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This exploration into the imagination is dedicated to kida of all ages.

Have fun even if you are entering your second childhood, still practicing your first childhood or simply never managed to abandon the kid in you.
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About Erf
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The existence of Erf has been debated since the first glimmer of human imagination emerged from the depths of nowhere. Whether it is an actual realm outside the confines of this mundane scape we call The Reality has also been under debate since the first time the mind’s capacity to imagine was examined under the microscope of doubt.

It is doubtful the debate will ever end but for those who make that journey into Erf, The Infinite Realm there remains absolutely no doubt that just beyond the fringe of Mundanie one may trip, slide, fall, wander, skid, drift or jump through a puddle in the rain into that wonderous land where we Mundanie are called Skyfallers.

Lastly, there is no singular description of Erf because every pair of eyes that sees it, sees it differently, and the adventure the carriers of those eyes have experienced is endless.
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Aye: Tis a quandarsome query when one sets out to weave together the complexities of Erf, and most who try usually go stark raving mad, mad, mad or become so disillusioned with the whole concept of Erf that they become angry and stuff the whole thing in a category shared by Flat Earth and Hollow Earth. both of which may well be part of Erf.

One of the first ponderances investigators approach is the question, “Where is Erf. It seems that people need to have some pin-point location for a place to make it real. Well that might be difficult because even folks who have visited this whimsical, mystical, mythical, multi-damfrantic configuration of existence can give only a single direction. With a wave of their hand, “It’s over yonder there.”

Erf began, some time ago though no one really knows when or what the circumstances of its making ambiguously is/was. Some suggest it started out as a simple, single patch of turf created by someone trying to escape from a life of misery. Others believe it has always been there and is made up of  components like little islands all connected yet existing independently, maybe bound together in the vast Sea of Void within the realm of the imagination which is infinite because that place in the mind that holds the imagination is like walking into a small tent and a city expands before you and the further in you go the more it expands until it’s time to leave and the visitor comes back to Mundanieland.

One might ask, if one seems never have had the opportunity to visit Erf, “How does a body find Erf.”

Before I explain this I must inform you that absolutely everyone has, however unknowingly, visited Erf, but most forget the experience. 

Visiting Erf generally happens by chance, by falling through a portal of some sort. That is why we Mundanies are called Skyfaller. We literally fall into Erf through Erf’s sky, somehow landing safely but it’s different for everyone and depends on the circumstances of the event. For Donald Harry Roberts who penned and is still penning “My Adventures In Erf”, it was an accident while working as a pin setter in a bowling alley. He fell into the pin pit and landed on a mound of hay in an Erf Farmyard. He wrote about his experiences in Erf without permission from The King and there has been a warrant sent out for his capture, but that is a two way bandi-clash because Donald is searching for the King to knock him off his self-styled, self- coronated pedestal because Donald, as many do, does not believe he has the right to be there.

Then, of course, there are those who have done something nasty who fall into the Yukersnok Mire, of which there are two current tales in the Tome entitled, The Chronicles of Erf.

In support of Erf having always existed and Skyfallers simply discovered it whole and functional quite by accident there are indigenous creatures that inhabit its vast scape, none of whom are Mundanie though some are much like us with twisted variations and apparitions of mythology and have apparently visited us here in the mundanest of realities. But there are some that believe the creation of Erf occurred in the autumn of 1962 by the author of My Adventures In Erf himself and it is all a figment of his imagination that somehow expanded allowing other Skyfallers to drop in through their own versions of a portal. I doubt it will ever be known which version of its creation is correct and in the long run it really doesn’t matter. It exists and anyone with an imagination can find their personal portal into this wonderful, majestical, magical, mythical, weird world. Nasty folks, as I have alluded to are sometimes summoned and land in Yukersnok Mire. Which is most difficult to escape if you are not willing to pay the price for your indiscretion, which can be very alarming in nature if the Lord Earl of Yukersnok so chooses. I suppose it depends on how bad your misdeed is.

