing because she knew she could make whatever fun he was having, even more fun.

Next door, Ms. Moonbeam was gardening her big, beautiful flowers. Towering sunflowers, glowing moonflowers, and tall hollyhocks in purple and crimson surrounded her like a living crown. She was softly singing to her plants, and her voice was like a strawberry, pineapple, broccoli ice cream sundae on a Saturday night, comforting and sweet and good for you. In the background, you could see the beautiful treehouse where Ms. Moonbeam lived.

Ms. Moonbeam was lifelong friends with Tommy and Tammy's mom and dad. She had golden blonde hair and sun-sparkled skin and looked almost like an elven princess in her glorious garden. Not that there were such things as elves or fairies, though in Tommy and Tammy's imaginations, anything was possible.

Ms. Moonbeam saw Tommy and Tammy running around in the woods. She called out, "Tommy, Tammy, hello!"

Tommy hoped that Ms. Moonbeam was in a storytelling mood.

She liked to tell tales of ridiculously crazy adventures across the universe with magical creatures and bad guys and bad girls, all in search of ancient magical things.

When Tammy would ask why Ms. Moonbeam or her friends would go on these wild adventures in search of forgotten magical things, Ms. Moonbeam would laugh and say, "To make our world a better place, of course."

Tommy liked that motivation. He knew he could do that someday too, make our world a better place.

Both Tommy and Tammy greeted Ms. Moonbeam.

"Hello, Ms. Moonbeam."

"Are you both ready for an adventure?"

Tommy didn't wait for Tammy's answer. This might be the opportunity he was searching for. "You know we're always ready! Our parents said we can be late for dinner."

Ms. Moonbeam smiled, "You'll be hungrier after you do something great."

Tommy nodded, "That's why I'm always hungry."

Tammy got right to the point, "What kind of adventure?"

Ms. Moonbeam smiled, "The best kind. Full of fun, scares, and challenges."

"A freaky adventure?" Tommy asked hopefully.

Ms. Moonbeam thought for a bit, "Hmm, I don't know...It might be scary or spooky. Why do you use the word freaky?"

Tommy grinned, "I say freaky not because things are scary or spooky, but because most things in the world are a little weird, or extraordinary, or both. And since everything is a little strange or odd or unique, then everything can be a little freaky. That's the world according to Tommy."

Ms. Moonbeam laughed softly. "Then I think this will definitely be a freaky adventure!"

"I'm in!" said Tommy.

"Me too," Tammy was excited.

"Did you ask me if you could go?" Tommy smirked at Tammy.

"Stop it! It's our adventure. Ms. Moonbeam said it's our adventure. You have to let me go with you."

"I'm the Chief Explorer Number One Adventure expert, I think you need my approval."

"Children," Ms. Moonbeam sighed, "Let's talk about the adventure."

Ms. Moonbeam pulled out an ancient golden compass from her back pocket. She handed it to Tommy. It was heavier than most compasses, and it had a friendly face. Plus, it was magic, but Tommy or Tammy didn't know that yet.

"Cool compass." Tommy smiled.

Ms. Moonbeam nodded. "Yes, it will take you to exotic faraway places and times in the past and maybe in the future."

Tommy's grin grew, "It can do that? That's my dream to travel to faraway places and exotic times! Then it's a really cool compass."

"It's more than that," said Ms. Moonbeam.

"Is it magical?" asked Tammy.

"That is a very long and detailed answer. It's more like an epic story that goes back before time. And I tell it best with a cup of hot chocolate and some pink donuts with rainbow elephant sprinkles near a roaring fire in my treehouse's alternative fireplace."

"Back before time? That is a super long story. We'll have to schedule that," said Tommy.

Tammy asked if she could hold the compass. Tommy looked at Ms. Moonbeam, who nodded that it was okay. Tommy handed the compass to Tammy.

"What will we do with it?" Tammy asked.

Ms. Moonbeam smiled, and it was the kind of smile that could only be kind and trusting and wonderful, "It will take you on a supernatural scavenger hunt. You like scavenger hunts, don't you?"

Tommy excitedly nodded. "Obviously we do. We're kids. We like all things fun. Especially supernatural scavenger hunts!"

"Umm," Tammy poked Tommy in the arm, "We've never been on a supernatural scavenger hunt."

"l have," Tommy smirked. "l just didn't tell you about it."

"That's not fair. Wait. Are you telling me the truth or is this another Tommy special story?"

"Children," Ms. Moonbeam interrupted their banter. "Ensure that you hold on to the compass, it can get slippery like a pickle in a cauliflower cloud cheeseball sandwich so it's important you take the best care of it."

Tammy's eyes got wide, "That sandwich sounds amazing."

Tommy grabbed the compass back from Tammy. "They call me Super Compass Security. Don't worry, I'll take care of it."

"Hey!" Tammy shook her head at Tommy, "Don't take things from people, first off, and secondly, no one calls you Super Compass Security Man..."

"Ahhh, I like that better. Super Compass Security Man."

