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Foreword

 


All of our titles have a similar origin
story. The four of us hens sit around a table drinking coffee and
throwing ideas at each other until one of us says, "Oh, yeah, I
have an idea for that one!" As soon as every person has an idea for
a particular title, we know that it's worth writing for and reading
the stories for it.

After putting out the call, there were a lot
more submissions than there were for our first two book. I think
that this theme was more relatable to other writers. It took longer
to go through the stories, but it was a lot of fun to see the
different characters, plots, and creativity within them all. In the
end, we had a four hour meeting and hashed through which stories we
would take for this anthology. This was one of the hardest
decisions we've made yet.

The stories that we chose are the ones that
stood out. They aren't tied to any one genre and they aren't chosen
based on the authors’ past work. These pieces were the ones that
filled us with the most emotion, with ideas and plots that drew us
in from the first sentence. They had characters that we could
relate to more closely than any others. This is what we hope to
pass onto our readers. A variety of pieces that make them feel to
their core. To know what it is to be alive by experiencing writings
from hereto yet unheard voices.

After your read-through of this anthology is
complete, we hope that you'll have found a new favorite author. We
hope that you'll leave them a review saying that you'll be looking
forward to their next works. We hope that these new connections
will help authors thrive, by letting them know that there really is
an audience for them.

 


 


 


 



Origin Story

 By

Grace Onorato

 


 


“I never thought I'd see you again,” I
whisper as the shuttle hurtles into Earth’s atmosphere.

The six Moonbabies, a group of Moon-born
teenagers on the cusp of adulthood, do not hear me. They shriek
with fear and excitement. I am the Moonbabies’ tour guide, and they
expect a typical Origin Story excursion.

We will spend three days and two nights
excavating Earth's history. We will frolic in the ruins of
Manhattan and the remains of a containment camp. They will ignore
that thousands died in the camp because the planet couldn’t feed
them and society didn’t want them. Then they will return home,
thanking the stars that they were born on the Moon and will never
have to die.

Humanity has cured diseases, injuries, and
even aging. Cancer and head-on collisions are no longer death
sentences. Earth’s leaders had predicted that immortality would be
humanity’s crowning achievement. Unfortunately, no one had thought
through the consequences.

The Moonbabies will have their excursion, but
there is something I need to do first. I climb out of the shuttle,
bleary-eyed. My legs strain under my weight in Earth’s gravity,
even after all the simulations I had to endure so I could travel.
My charges follow close behind. I step over a small patch of grass,
struggling to grow, surrounded by charred earth. A single tear
slides down my cheek. How resilient!

“This is a cemetery,” I announce.

“This isn’t a sanctioned stop,” the youngest
of the Moonbabies whines, his voice cracking.

I ignore him as he types into his wrist
computer, informing the school that I have taken them to an
unsecured area.

“I left Earth over 100 years ago,” I tell
them. “I am one of the lucky ones. My family relocated to the Moon
before the riots. That was before Earth governments began
relocating people to Mars and the moons of planets throughout the
solar system. The Moon colonies were well established and pretty
much the same as living on Earth. Other colonists weren’t as lucky.
Early water drilling operations on Callisto were more difficult
than expected. The original colony died of thirst. The cure
couldn't help that. The cure couldn't help that all the
undesirables abandoned on Earth starved, either.”

We walk among the tombstones and touch the
remaining inscriptions. I talk about my childhood on Earth. I tell
them of my rite of passage into adulthood: getting my driver’s
license, not an excursion like this. They bubble over with
excitement at the prospect of driving a car. They will never
experience this, but thanks to old movies, they have extensive
knowledge of it.

I tell them about death. I relive the last
minutes of my grandmother’s life. How I had held her hand and told
her I loved her before she passed into the next life, a life I long
to get to. I don’t tell them that last part. These children cannot
understand a very old woman’s desire to die.

I cry, remembering the agony and heartbreak
of losing a woman so dear to me. I tell them how losing my
grandmother made me stronger, because a piece of her is always with
me, even though she’s gone. Now, grandparents no longer die, and
grandchildren and great-grandchildren fail to appreciate them.

I watch them wander away from me, each drawn
to a particular tombstone. They imagine what the people’s lives
were like and how they lived, not how they died. That’s progress.
Moonbabies are morbid creatures, fascinated with death and
destruction. This makes sense. They have no first-hand experience
of death. I leave them to themselves, remembering what it’s like to
be young.