As for the King. Well, that’s a conundrum of confusion since he is not the King of Erf, only King of the Skyfallers, but has gained a kind of control over Erf by some means of sorceristic manipulationing...or she... no one has ever met this elusive monarch, but I have never heard of a girl king. No one knows where to find him and it seems he is omnipresent and sees everything that goes on in Erf and presents his special Skyfallers with an Earldom over one of Erfs infinite fragments, or facets of existence I prefer to describe as Islands enmeshed by silver threads of thought, yet floating independently on the infinite Sea of Emptiness, which is not really empty but seems so when looked at through dull unimaginative eyes.

Do you remember that time when you tripped on something but when you looked to see what it was there was nothing there? Well, chances are it was a portal into Erf and if you would have toppled over you would have fallen into Erf and had a grand old adventure.

And, I should reveal, there is another mysticism on this subject.

Remember the time you were walking along, going somewhere when suddenly you’re there but you can’t remember the walk even though it was quite a distance. Well, guess what. You probably visited Erf, but under those circumstances, few ever remember the experience except the knowing of ‘Well something happened, but what?”

And of course, there is the dream portal which almost everyone has experienced but writes it off as, “JUST A DREAM.”

I could go on and on about Erf until I have written an epic volume, however, if I did that, there would be nothing left to learn about this marvelicious world and what fun would that be? I think you would have more fun reading My Adventures In Erf and The Chronicles Of Erf penned by Donald Harry Roberts and Various guest writers. 

In a last flurry of burbling, I highly recommend that the next time you get the chance to be a Skyfaller take it unless of course you are the wicked type and land in Yukersnok Mire by no choice of your own. That really is a nasty, nasty place.

If you have been wondering who I am well...keep wondering, Fankle Blatherskite is my ‘Pen Name’ because I am not about to reveal my identity any time soon. Just know that when you find a story penned in the third person I am most likely to be the narrator. Other first-person stories may show up written by authors other than Donald of course, which my part in it will merely be the editor. Nothing gets publish before going through me first.

And so, I bid you adieu and maybe we shall meet one day in Erf, but don’t look for me or count on it. It will certainly be an accidental crossing of paths and very brief.
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My Adventures In Erf

By

Donald Harry Roberts

A Brief Ramble
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Are you going to believe my story? Probably not BECAUSE I know even though it happened to me I have a hard time believing. Nonetheless I will tell you of my adventure in the really weird magical mystical nonsensical land of Erf. I am old now and my goal is to find my way back there for of all the places I have visited in my Gypsy ways Erf is the only one that I ever felt right in. I think it is one of those places one might call Kingdom At the End Of The World, where one needs a very special passport to enter.
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Chapter One
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I was 11 years old, blond, blue eyed, 4 feet 11 inches in height and in excellent shape owing to my job of 2 years that kept me in better shape than any PE class or modern day gym club. I worked as a pin setter in a bowling alley and was responsible for six lanes. I ran. I jumped and I climbed. I worked Thursday and Friday evening for adult 10 pin leagues, two leagues each night and Saturday morning for a kids 5 pin league. I think I had one of the best paying kid’s jobs in town, certainly better than the pittance received for delivering newspapers. With tips I could take home 28 dollars weekly which was good for part time 1962 at any age.

It was Friday, June 22nd. Two days after my eleventh birthday. I ran home straight after school and ate the supper Mother had put out for me before she went off to work at the photo studio where she was a colourist. I don’t remember now what the fare was but probably beams and wieners, which was common for Fridays. 

Then I headed downtown, crossing the town bridged at a galloping speed, along Dundas St. two blocks and up the stairs to the bowling alley. Mr. Gay was dressing the lanes as always and greeted me cheerfully. He liked me mostly because I always showed up and I was always on time for the 5 o’clock league of six teams, one on each lane and four bowlers to a team.

