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The Spork Room is an amazing place. While,
unfortunately, not actually existing in physical space as it does
in this story, it still manages to provide aspiring writers
world-wide with encouragement, support, and friendship (as well as
a multitude of perhaps sometimes unwanted plot animals).

Without the Spork Room, this story would not
exist, and this is, in some way, my way of giving back to my fellow
sporkers, who have supported me for many, many years now.

I want to extend my greatest thanks and love
to the sporkers. You are all amazing, lovely, wonderful people and
fantastic writers. Much thanks to Juliana for creating the
community and putting up with my insanity over the years, and I
want to extend my greatest gratitude to Kimmie for allowing me the
use of Someone, without whom this story would not be nearly as much
fun as it is.

I also want to thank my family, especially
my husband, Andrew, and my mother and sister, who have always been
so supportive and encouraging about my writing.

I hope you enjoy this story as much as I
enjoyed writing it.

 


~Kit

 


 


 



 


 


 


I am old

Older than the world

What I hold should not be released

If you dare to open me

Beware the chaos that you set free

 


 


 



PART ONE

 


THROUGH THE WANDERING
DOOR

 


 



"Margery Phillips!"

Her pencil clacked loudly as it bounced
across her desk and rolled onto the floor.

"How many times must I ask you to pay
attention in class?" Mrs. Kachok swiped Margery's notebook off the
desk with a sigh. "There is a time and a place for writing your
silly stories, and math class is not it!"

Margery couldn't bring herself to meet her
teacher's eyes, instead mumbling her apology into the desk. There
were a few titters of laughter from around the classroom. Mrs.
Kachok tapped the notebook against the desk’s surface. "Now, what
is the derivative of e to the x?"

"It's e to the x," murmured Margery.

"And sine?"

"Cosine," recited Margery dutifully,
twisting one long braid around her fingers. She could see her
pencil just out of her reach under her neighbor's desk.

Mrs. Kachok set her notebook back on the
desk. "Put it away," she said purposefully. As Margery sadly
slipped it into her bag, the math teacher moved on to another
student, demanding the derivative of x3.

Margery debated asking her neighbor for her
pencil back, but the girl gave her half a glance before turning to
her friend on the other side and Margery’s question died in her
throat. As she turned away, the two girls giggled in an unpleasant
manner, and Margery felt her cheeks color. With a sigh, she settled
back into her chair, staring forlornly at the desk in front of
her.

Was it really necessary for Mrs. Kachok to
chastise her? It's not like she was paying less attention than
anyone else in the room, and the other kids certainly didn't need
any more reasons to tease her. She straightened slightly, pushing
her glasses back up her nose, and attempted to at least look like
she was paying attention.

Math couldn't end fast enough. Margery
waited for the room to clear, slouched down in her seat. The other
students left quickly, laughing with their friends, and
occasionally glancing at Margery as she stayed behind. She tried to
tell herself that they weren't talking about her, but somehow she
couldn't bring herself to believe it.

After retrieving her pencil, she moved out
into the hall and tried to navigate through the flow of students.
It was difficult, as most people were heading out the back, towards
the parking lot, but it was faster for her if she went out the
front. If only she were taller, getting out would be so much
easier.

Something caught her backpack and she
stumbled, only barely keeping her balance. Turning, she noticed the
same girl from math a short distance away. She laughed when she
caught Margery's eyes and walked off with her friends, occasionally
glancing back.

Margery turned away, rubbing at her eyes.
She had to get out of this stupid building. Instead of fighting the
flow any longer, she ducked down a side hallway and pushed through
the door at the end of it. Technically the side doors were only for
emergencies, but there was no alarm attached. Pausing, she leaned
against the side of the building, listening to the birds sing in
the trees.

Her stories weren't silly, were they? Even
if she thought they were – which she didn’t – she wouldn’t be able
to stop writing them anyway. If she didn’t write anything down on
paper, they would still float around in her head. There was no
quieting the stories.

Margery wasn't sure how long she stayed
there, using the coolness of the wall to calm her jangled nerves.
Slowly the sounds of other people died away, and, finally, Margery
pushed off, making her way around the exterior of the building.

Her feet followed a familiar path home, past
the football field and down 13th Avenue. A couple of store owners
waved as she walked by, her face familiar from many passings.
Margery knew the order of the shops by heart; no one ever left,
except when Mr. Harvey died and his barbershop was taken over by
his son. The barbershop was on the corner, then the grocery, the
book store, and antique store, and—what was this?