I continue on until I find my grandmother’s
grave. I rummage in my rucksack for supplies to do a grave rubbing.
I attach the paper to the tombstone and rub the wax against it
until the words and numbers appear. My charges watch and ask if
they can do it, too, so I share my supplies. While they work, I
tell them how Earth's people used grave rubbings as a token of
remembrance.

They gather around me, clutching their rolls
of paper. No longer bored, they do not think of what souvenirs they
will find in the ruins of Manhattan. They contemplate life with
death. I watch their faces. They are deep in thought, puzzling over
something existential. I wait, steeling myself for the questions to
come.

One of my charges approaches, reaching for
me. She whispers, “It’s our fault.”

“What is?” I ask.

She looks around her, taking in the sunshine
and a warm spring breeze. “We killed this planet because we didn’t
want to die. It couldn’t sustain us, could it?”

“No,” I respond.

My heart soars with the knowledge that these
young people have figured out the great secret. Although, I know
this will not bode well for me once we return to the Moon.

“Why are you telling us this?”

“I tell you nothing. You came to these
realizations on your own. Besides, if I had told you, you wouldn’t
have believed me. Come now, it’s time to explore the ruins of
Manhattan.”

I walk back to the shuttle. I got what I came
here for. I offer my last goodbye to my grandmother. Now I can find
a way to die.

 


 


 


 


 



Lunar Olio

 By

Herb Kauderer

 


 


(a found poem excerpted from the official NASA
Catalogue of Manmade Material on the Moon from Apollo 11)

 


-Passive Seismic Experiment

-Gold Olive Branch

-Apollo 1 Patch (Honoring deceased
astronauts

Grissom, White, Chaffee)

-Cosmonaut Medals (Honoring deceased

cosmonauts Gagarin, Komarov)

-Portable Life Support System (PLSS)

-Overshoes, Lunar

-Bag, Deployment, Life Line

-Food Assembly, LM (4 man days)

-TV subsystem, Lunar

-Urine collection assembly, small

-Urine collection assembly, large

-Bag, Emesis

-Filter, Oxygen bacterial

-Hammer

-Defecation Collection Device

-Scoop, Lunar sample-large

-Tongs

 


 




 



Vogel Apartments


By

Shannon Yseult

 


 


Lawrence threw a handful of dried mealworms
to the flock of ducks in the park's meager pond. The Senior
Citizens Vogel Apartment Building and Grounds Committee was a
stickler about feeding wildlife proper food, or not feeding them at
all. They were also sticklers about using their ridiculously long
committee title.

Loud, insistent quacks directed Lawrence to
toss the last of the mealworms. He put the plastic bag into the
pouch on the side of his mobility scooter, next to the clay duck
figure six-year-old Chloe had made him. He smiled at the thought;
if only Eleanor could see their granddaughter now, she would be so
proud.

He twisted the ring and it loosened; so he
took it off and held it in his palm, reading the inscription:
"Forever and always." It was the only thing of theirs he hadn't
gotten rid of. Their daughter had encouraged him to take time
before making decisions, but looking at all of their things
comfortably mixed together in their house had hurt too much. He’d
asked to move to the retirement home.

Quack!

Lawrence's heart raced. His hand jerked and
the ring dropped.

It rolled through the short grass toward the
pond. With a stretch, he wrapped his hand around the ring, but was
already leaning too forward in his seat. He fell towards the pond,
and the bench was too far away to grab.

Splash!

Lawrence went in belly first, sending ducks
quacking and flapping around him. After flailing around for a
moment, he got his bearings and sat up in the shallow water.
Thankfully there had been a drought, so the pond was low. He smiled
at the ring in his hand.

"Always," he said, while putting it back on
his finger.

There was a red scratch on his hand, from the
ducks? He saw them floating at the other end of the pond, seemingly
unharmed. Mud squished between his fingers as he started to drag
himself up the bank towards his scooter.

***

"Lawrence Burke, is that you?" a high pitched
voice asked from behind.

He turned in the mobility scooter and gave a
smile to Joyce, one half of the lesbian couple from building
three.

"I saw that dip you took in the pond. Nice to
see the ducks finally chose to add you to their ranks. Took their
darned time about it! Usually they’re nicer to people who feed them
regularly." She made her way closer to him as quick as her walker
would allow over the grassy terrain.