By 4:45 I was all set up, water, sweat towel and two sandwiches Mrs. Gay always made for me for between league snacks. The pins were all set for the first game. I had actually managed to train the bowlers to perform their skills so that I had a pin setting system that kept the games moving as quickly as possible, another aspect Mr. Gay liked about my work. Bowlers were already arriving and getting ready for the last league games of the season, the Play Offs, which included a party after, which I could not attend because it was an adult affair, which meant alcoholic beverages.
But I was fairly compensated because the league president always presented me with a bonus. But things went way out to left field that night, half way through the second of three games.
I was on lane six waiting for Mr. Rollman to pull one of his timely strikes where the head pin always popped into the air and backwards. If I could catch the pin in my feet, which I got really good at, Mr. Rollman would give me fifty cents at the end of the night. In fact, I got fifty cents for every head pin I picked out of mid-air, sometimes ten over the night. Mr. Rollman wound up and rolled the perfect strike ball. I positioned myself to catch it but as I reached out with my feet I slid off the running deck, flipped over backwards and crashed head first into the pin pit. And that my friends is where things got weird, magical, mystical and utterly nonsensical.

I said I crashed into the bottom of the pin pit, which should have happened, but it didn’t. Instead I fell into a blackness so thick I could not see my hand in front of my face and believe me I waved it vigorously several times which leads you to understand I fell for quite a while, at least it seemed that way but it could have been only a few heart beats, but you know how things slow down when things like this happen. How many times have you fallen and felt like you were going down in slow motion, until you hit bottom and crash and it starts to hurt. Fortunately, when I crashed I was not on hard ground. It was into a big fluffy mound of hay.

I suppose this is where I am going lose some of you readers who are now rolling your eyes and getting ready to click me off. Well I guess its TTFN then but you’re going to be missing out, especially that little spark of you that is still a kid and still believes in magic. 

To those who are deciding to stay on and enjoy my adventure vicariously from the comfort of your reading chair, let us continue on. 

Now to recap. I landed in a fluffy mound of hay startling three jersey milk cows chewing their cud. You can imagine my surprise/alarm when one of them said in very clear and plain English. “Oh, my Jorgina and Petra. Something has crushed our dinner.” 

“A human boy.” Said the speaker whose name was Matilda.

“What happened? Where...where am I?” I heard myself ask.
A very quick crowing voice came in answer. “Erf. You are in Erf you foolish human. Where else would you be?” Said the Black Rooster in a very annoyed voice. “You nearly landed on me and I would have been crushed had I not been very quick to jump from the mound.” 
“Oh Mr. Crowly. Don’t be so mean. I am sure the boy did not mean to try and land on you. You know how these things happen. Humans have no idea what is happening to them until they land and even then they ask stupid and confused questions.” Matilda came to my defense.
“Well. We should send him up to see Farmer Bigoldman before he gets into any more trouble or manages to start trouble. He doesn’t look much like a farm boy.”
“You are right. I am not a farm boy. I work in a bowling alley and I fell.... here.” I replied anxiously and I must admit I was really confused and a little scared. 
“Here. Here.” This time it was a barking voice and a large black and tan dog of no particular breed appeared from the other side of the hay mound. 

“I will take him up to the farm house. It is my job to keep an eye on intruders...ah guests, after all.” 

“Good. Get him out of here before he gets up to any human boy shenanigans.” Crowed Mr. Crowly. 

“This way.” Barked the dog in a rather Scottishy brogue if indeed such is possible. He then moved behind me and nudged me with his nose, in the middle of my back. He was not a small dog since his nose stood 2 feet 6 inches or there abouts, from the ground.

“What is your name Boy? I need to know so I can introduce you properly to Farmer Armstrong and his Mrs.” Asked the Dog. 

“Donald.” I began. Most people called me Donny, but I hated that, and I wasn’t really a Don, so I introduced myself with my whole name. “Donald Harry Roberts.”
“Well Donald, Donald Harry Roberts. Where have you fallen from besides out of clear air?”
“I was at work setting pins in a bowling alley when I fell, straight through the floor into the blackness. Obviously, you know where I landed.” I answered, and then asked. “And who exactly are you?” 
“Why I am Mr. Ruffus, head of security here on at Armstrong Farm. I thought everyone knew that.” The dog replied indignantly. 

“You have forgotten already Mr. Ruffus. I am a complete stranger here.”  

“Yes. I suppose you are and can be forgiven for not knowing such a commonly known individual as myself.” 