Margery paused in surprise. There, nestled
between the antique store and her mother's favorite nail salon, was
a door she had never noticed before. There was a paper sign taped
to it that said simply, "The Spork Room."

"What's the matter, dear?" asked old Mrs.
Williams, the owner of the antique shop. She had a copper urn in
one hand that looked half shined, and a rag in the other.

"Has this door always been here?" asked
Margery in response.

Mrs. Williams squinted. "Door? You mean to
the nail place? I think so. Haven't you been in there with your
mother?"

"No, not that door. This one here, in
between the shops."

"There's no door in between the shops,"
replied Mrs. Williams with a small smile, putting the rag over her
shoulder. She came and stood next to Margery, scanning her eyes
over the wall. "I guess the pattern of the bricks does sort of make
it look like it though, doesn't it?" She patted Margery on the
shoulder and disappeared back inside her shop.

Margery watched her go. What was she talking
about? It was a wooden door; it didn't blend into the bricks at
all.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped forward,
grasping the door knob. To her great surprise, it turned easily and
the door clicked open.

Margery immediately pushed the door shut and
took off back down the street, glancing around to see if anyone had
seen her. Could Mrs. Williams honestly not see it? What did that
mean?

Perhaps it was just an illusion. She did
feel a bit like she had a headache. Pushing all thoughts of the
door out of her head, she continued on her way home.

 


~*~*~*~*~*~*~

 


Margery stood before the door, only now it
sat alone in a field. A gentle breeze stirred the grasses and
picked up dandelion seeds to send tumbling through the sky.

Moving forward, Margery firmly gripped the
door knob and pulled the door open. Behind it was a second door,
sitting in the field much like the first. She opened this one as
well, but only another door awaited her.

Margery hurried her way to school. Her
neighbors gave her odd looks as she passed by; Margery was never in
a rush. She didn't particularly like school. She felt it was a
waste of her time, that there were better things she could be doing
than reciting trigonometric identities or remembering the
"enlightened" rulers of Europe.

She was practically running by the time she
hit 13th Avenue. Sliding to a stop between the nail salon and the
antique shop, she found...nothing.

There was no door.

There was no sign of there ever having been
a door.

Disbelievingly, she ran her hand down the
wall, but all that met her fingertips was cold brick. She must have
imagined it after all, she thought, twirling one braid around her
fingers. But it had seemed so real...

Well, if there was no inexplicable door,
then there was no use in worrying about it, was there? Margery
turned and started back towards school, but each step felt
heavy. 

She focused even less in class than usual,
her mind far away, picturing secret doors and the dangers and
riches that hid behind them. She managed to scribble down some of
her ideas before history started. After the incident in math the
day before, she didn't dare actively write in class. Best to back
off for a little while, let everyone forget about it. To make
matters worse, in math, that same girl sat next to her again,
whispering to her friend and sneaking glances throughout the whole
period. Margery had never wanted to curl up in a hole and die quite
so much before.

She hurried out of the classroom when the
bell rang, but the girl followed her, snatching at her bag
again.

"What do you want?" murmured Margery as she
grabbed her bag back, holding it tightly against her
chest. 

The other girl smirked, placing one hand on
her hip. "I just want to read your stories," she said, but her tone
scared Margery. The teasing would only get worse if
people—especially some people—got their hands on them.

"Leave me alone," she managed to get out
before turning and running through the crowd, ducking underneath
people's arms and bags. The other girl did not follow, but her
laughter chased Margery down the hall.

She pulled out of the flow of people down a
side hallway. It was empty and Margery took a few moments to catch
her breath. Should she tell a teacher? What good would that do?
They'd probably tell her not to be so sensitive.

Margery started down the hall. She'd go into
the bathroom, let herself calm down, and then she'd head home.

The bathrooms were about half way down the
open corridor. Male, female, and—what was this? There was a third
door, squeezed between the women's room and the drinking faucet,
with a paper sign hanging haphazardly from a single piece of
tape.

"You've got to be kidding me," murmured
Margery. "Is this some sort of joke?"

She looked up and down the corridor, but it
was still empty. No one was in sight. If it was a joke, how would
someone have known that she would be here? The hall wasn't
familiar; she'd never been here before, and it certainly wasn't
normally on her way home.

Indecision warred in her mind. She should
just go home and leave the door to itself. Who knew what was behind
it? It could be meant for someone else. It could be anything,
really. But if she didn't go in now, there was certainly no
guarantee that it would still be there later. Surely it wasn't
coincidence that she'd found it twice, but how many times would it
try before giving up?