Putting her head close she spoke in a hushed
voice. "I hate to tell you this, dear, but your transformation is
only half done. People are going to recognize you without your
bill. You wouldn't want to start a giant fowl hunt, would you
now?"

Lawrence’s nurse, Jeremiah, liked talking
about the crazy things Joyce said. Until now, Lawrence had thought
Jeremiah was exaggerating. "I appreciate the concern, but I think
you might be seeing things." He reached up to scratch his nose,
which was feeling particularly itchy.

"If you need a mirror, then come to my place.
We have loads of them. June can't stop looking at herself. I don't
remember if I married someone with such an ego or if it came up
after she turned into a swan."

Jeremiah did say he needed to get out and
meet people, and Joyce was already proving to be interesting.

He nodded. “Sure, thanks for the
invitation.”

“Anytime,” she said, turning to walk back the
way she had come. “Not too far, building three. I got turned into a
goose. Complete accident, really. The goose came too close and my
walker landed on its foot."

"I thought you said people get chosen for
this?" This would be a good story to tell Chloe.

"Sometimes they are, sometimes they aren’t.
This bird business is a blessing or a curse. All depends on how
people look at it. I’m sure it'll be a blessing for you, being able
to get out of that scooter and all."

It didn’t take long to get to June and
Joyce’s abode. Joyce was right; the place had mirrors in every
room. "Where's June? Is she getting her beauty rest?" His chuckle
was drowned out by his stomach's rumble.

“She always is. Look, you’re transforming
back pretty fast. Hurry, get some of the dried mealworms out of the
pantry. First transformations take a lot of energy, and there will
be complications if it isn't complete."

For some reason mealworms sounded delicious.
“Off of the kitchen, right?” He didn’t need to ask, since the
apartment layouts for all of the buildings in the complex were the
same, but it seemed polite.

“Yup, just through there,” Joyce said, as she
pointed. “Eat as much as you need. We’re getting a fresh shipment
this weekend to prepare for the party.”

The pantry was stuffed exclusively with
packages of mealworms.

“How many mealworms do you need for a party?”
He grabbed a paper bag of freeze-dried worms and popped a couple in
his mouth.

“Well, it’s just about all us fowl eat,”
Joyce called back. “If we’re having a fowl party, the place will be
packed with them. Now that you're a duck we'll have to send you an
invite! Werefowl like us have our own long-standing community here,
you know. We may have territorial disputes every now and then, but
it pays to know your fowl neighbors when weasels or wolves come to
call.”

Lawrence scootered back to Joyce while
munching. “Is everyone in the community here a… werefowl?” The
crunch of the dried mealworms was as satisfying as eating popcorn.
Too bad they didn’t smell as good.

“A lot of the elderly are. I mean, why not?
Transform and you can walk, fly, hear properly, and watch TV
without glasses. All you really need is a place to keep a large
amount of mealworms, or other kinds of duck food. That can be hard
for some of the hoarders, though.” She paused while Lawrence
grabbed another paper bag of mealworms.

"Speaking of the food, let me get you the
order form for our preferred vendor. He drops off the most
delicious worms in town every Wednesday. Sometimes he gets us fish
eggs, even algae. Plus he delivers straight to your door. No having
to lug the stuff from the main office."

Lawrence nodded his acknowledgment and
appreciation. The more he ate, the better he felt. “This is
fantastic.” He stuck his head into the bag, making far too much
noise to hear Joyce respond. Once the bag was empty, he shook it
off his head, got out of his scooter and waddled to the pantry to
get more.

Joyce trailed after him, smiling.

The next bag of mealworms took longer to
finish. A glance in a mirror showed the start of a bill on his face
and feathers covering his rather large bald spot.

“Another bag or two and you’ll be fully
transformed,” Joyce said.

“It takes a lot of food to transform….”
Lawrence's new bill gave a lisp to his speech, but he was still
understandable.

“The first transformation has the worst
cravings. After that, you’ll eat less and be able to ration
everything out more.” Joyce leaned a bit more on her walker.

“Will anything I eat make me transform? Am I
going to have to starve myself while I’m with my family for
Thanksgiving?”

Joyce laughed. “It’s not that strict. Just
foods that ducks like. Worms, algae, and such. You do have to be
careful around snails, fish eggs, and breadcrumbs, though. Make
sure to experiment at home before venturing outside. Everyone’s
transformation time varies depending on the foods they were eating
that day. You wouldn’t want to get stuck somewhere without your
scooter, or suddenly fall out of the sky while flying.”