We came around the barn and climbed a long hill to its grassy crest. Away in the distance, beyond a valley and at the crest of a green knoll stood house or should I call it a Castle of huge proportions since even at a distance it was enormous.
“That must be a mile away.” I said. 
“And then some Donald, Donald Harry Roberts.”
I had to chuckle. “Just call me Donald, Mr. Ruffus.”       “Ah. I forgot. Humans have multiple names but why is beyond me.” 
But that my friends was only a small part of my mounting awe as I looked ahead. As if talking cows, rooster and a dog weren’t enough to put my mind reeling there appeared in the sky above the castle something just too amazing for my mind to grasp in the first seconds that I saw it. The only thing I could do was stare.”
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Chapter Two
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LOL. I can hear you thinking; “Yah sure, here we go with the dragons or monsters or some other kind of mythical wicked nasty beast.”

Well you don’t quite have it right.

What I saw hovering over the castle was a humongous bird that was all blue and white and not at all strange to me except its size. A bird I have always been amazed by. It was a Great Blue Herron. The most beautiful bird I had ever seen. I saw four at my grandfather’s place in the woods.

It circled over the castle several times then with majestic gracefulness it banked east and flew off into the growing darkness.

“Will it come back?” I asked Mr. Ruffus.

“It comes round now and then, when Farmer Armstrong beckons it.” The dog answered.

I looked all about for a long while as we strolled casually toward the castle. Finally, I asked. “Where on Earth am I?”

“Well. You are not on earth, exactly. This is Erf, The Infinite Realm to be precise and this region is Rolling Downs. Farmer Armstrong is the Overlord.”

At that age I only had a vague idea what an Overlord was, and it was not particularly good. The word itself sounded ominous. I think Mr. Ruffus sensed my concern and quickly added.

“As Overlords go he is fair enough with his tenants.”

“Are you a tenant?”

“Lordy loverbugs I should say not. Animals are not tenants or servants. We live among Twoleggers because it is convenient. In turn we provide them with small services.”

“Are there many Twoleggers here? I inquired. The answer was disturbing.

“Where there is one Twolegger there are whole villages. Farmer Armstrong is a rare bird since there is only him and his wife and they only have three off springs. Most mated ones have at least seven and up to twenty.”

“You make us sound like rats.”

“Not even close. I love rat. They are actually quite tasty.”

“You eat each other?” I responded with surprise.

“Not all Fourleggers here are intelligent, Rodents for example. And bugs, for the most part.”

“So, if an animal can’t talk then they are open game?”

“Crudely put but not inaccurate.” Mr. Ruffus replied.

A few seconds later I heard Ruffus chuckled. He was joking with me. He finally said. “Most Humans that live here came here like you. They fell out of the sky with no idea how. Farmer Armstrong came nearly fifty years ago.”

I laughed and scratched Mr. Ruffus’s ears and he let a low growl escape his muzzle and continued as we walked along I decide that Erf might not be a bad place to be if I had to be somewhere else besides home. But I was mystified how I got there from a pin pit in down town Trenton. To this day I never found the answer. 

We came at last to the wrought iron gate entering the castle grounds. It was attended by two giant bears which I later learned were of the Kodiak family.

They nodded officially at Mr. Ruffus and pulled the double gate open with ease and silence. Not a squeak or creek did they give though it was obvious they had hung there for countless years, generations maybe.

“Do bears talk?” I asked when were well on our way along the green way arched by enormous oak, maple and elm trees.

“They can if they have a mind to, but bears are more thinkers than talkers and only speak when there is something worth saying, except for cubs who never shut up unless sound asleep or eating.” Mr. Ruffus answered in a most amiable way.

We passed out of the canopy of trees onto a half moon shaped staging area where several carriages were parked, each drawn by magnificent golden draught horses. The carriages were worthy of royalty gilded in gold, silver and various gems in a rainbow of colours.

Standing by each of the carriages were men clad in uniforms that reminded me of hotel doormen. They were all chatting and smoking long stemmed pipes with carved bowls, many of which were images of mythical beasts.

“Farmer Armstrong must be an important person. More important than his title would indicate.” I noted remembering that Overlords by any other name were Lords of The Manor, earls and Viscounts, Marquis and even dukes. Thank you Miss Ruckstal.” My fourth grade social studies teacher.

“Well favoured would be a better
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