She took a hesitant step forward, curling
her fingers slowly around the knob. Taking a deep breath, she
pushed the door open and stepped through, pulling the door shut
behind her.

Inside the door was a set of stairs. Margery
hesitantly started up them, fighting the urge to turn around and
run. She hadn't been aware that the school had a second story. The
staircase itself was dim and poorly lit; another door waited at the
top.

The second door opened as easily as the
first. Margery stepped into a large, bright room decorated in many
colors. The combination should have been obnoxious, but instead she
found it to be strangely cheerful. To her right there was a large
hutch filled with rabbits of every shape and size. The rest of the
room was filled with tables, some with computers or laptops sitting
on them. A large cabinet hung half open at the far side of the
room; she could see a variety of different types of notebooks
within.

Apart from the rabbits there was one other
girl in the room. She was bent in front of one of the computers,
typing away madly, earphones pulled on over her curls. One of the
rabbits sat next to her, happily chewing on the mouse cord. She
didn't seem to have noticed the new arrival.

"Is this some sort of study room?" wondered
Margery aloud.

"Hello!" came a voice from Margery's left.
Margery jumped.

"Oh, I'm terribly sorry..." she gasped out
once her heart has stopped trying to escape from her chest.

The speaker was a tall blonde girl who
looked slightly too old for high school. "Sorry for what?" she
asked. "Come in—no reason to leave the door open." She nudged
Margery out of the way and closed the door. "Is this your first
time? I don't recognize you."

I must have stumbled into some club,
thought Margery. "I'm sorry," she said again, "I'm not—I just
wanted to see through the door—I'll leave."

The other girl blinked at her before a slow
smile spread across her face. "You're a writer, right? Then you're
in the right place." She took a few steps into the room before
turning to face Margery again. "Welcome to the Spork Room."

Margery's mouth dropped open. "How did you
know I was a writer?" she asked.

"You must be," answered the other girl.
"Only someone with a story inside can find the Spork Room." She
paused, grinning slightly. "Did you like that? Sound inspiring? Or
just corny? Let me know. Sometimes my dialogue can get a little
silly."

"No, no, it was fine," answered Margery. Was
this girl for real? Was this place for real? "I'm sorry, are you a
student here?"

The blonde girl had crossed over to a chest
Margery hadn't noticed earlier and was digging around inside.
"Sorry, what? Ah, here it is."

"Do you go here?"

"Doubtful," replied the other girl, "since I
don't know where here is." She handed Margery a bag. "Here's your
starter kit. Did I introduce myself? I'm Kandy. The one over there
at the computer is Maggie—you'll have to forgive her, it's pretty
late at night for her. Best not to disturb her right now."

Taking the bag, Margery glanced inside.
There seemed to be a variety of sporks, each carefully labeled. She
pulled one out. "Spork of Breaking Writer's Block?"

"That's a very useful one," commented
Kandy.

Margery dropped the spork back into the bag
and put it into her backpack. "I'm sorry...you said you didn't know
where you were?"

"No, I said I didn't know where you were."
Kandy smiled. "Let me give you the tour." Without waiting for a
response, she took Margery by one arm. "This here is the plot bunny
hutch. We recommend that you make sure it is locked at all times.
When they get out en masse it tends to be mildly chaotic. Although
totally worth it to see the look on Sarah's face, let me tell
you."

"A what bunny?" asked Margery as she was
dragged along. Her head felt somewhat like exploding.

In response, Kandy opened the door and
pulled out a rabbit. She thrust it at Margery. "See for
yourself."

The smaller girl gingerly took the bunny in
her arms. It nuzzled against her arm and playfully nipped at her.
"I don't..." started Margery, then froze. How would your main
characters react if suddenly confronted with pirates? Where was
that voice coming from? Perhaps your female main character is
actually the daughter of a pirate and is unaware.

Kandy took the bunny back and all thoughts
of pirates and their bastard children were suddenly gone. "Cool,
huh? Anyway, you can use them whenever you need to, but one at a
time is probably enough. Now, over here, behind the door, we have
the Pink Water."

Sure enough, there was a water cooler with a
decidedly pink tinge to it. "Why is it pink?" asked Margery, not
sure if she wanted to know the answer.

Kandy shrugged. "Kate's formula is pink,
ergo when you put it in the water, the water is pink. Don't drink
it unless you're trying to write romance. Now, you can use any of
the computers when they're open, or if you prefer to handwrite,
there's notebooks and pens in the cabinet. Now, let's go
upstairs."

"Upstairs?"