“Sounds dangerous,” he said. Lawrence thought
about the birds that flew into skyscrapers and how loud a
thunderstorm would be up in the clouds. “What’s flying like?”

Her eyes sparkled with the blue's and grays
of the sky. “It’s fantastic. There is nothing like it. Soaring
through the chill air, going through a cloud and not really knowing
what’s on the other side. Being able to poop wherever you want
without anyone knowing it was you. To me, it’s freedom. I would
never give it up.”

***

A six-year-old girl bounded into the
apartment, her curly, black hair bouncing as she threw her Five
Tough Cookies-Gingersnap backpack on the couch, the front of which
prominently showed a name printed meticulously in marker: Chloe.
“Grandpa! Guess what happened at school today! Guess, guess,
guess!” She jumped up and down in front of his scooter.

Lawrence took his time thinking of an answer.
“Did someone… fart?”

The girl hunched over laughing. “Grandpa, who
would do that? That’d be so funny.”

“Everyone farts, Muffin. In fact, I have to
right now. Should I start a countdown?”

“Eww, no way!” She took a couple of steps
back.

He paused a moment, appreciating just how
much she acted like Eleanor. “Oh no, I think it’s going away. You
lucked out.”

“Good! Time for you to guess again!” She
skipped around his scooter.

“I think you got ice cream.” The stray
sprinkle in her hair said it was true.

“How’d you know?” She looked at him, baffled.
“I thought I would have to tell you.”

“Lucky guess.”

Chloe clasped her hands in front of her. “I
have stuff to tell you,” she declared. “I promised I would tell you
when Mommy is worried, so I’m telling you. She's worried right now,
about you!”

“Why would she be worried about little old
me?”

“Jeremiah called and said you weren’t feeling
well, and you weren’t leaving your apartment, and you weren’t even
feeding your ducks!” She stood in front of him, her eyes matching
his, her hands on her hips. “Are you sick, Grandpa? Because if you
are, you gotta let people know so they can bring you soup and make
you feel better.”

He laughed. “Muffin, I’ve never felt
better.”

That was the truth. Until last month he could
be found feeding the ducks at the park, but he couldn’t risk
handling mealworms when he didn’t want to transform. They were too
delicious to give up without a fight. He now spent his days testing
transformation times in his apartment, and sneaking off to do new
things. Duck things.

“Good. Let’s go play outside and feed the
ducks. I brought my own food.” She ran to her backpack, opening the
front pouch to reveal a sandwich bag full of croutons.

Lawrence was relieved. Bread crumbs could
have forced him to transform. He didn’t want to keep secrets from
his granddaughter, but he didn’t think he was ready to talk about
the new part of his life. “Those aren’t breadcrumbs, those are
croutons. The birds shouldn't be eating those.”

“But they can! Just let them soak in the pond
for a while and they turn all mushy. Then the ducks can eat them.”
Chloe looked at the bag, then at Lawrence, then at the bag again.
“I’ll go get some of your duck food then!” Chloe said triumphantly,
speeding into the kitchen, opening the door to the pantry, and
promptly getting buried in bags of mealworms.

Her cry of bewilderment turned into fits of
laughter. “Why do you have so many bugs?”

“Would you believe, a bird party?”

***

Chloe opened the door, rushed out of the van,
and jabbed the button, her bracelet jingling against the metal
casing. Lawrence scootered down into the shadow of the magnificent
hotel. The van’s driver, Lawrence’s daughter, Heather, joined them
on the sidewalk.

“This is one of the reasons I love your
retirement home, Dad,” she said. “They host events for the family
at snazzy places like this without increasing the cost of
care.”

Lawrence nodded as she clicked the button for
the ramp to go back into the van. She didn't need to know that the
party was by invitation only.

“Have a great time at the Grand Ball! I’ll
pick you guys up around eight,” she said as she gave them both
kisses.

“You can let Chloe stay out a little late
tonight. I heard there was going to be ice cream and tons of other
young’uns to play with,” Lawrence said, winking at his
daughter.

“Well, if you’re sure, I might show up
tomorrow. You know, wait until all that sugar’s run out of her
system. But if she’s too much to handle, feel free to call.”

She rarely let Chloe stay overnight, claiming
that she was too much of a burden. But Lawrence had overheard
Heather talking on the phone with Jeremiah earlier that day. He
knew she had a last minute date tonight and would appreciate the
babysitting, even if she wouldn’t ask for it directly.