Ms. Moonbeam loudly asked, "Are you ready for an adventure? Say yes five times!!"

Tommy and Tammy excitedly said, "Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!"

A sudden whoosh of wind whipped around Tommy and Tammy, swirling leaves and lifting them off the forest floor.

 

The whoosh smelled like smiling pumpkins and old ghosts that had lost their desire to be scary and sauteed cotton candy tarts.

"I don't know if I'm ready," Tommy yelled.

 

"All shoes are flying shoes," laughed Tommy.

 

The ground seemed to tilt and shimmer, the world spun like a carnival ride, and in a flash, Tommy and Tammy disappeared.

 

Ms. Moonbeam smiled and nodded, "All shoes are flying shoes. That's so true."

 


THE START OF THE ADVENTURE

With a whoosh and a whirl, and smells of magpie maple syrup and cornflake soup, Tommy and Tammy landed with a bump and a thump and a few ouches. When Tommy and Tammy opened their eyes and felt their bodies and knew that nothing was broken, they realized they were in the middle of a field full of pumpkins. This was not home. Ms. Moonbeam and her garden were nowhere to be seen. Black things flew through the blue sky.

"Shouldn't we have asked for a list for the scavenger hunt?" Tammy asked.

Tommy stared at Tammy, "We just left home and flew or transported or teleported into another place, and your first thought is the scavenger hunt?"

"Yeah, I like scavenger hunts." Tammy pointed up, "What are those?”

 

"Bats," Tommy said. "Not the baseball kind."

 

"What's baseball? Can they hurt us?"

"No," Tommy shook his head, "They're just kind of weird and freaky and wild. I think they're blind. They use radar to fly.

It's cool."

"Great. I like things that are weird, freaky and wild like you." Tammy laughed.

"Yeah," Tommy smiled, "l like me too..."

Tammy looked around at the vast pumpkin field. There were pumpkins, already carved with happy and sad and mean faces, all staring at them, and they were all glowing like they had permanent candles inside. In the distance seemed to be a group of skeletons doing yoga. There were mountains. And what seemed to be a permanent grayish sky. "Why did Ms. Moonbeam send us here? It's a little dreary for my taste."

"l don't know yet, but I will certainly find out. You know that's what I do."

Tommy looked at the compass in his hand, "l guess she was telling the truth. This is a real magic compass."

"In my experience, magic compasses are the best kinds of compasses."

"You've never had a magic compass. That's why I have to be responsible for it. I'm the oldest."

Tammy nodded. She trusted her brother. He would protect her. Tammy had a thought though, "You know we're in a pumpkin field filled with already carved pumpkin faces."

Tommy looked around, and calmly nodded, "Okay, I think right from the start, we can say that's a little freaky."

Tommy and Tammy had been sent to Transylvania. With their compass. They had traveled through time and space back to a place of ghosts and goblins and forever Halloween.

Tommy looked around at all the scarecrows and bats, "Yeah, where are we, anyway?"

A large pumpkin nearby chuckled in Ms. Moonbeam's voice,

"You're in Transylvania, Tommy. A fantasyland lost in time, where the witches play Crazy 8s and Halloween never quite ends."

Tommy and Tammy slowly turned to see a pumpkin with a human face talking to them.

"You talk?" Tammy asked the pumpkin.

"Does it sound like it?" said the pumpkin.

"Okay," Tammy looked at Tommy, "Now I also think it's getting a little freaky. It's a talking pumpkin!"






























































































OPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        Title Page

    



    		

        Section 2

    



    		

        Section 3

    



    		

        Section 4

    



    		

        TOMMY & TAMMY & MS. MOONBEAM

    



    		

        THE START OF THE ADVENTURE

    



    		

        Section 7

    



    		

        INTRO TO THE BAD GUY

    



    		

        THE TALKING SCARECROW

    



    		

        Section 10

    



    		

        CATCH THE WONDER

    



    		

        Section 12

    



    		

        BACK HOME

    



    		

        THE MOUNTAINSIDE MONSTER

    



    		

        A STAMPEDE OF CIRCUS ELEPHANTS

    



    		

        SHADOW JUNCTION

    



    		

        Section 15

    



    		

        Section 16

    



    		

        Section 18

    



    		

        Section 17

    



    



    



OPS/image2.jpg
= Two siblings.
R = g5 Seven realms.

N g The best part of ey adventure?






OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
[

y
a <

@K;

P -

2 e
A A T ~ L
) ‘1 ‘ g . b ‘ ‘ ‘

o> e

ENFNTU

-\,






OPS/image3.jpg
S

|

-

l &






OPS/image0.jpg
[

y
a <

@K;

P -

2 e
A A T ~ L
) ‘1 ‘ g . b ‘ ‘ ‘

o> e

ENFNTU

-\,






OPS/image1.jpg
THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED
to

Charles &. Morris
and ]ua’itb M. Morris

————oocg)o_oc»—
#ANDREA STRONG

M. ay t/)e)/ Rest in Peace
and continue to be

loved by their children
and grandc/oildren

7