"Confusing, isn't it? Don't get too attached
to the layout—it tends to change as we need it to. Normally we only
add rooms, but occasionally some disappear if we're not using them
anymore."

Kandy headed towards a second staircase near
the water cooler, but Margery didn't immediately follow. "I'm
sorry," she said once again.

The other girl's brow furrowed. "What's
wrong?"

"This is all very weird."

With a thoughtful look, Kandy sat down on
one of the stairs. "It is very overwhelming at the beginning.
Writing is a solitary activity—it's just you and your brain. And I
can't explain how the Spork Room works. For instance, where are you
right now?"

Margery stared at her. "My high school."

"Which is where? Are you in the States? I
figure you must be if you're still at school."

"I'm in Iowa."

Kandy leaned forward. "I'm in California.
Maggie there is in Denmark."

"What? That's not possible."

The other girl shrugged again. "Does that
matter? We're writers—anything is possible. And now that you've
found the Spork Room, it will always be there for you, whenever you
need it. You'll always be able to find your way here." Kandy stood.
"Follow me—there's something you really should see."

Margery followed the taller girl up the
stairs. When they reached the top, Kandy started up a second
staircase. Margery peered out into the room as she passed—two more
people, a guy and a girl, were there, seated upon a large pile of
pillows. There was a kitchen there as well, and someone had left
out a plate of cookies. A variety of doors led off the main
room.

At the top of the next staircase, Kandy
moved quickly across the room, heading towards a door that was
different from the others. It was large and made of a dark wood,
whereas the others were smaller and of varying colors. Once she
reached the door, Kandy waited for Margery.

"There's a lot of good things about the
Spork Room," she said quietly, "but this is by far the most
useful." She reached forward, placing both hands on the knob. With
a grunt she pulled the door open.

Margery stepped forward involuntarily.
Through the door images whirled past, showing places, people,
things...a multitude of wonders, just waiting to be explored. "What
is it?" she whispered.

"I'm not really sure," replied Kandy, "but
through this Door our stories come to life. Every time we write we
shape this universe. It is the creation of all sporkers in the past
and all sporkers yet to come. If you need inspiration, you can come
here, you can watch your characters. You can watch events. You can
even interact with them if you so wish."

"...you can go in?"

"Yes." Kandy turned to face Margery, her
face serious. "Don't go in alone though—always let someone know.
It'll be easier to get out if someone out here can open the Door
for you."

Margery nodded, and Kandy pushed the heavy
door shut again. "How much time do you have? I don't want you to be
late for anything."

"Oh!" A glance at her watch told Margery
that she should have been home by now. "I should go."

Kandy nodded. "You can come back whenever
you like." The two started back down the stairs.

"Will you be here?"

"I might be." Kandy grinned. "I do have an
outside life too, you know. But there's always somebody around, so
don't worry. Everyone's super nice."

They reached the room where Margery had come
in through. Maggie had gone, but a new girl had shown up. She
scribbled furiously in a notebook while what looked like a platypus
tried to eat her pencil. Kandy opened the door for Margery.

She took a step forward, then paused. "Why
the door?" she asked Kandy.

The blonde girl frowned in confusion. "What
do you mean?"

"Why the plain, old door with the boring
sign?"

"What appeals to you more?" Kandy said with
a slight smirk. "A door that tells you exactly what it is, or one
that tells you as little as possible?"

Margery smiled in return and stepped through
the door. It closed almost instantly behind her. She spun around in
surprise, and found herself out in the hallway, staring at nothing
but a blank wall.

 


~*~*~*~*~*~*~

 


Margery's homework took her longer than
usual. It wasn't necessarily that it was any harder than usual, but
she found it difficult to focus. Her writing notebook, a plain,
black composition notebook, sat underneath her calculus textbook.
She could only see a corner of it, but she knew it was there, and
she wanted nothing more than to pull it out and start writing. Ever
since her earlier visit to the Spork Room, there had been ideas and
characters bouncing back and forth across the back of her mind. If
she didn't get them out of her head and onto paper soon, she might
explode.

Her parents had gone to bed. She had heard
the click of their door, had seen the lights in the hallway go off.
She'd turned off the lights in her room as well; only her desk lamp
gave any illumination. She wasn't sure why—her parents wouldn't be
that upset if she was still up because of homework, but something
about the night asked for secrecy.

She dropped her pencil. Done. She was pretty
sure that last problem, and perhaps the one before it, was
incorrect, as she doubted the sine of x ever equaled 3, but she
didn't care. Stuffing her paper in
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