“Haha, I’ll see if we can get a ride with
some of the others from the home. Hitching rides makes me feel like
a teenager again.”

“I hope this is more fun than a high school
dance.”

“I’m sure it will be. See you later, love.”
He waved goodbye, headed up the red-carpeted ramp into the
hotel.

They went through the front doors, and Chloe
peered around in awe. “Whoa, look at all of the statues,” she
whispered, pointing up at the ceiling.

Lawrence followed her finger up to the domed
top, first noticing gold shimmering under bright lights, then the
scantily-clad, ancient-looking statues. “Let’s go see if the
banquet room is as impressive.”

"They look like they're getting ready for a
bath." Chloe inspected the ceiling as they walked to the large
doorway at the end of the hall.

"Name?" asked the maitre d'.

If he was a werecreature he would have to
have been a bear. His deep voice snapped Chloe out of her
fascination with the statues.

"Lawrence Burke and my granddaughter,
Chloe."

The maitre d' typed the names into his
tablet, glanced up at them, then back at the tablet before lowering
it with a smile. "Everything seems to be in order,” he said warmly.
“Please enjoy yourselves.” He stepped out of the way and pressed a
button to the left of the door.

The door opened painfully slow. Chloe rushed
through and clicked the button for the next door to open. She
passed the time by fiddling with her Five Tough Cookies bracelet.
Lawrence read the safety plaque on the polished metal walls next to
the door: "In case of emergency, push open doors. Do not wait for
automatic door privacy settings."

As they waited, Lawrence realized what
settings the sign was talking about. The first door closed
completely before the second one opened, a design to keep away any
prying eyes.

Tables filled with platters of mealworms sat
under fully-grown trees kept alive by sunlight streaming through
the ornate glass ceiling. A waterfall gushed out of a musical pipe
system on the leftmost wall, supplying ambient music to the whole
space. Werepelicans were snapping minnows out of the large pond
covering the middle of the room. After a moment of concentration,
Lawrence distinguished frog croaks from the metal and wood music,
seeming to come from the neighboring cattails.

“Burke! I’m glad you made it. This must be
your adorable handler.”

As the goose waddled closer, Lawrence
realized the speaker was Joyce.

"Yes, this is my Granddaughter, Chloe. Chloe,
this is Joyce."

Chloe went to shake hands as she’d been
taught, but took a step back when Joyce put her wing forward. Then
she carefully took a single feather and shook it before moving back
to Lawrence's scooter.

“This place is incredible. It’s like it was
made for us,” Lawrence told Joyce, eyeing the food spread.

Algae covered the closest table. Not his
favorite, but experiments showed that it allowed him to stay in
duck form the longest.

“It was. The owner of this hotel is a
werecrow, willing to do anything for a shiny. He realized the
were-community would be willing to keep him well-supplied if we
could have a place to meet.”

“What in the world did you give him?”

“A box of hamburgers from Wendy’s. You know,
the ones with shiny silver wrappers?”

“That’s it?” Lawrence asked.

“It’s perfect, and it’s not like he needs
gold. You saw the statues in the entrance. He’s so rich and famous,
he can’t risk being seen eating fast food. If we get it for him, we
save his image and he gets some yummy, shiny food.”

“You could’ve given him another statue or
something,” said Chloe, her head tilted in curiosity.

“Actually, his wife collects those. She’s a
little harder to please. Vultures are considerably more…
discriminating.” Joyce sighed, then changed the subject. “You
should drop off your scooter over there, eat some mealworms, and
enjoy the freedom.” She swept her wings toward the room.

Lawrence scooted to the table full of algae
and ate until he finished his transformation. To the left of the
entrance were some sectioned off parking spaces for scooters,
wheelchairs, and walkers.

“I get to park the scooter!” Chloe declared,
as she jumped into the seat and directed it into one of the spots
without hitting anything.

“Oh, man, your grandpa lets you drive the
scooter? I wish grandma would let me.”

It was a boy spinning around to talk to a
goose who was in mid-transformation. “See, she didn’t hit anything
and she’s my age. She even likes the Five Tough Cookies, look at
her bracelet!”

The goose finished her bill full of algae
before responding. “David, I am just not comfortable with you using
my scooter. I can’t afford to replace it if something breaks if you
crash. Sorry, but it’s the nature of my situation.”

The boy looked down at his shoes, scuffing a
foot against the marbled floor.

Chloe crossed her arms and said, “You’ll just
have to drive my Grandpa’s scooter then. But I won't let you unless
you ask real nice.”

The young boy promptly dropped to one knee,
exclaiming, “Oh, Leader Gingersnap, please allow me onto your
wonderful scooter.”

“Yeah, alright.” Chloe held out her hand,
helping him onto the scooter. “Where are we headed?”

The boy pointed toward the corner opposite
the waterfall. “To the land of ice cream and playgrounds!”

“To the ice cream!” Chloe shouted as the
scooter left its parking spot. “Yell when you need me, Grandpa,”
she called over her shoulder.

The now fully transformed goose waddled over
to Lawrence. “I know there are babysitters over there, but are you
really okay with them just going off with your scooter?” she asked,
her eyebrows furrowed.

He smiled. “This whole month has been an
adventure. They should enjoy themselves as much as the rest of
us.”

“I’m Brenda,” she introduced herself “and
that’s my grandson and handler, David.”

“How does he help you de-transform if he’s
not allowed to drive the scooter?” Lawrence asked, starting to
waddle toward the pond.

She followed, but was silent for a few
moments. With a small sigh, she whispered, “My first transformation
wasn’t complete.”

Lawrence ruffled his feathers, unnerved.
“Joyce mentioned something bad happened, but I don't really know
what that means."

Brenda looked up from the ground. “My
de-transformation process is longer. And painful. I always have
enough time to get to my scooter.”

They arrived at the edge of the pond. Brenda
got onto the water and let out a happy quack. “While
de-transforming is terrible, to be able to float in a pond, eat
fish straight from the lake, to fly, it’s worth it.”

***

The evening sun was low in the overhead
windows, and a full moon was beginning to rise. Lawrence and Brenda
talked for hours, with other were-friends joining the conversation
occasionally. They took turns checking on the grandkids at the
playground, but mostly enjoyed themselves by floating on the pond.
Lawrence felt a connection, more than that even. He couldn’t
remember the last time he’d enjoyed himself that much.

“Ahhh!” A man's scream came from the
entrance.

Lawrence tried to fly to Chloe, but couldn't
force his body to move. A silent dread roosted among the fowl as
they waited to see whether they would decide to fight or fly.

The door suddenly burst open with a screech,
revealing three weasels the size of trashcans. Their teeth
reflected the setting sun, flashing at the birds for a moment
before the chaos. They scrambled out of the pond, squawking. One
flock took to the air, breaking the ceiling and escaping into the
safe light of the moon. Others searched for their handlers.

Lawrence flew above the tables of mealworms
searching for Chloe, but she wasn't visible at the playground. His
eyes darted around the room, and he heard Joyce confronting the
intruders with a loud honk and rustle of feathers near the welcome
podium. Lawrence watched a red-furred weasel leap at her, but a
beautiful swan swooped from the ceiling into his side, sending him
into the wall with a thump.

The tan and brown weasels laughed as their
partner slumped down the wall with a groan. The swan wrapped
protective wings around Joyce, and the weasels veered toward
Brenda, who was cowering at the edge of the pond. Lawrence glared
at them, preparing to swoop to her rescue.

Chloe scrambled out of the cattails, yelling,
“Stop! Don’t hurt her!”

Lawrence adjusted his course, not sure who
was going to need saving, just as Chloe stepped on the brown
weasel’s tail. The weasel tried to swipe at her but she leapt just
out of reach and back into the cattails.

Brenda used the distraction to grab a bill
full of algae, then took to the sky. She circled once, then landed
next to David, who was cowering under the slide.

Lawrence let out a breath, then looked for an
opportunity.

The collision knocked the predator into the
algae, which collapsed the table, leaving him groaning. Lawrence
landed next to Chloe, who poked her head out of the tall grasses.
The swan was herding Joyce out of the wrecked door and into the
gold-plated entryway. The tan weasel pursued them through the now
wide-open privacy doors.

“I have to save them,” he said to Chloe.

Lawrence flew to the domed ceiling, ascending
toward the most precariously placed gold statue. The weasel
strolled into the foyer as Lawrence knocked the statue off of its
perch. Chloe watched with wide eyes as the statue fell on the
weasel’s tail with a crash. The egg sucker curled around itself,
whining in pain.

Lawrence landed next to Chloe and put a wing
around her shoulder. There was a long silence before Chloe spoke
up.

“He's not going to hurt anyone else again,
right Grandpa?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Good!” she exclaimed, blowing a raspberry at
the vermin. “I don’t like weasels, they’re meanies.”

***

“Grandpa, we should go to another party like
that. There were so many fun people to play with. I want to see
David again, even if he hid when the weasels showed up. He's just
like Chip, a scaredy cat."

Lawrence sighed in relief as the door closed.
He hugged Chloe. The day had been full of more danger, excitement,
and socializing than he’d dealt with in years. It filled his
stomach with knots of terror and hope, and it felt like they were
fighting.

“I’ll see about arranging a play date for
you, if you’d like.”

It would be a good excuse to talk to Brenda.
There hadn’t been time between trapping the last weasel and Joyce
sending everyone off before the police showed up.

“That would be the best!” Chloe gave Lawrence
an offset high five.

His ring pressed into his finger. What would
Eleanor think of all of this? He knew she’d be proud of Lawrence's
actions, and happy that he had met someone new. Brenda and Eleanor
probably would have been friends if they’d found each other years
ago.

Chloe was running around the couch,
pretending to fly like Gingersnap.

“I have an important question for you,”
Lawrence said, dropping his smile.

“Yes?” Chloe asked, unsuccessfully trying to
copy his serious look.

“How much ice cream did you eat?”

“All of it!” She jumped up and down. “They
had so many flavors. Cookie dough, chocolate with peanut butter
swirls, and my favorite, cotton candy! I want some more right
now!”

Lawrence laughed. “If you can find some in my
freezer, you can eat it.”

“Grandpa, I can’t reach the freezer. You have
to get it.”

“I can’t reach the freezer while I’m in my
scooter either, Jeremiah always helps.”

“Then transform into your superhero duck form
and get it!”

“My duck form isn’t a superhero. It’s just a
large duck.”

“Nuh-uh. I saw you save someone as a duck.
Superheroes save people. Five Tough Cookies talks about it all the
time. You did what they do, as a duck.”

“You helped. That means you’re a superhero
too.”

“No, I’m your sidekick. You can tell because
I’m the cute one!” She put her hands on her hips and batted her
eyelashes.

“Are we going to go out and fight crime every
time you visit?”

“Absolutely,” she shouted, while throwing up
a triumphant fist. "Now we need to figure out our superhero
names!" 



 


 



I Should've Quit and Gone to Bed


By

Tim Blodgett

 


 


‘Neath bright green, with Siren smile,

she spoke, her voice sweet and serene.

Unite, she said, two disparate tales,

and fill the space that lies between.

 


A lunatic I must surely seem

to accept, and without a look, to leap.

With little more than the barest theme,

I must bind what’s kept to what we keep

 


Of course, I know why I answered yes

to this twice, no, thrice refused
endeavor.

How could I say no to my guest’s request

to connect one end to that of another.

 


Emboldened by the proof of spirits,

unstoppered and a’flowin’ free,

to this task, I bent, with no regrets

And wrote with quill and computer key

 


But how, thought I, does one bring
together

an insane, nut-hatch, bird brained
scheme;

and with a moonbeam’s tenuous tether,

bind it with a museum theme?

 


My brain-wracking quest for a suitable
tale,

both existential and a little bit clever,

ensued, alas, but to wrong avail,

I feared my search would last forever.

 


Invoking Gods both old and new,

I found the one that suits me best.

Selene, moon goddess, would be my muse,

and guide me on my beer fueled quest.

 


Boldly, I leapt into the void,

and tumbled as though newly fledged,

trusting my muse and instincts, alloyed,

with the spirits that swirled within my
head.

 


In free fall from my blank page prison,

buoyed aloft by her lunar might,

I soared and searched the distant horizon

for verse to save me from my plight.

 


There, from my kite high elevation,

looking down from lunar height,

I glimpsed below a dreamlike vision,

illuminated by her full moon light.

 


At last! The missing link’s revealed,

‘twixt loony bin and grand museum.

No longer were they mist concealed,

I think I may have yelled “I see ‘em”!

 


Shimmering silver gossamer clad,

daughters of the moon and dreamer,

danced lightly over turf bejeweled,

by beads of dew and moonbeam glimmer.

 


From living marble, they seemed shaped,

like sculptures in museum halls,

cavorting free in the moon lit ‘scape,

outside the asylum’s frowning walls.

 


Even as I gaze in wonder,

my vision, once clear, loses focus.

I now realize it’s the spell I was under

that compelled me on this spirited quest,

 


And now, as the spirits start to fade,

a sobering thought pushed to the fore.

Did I fulfill the promise made

to the emerald Siren who asked for more?

 


I leave it up to you to judge

if my attempt was a success,

or failure, just a messy cludge,

whose parts, when added, turn out less.

 



 


 



Museum's Marvel

 By

Rachael Crawford

 


 


“Um, Sandra. Can you come here a second?” The
small, blonde woman stood in front of her computer.

“Sure, Paula. What’s up?”

“I’m just looking at the calendar for this
week. And, well, I thought we didn’t do sleepovers anymore.”

The older brunette walked to Paula’s station
from the other side of the information desk. “We don’t. Not
since…well, you know.”

“Um, there’s one in here for next
Saturday.”

“Saturday? But that’s --”

“I know. That’s why I asked.”

“Let me look,” Sandra insisted, scowling. She
brushed Paula aside and focused on the screen. “Crap! It’s a
birthday party. The kid’s mom is on the board of trustees.”

“The board doesn’t know?”

“Of course not,” the older woman reminded
Paula. “Only people who work nights do.”

“Well, if they don’t cancel, those kids are
in for a hell of a party."

***

The following Saturday, with the full moon
rising against a darkening sky, a group of ten preteen girls and
one harried mother, followed Paula through the Adirondack
Wilderness.

“Mom, can we go play in the train car?” said
the birthday girl.

“I want to ride the carousel,” shouted
another girl.

Another said, “What about the fire
engines?”

The mother looked desperately at Paula, who
remained obviously silent to quiet the group.

“Unfortunately, the carousel is closed for
the night, but you should have time in the morning before you
leave,” she stated. “And, no, you can’t go on the fire engines, but
you can definitely look at them. As for the train car, there’ll be
plenty of time for that later.” Then Paula held up her index
finger. “First, I’ll be taking you to where you are going to
sleep.”

“Yay!” the kids yelled, as they sprinted
ahead, the fire truck girl trailing slowly behind the group.

“Now, Mrs. Cooper, since you’re the chaperone
tonight we need to go over a few ground rules.”

“Well, okay, but won’t you be with us?”

“Um, not the whole time. I leave around 11.
And then I’ll be back in the morning for breakfast and carousel
rides.”

“So, will someone be replacing you?” She
looked around hoping another adult would appear.

“No, sorry. When we did these regularly, we
had a girl, but that was a few years ago. There’s a security guard
if you need something, though. He’ll be at the front desk.”

“Oh, god. Ok. I guess,” she nervously
replied.

“You’ll be fine, Mrs. Cooper.”

“Thanks.”

“Now, about those rules. Once I leave, please
no wandering around the museum, stay in the longhouse. I’ll show
you and the girls how to get to the bathroom, but that’s it. We
don’t want any alarms set off. No eating except in designated
areas. Basically, stay in the longhouse until morning and
everything will be fine.”

The women walked along behind the children
until they reached the longhouse.

“This is where you are going to be sleeping,”
said Paula, as they entered the exhibit. “These bunk beds are nice
and sturdy, so feel free to sleep on top. The display is off, so
there won’t be any noise, but we did leave the fire on for light.
Once I leave for the night just stay here until I wake you up for
carousel rides. Now, before I show you some of the other cool stuff
in this place, where’s my birthday girl?”

“Oh! Me! Right here,” yelled Makenzie
Cooper.

“Happy Birthday, Mackenzie! I hope you're
excited for all the fun stuff we have planned for tonight. Now. Why
don’t you all leave your things and we can go to the discovery
place.”

“OK!” said the chorus of girls.

After bags and pillows were thrown down on
the bunks, they ran off again.

***

Hours later, all ten girls were asleep,
sprawled all over the long bunk beds on either side of the
half-built longhouse. Mrs. Cooper was snoring, despite the hard,
burlap mattress. It had taken a lot of running around the entire
museum, which was no small feat, and she had been out almost right
away. The place was dark and quiet, with only the exhibits fire,
surrounded by mannequins dressed as Iroquois, and a few exit signs
glowing over the room’s entrances.

Suddenly, Makenzie Cooper sat up in the top
bunk, closest to glass enclosure around the exhibit, she had wanted
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